
  
    
      
    
  


		
			Short Fiction

			By H. G. Wells.

			[image: ]
		
	
		
			
				Imprint

				[image: The Standard Ebooks logo.]
			
			This ebook is the prod­uct of many hours of hard work by vol­un­teers for Stan­dard Ebooks, and builds on the hard work of oth­er lit­er­a­ture lovers made pos­si­ble by the pub­lic do­main.

			This par­tic­u­lar ebook is based on tran­scrip­tions from var­i­ous sources and on dig­i­tal scans from var­i­ous sources.

			The source text and art­work in this ebook are be­lieved to be in the Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main; that is, they are be­lieved to be free of copy­right re­stric­tions in the Unit­ed States. They may still be copy­right­ed in oth­er coun­tries, so users lo­cat­ed out­side of the Unit­ed States must check their lo­cal laws be­fore us­ing this ebook. The cre­ators of, and con­trib­u­tors to, this ebook ded­i­cate their con­tri­bu­tions to the world­wide pub­lic do­main via the terms in the CC0 1.0 Uni­ver­sal Pub­lic Do­main Ded­i­ca­tion. For full li­cense in­for­ma­tion, see the Un­copy­right at the end of this ebook.

			Stan­dard Ebooks is a vol­un­teer-driv­en project that pro­duces ebook edi­tions of pub­lic do­main lit­er­a­ture us­ing mod­ern ty­pog­ra­phy, tech­nol­o­gy, and ed­i­to­ri­al stan­dards, and dis­trib­utes them free of cost. You can down­load this and oth­er ebooks care­ful­ly pro­duced for true book lovers at stan­dard­e­books.org.

		
	
		
			
				In the Modern Vein

				An Un­sym­path­et­ic Love Story

			
			Of course the cul­tiv­ated read­er has heard of Au­brey Vair. He has pub­lished on three sev­er­al oc­ca­sions volumes of del­ic­ate verses—some, in­deed, bor­der on in­del­ic­acy—and his column “Of Things Lit­er­ary” in the Cli­max is well known. His Byron­ic vis­age and an in­ter­view have ap­peared in the Per­fect Lady. It was Au­brey Vair, I be­lieve, who demon­strated that the hu­mour of Dick­ens was worse than his sen­ti­ment, and who de­tec­ted “a subtle bour­geois fla­vour” in Shakespeare. How­ever, it is not gen­er­ally known that Au­brey Vair has had erot­ic ex­per­i­ences as well as erot­ic in­spir­a­tions. He ad­op­ted Goethe some little time since as his lit­er­ary pro­to­type, and that may have had some­thing to do with his tem­por­ary lapse from sexu­al in­teg­rity.

			For it is one of the com­mon­est things that un­der­mine lit­er­ary men, giv­ing us land­slips and pic­tur­esque ef­fects along the oth­er­wise even cliff of their re­spect­able life, rank­ing next to av­arice, and cer­tainly above drink, this in­stabil­ity called geni­us, or, more fully, the con­scious­ness of geni­us, such as Au­brey Vair pos­sessed. Since Shel­ley set the fash­ion, your man of gifts has been as­sured that his duty to him­self and his duty to his wife are in­com­pat­ible, and his re­nun­ci­ation of the Phil­istine has been marked by such in­fi­del­ity as his means and cour­age war­ran­ted. Most vir­tue is lack of ima­gin­a­tion. At any­r­ate, a minor geni­us without his af­fec­tions twis­ted in­to an in­ex­tric­able muddle, and who did not oc­ca­sion­ally shed son­nets over his troubles, I have nev­er met.

			Even Au­brey Vair did this, weep­ing the son­nets overnight in­to his blot­ting-book, and pre­tend­ing to write lit­er­ary caus­er­ie when his wife came down in her bath slip­pers to see what kept him up. She did not un­der­stand him, of course. He did this even be­fore the oth­er wo­man ap­peared, so in­grained is con­jugal treach­ery in the tal­en­ted mind. In­deed, he wrote more son­nets be­fore the oth­er wo­man came than after that event, be­cause there­after he spent much of his leis­ure in cut­ting down the old pro­duc­tions, re­trim­ming them, and gen­er­ally al­ter­ing this readymade cloth­ing of his pas­sion to suit her par­tic­u­lar height and com­plex­ion.

			Au­brey Vair lived in a little red villa with a lawn at the back and a view of the Downs be­hind Reigate. He lived upon dis­creet in­vest­ment eked out by lit­er­ary work. His wife was hand­some, sweet, and gentle, and—such is the tender hu­mil­ity of good mar­ried wo­men—she found her life’s hap­pi­ness in see­ing that little Au­brey Vair had well-cooked vari­ety for din­ner, and that their house was the neatest and bright­est of all the houses they entered. Au­brey Vair en­joyed the din­ners, and was proud of the house, yet nev­er­the­less he mourned be­cause his geni­us dwindled. Moreover, he grew plump, and cor­pu­lence threatened him.

			We learn in suf­fer­ing what we teach in song, and Au­brey Vair knew cer­tainly that his soul could give no cred­it­able crops un­less his af­fec­tions were har­rowed. And how to har­row them was the trouble, for Reigate is a mor­al neigh­bour­hood.

			So Au­brey Vair’s ro­mantic long­ings blew loose for a time, much as a seed­ling creep­er might, planted in the midst of a flower­bed. But at last, in the full­ness of time, the oth­er wo­man came to the em­brace of Au­brey Vair’s yearn­ing heart-tendrils, and his ro­mantic epis­ode pro­ceeded as is here faith­fully writ­ten down.

			The oth­er wo­man was really a girl, and Au­brey Vair met her first at a ten­nis party at Red­hill. Au­brey Vair did not play ten­nis after the ac­ci­dent to Miss Mor­ton’s eye, and be­cause lat­terly it made him pant and get warm­er and moister than even a poet should be; and this young lady had only re­cently ar­rived in Eng­land, and could not play. So they grav­it­ated in­to the two va­cant bas­ket chairs be­side Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt, in front of the hol­ly­hocks, and were presently talk­ing at their ease to­geth­er.

			The oth­er wo­man’s name was un­pro­pi­tious—Miss Smith—but you would nev­er have sus­pec­ted it from her face and cos­tume. Her par­ent­age was prom­ising, she was an orphan, her moth­er was a Hindu, and her fath­er an In­di­an civil ser­vant; and Au­brey Vair—him­self a happy mix­ture of Celt and Teuton, as, in­deed, all lit­er­ary men have to be nowadays—nat­ur­ally be­lieved in the lit­er­ary con­sequences of a mix­ture of races. She was dressed in white. She had finely moul­ded pale fea­tures, great depth of ex­pres­sion, and a cloud of del­ic­ately frisé black hair over her dark eyes, and she looked at Au­brey Vair with a look half curi­ous and half shy, that con­tras­ted ad­mir­ably with the ste­reo­typed frank­ness of your com­mon Reigate girl.

			“This is a splen­did lawn—the best in Red­hill,” said Au­brey Vair in the course of the con­ver­sa­tion; “and I like it all the bet­ter be­cause the dais­ies are spared.” He in­dic­ated the dais­ies with a grace­ful sweep of his rather el­eg­ant hand.

			“They are sweet little flowers,” said the lady in white, “and I have al­ways as­so­ci­ated them with Eng­land, chiefly, per­haps, through a pic­ture I saw ‘over there’ when I was very little, of chil­dren mak­ing daisy chains. I prom­ised my­self that pleas­ure when I came home. But, alas! I feel now rather too large for such de­lights.”

			“I do not see why we should not be able to en­joy these simple pleas­ures as we grow older—why our growth should have in it so much for­get­ting. For my own part—”

			“Has your wife got Jane’s re­cipe for stuff­ing trout?” asked Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt ab­ruptly.

			“I really don’t know,” said Au­brey Vair.

			“That’s all right,” said Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt. “It ought to please even you.”

			“Any­thing will please me,” said Au­brey Vair; “I care very little—”

			“Oh, it’s a lovely dish,” said Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt, and re­lapsed in­to con­tem­pla­tion.

			“I was say­ing,” said Au­brey Vair, “that I think I still find my keen­est pleas­ures in child­ish pas­times. I have a little neph­ew that I see a great deal of, and when we fly kites to­geth­er, I am sure it would be hard to tell which of us is the hap­pi­er. By the by, you should get at your daisy chains in that way. Be­guile some little girl.”

			“But I did. I took that Mor­ton mite for a walk in the mead­ows, and tim­idly broached the sub­ject. And she re­proached me for sug­gest­ing ‘frivol­ous pur­suits.’ It was a hor­rible dis­ap­point­ment.”

			“The gov­erness here,” said Au­brey Vair, “is rob­bing that child of its youth in a ter­rible way. What will a life be that has no child­hood at the be­gin­ning?”

			“Some hu­man be­ings are nev­er young,” he con­tin­ued, “and they nev­er grow up. They lead ab­so­lutely col­our­less lives. They are—they are eti­ol­ated. They nev­er love, and nev­er feel the loss of it. They are—for the mo­ment I can think of no bet­ter im­age—they are hu­man flower­pots, in which no soul has been planted. But a hu­man soul prop­erly grow­ing must be­gin in a fresh child­ish­ness.”

			“Yes,” said the dark lady thought­fully, “a care­less child­hood, run­ning wild al­most. That should be the be­gin­ning.”

			“Then we pass through the won­der and dif­fid­ence of youth.”

			“To strength and ac­tion,” said the dark lady. Her dreamy eyes were fixed on the Downs, and her fin­gers tightened on her knees as she spoke. “Ah, it is a grand thing to live—as a man does—self-re­li­ant and free.”

			“And so at last,” said Au­brey Vair, “come to the cul­min­a­tion and crown of life.” He paused and glanced hast­ily at her. Then he dropped his voice al­most to a whis­per—“And the cul­min­a­tion of life is love.”

			Their eyes met for a mo­ment, but she looked away at once. Au­brey Vair felt a pe­cu­li­ar thrill and a catch­ing in his breath, but his emo­tions were too com­plex for ana­lys­is. He had a cer­tain sense of sur­prise, also, at the way his con­ver­sa­tion had de­veloped.

			Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt sud­denly dug him in the chest with her ear-trum­pet, and someone at ten­nis bawled, “Love all!”

			“Did I tell you Jane’s girls have had scar­let fever?” asked Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt.

			“No,” said Au­brey Vair.

			“Yes; and they are peel­ing now,” said Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt, shut­ting her lips tightly, and nod­ding in a slow, sig­ni­fic­ant man­ner at both of them.

			There was a pause. All three seemed lost in thought, too deep for words.

			“Love,” began Au­brey Vair presently, in a severely philo­soph­ic­al tone, lean­ing back in his chair, hold­ing his hands like a pray­ing saint’s in front of him, and star­ing at the toe of his shoe—“love is, I be­lieve, the one true and real thing in life. It rises above reas­on, in­terest, or ex­plan­a­tion. Yet I nev­er read of an age when it was so much for­got­ten as it is now. Nev­er was love ex­pec­ted to run so much in ap­poin­ted chan­nels, nev­er was it so des­pised, checked, ordered, and ob­struc­ted. Po­lice­men say, ‘This way, Eros!’ As a res­ult, we re­lieve our emo­tion­al pos­sib­il­it­ies in the hunt for gold and no­tori­ety. And after all, with the best for­tune in these, we only hold up the gil­ded im­ages of our suc­cess, and are weary slaves, with un­sat­is­fied hearts, in the pa­geant of life.”

			Au­brey Vair sighed, and there was a pause. The girl looked at him out of the mys­ter­i­ous dark­ness of her eyes. She had read many books, but Au­brey Vair was her first lit­er­ary man, and she took this kind of thing for geni­us—as girls have done be­fore.

			“We are,” con­tin­ued Au­brey Vair, con­scious of a fa­vour­able im­pres­sion—“we are like fire­works, mere dead, in­ert things un­til the ap­poin­ted spark comes; and then—if it is not damp—the dormant soul blazes forth in all its warmth and beauty. That is liv­ing. I some­times think, do you know, that we should be hap­pi­er if we could die soon after that golden time, like the Eph­emerides. There is a de­cay sets in.”

			“Eigh?” said Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt start­lingly. “I didn’t hear you.”

			“I was on the point of re­mark­ing,” shouted Au­brey Vair, wheel­ing the ar­ray of his thoughts—“I was on the point of re­mark­ing that few people in Red­hill could match Mrs. Mor­ton’s fine broad green.”

			“Oth­ers have no­ticed it,” Mrs. Bayne’s deaf aunt shouted back. “It is since she has had in her new false teeth.”

			This in­ter­rup­tion dis­lo­cated the con­ver­sa­tion a little. How­ever—

			“I must thank you, Mr. Vair,” said the dark girl, when they par­ted that af­ter­noon, “for hav­ing giv­en me very much to think about.”

			And from her man­ner, Au­brey Vair per­ceived clearly he had not wasted his time.

			

			It would re­quire a subtler pen than mine to tell how from that day a pas­sion for Miss Smith grew like Jo­nah’s gourd in the heart of Au­brey Vair. He be­came pens­ive, and in the pro­longed ab­sence of Miss Smith, ir­rit­able. Mrs. Au­brey Vair felt the change in him, and put it down to a vit­ri­ol­ic Sat­urday Re­view­er. In­dis­put­ably the Sat­urday does at times go a little far. He re­read Elect­ive Af­fin­it­ies; and lent it to Miss Smith. In­cred­ible as it may ap­pear to mem­bers of the Areo­pagus Club, where we know Au­brey Vair, he did also bey­ond all ques­tion in­spire a sort of pas­sion in that sombre-eyed, rather clev­er, and really very beau­ti­ful girl.

			He talked to her a lot about love and des­tiny, and all that bric-a-brac of the minor poet. And they talked to­geth­er about his geni­us. He elab­or­ately, though dis­creetly, sought her so­ci­ety, and presen­ted and read to her the milder of his un­pub­lished son­nets. We con­sider his Byron­ic fea­tures pasty, but the fem­in­ine mind has its own laws. I sup­pose, also, where a girl is not a fool, a lit­er­ary man has an enorm­ous ad­vant­age over any­one but a preach­er, in the show he can make of his heart’s wares.

			At last a day in that sum­mer came when he met her alone, pos­sibly by chance, in a quiet lane to­wards Hor­ley. There were ample hedges on either side, rich with hon­ey­suckle, vetch, and mul­lein.

			They con­versed in­tim­ately of his po­et­ic am­bi­tions, and then he read her those verses of his sub­sequently pub­lished in Hob­son’s Magazine: “Ten­derly ever, since I have met thee.” He had writ­ten these the day be­fore; and though I think the sen­ti­ment is un­com­monly trite, there is a re­deem­ing note of sin­cer­ity about the lines not con­spicu­ous in all Au­brey Vair’s po­etry.

			He read rather well, and a swell of genu­ine emo­tion crept in­to his voice as he read, with one white hand thrown out to point the rhythm of the lines. “Ever, my sweet, for thee,” he con­cluded, look­ing up in­to her face.

			Be­fore he looked up, he had been think­ing chiefly of his poem and its ef­fect. Straight­way he for­got it. Her arms hung limply be­fore her, and her hands were clasped to­geth­er. Her eyes were very tender.

			“Your verses go to the heart,” she said softly.

			Her mo­bile fea­tures were cap­able of won­der­ful shades of ex­pres­sion. He sud­denly for­got his wife and his po­s­i­tion as a minor poet as he looked at her. It is pos­sible that his clas­sic­al fea­tures may them­selves have un­der­gone a cer­tain trans­fig­ur­a­tion. For one brief mo­ment—and it was al­ways to linger in his memory—des­tiny lif­ted him out of his vain little self to a no­bler level of sim­pli­city. The copy of “Ten­derly ever” fluttered from his hand. Con­sid­er­a­tions van­ished. Only one thing seemed of im­port­ance.

			“I love you,” he said ab­ruptly.

			An ex­pres­sion of fear came in­to her eyes. The grip of her hands upon one an­oth­er tightened con­vuls­ively. She be­came very pale.

			Then she moved her lips as if to speak, bring­ing her face slightly near­er to his. There was noth­ing in the world at that mo­ment for either of them but one an­oth­er. They were both trem­bling ex­ceed­ingly. In a whis­per she said, “You love me?”

			Au­brey Vair stood quiv­er­ing and speech­less, look­ing in­to her eyes. He had nev­er seen such a light as he saw there be­fore. He was in a wild tu­mult of emo­tion. He was dread­fully scared at what he had done. He could not say an­oth­er word. He nod­ded.

			“And this has come to me?” she said presently, in the same awestricken whis­per, and then, “Oh, my love, my love!”

			And thereupon Au­brey Vair had her clasped to him­self, her cheek upon his shoulder and his lips to hers.

			Thus it was that Au­brey Vair came by the car­din­al memory of his life. To this day it re­curs in his works.

			A little boy clam­ber­ing in the hedge some way down the lane saw this group with sur­prise, and then with scorn and con­tempt. Reck­ing noth­ing of his des­tiny, he turned away, feel­ing that he at least could nev­er come to the un­speak­able un­man­li­ness of hug­ging girls. Un­hap­pily for Reigate scan­dal, his shame for his sex was al­to­geth­er too deep for words.

			

			An hour after, Au­brey Vair re­turned home in a hushed mood. There were muffins after his own heart for his tea—Mrs. Au­brey Vair had had hers. And there were chrys­an­them­ums, chiefly white ones—flowers he loved—set out in the china bowl he was wont to praise. And his wife came be­hind him to kiss him as he sat eat­ing.

			“De lill Jum­muns,” she re­marked, kiss­ing him un­der the ear.

			Then it came in­to the mind of Au­brey Vair with start­ling clear­ness, while his ear was be­ing kissed, and with his mouth full of muffin, that life is a sin­gu­larly com­plex thing.

			

			The sum­mer passed at last in­to the har­vest-time, and the leaves began fall­ing. It was even­ing, the warm sun­set light still touched the Downs, but up the val­ley a blue haze was creep­ing. One or two lamps in Reigate were already alight.

			About halfway up the slant­ing road that scales the Downs, there is a wooden seat where one may ob­tain a fine view of the red vil­las scattered be­low, and of the suc­ces­sion of blue hills bey­ond. Here the girl with the shad­owy face was sit­ting.

			She had a book on her knees, but it lay neg­lected. She was lean­ing for­ward, her chin rest­ing upon her hand. She was look­ing across the val­ley in­to the dark­en­ing sky, with troubled eyes.

			Au­brey Vair ap­peared through the hazel-bushes, and sat down be­side her. He held half a dozen dead leaves in his hand.

			She did not al­ter her at­ti­tude. “Well?” she said.

			“Is it to be flight?” he asked.

			Au­brey Vair was rather pale. He had been hav­ing bad nights lat­terly, with dreams of the Con­tin­ent­al Ex­press, Mrs. Au­brey Vair pos­sibly even in pur­suit—he al­ways fan­cied her mak­ing the tragedy ri­dicu­lous by tear­fully bring­ing ad­di­tion­al pairs of socks, and any such trifles he had for­got­ten, with her—all Reigate and Red­hill in com­mo­tion. He had nev­er eloped be­fore, and he had vis­ions of dif­fi­culties with hotel pro­pri­et­ors. Mrs. Au­brey Vair might tele­graph ahead. Even he had had a proph­et­ic vis­ion of a head­line in a half­penny even­ing news­pa­per: “Young Lady ab­ducts a Minor Poet.” So there was a quaver in his voice as he asked, “Is it to be flight?”

			“As you will,” she answered, still not look­ing at him.

			“I want you to con­sider par­tic­u­larly how this will af­fect you. A man,” said Au­brey Vair, slowly, and star­ing hard at the leaves in his hand, “even gains a cer­tain éclat in these af­fairs. But to a wo­man it is ru­in—so­cial, mor­al.”

			“This is not love,” said the girl in white.

			“Ah, my dearest! Think of your­self.”

			“Stu­pid!” she said, un­der her breath.

			“You spoke?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“But can­not we go on, meet­ing one an­oth­er, lov­ing one an­oth­er, without any great scan­dal or misery? Could we not—”

			“That,” in­ter­rup­ted Miss Smith, “would be un­speak­ably hor­rible.”

			“This is a dread­ful con­ver­sa­tion to me. Life is so in­tric­ate, such a web of subtle strands binds us this way and that. I can­not tell what is right. You must con­sider—”

			“A man would break such strands.”

			“There is no man­li­ness,” said Au­brey Vair, with a sud­den glow of mor­al ex­al­ta­tion, “in do­ing wrong. My love”—

			“We could at least die to­geth­er, dearest,” she said.

			“Good Lord!” said Au­brey Vair. “I mean—con­sider my wife.”

			“You have not con­sidered her hitherto.”

			“There is a fla­vour—of cow­ardice, of deser­tion, about sui­cide,” said Au­brey Vair. “Frankly, I have the Eng­lish pre­ju­dice, and do not like any kind of run­ning away.”

			Miss Smith smiled very faintly. “I see clearly now what I did not see. My love and yours are very dif­fer­ent things.”

			“Pos­sibly it is a sexu­al dif­fer­ence,” said Au­brey Vair; and then, feel­ing the re­mark in­ad­equate, he re­lapsed in­to si­lence.

			They sat for some time without a word. The two lights in Reigate be­low mul­ti­plied to a score of bright points, and, above, one star had be­come vis­ible. She began laugh­ing, an al­most noise­less, hys­ter­ic­al laugh that jarred un­ac­count­ably upon Au­brey Vair.

			Presently she stood up. “They will won­der where I am,” she said. “I think I must be go­ing.”

			He fol­lowed her to the road. “Then this is the end?” he said, with a curi­ous mix­ture of re­lief and poignant re­gret.

			“Yes, this is the end,” she answered, and turned away.

			There straight­way dropped in­to the soul of Au­brey Vair a sense of in­fin­ite loss. It was an al­to­geth­er new sen­sa­tion. She was per­haps twenty yards away, when he groaned aloud with the weight of it, and sud­denly began run­ning after her with his arms ex­ten­ded.

			“An­nie,” he cried—“An­nie! I have been talk­ing rot. An­nie, now I know I love you! I can­not spare you. This must not be. I did not un­der­stand.”

			The weight was hor­rible.

			“Oh, stop, An­nie!” he cried, with a break­ing voice, and there were tears on his face.

			She turned upon him sud­denly, and his arms fell by his side. His ex­pres­sion changed at the sight of her pale face.

			“You do not un­der­stand,” she said. “I have said good­bye.”

			She looked at him; he was evid­ently greatly dis­tressed, a little out of breath, and he had just stopped blub­ber­ing. His con­tempt­ible qual­ity reached the pathet­ic. She came up close to him, and, tak­ing his damp Byron­ic vis­age between her hands, she kissed him again and again. “Good­bye, little man that I loved,” she said; “and good­bye to this folly of love.”

			Then, with some­thing that may have been a laugh or a sob—she her­self, when she came to write it all in her nov­el, did not know which—she turned and hur­ried away again, and went out of the path that Au­brey Vair must pur­sue, at the cross­roads.

			Au­brey Vair stood, where she had kissed him, with a mind as in­act­ive as his body, un­til her white dress had dis­ap­peared. Then he gave an in­vol­un­tary sigh, a large ex­haust­ive ex­pir­a­tion, and so awoke him­self, and began walk­ing, pens­ively drag­ging his feet through the dead leaves, home. Emo­tions are ter­rible things.

			

			“Do you like the pota­toes, dear?” asked Mrs. Au­brey Vair at din­ner. “I cooked them my­self.”

			Au­brey Vair des­cen­ded slowly from cloudy, im­palp­able med­it­a­tions to the level of fried pota­toes. “These pota­toes”—he re­marked, after a pause dur­ing which he was strug­gling with re­col­lec­tion. “Yes. These pota­toes have ex­actly the tints of the dead leaves of the hazel.”

			“What a fanci­ful poet it is!” said Mrs. Au­brey Vair. “Taste them. They are very nice pota­toes in­deed.”

		
	
		
			The Triumphs of a Taxidermist

			Here are some of the secrets of taxi­dermy. They were told me by the taxi­derm­ist in a mood of ela­tion. He told me them in the time between the first glass of whisky and the fourth, when a man is no longer cau­tious and yet not drunk. We sat in his den to­geth­er; his lib­rary it was, his sit­ting and his eat­ing-room—sep­ar­ated by a bead cur­tain, so far as the sense of sight went, from the noi­some den where he plied his trade.

			He sat on a deck chair, and when he was not tap­ping re­fract­ory bits of coal with them, he kept his feet—on which he wore, after the man­ner of san­dals, the holy rel­ics of a pair of car­pet slip­pers—out of the way upon the man­tel­piece, among the glass eyes. And his trousers, by the by—though they have noth­ing to do with his tri­umphs—were a most hor­rible yel­low plaid, such as they made when our fath­ers wore side-whiskers and there were crinolines in the land. Fur­ther, his hair was black, his face rosy, and his eye a fiery brown; and his coat was chiefly of grease upon a basis of vel­veteen. And his pipe had a bowl of china show­ing the Graces, and his spec­tacles were al­ways askew, the left eye glar­ing na­kedly at you, small and pen­et­rat­ing; the right, seen through a glass darkly, mag­ni­fied and mild. Thus his dis­course ran: “There nev­er was a man who could stuff like me, Bel­lows, nev­er. I have stuffed ele­phants and I have stuffed moths, and the things have looked all the live­li­er and bet­ter for it. And I have stuffed hu­man be­ings—chiefly am­a­teur or­ni­tho­lo­gists. But I stuffed a nig­ger once.

			“No, there is no law against it. I made him with all his fin­gers out and used him as a hat-rack, but that fool Homersby got up a quar­rel with him late one night and spoilt him. That was be­fore your time. It is hard to get skins, or I would have an­oth­er.

			“Un­pleas­ant? I don’t see it. Seems to me taxi­dermy is a prom­ising third course to buri­al or crema­tion. You could keep all your dear ones by you. Bric-a-brac of that sort stuck about the house would be as good as most com­pany, and much less ex­pens­ive. You might have them fit­ted up with clock­work to do things.

			“Of course they would have to be var­nished, but they need not shine more than lots of people do nat­ur­ally. Old Man­ningtree’s bald head … Any­how, you could talk to them without in­ter­rup­tion. Even aunts. There is a great fu­ture be­fore taxi­dermy, de­pend upon it. There is fossils again—”

			He sud­denly be­came si­lent.

			“No, I don’t think I ought to tell you that.” He sucked at his pipe thought­fully. “Thanks, yes. Not too much wa­ter.

			“Of course, what I tell you now will go no fur­ther. You know I have made some dodos and a great auk? No! Evid­ently you are an am­a­teur at taxi­dermy. My dear fel­low, half the great auks in the world are about as genu­ine as the handker­chief of Saint Veron­ica, as the Holy Coat of Treves. We make ’em of grebes’ feath­ers and the like. And the great auk’s eggs too!”

			“Good heav­ens!”

			“Yes, we make them out of fine por­cel­ain. I tell you it is worth­while. They fetch—one fetched #300 only the oth­er day. That one was really genu­ine, I be­lieve, but of course one is nev­er cer­tain. It is very fine work, and af­ter­wards you have to get them dusty, for no one who owns one of these pre­cious eggs has ever the temer­ity to clean the thing. That’s the beauty of the busi­ness. Even if they sus­pect an egg they do not like to ex­am­ine it too closely. It’s such brittle cap­it­al at the best.

			“You did not know that taxi­dermy rose to heights like that. My boy, it has ris­en high­er. I have ri­valled the hands of Nature her­self. One of the genu­ine great auks”—his voice fell to a whis­per—“one of the genu­ine great auks was made by me.”

			“No. You must study or­ni­tho­logy, and find out which it is your­self. And what is more, I have been ap­proached by a syn­dic­ate of deal­ers to stock one of the un­ex­plored sker­ries to the north of Ice­land with spe­ci­mens. I may—some day. But I have an­oth­er little thing in hand just now. Ever heard of the din­ornis?

			“It is one of those big birds re­cently ex­tinct in New Zea­l­and. ‘Moa’ is its com­mon name, so called be­cause ex­tinct: there is no moa now. See? Well, they have got bones of it, and from some of the marshes even feath­ers and dried bits of skin. Now, I am go­ing to—well, there is no need to make any bones about it—go­ing to forge a com­plete stuffed moa. I know a chap out there who will pre­tend to make the find in a kind of an­ti­sep­tic swamp, and say he stuffed it at once, as it threatened to fall to pieces. The feath­ers are pe­cu­li­ar, but I have got a simply lovely way of dodging up singed bits of os­trich plume. Yes, that is the new smell you no­ticed. They can only dis­cov­er the fraud with a mi­cro­scope, and they will hardly care to pull a nice spe­ci­men to bits for that.

			“In this way, you see, I give my little push in the ad­vance­ment of sci­ence.

			“But all this is merely im­it­at­ing Nature. I have done more than that in my time. I have—beaten her.”

			He took his feet down from the man­tel-board, and leant over con­fid­en­tially to­wards me. “I have cre­ated birds,” he said in a low voice. “New birds. Im­prove­ments. Like no birds that was ever seen be­fore.”

			He re­sumed his at­ti­tude dur­ing an im­press­ive si­lence.

			“En­rich the uni­verse; rath-er. Some of the birds I made were new kinds of hum­ming birds, and very beau­ti­ful little things, but some of them were simply rum. The rummest, I think, was the An­om­al­o­p­teryx Je­juna. Je­jun­us-a-um—empty—so called be­cause there was really noth­ing in it; a thor­oughly empty bird—ex­cept for stuff­ing. Old Jav­vers has the thing now, and I sup­pose he is al­most as proud of it as I am. It is a mas­ter­piece, Bel­lows. It has all the silly clum­si­ness of your pel­ic­an, all the sol­emn want of dig­nity of your par­rot, all the gaunt un­gain­li­ness of a flamingo, with all the ex­tra­vag­ant chro­mat­ic con­flict of a man­dar­in duck. Such a bird. I made it out of the skel­et­ons of a stork and a tou­can and a job lot of feath­ers. Taxi­dermy of that kind is just pure joy, Bel­lows, to a real artist in the art.

			“How did I come to make it? Simple enough, as all great in­ven­tions are. One of those young genii who write us Sci­ence Notes in the pa­pers got hold of a Ger­man pamph­let about the birds of New Zea­l­and, and trans­lated some of it by means of a dic­tion­ary and his moth­er-wit—he must have been one of a very large fam­ily with a small moth­er—and he got mixed between the liv­ing apteryx and the ex­tinct an­om­al­o­p­teryx; talked about a bird five feet high, liv­ing in the jungles of the North Is­land, rare, shy, spe­ci­mens dif­fi­cult to ob­tain, and so on. Jav­vers, who even for a col­lect­or, is a mi­ra­cu­lously ig­nor­ant man, read these para­graphs, and swore he would have the thing at any price. Raided the deal­ers with en­quir­ies. It shows what a man can do by per­sist­ence—will­power. Here was a bird-col­lect­or swear­ing he would have a spe­ci­men of a bird that did not ex­ist, that nev­er had ex­is­ted, and which for very shame of its own pro­fane un­gain­li­ness, prob­ably would not ex­ist now if it could help it­self. And he got it. He got it.”

			“Have some more whisky, Bel­lows?” said the taxi­derm­ist, rous­ing him­self from a tran­si­ent con­tem­pla­tion of the mys­ter­ies of will­power and the col­lect­ing turn of mind. And, re­plen­ished, he pro­ceeded to tell me of how he con­cocted a most at­tract­ive mer­maid, and how an it­in­er­ant preach­er, who could not get an audi­ence be­cause of it, smashed it be­cause it was id­ol­atry, or worse, at Burslem Wakes. But as the con­ver­sa­tion of all the parties to this trans­ac­tion, cre­at­or, would-be pre­serv­er, and des­troy­er, was uni­formly un­fit for pub­lic­a­tion, this cheer­ful in­cid­ent must still re­main un­prin­ted.

			The read­er un­ac­quain­ted with the dark ways of the col­lect­or may per­haps be in­clined to doubt my taxi­derm­ist, but so far as great auks’ eggs, and the bogus stuffed birds are con­cerned, I find that he has the con­firm­a­tion of dis­tin­guished or­ni­tho­lo­gic­al writers. And the note about the New Zea­l­and bird cer­tainly ap­peared in a morn­ing pa­per of un­blem­ished repu­ta­tion, for the Taxi­derm­ist keeps a copy and has shown it to me.

		
	
		
			The Stolen Bacillus

			“This again,” said the Bac­teri­olo­gist, slip­ping a glass slide un­der the mi­cro­scope, “is well—a pre­par­a­tion of the Ba­cil­lus of chol­era—the chol­era germ.”

			The pale-faced man peered down the mi­cro­scope. He was evid­ently not ac­cus­tomed to that kind of thing, and held a limp white hand over his dis­en­gaged eye. “I see very little,” he said.

			“Touch this screw,” said the Bac­teri­olo­gist; “per­haps the mi­cro­scope is out of fo­cus for you. Eyes vary so much. Just the frac­tion of a turn this way or that.”

			“Ah! now I see,” said the vis­it­or. “Not so very much to see after all. Little streaks and shreds of pink. And yet those little particles, those mere atom­ies, might mul­tiply and dev­ast­ate a city! Won­der­ful!”

			He stood up, and re­leas­ing the glass slip from the mi­cro­scope, held it in his hand to­wards the win­dow. “Scarcely vis­ible,” he said, scru­tin­ising the pre­par­a­tion. He hes­it­ated. “Are these—alive? Are they dan­ger­ous now?”

			“Those have been stained and killed,” said the Bac­teri­olo­gist. “I wish, for my own part, we could kill and stain every one of them in the uni­verse.”

			“I sup­pose,” the pale man said, with a slight smile, “that you scarcely care to have such things about you in the liv­ing—in the act­ive state?”

			“On the con­trary, we are ob­liged to,” said the Bac­teri­olo­gist. “Here, for in­stance—” He walked across the room and took up one of sev­er­al sealed tubes. “Here is the liv­ing thing. This is a cul­tiv­a­tion of the ac­tu­al liv­ing dis­ease bac­teria.” He hes­it­ated. “Bottled chol­era, so to speak.”

			A slight gleam of sat­is­fac­tion ap­peared mo­ment­ar­ily in the face of the pale man. “It’s a deadly thing to have in your pos­ses­sion,” he said, de­vour­ing the little tube with his eyes. The Bac­teri­olo­gist watched the mor­bid pleas­ure in his vis­it­or’s ex­pres­sion. This man, who had vis­ited him that af­ter­noon with a note of in­tro­duc­tion from an old friend, in­ter­ested him from the very con­trast of their dis­pos­i­tions. The lank black hair and deep grey eyes, the hag­gard ex­pres­sion and nervous man­ner, the fit­ful yet keen in­terest of his vis­it­or were a nov­el change from the phleg­mat­ic de­lib­er­a­tions of the or­din­ary sci­entif­ic work­er with whom the Bac­teri­olo­gist chiefly as­so­ci­ated. It was per­haps nat­ur­al, with a hear­er evid­ently so im­pres­sion­able to the leth­al nature of; his top­ic, to take the most ef­fect­ive as­pect of the mat­ter.

			He held the tube in his hand thought­fully. “Yes, here is the pes­ti­lence im­prisoned. Only break such a little tube as this in­to a sup­ply of drink­ing-wa­ter, say to these minute particles of life that one must needs stain and ex­am­ine with the highest powers of the mi­cro­scope even to see, and that one can neither smell nor taste—say to them, ‘Go forth, in­crease and mul­tiply, and re­plen­ish the cisterns,’ and death—mys­ter­i­ous, un­trace­able death, death swift and ter­rible, death full of pain and in­dig­nity—would be re­leased upon this city, and go hith­er and thith­er seek­ing his vic­tims. Here he would take the hus­band from the wife, here the child from its moth­er, here the states­man from his duty, and here the toil­er from his trouble. He would fol­low the wa­ter-mains, creep­ing along streets, pick­ing out and pun­ish­ing a house here and a house there where they did not boil their drink­ing-wa­ter, creep­ing in­to the wells of the min­er­al wa­ter makers, get­ting washed in­to salad, and ly­ing dormant in ices. He would wait ready to be drunk in the horse-troughs, and by un­wary chil­dren in the pub­lic foun­tains. He would soak in­to the soil, to re­appear in springs and wells at a thou­sand un­ex­pec­ted places. Once start him at the wa­ter sup­ply, and be­fore we could ring him in, and catch him again, he would have decim­ated the met­ro­pol­is.”

			He stopped ab­ruptly. He had been told rhet­or­ic was his weak­ness.

			“But he is quite safe here, you know—quite safe.”

			The pale-faced man nod­ded. His eyes shone. He cleared his throat. “These An­arch­ist—ras­cals,” said he, “are fools, blind fools—to use bombs when this kind of thing is at­tain­able. I think—”

			A gentle rap, a mere light touch of the fin­ger­nails, was heard at the door. The Bac­teri­olo­gist opened it. “Just a minute, dear,” whispered his wife.

			When he re-entered the labor­at­ory his vis­it­or was look­ing at his watch. “I had no idea I had wasted an hour of your time,” he said. “Twelve minutes to four. I ought to have left here by half-past three. But your things were really too in­ter­est­ing. No, pos­it­ively I can­not stop a mo­ment longer. I have an en­gage­ment at four.”

			He passed out of the room re­it­er­at­ing his thanks, and the Bac­teri­olo­gist ac­com­pan­ied him to the door, and then re­turned thought­fully along the pas­sage to his labor­at­ory. He was mus­ing on the eth­no­logy of his vis­it­or. Cer­tainly the man was not a Teuton­ic type nor a com­mon Lat­in one. “A mor­bid product, any­how, I am afraid,” said the Bac­teri­olo­gist to him­self. “How he gloated over those cul­tiv­a­tions of dis­ease germs!” A dis­turb­ing thought struck him. He turned to the bench by the va­pour bath, and then very quickly to his writ­ing-table. Then he felt hast­ily in his pock­ets and then rushed to the door. “I may have put it down on the hall table,” he said.

			“Min­nie!” he shouted hoarsely in the hall.

			“Yes, dear,” came a re­mote voice.

			“Had I any­thing in my hand when I spoke to you, dear, just now?”

			Pause.

			“Noth­ing, dear, be­cause I re­mem­ber—”

			“Blue ru­in!” cried the Bac­teri­olo­gist, and in­con­tin­ently ran to the front door and down the steps of his house to the street.

			Min­nie, hear­ing the door slam vi­ol­ently, ran in alarm to the win­dow. Down the street a slender man was get­ting in­to a cab. The Bac­teri­olo­gist, hat­less, and in his car­pet slip­pers, was run­ning and ges­tic­u­lat­ing wildly to­wards this group. One slip­per came off, but he did not wait for it. “He has gone mad!” said Min­nie; “it’s that hor­rid sci­ence of his”; and, open­ing the win­dow, would have called after him. The slender man, sud­denly glan­cing round, seemed struck with the same idea of men­tal dis­order. He poin­ted hast­ily to the Bac­teri­olo­gist, said some­thing to the cab­man, the ap­ron of the cab slammed, the whip swished, the horse’s feet clattered, and in a mo­ment cab and Bac­teri­olo­gist hotly in pur­suit, had re­ceded up the vista of the road­way and dis­ap­peared round the corner.

			Min­nie re­mained strain­ing out of the win­dow for a minute. Then she drew her head back in­to the room again. She was dumb­foun­ded. “Of course he is ec­cent­ric,” she med­it­ated. “But run­ning about Lon­don—in the height of the sea­son, too—in his socks!” A happy thought struck her. She hast­ily put her bon­net on, seized his shoes, went in­to the hall, took down his hat and light over­coat from the pegs, emerged upon the door­step, and hailed a cab that op­por­tunely crawled by. “Drive me up the road and round Have­lock Cres­cent, and see if we can find a gen­tle­man run­ning about in a vel­veteen coat and no hat.”

			“Vel­veteen coat, ma’am, and no ’at. Very good, ma’am.” And the cab­man whipped up at once in the most mat­ter-of-fact way, as if he drove to this ad­dress every day in his life.

			Some few minutes later the little group of cab­men and loafers that col­lects round the cab­man’s shel­ter at Haver­stock Hill were startled by the passing of a cab with a ginger-col­oured screw of a horse, driv­en furi­ously.

			They were si­lent as it went by, and then as it re­ceded—“That’s ’Arry ’Icks. Wot’s he got?” said the stout gen­tle­man known as Old Tootles.

			“He’s a-us­ing his whip, he is, to rights,” said the ost­ler boy.

			“Hullo!” said poor old Tommy Byles; “here’s an­oth­er bloom­in’ loon­at­ic. Blowed if there ain’t.”

			“It’s old George,” said Old Tootles, “and he’s driv­in’ a loon­at­ic, as you say. Ain’t he a-claw­in’ out of the keb? Won­der if he’s after ’Arry ’Icks?”

			The group round the cab­man’s shel­ter be­came an­im­ated. Chor­us: “Go it, George!” “It’s a race.” “You’ll ketch ’em!” “Whip up!”

			“She’s a go­er, she is!” said the ost­ler boy.

			“Strike me giddy!” cried Old Tootles. “Here! I’m a-goin’ to be­gin in a minute. Here’s an­oth­er com­in’. If all the cabs in Hamp­stead ain’t gone mad this morn­ing!”

			“It’s a field­male this time,” said the ost­ler boy.

			“She’s a-fol­low­in’ him,” said Old Tootles. “Usu­ally the oth­er way about.”

			“What’s she got in her ’and?”

			“Looks like a ’igh ’at.”

			“What a bloom­in’ lark it is! Three to one on old George,” said the ost­ler boy. “Nexst!”

			Min­nie went by in a per­fect roar of ap­plause. She did not like it, but she felt that she was do­ing her duty, and whirled on down Haver­stock Hill and Cam­den Town High Street with her eyes ever in­tent on the an­im­ated back view of old George, who was driv­ing her vag­rant hus­band so in­com­pre­hens­ibly away from her.

			The man in the fore­most cab sat crouched in the corner, his arms tightly fol­ded, and the little tube that con­tained such vast pos­sib­il­it­ies of de­struc­tion gripped in his hand. His mood was a sin­gu­lar mix­ture of fear and ex­ulta­tion. Chiefly he was afraid of be­ing caught be­fore he could ac­com­plish his pur­pose, but be­hind this was a vaguer but lar­ger fear of the aw­ful­ness of his crime. But his ex­ulta­tion far ex­ceeded his fear. No An­arch­ist be­fore him had ever ap­proached this con­cep­tion of his. Ra­vachol, Vail­lant, all those dis­tin­guished per­sons whose fame he had en­vied dwindled in­to in­sig­ni­fic­ance be­side him. He had only to make sure of the wa­ter sup­ply, and break the little tube in­to a reser­voir. How bril­liantly he had planned it, forged the let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion and got in­to the labor­at­ory, and how bril­liantly he had seized his op­por­tun­ity! The world should hear of him at last. All those people who had sneered at him, neg­lected him, pre­ferred oth­er people to him, found his com­pany un­desir­able, should con­sider him at last. Death, death, death! They had al­ways treated him as a man of no im­port­ance. All the world had been in a con­spir­acy to keep him un­der. He would teach them yet what it is to isol­ate a man. What was this fa­mil­i­ar street? Great Saint An­drew’s Street, of course! How fared the chase? He craned out of the cab. The Bac­teri­olo­gist was scarcely fifty yards be­hind. That was bad. He would be caught and stopped yet. He felt in his pock­et for money, and found half a sov­er­eign. This he thrust up through the trap in the top of the cab in­to the man’s face. “More,” he shouted, “if only we get away.”

			The money was snatched out of his hand. “Right you are,” said the cab­man, and the trap slammed, and the lash lay along the glisten­ing side of the horse. The cab swayed, and the An­arch­ist, half-stand­ing un­der the trap, put the hand con­tain­ing the little glass tube upon the ap­ron to pre­serve his bal­ance. He felt the brittle thing crack, and the broken half of it rang upon the floor of the cab. He fell back in­to the seat with a curse, and stared dis­mally at the two or three drops of mois­ture on the ap­ron.

			He shuddered.

			“Well, I sup­pose I shall be the first. Phew! Any­how, I shall be a mar­tyr. That’s some­thing. But it is a filthy death, nev­er­the­less. I won­der if it hurts as much as they say.”

			Presently a thought oc­curred to him—he groped between his feet. A little drop was still in the broken end of the tube, and he drank that to make sure. It was bet­ter to make sure. At any rate, he would not fail.

			Then it dawned upon him that there was no fur­ther need to es­cape the Bac­teri­olo­gist. In Wel­ling­ton Street he told the cab­man to stop, and got out. He slipped on the step, and his head felt queer. It was rap­id stuff, this chol­era pois­on. He waved his cab­man out of ex­ist­ence, so to speak, and stood on the pave­ment with his arms fol­ded upon his breast await­ing the ar­rival of the Bac­teri­olo­gist. There was some­thing tra­gic in his pose. The sense of im­min­ent death gave him a cer­tain dig­nity. He greeted his pur­suer with a de­fi­ant laugh.

			“Vive l’An­arch­ie! You are too late, my friend, I have drunk it. The chol­era is abroad!”

			The Bac­teri­olo­gist from his cab beamed curi­ously at him through his spec­tacles. “You have drunk it! An An­arch­ist! I see now.” He was about to say some­thing more, and then checked him­self. A smile hung in the corner of his mouth. He opened the ap­ron of his cab as if to des­cend, at which the An­arch­ist waved him a dra­mat­ic farewell and strode off to­wards Wa­ter­loo Bridge, care­fully jost­ling his in­fec­ted body against as many people as pos­sible. The Bac­teri­olo­gist was so pre­oc­cu­pied with the vis­ion of him that he scarcely mani­fes­ted the slight­est sur­prise at the ap­pear­ance of Min­nie upon the pave­ment with his hat and shoes and over­coat. “Very good of you to bring my things,” he said, and re­mained lost in con­tem­pla­tion of the re­ced­ing fig­ure of the An­arch­ist.

			“You had bet­ter get in,” he said, still star­ing. Min­nie felt ab­so­lutely con­vinced now that he was mad, and dir­ec­ted the cab­man home on her own re­spons­ib­il­ity. “Put on my shoes? Cer­tainly, dear,” said he, as the cab began to turn, and hid the strut­ting black fig­ure, now small in the dis­tance, from his eyes. Then sud­denly some­thing grot­esque struck him, and he laughed. Then he re­marked, “It is really very ser­i­ous, though.

			“You see, that man came to my house to see me, and he is an An­arch­ist. No—don’t faint, or I can­not pos­sibly tell you the rest. And I wanted to as­ton­ish him, not know­ing he was an An­arch­ist, and took up a cul­tiv­a­tion of that new spe­cies of Bac­teri­um I was telling you of that in­fest, and I think cause, the blue patches upon vari­ous mon­keys; and, like a fool, I said it was Asi­at­ic chol­era. And he ran away with it to pois­on the wa­ter of Lon­don, and he cer­tainly might have made things look blue for this civ­il­ised city. And now he has swal­lowed it. Of course, I can­not say what will hap­pen, but you know it turned that kit­ten blue, and the three pup­pies—in patches, and the spar­row—bright blue. But the both­er is, I shall have all the trouble and ex­pense of pre­par­ing some more.

			“Put on my coat on this hot day! Why? Be­cause we might meet Mrs. Jab­ber. My dear, Mrs. Jab­ber is not a draught. But why should I wear a coat on a hot day be­cause of Mrs.—Oh! very well.”

		
	
		
			The Hammerpond Park Burglary

			It is a moot point wheth­er burg­lary is to be con­sidered as a sport, a trade, or an art. For a trade, the tech­nique is scarcely ri­gid enough, and its claims to be con­sidered an art are viti­ated by the mer­cen­ary ele­ment that qual­i­fies its tri­umphs. On the whole it seems to be most justly ranked as sport, a sport for which no rules are at present for­mu­lated, and of which the prizes are dis­trib­uted in an ex­tremely in­form­al man­ner. It was this in­form­al­ity of burg­lary that led to the re­gret­table ex­tinc­tion of two prom­ising be­gin­ners at Ham­mer­pond Park.

			The stakes offered in this af­fair con­sisted chiefly of dia­monds and oth­er per­son­al bric-a-brac be­long­ing to the newly mar­ried Lady Avel­ing. Lady Avel­ing, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, was the only daugh­ter of Mrs. Montague Pangs, the well-known host­ess. Her mar­riage to Lord Avel­ing was ex­tens­ively ad­vert­ised in the pa­pers, the quant­ity and qual­ity of her wed­ding presents, and the fact that the hon­ey­moon was to be spent at Ham­mer­pond. The an­nounce­ment of these valu­able prizes cre­ated a con­sid­er­able sen­sa­tion in the small circle in which Mr. Teddy Watkins was the un­dis­puted lead­er, and it was de­cided that, ac­com­pan­ied by a duly qual­i­fied as­sist­ant, he should vis­it the vil­lage of Ham­mer­pond in his pro­fes­sion­al ca­pa­city.

			Be­ing a man of nat­ur­ally re­tir­ing and mod­est dis­pos­i­tion, Mr. Watkins de­term­ined to make this vis­it in­cog., and after due con­sid­er­a­tion of the con­di­tions of his en­ter­prise, he se­lec­ted the role of a land­scape artist and the un­as­sum­ing sur­name of Smith. He pre­ceded his as­sist­ant, who, it was de­cided, should join him only on the last af­ter­noon of his stay at Ham­mer­pond. Now the vil­lage of Ham­mer­pond is per­haps one of the pret­ti­est little corners in Sus­sex; many thatched houses still sur­vive, the flint-built church with its tall spire nest­ling un­der the down is one of the finest and least re­stored in the county, and the beech-woods and brack­en jungles through which the road runs to the great house are sin­gu­larly rich in what the vul­gar artist and pho­to­graph­er call “bits.” So that Mr. Watkins, on his ar­rival with two vir­gin canvases, a brand-new easel, a paint­box, port­manteau, an in­geni­ous little lad­der made in sec­tions (after the pat­tern of the late lamen­ted mas­ter Charles Peace), crow­bar, and wire coils, found him­self wel­comed with ef­fu­sion and some curi­os­ity by half-a-dozen oth­er brethren of the brush. It rendered the dis­guise he had chosen un­ex­pec­tedly plaus­ible, but it in­flic­ted upon him a con­sid­er­able amount of aes­thet­ic con­ver­sa­tion for which he was very im­per­fectly pre­pared.

			“Have you ex­hib­ited very much?” said Young Por­son in the bar-par­lour of the “Coach and Horses,” where Mr. Watkins was skil­fully ac­cu­mu­lat­ing loc­al in­form­a­tion on the night of his ar­rival.

			“Very little,” said Mr. Watkins, “just a snack here and there.”

			“Academy?”

			“In course. And the Crys­tal Palace.”

			“Did they hang you well?” said Por­son.

			“Don’t rot,” said Mr. Watkins; “I don’t like it.”

			“I mean did they put you in a good place?”

			“Wha­dyer mean?” said Mr. Watkins sus­pi­ciously. “One ’ud think you were try­ing to make out I’d been put away.”

			Por­son had been brought up by aunts, and was a gen­tle­manly young man even for an artist; he did not know what be­ing “put away” meant, but he thought it best to ex­plain that he in­ten­ded noth­ing of the sort. As the ques­tion of hanging seemed a sore point with Mr. Watkins, he tried to di­vert the con­ver­sa­tion a little.

			“Do you do fig­ure-work at all?”

			“No, nev­er had a head for fig­ures,” said Mr. Watkins, “my miss—Mrs. Smith, I mean, does all that.”

			“She paints too!” said Por­son. “That’s rather jolly.”

			“Very,” said Mr. Watkins, though he really did not think so, and, feel­ing the con­ver­sa­tion was drift­ing a little bey­ond his grasp, ad­ded, “I came down here to paint Ham­mer­pond House by moon­light.”

			“Really!” said Por­son. “That’s rather a nov­el idea.”

			“Yes,” said Mr. Watkins, “I thought it rather a good no­tion when it oc­curred to me. I ex­pect to be­gin to­mor­row night.”

			“What! You don’t mean to paint in the open, by night?”

			“I do, though.”

			“But how will you see your can­vas?”

			“Have a bloom­in’ cop’s—” began Mr. Watkins, rising too quickly to the ques­tion, and then real­ising this, bawled to Miss Dur­gan for an­oth­er glass of beer. “I’m goin’ to have a thing called a dark lan­tern,” he said to Por­son.

			“But it’s about new moon now,” ob­jec­ted Por­son. “There won’t be any moon.”

			“There’ll be the house,” said Watkins, “at any rate. I’m goin’, you see, to paint the house first and the moon af­ter­wards.”

			“Oh!” said Por­son, too staggered to con­tin­ue the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“They doo say,” said old Dur­gan, the land­lord, who had main­tained a re­spect­ful si­lence dur­ing the tech­nic­al con­ver­sa­tion, “as there’s no less than three p’lice­men from ’Azel­worth on dewty every night in the house—‘count of this Lady Avel­ing ’n her jew­ellery. One’m won fower-and-six last night, off second foot­man—tossin’.”

			To­wards sun­set next day Mr. Watkins, vir­gin can­vas, easel, and a very con­sid­er­able case of oth­er ap­pli­ances in hand, strolled up the pleas­ant path­way through the beech-woods to Ham­mer­pond Park, and pitched his ap­par­at­us in a stra­tegic po­s­i­tion com­mand­ing the house. Here he was ob­served by Mr. Raphael Sant, who was re­turn­ing across the park from a study of the chalk-pits. His curi­os­ity hav­ing been fired by Por­son’s ac­count of the new ar­rival, he turned aside with the idea of dis­cuss­ing noc­turn­al art.

			Mr. Watkins was ap­par­ently un­aware of his ap­proach. A friendly con­ver­sa­tion with Lady Ham­mer­pond’s but­ler had just ter­min­ated, and that in­di­vidu­al, sur­roun­ded by the three pet dogs which it was his duty to take for an air­ing after din­ner had been served, was re­ced­ing in the dis­tance. Mr. Watkins was mix­ing col­our with an air of great in­dustry. Sant, ap­proach­ing more nearly, was sur­prised to see the col­our in ques­tion was as harsh and bril­liant an em­er­ald green as it is pos­sible to ima­gine. Hav­ing cul­tiv­ated an ex­treme sens­ib­il­ity to col­our from his earli­est years, he drew the air in sharply between his teeth at the very first glimpse of this brew. Mr. Watkins turned round. He looked an­noyed.

			“What on earth are you go­ing to do with that beastly green?” said Sant.

			Mr. Watkins real­ised that his zeal to ap­pear busy in the eyes of the but­ler had evid­ently be­trayed him in­to some tech­nic­al er­ror. He looked at Sant and hes­it­ated.

			“Par­don my rude­ness,” said Sant; “but really, that green is al­to­geth­er too amaz­ing. It came as a shock. What do you mean to do with it?”

			Mr. Watkins was col­lect­ing his re­sources. Noth­ing could save the situ­ation but de­cision. “If you come here in­ter­rupt­ing my work,” he said, “I’m a-goin’ to paint your face with it.”

			Sant re­tired, for he was a hu­mour­ist and a peace­ful man. Go­ing down the hill he met Por­son and Wain­wright. “Either that man is a geni­us or he is a dan­ger­ous lun­at­ic,” said he. “Just go up and look at his green.” And he con­tin­ued his way, his coun­ten­ance brightened by a pleas­ant an­ti­cip­a­tion of a cheer­ful af­fray round an easel in the gloam­ing, and the shed­ding of much green paint.

			But to Por­son and Wain­wright Mr. Watkins was less ag­gress­ive, and ex­plained that the green was in­ten­ded to be the first coat­ing of his pic­ture. It was, he ad­mit­ted in re­sponse to a re­mark, an ab­so­lutely new meth­od, in­ven­ted by him­self. But sub­sequently he be­came more reti­cent; he ex­plained he was not go­ing to tell every passerby the secret of his own par­tic­u­lar style, and ad­ded some scath­ing re­marks upon the mean­ness of people “hanging about” to pick up such tricks of the mas­ters as they could, which im­me­di­ately re­lieved him of their com­pany.

			Twi­light deepened, first one then an­oth­er star ap­peared. The rooks amid the tall trees to the left of the house had long since lapsed in­to slum­brous si­lence, the house it­self lost all the de­tails of its ar­chi­tec­ture and be­came a dark grey out­line, and then the win­dows of the salon shone out bril­liantly, the con­ser­vat­ory was lighted up, and here and there a bed­room win­dow burnt yel­low. Had any­one ap­proached the easel in the park it would have been found deser­ted. One brief un­civil word in bril­liant green sul­lied the pur­ity of its can­vas. Mr. Watkins was busy in the shrub­bery with his as­sist­ant, who had dis­creetly joined him from the car­riage-drive.

			Mr. Watkins was in­clined to be self-con­grat­u­lat­ory upon the in­geni­ous device by which he had car­ried all his ap­par­at­us boldly, and in the sight of all men, right up to the scene of op­er­a­tions. “That’s the dress­ing-room,” he said to his as­sist­ant, “and, as soon as the maid takes the candle away and goes down to sup­per, we’ll call in. My! how nice the house do look, to be sure, against the star­light, and with all its win­dows and lights! Swapme, Jim, I al­most wish I was a paint­er-chap. Have you fixed that there wire across the path from the laun­dry?”

			He cau­tiously ap­proached the house un­til he stood be­low the dress­ing-room win­dow, and began to put to­geth­er his fold­ing lad­der. He was much too ex­per­i­enced a prac­ti­tion­er to feel any un­usu­al ex­cite­ment. Jim was re­con­noitring the smoking-room. Sud­denly, close be­side Mr. Watkins in the bushes, there was a vi­ol­ent crash and a stifled curse. Someone had tumbled over the wire which his as­sist­ant had just ar­ranged. He heard feet run­ning on the gravel path­way bey­ond. Mr. Watkins, like all true artists, was a sin­gu­larly shy man, and he in­con­tin­ently dropped his fold­ing lad­der and began run­ning cir­cum­spectly through the shrub­bery. He was in­dis­tinctly aware of two people hot upon his heels, and he fan­cied that he dis­tin­guished the out­line of his as­sist­ant in front of him. In an­oth­er mo­ment he had vaul­ted the low stone wall bound­ing the shrub­bery, and was in the open park. Two thuds on the turf fol­lowed his own leap.

			It was a close chase in the dark­ness through the trees. Mr. Watkins was a loosely-built man and in good train­ing, and he gained han­dover-hand upon the hoarsely pant­ing fig­ure in front. Neither spoke, but, as Mr. Watkins pulled up along­side, a qualm of aw­ful doubt came over him. The oth­er man turned his head at the same mo­ment and gave an ex­clam­a­tion of sur­prise. “It’s not Jim,” thought Mr. Watkins, and sim­ul­tan­eously the stranger flung him­self, as it were, at Watkin’s knees, and they were forth­with grap­pling on the ground to­geth­er. “Lend a hand, Bill,” cried the stranger as the third man came up. And Bill did—two hands in fact, and some ac­cen­tu­ated feet. The fourth man, pre­sum­ably Jim, had ap­par­ently turned aside and made off in a dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tion. At any rate, he did not join the trio.

			Mr. Watkins’ memory of the in­cid­ents of the next two minutes is ex­tremely vague. He has a dim re­col­lec­tion of hav­ing his thumb in the corner of the mouth of the first man, and feel­ing anxious about its safety, and for some seconds at least he held the head of the gen­tle­man an­swer­ing to the name of Bill, to the ground by the hair. He was also kicked in a great num­ber of dif­fer­ent places, ap­par­ently by a vast mul­ti­tude of people. Then the gen­tle­man who was not Bill got his knee be­low Mr. Watkins’ dia­phragm, and tried to curl him up upon it.

			When his sen­sa­tions be­came less en­tangled he was sit­ting upon the turf, and eight or ten men—the night was dark, and he was rather too con­fused to count—stand­ing round him, ap­par­ently wait­ing for him to re­cov­er. He mourn­fully as­sumed that he was cap­tured, and would prob­ably have made some philo­soph­ic­al re­flec­tions on the fickle­ness of for­tune, had not his in­tern­al sen­sa­tions dis­in­clined him for speech.

			He no­ticed very quickly that his wrists were not hand­cuffed, and then a flask of brandy was put in his hands. This touched him a little—it was such un­ex­pec­ted kind­ness.

			“He’s a-com­in’ round,” said a voice which he fan­cied he re­cog­nised as be­long­ing to the Ham­mer­pond second foot­man.

			“We’ve got ’em, sir, both of ’em,” said the Ham­mer­pond but­ler, the man who had handed him the flask. “Thanks to you.”

			No one answered this re­mark. Yet he failed to see how it ap­plied to him.

			“He’s fair dazed,” said a strange voice; “the vil­lains half-murdered him.”

			Mr. Teddy Watkins de­cided to re­main fair dazed un­til he had a bet­ter grasp of the situ­ation. He per­ceived that two of the black fig­ures round him stood side-by-side with a de­jec­ted air, and there was some­thing in the car­riage of their shoulders that sug­ges­ted to his ex­per­i­enced eye hands that were bound to­geth­er. Two! In a flash he rose to his po­s­i­tion. He emp­tied the little flask and staggered—ob­sequious hands as­sist­ing him—to his feet. There was a sym­path­et­ic mur­mur.

			“Shake hands, sir, shake hands,” said one of the fig­ures near him. “Per­mit me to in­tro­duce my­self. I am very greatly in­debted to you. It was the jew­els of my wife, Lady Avel­ing, which at­trac­ted these scoun­drels to the house.”

			“Very glad to make your lord­ship’s ac­quaint­ance,” said Teddy Watkins.

			“I pre­sume you saw the ras­cals mak­ing for the shrub­bery, and dropped down on them?”

			“That’s ex­actly how it happened,” said Mr. Watkins.

			“You should have waited till they got in at the win­dow,” said Lord Avel­ing; “they would get it hot­ter if they had ac­tu­ally com­mit­ted the burg­lary. And it was lucky for you two of the po­lice­men were out by the gates, and fol­lowed up the three of you. I doubt if you could have se­cured the two of them—though it was con­foun­dedly plucky of you, all the same.”

			“Yes, I ought to have thought of all that,” said Mr. Watkins; “but one can’t think of every­think.”

			“Cer­tainly not,” said Lord Avel­ing. “I am afraid they have mauled you a little,” he ad­ded. The party was now mov­ing to­wards the house. “You walk rather lame. May I of­fer you my arm?”

			And in­stead of en­ter­ing Ham­mer­pond House by the dress­ing-room win­dow, Mr. Watkins entered it—slightly in­tox­ic­ated, and in­clined now to cheer­ful­ness again—on the arm of a real live peer, and by the front door. “This,” thought Mr. Watkins, “is burg­ling in style!” The “scoun­drels,” seen by the gas­light, proved to be mere loc­al am­a­teurs un­known to Mr. Watkins, and they were taken down in­to the pantry and there watched over by the three po­lice­men, two game­keep­ers with loaded guns, the but­ler, an ost­ler, and a car­man, un­til the dawn al­lowed of their re­mov­al to Hazel­hurst po­lice-sta­tion. Mr. Watkins was made much of in the sa­loon. They de­voted a sofa to him, and would not hear of a re­turn to the vil­lage that night. Lady Avel­ing was sure he was bril­liantly ori­gin­al, and said her idea of Turn­er was just such an­oth­er rough, half-in­ebri­ated, deep-eyed, brave, and clev­er man. Someone brought up a re­mark­able little fold­ing-lad­der that had been picked up in the shrub­bery, and showed him how it was put to­geth­er. They also de­scribed how wires had been found in the shrub­bery, evid­ently placed there to trip-up un­wary pur­suers. It was lucky he had es­caped these snares. And they showed him the jew­els.

			Mr. Watkins had the sense not to talk too much, and in any con­ver­sa­tion­al dif­fi­culty fell back on his in­tern­al pains. At last he was seized with stiff­ness in the back, and yawn­ing. Every­one sud­denly awoke to the fact that it was a shame to keep him talk­ing after his af­fray, so he re­tired early to his room, the little red room next to Lord Avel­ing’s suite.

			The dawn found a deser­ted easel bear­ing a can­vas with a green in­scrip­tion, in the Ham­mer­pond Park, and it found Ham­mer­pond House in com­mo­tion. But if the dawn found Mr. Teddy Watkins and the Avel­ing dia­monds, it did not com­mu­nic­ate the in­form­a­tion to the po­lice.

		
	
		
			The Jilting of Jane

			As I sit writ­ing in my study, I can hear our Jane bump­ing her way down­stairs with a brush and dust­pan. She used in the old days to sing hymn tunes, or the Brit­ish na­tion­al song for the time be­ing, to these in­stru­ments, but lat­terly she has been si­lent and even care­ful over her work. Time was when I prayed with fer­vour for such si­lence, and my wife with sighs for such care, but now they have come we are not so glad as we might have an­ti­cip­ated we should be. In­deed, I would re­joice secretly, though it may be un­manly weak­ness to ad­mit it, even to hear Jane sing “Daisy,” or, by the frac­ture of any plate but one of Eu­phemia’s best green ones, to learn that the peri­od of brood­ing has come to an end.

			Yet how we longed to hear the last of Jane’s young man be­fore we heard the last of him! Jane was al­ways very free with her con­ver­sa­tion to my wife, and dis­coursed ad­mir­ably in the kit­chen on a vari­ety of top­ics—so well, in­deed, that I some­times left my study door open—our house is a small one—to par­take of it. But after Wil­li­am came, it was al­ways Wil­li­am, noth­ing but Wil­li­am; Wil­li­am this and Wil­li­am that; and when we thought Wil­li­am was worked out and ex­hausted al­to­geth­er, then Wil­li­am all over again. The en­gage­ment las­ted al­to­geth­er three years; yet how she got in­tro­duced to Wil­li­am, and so be­came thus sat­ur­ated with him, was al­ways a secret. For my part, I be­lieve it was at the street corner where the Rev. Barn­a­bas Baux used to hold an open-air ser­vice after even­song on Sundays. Young Cu­pids were wont to flit like moths round the par­affin flare of that centre of High Church hymn-singing. I fancy she stood singing hymns there, out of memory and her ima­gin­a­tion, in­stead of com­ing home to get sup­per, and Wil­li­am came up be­side her and said, “Hello!” “Hello your­self!” she said; and etiquette be­ing sat­is­fied, they pro­ceeded to talk to­geth­er.

			As Eu­phemia has a rep­re­hens­ible way of let­ting her ser­vants talk to her, she soon heard of him. “He is such a re­spect­able young man, ma’am,” said Jane, “you don’t know.” Ig­nor­ing the slur cast on her ac­quaint­ance, my wife in­quired fur­ther about this Wil­li­am.

			“He is second port­er at Maynard’s, the draper’s,” said Jane, “and gets eight­een shil­lings—nearly a pound—a week, m’m; and when the head port­er leaves he will be head port­er. His re­l­at­ives are quite su­per­i­or people, m’m. Not la­bour­ing people at all. His fath­er was a green­grosh­er, m’m, and had a churnor, and he was bank­rup’ twice. And one of his sis­ters is in a Home for the Dy­ing. It will be a very good match for me, m’m,” said Jane, “me be­ing an orphan girl.”

			“Then you are en­gaged to him?” asked my wife.

			“Not en­gaged, ma’am; but he is sav­ing money to buy a ring—hammy­fist.”

			“Well, Jane, when you are prop­erly en­gaged to him you may ask him round here on Sunday af­ter­noons, and have tea with him in the kit­chen;” for my Eu­phemia has a moth­erly con­cep­tion of her duty to­wards her maid­ser­vants. And presently the amethystine ring was be­ing worn about the house, even with os­ten­ta­tion, and Jane de­veloped a new way of bring­ing in the joint so that this gage was evid­ent. The eld­er Miss Mait­land was ag­grieved by it, and told my wife that ser­vants ought not to wear rings. But my wife looked it up in En­quire With­in and Mrs. Moth­erly’s Book of House­hold Man­age­ment, and found no pro­hib­i­tion. So Jane re­mained with this hap­pi­ness ad­ded to her love.

			The treas­ure of Jane’s heart ap­peared to me to be what re­spect­able people call a very de­serving young man. “Wil­li­am, ma’am,” said Jane one day sud­denly, with ill-con­cealed com­pla­cency, as she coun­ted out the beer bottles, “Wil­li­am, ma’am, is a tee­totaller. Yes, m’m; and he don’t smoke. Smoking, ma’am,” said Jane, as one who reads the heart, “do make such a dust about. Be­side the waste of money. And the smell. How­ever, I sup­pose they got to do it—some of them …”

			Wil­li­am was at first a rather shabby young man of the ready-made black coat school of cos­tume. He had wa­tery gray eyes, and a com­plex­ion ap­pro­pri­ate to the broth­er of one in a Home for the Dy­ing. Eu­phemia did not fancy him very much, even at the be­gin­ning. His em­in­ent re­spect­ab­il­ity was vouched for by an alpaca um­brella, from which he nev­er al­lowed him­self to be par­ted.

			“He goes to chapel,” said Jane. “His papa, ma’am—”

			“His what, Jane?”

			“His papa, ma’am, was Church: but Mr. Maynard is a Ply­mouth Broth­er, and Wil­li­am thinks it policy, ma’am, to go there too. Mr. Maynard comes and talks to him quite friendly when they ain’t busy, about us­ing up all the ends of string, and about his soul. He takes a lot of no­tice, do Mr. Maynard, of Wil­li­am, and the way he saves his soul, ma’am.”

			Presently we heard that the head port­er at Maynard’s had left, and that Wil­li­am was head port­er at twenty-three shil­lings a week. “He is really kind of over the man who drives the van,” said Jane, “and him mar­ried, with three chil­dren.” And she prom­ised in the pride of her heart to make in­terest for us with Wil­li­am to fa­vour us so that we might get our par­cels of drapery from Maynard’s with ex­cep­tion­al promptitude.

			After this pro­mo­tion a rap­idly-in­creas­ing prosper­ity came upon Jane’s young man. One day we learned that Mr. Maynard had giv­en Wil­li­am a book. “ ‘Smiles’ ’Elp Your­self,’ it’s called,” said Jane; “but it ain’t com­ic. It tells you how to get on in the world, and some what Wil­li­am read to me was lovely, ma’am.”

			Eu­phemia told me of this, laugh­ing, and then she be­came sud­denly grave. “Do you know, dear,” she said, “Jane said one thing I did not like. She had been quiet for a minute, and then she sud­denly re­marked, ‘Wil­li­am is a lot above me, ma’am, ain’t he?’ ”

			“I don’t see any­thing in that,” I said, though later my eyes were to be opened.

			One Sunday af­ter­noon about that time I was sit­ting at my writ­ing-desk—pos­sibly I was read­ing a good book—when a some­thing went by the win­dow. I heard a startled ex­clam­a­tion be­hind me, and saw Eu­phemia with her hands clasped to­geth­er and her eyes dilated. “George,” she said in an awestricken whis­per, “did you see?”

			Then we both spoke to one an­oth­er at the same mo­ment, slowly and sol­emnly: “A silk hat! Yel­low gloves! A new um­brella!”

			“It may be my fancy, dear,” said Eu­phemia; “but his tie was very like yours. I be­lieve Jane keeps him in ties. She told me a little while ago, in a way that im­plied volumes about the rest of your cos­tume, ‘The mas­ter do wear pretty ties, ma’am.’ And he echoes all your nov­el­ties.”

			The young couple passed our win­dow again on their way to their cus­tom­ary walk. They were arm in arm. Jane looked ex­quis­itely proud, happy, and un­com­fort­able, with new white cot­ton gloves, and Wil­li­am, in the silk hat, sin­gu­larly gen­teel!

			That was the cul­min­a­tion of Jane’s hap­pi­ness. When she re­turned, “Mr. Maynard has been talk­ing to Wil­li­am, ma’am,” she said, “and he is to serve cus­tom­ers, just like the young shop gen­tle­men, dur­ing the next sale. And if he gets on, he is to be made an as­sist­ant, ma’am, at the first op­por­tun­ity. He has got to be as gen­tle­manly as he can, ma’am; and if he ain’t, ma’am, he says it won’t be for want of try­ing. Mr. Maynard has took a great fancy to him.”

			“He is get­ting on, Jane,” said my wife.

			“Yes, ma’am,” said Jane thought­fully; “he is get­ting on.”

			And she sighed.

			That next Sunday as I drank my tea I in­ter­rog­ated my wife. “How is this Sunday dif­fer­ent from all oth­er Sundays, little wo­man? What has happened? Have you altered the cur­tains, or re­arranged the fur­niture, or where is the in­defin­able dif­fer­ence of it? Are you wear­ing your hair in a new way without warn­ing me? I per­ceive a change clearly, and I can­not for the life of me say what it is.”

			Then my wife answered in her most tra­gic voice, “George,” she said, “that Wil­li­am has not come near the place today! And Jane is cry­ing her heart out up­stairs.”

			There fol­lowed a peri­od of si­lence. Jane, as I have said, stopped singing about the house, and began to care for our brittle pos­ses­sions, which struck my wife as be­ing a very sad sign in­deed. The next Sunday, and the next, Jane asked to go out, “to walk with Wil­li­am,” and my wife, who nev­er at­tempts to ex­tort con­fid­ences, gave her per­mis­sion, and asked no ques­tions. On each oc­ca­sion Jane came back look­ing flushed and very de­term­ined. At last one day she be­came com­mu­nic­at­ive.

			“Wil­li­am is be­ing led away,” she re­marked ab­ruptly, with a catch­ing of the breath, apro­pos of table­cloths. “Yes, m’m. She is a mil­liner, and she can play on the pi­ano.”

			“I thought,” said my wife, “that you went out with him on Sunday.”

			“Not out with him, m’m—after him. I walked along by the side of them, and told her he was en­gaged to me.”

			“Dear me, Jane, did you? What did they do?”

			“Took no more no­tice of me than if I was dirt. So I told her she should suf­fer for it.”

			“It could not have been a very agree­able walk, Jane.”

			“Not for no parties, ma’am.”

			“I wish,” said Jane, “I could play the pi­ano, ma’am. But any­how, I don’t mean to let her get him away from me. She’s older than him, and her hair ain’t gold to the roots, ma’am.”

			It was on the Au­gust Bank Hol­i­day that the crisis came. We do not clearly know the de­tails of the fray, but only such frag­ments as poor Jane let fall. She came home dusty, ex­cited, and with her heart hot with­in her.

			The mil­liner’s moth­er, the mil­liner, and Wil­li­am had made a party to the Art Mu­seum at South Kens­ing­ton, I think. Any­how, Jane had calmly but firmly ac­cos­ted them some­where in the streets, and as­ser­ted her right to what, in spite of the con­sensus of lit­er­at­ure, she held to be her in­ali­en­able prop­erty. She did, I think, go so far as to lay hands on him. They dealt with her in a crush­ingly su­per­i­or way. They “called a cab.” There was a “scene,” Wil­li­am be­ing pulled away in­to the four-wheel­er by his fu­ture wife and moth­er-in-law from the re­luct­ant hands of our dis­carded Jane. There were threats of giv­ing her “in charge.”

			“My poor Jane!” said my wife, min­cing veal as though she was min­cing Wil­li­am. “It’s a shame of them. I would think no more of him. He is not worthy of you.”

			“No, m’m,” said Jane. “He is weak.

			“But it’s that wo­man has done it,” said Jane. She was nev­er known to bring her­self to pro­nounce “that wo­man’s” name or to ad­mit her girl­ish­ness. “I can’t think what minds some wo­men must have—to try and get a girl’s young man away from her. But there, it only hurts to talk about it,” said Jane.

			There­after our house res­ted from Wil­li­am. But there was some­thing in the man­ner of Jane’s scrub­bing the front door­step or sweep­ing out the rooms, a cer­tain vi­cious­ness, that per­suaded me that the story had not yet ended.

			“Please, m’m, may I go and see a wed­ding to­mor­row?” said Jane one day.

			My wife knew by in­stinct whose wed­ding. “Do you think it is wise, Jane?” she said.

			“I would like to see the last of him,” said Jane.

			“My dear,” said my wife, flut­ter­ing in­to my room about twenty minutes after Jane had star­ted, “Jane has been to the boot-hole and taken all the left-off boots and shoes, and gone off to the wed­ding with them in a bag. Surely she can­not mean—”

			“Jane,” I said, “is de­vel­op­ing char­ac­ter. Let us hope for the best.”

			Jane came back with a pale, hard face. All the boots seemed to be still in her bag, at which my wife heaved a pre­ma­ture sigh of re­lief. We heard her go up­stairs and re­place the boots with con­sid­er­able em­phas­is.

			“Quite a crowd at the wed­ding, ma’am,” she said presently, in a purely con­ver­sa­tion­al style, sit­ting in our little kit­chen, and scrub­bing the pota­toes; “and such a lovely day for them.” She pro­ceeded to nu­mer­ous oth­er de­tails, clearly avoid­ing some car­din­al in­cid­ent.

			“It was all ex­tremely re­spect­able and nice, ma’am; but her fath­er didn’t wear a black coat, and looked quite out of place, ma’am. Mr. Pid­ding­quirk—”

			“Who?”

			“Mr. Pid­ding­quirk—Wil­li­am that was, ma’am—had white gloves, and a coat like a cler­gy­man, and a lovely chrys­an­them­um. He looked so nice, ma’am. And there was red car­pet down, just like for gen­tle­folks. And they say he gave the clerk four shil­lings, ma’am. It was a real ker­ridge they had—not a fly. When they came out of church there was rice-throw­ing, and her two little sis­ters drop­ping dead flowers. And someone threw a slip­per, and then I threw a boot—”

			“Threw a boot, Jane!”

			“Yes, ma’am. Aimed at her. But it hit him. Yes, ma’am, hard. Gev him a black eye, I should think. I only threw that one. I hadn’t the heart to try again. All the little boys cheered when it hit him.”

			After an in­ter­val—“I am sorry the boot hit him.”

			An­oth­er pause. The pota­toes were be­ing scrubbed vi­ol­ently. “He al­ways was a bit above me, you know, ma’am. And he was led away.”

			The pota­toes were more than fin­ished. Jane rose sharply with a sigh, and rapped the basin down on the table.

			“I don’t care,” she said. “I don’t care a rap. He will find out his mis­take yet. It serves me right. I was stuck up about him. I ought not to have looked so high. And I am glad things are as things are.”

			My wife was in the kit­chen, see­ing to the high­er cook­ery. After the con­fes­sion of the boot-throw­ing, she must have watched poor Jane fum­ing with a cer­tain dis­may in those brown eyes of hers. But I ima­gine they softened again very quickly, and then Jane’s must have met them.

			“Oh, ma’am,” said Jane, with an as­ton­ish­ing change of note, “think of all that might have been! Oh, ma’am, I could have been so happy! I ought to have known, but I didn’t know … You’re very kind to let me talk to you, ma’am … for it’s hard on me, ma’am … it’s har-r-r-r-d—”

			And I gath­er that Eu­phemia so far for­got her­self as to let Jane sob out some of the full­ness of her heart on a sym­path­et­ic shoulder. My Eu­phemia, thank Heav­en, has nev­er prop­erly grasped the im­port­ance of “keep­ing up her po­s­i­tion.” And since that fit of weep­ing, much of the ac­cent of bit­ter­ness has gone out of Jane’s scrub­bing and brush work.

			In­deed, some­thing passed the oth­er day with the butcher-boy—but that scarcely be­longs to this story. How­ever, Jane is young still, and time and change are at work with her. We all have our sor­rows, but I do not be­lieve very much in the ex­ist­ence of sor­rows that nev­er heal.

		
	
		
			The Flowering of the Strange Orchid

			The buy­ing of orch­ids al­ways has in it a cer­tain spec­u­lat­ive fla­vour. You have be­fore you the brown shriv­elled lump of tis­sue, and for the rest you must trust your judg­ment, or the auc­tion­eer, or your good luck, as your taste may in­cline. The plant may be moribund or dead, or it may be just a re­spect­able pur­chase, fair value for your money, or per­haps—for the thing has happened again and again—there slowly un­folds be­fore the de­lighted eyes of the happy pur­chaser, day after day, some new vari­ety, some nov­el rich­ness, a strange twist of the la­bellum, or some subtler col­our­a­tion or un­ex­pec­ted mim­icry. Pride, beauty, and profit blos­som to­geth­er on one del­ic­ate green spike, and, it may be, even im­mor­tal­ity. For the new mir­acle of nature may stand in need of a new spe­cif­ic name, and what so con­veni­ent as that of its dis­cover­er? “John-smith­ia”! There have been worse names.

			It was per­haps the hope of some such happy dis­cov­ery that made Winter Wed­der­burn such a fre­quent at­tend­ant at these sales—that hope, and also, maybe, the fact that he had noth­ing else of the slight­est in­terest to do in the world. He was a shy, lonely, rather in­ef­fec­tu­al man, provided with just enough in­come to keep off the spur of ne­ces­sity, and not enough nervous en­ergy to make him seek any ex­act­ing em­ploy­ments. He might have col­lec­ted stamps or coins, or trans­lated Hor­ace, or bound books, or in­ven­ted new spe­cies of di­at­oms. But, as it happened, he grew orch­ids, and had one am­bi­tious little hot­house.

			“I have a fancy,” he said over his cof­fee, “that some­thing is go­ing to hap­pen to me today.” He spoke—as he moved and thought—slowly.

			“Oh, don’t say that!” said his house­keep­er—who was also his re­mote cous­in. For “some­thing hap­pen­ing” was a eu­phem­ism that meant only one thing to her.

			“You mis­un­der­stand me. I mean noth­ing un­pleas­ant … though what I do mean I scarcely know.

			“Today,” he con­tin­ued, after a pause, “Peters’ are go­ing to sell a batch of plants from the An­dam­ans and the In­dies. I shall go up and see what they have. It may be I shall buy some­thing good un­awares. That may be it.”

			He passed his cup for his second cup­ful of cof­fee.

			“Are these the things col­lec­ted by that poor young fel­low you told me of the oth­er day?” asked his cous­in, as she filled his cup.

			“Yes,” he said, and be­came med­it­at­ive over a piece of toast.

			“Noth­ing ever does hap­pen to me,” he re­marked presently, be­gin­ning to think aloud. “I won­der why? Things enough hap­pen to oth­er people. There is Har­vey. Only the oth­er week; on Monday he picked up six­pence, on Wed­nes­day his chicks all had the stag­gers, on Fri­day his cous­in came home from Aus­tralia, and on Sat­urday he broke his ankle. What a whirl of ex­cite­ment!—com­pared to me.”

			“I think I would rather be without so much ex­cite­ment,” said his house­keep­er. “It can’t be good for you.”

			“I sup­pose it’s trouble­some. Still … you see, noth­ing ever hap­pens to me. When I was a little boy I nev­er had ac­ci­dents. I nev­er fell in love as I grew up. Nev­er mar­ried … I won­der how it feels to have some­thing hap­pen to you, some­thing really re­mark­able.

			“That orch­id-col­lect­or was only thirty-six—twenty years young­er than my­self—when he died. And he had been mar­ried twice and di­vorced once; he had had mal­ari­al fever four times, and once he broke his thigh. He killed a Malay once, and once he was wounded by a poisoned dart. And in the end he was killed by jungle-leeches. It must have all been very trouble­some, but then it must have been very in­ter­est­ing, you know—ex­cept, per­haps, the leeches.”

			“I am sure it was not good for him,” said the lady with con­vic­tion.

			“Per­haps not.” And then Wed­der­burn looked at his watch. “Twenty-three minutes past eight. I am go­ing up by the quarter to twelve train, so that there is plenty of time. I think I shall wear my alpaca jack­et—it is quite warm enough—and my grey felt hat and brown shoes. I sup­pose—”

			He glanced out of the win­dow at the se­rene sky and sun­lit garden, and then nervously at his cous­in’s face.

			“I think you had bet­ter take an um­brella if you are go­ing to Lon­don,” she said in a voice that ad­mit­ted of no deni­al. “There’s all between here and the sta­tion com­ing back.”

			

			When he re­turned he was in a state of mild ex­cite­ment. He had made a pur­chase. It was rare that he could make up his mind quickly enough to buy, but this time he had done so.

			“There are Van­das,” he said, “and a Dendrobe and some Pa­lae­onoph­is.” He sur­veyed his pur­chases lov­ingly as he con­sumed his soup. They were laid out on the spot­less table­cloth be­fore him, and he was telling his cous­in all about them as he slowly me­andered through his din­ner. It was his cus­tom to live all his vis­its to Lon­don over again in the even­ing for her and his own en­ter­tain­ment.

			“I knew some­thing would hap­pen today. And I have bought all these. Some of them—some of them—I feel sure, do you know, that some of them will be re­mark­able. I don’t know how it is, but I feel just as sure as if someone had told me that some of these will turn out re­mark­able.

			“That one”—he poin­ted to a shriv­elled rhizome—“was not iden­ti­fied. It may be a Pa­lae­onoph­is—or it may not. It may be a new spe­cies, or even a new genus. And it was the last that poor Bat­ten ever col­lec­ted.”

			“I don’t like the look of it,” said his house­keep­er. “It’s such an ugly shape.”

			“To me it scarcely seems to have a shape.”

			“I don’t like those things that stick out,” said his house­keep­er.

			“It shall be put away in a pot to­mor­row.”

			“It looks,” said the house­keep­er, “like a spider sham­ming dead.”

			Wed­der­burn smiled and sur­veyed the root with his head on one side. “It is cer­tainly not a pretty lump of stuff. But you can nev­er judge of these things from their dry ap­pear­ance. It may turn out to be a very beau­ti­ful orch­id in­deed. How busy I shall be to­mor­row! I must see to­night just ex­actly what to do with these things, and to­mor­row I shall set to work.”

			“They found poor Bat­ten ly­ing dead, or dy­ing, in a man­grove swamp—I for­get which,” he began again presently, “with one of these very orch­ids crushed up un­der his body. He had been un­well for some days with some kind of nat­ive fever, and I sup­pose he fain­ted. These man­grove swamps are very un­whole­some. Every drop of blood, they say, was taken out of him by the jungle-leeches. It may be that very plant that cost him his life to ob­tain.”

			“I think none the bet­ter of it for that.”

			“Men must work though wo­men may weep,” said Wed­der­burn with pro­found grav­ity.

			“Fancy dy­ing away from every com­fort in a nasty swamp! Fancy be­ing ill of fever with noth­ing to take but chloro­dyne and quin­ine—if men were left to them­selves they would live on chloro­dyne and quin­ine—and no one round you but hor­rible nat­ives! They say the An­da­m­an is­landers are most dis­gust­ing wretches—and, any­how, they can scarcely make good nurses, not hav­ing the ne­ces­sary train­ing. And just for people in Eng­land to have orch­ids!”

			“I don’t sup­pose it was com­fort­able, but some men seem to en­joy that kind of thing,” said Wed­der­burn. “Any­how, the nat­ives of his party were suf­fi­ciently civ­il­ised to take care of all his col­lec­tion un­til his col­league, who was an or­ni­tho­lo­gist, came back again from the in­teri­or; though they could not tell the spe­cies of the orch­id, and had let it with­er. And it makes these things more in­ter­est­ing.”

			“It makes them dis­gust­ing. I should be afraid of some of the mal­aria cling­ing to them. And just think, there has been a dead body ly­ing across that ugly thing! I nev­er thought of that be­fore. There! I de­clare I can­not eat an­oth­er mouth­ful of din­ner.”

			“I will take them off the table if you like, and put them in the win­dow-seat. I can see them just as well there.”

			The next few days he was in­deed sin­gu­larly busy in his steamy little hot­house, fuss­ing about with char­coal, lumps of teak, moss, and all the oth­er mys­ter­ies of the orch­id cul­tiv­at­or. He con­sidered he was hav­ing a won­der­fully event­ful time. In the even­ing he would talk about these new orch­ids to his friends, and over and over again he re­ver­ted to his ex­pect­a­tion of some­thing strange.

			Sev­er­al of the Van­das and the Dendrobi­um died un­der his care, but presently the strange orch­id began to show signs of life. He was de­lighted, and took his house­keep­er right away from jam-mak­ing to see it at once, dir­ectly he made the dis­cov­ery.

			“That is a bud,” he said, “and presently there will be a lot of leaves there, and those little things com­ing out here are aer­i­al root­lets.”

			“They look to me like little white fin­gers pok­ing out of the brown,” said his house­keep­er. “I don’t like them.”

			“Why not?”

			“I don’t know. They look like fin­gers try­ing to get at you. I can’t help my likes and dis­likes.”

			“I don’t know for cer­tain, but I don’t think there are any orch­ids I know that have aer­i­al root­lets quite like that. It may be my fancy, of course. You see they are a little flattened at the ends.”

			“I don’t like ’em,” said his house­keep­er, sud­denly shiv­er­ing and turn­ing away. “I know it’s very silly of me—and I’m very sorry, par­tic­u­larly as you like the thing so much. But I can’t help think­ing of that corpse.”

			“But it may not be that par­tic­u­lar plant. That was merely a guess of mine.”

			His house­keep­er shrugged her shoulders. “Any­how I don’t like it,” she said.

			Wed­der­burn felt a little hurt at her dis­like to the plant. But that did not pre­vent his talk­ing to her about orch­ids gen­er­ally, and this orch­id in par­tic­u­lar, whenev­er he felt in­clined.

			“There are such queer things about orch­ids,” he said one day; “such pos­sib­il­it­ies of sur­prises. You know, Dar­win stud­ied their fer­til­isa­tion, and showed that the whole struc­ture of an or­din­ary orch­id flower was con­trived in or­der that moths might carry the pol­len from plant to plant. Well, it seems that there are lots of orch­ids known the flower of which can­not pos­sibly be used for fer­til­isa­tion in that way. Some of the Cyp­ri­pe­di­ums, for in­stance; there are no in­sects known that can pos­sibly fer­til­ise them, and some of them have nev­er been found with seed.”

			“But how do they form new plants?”

			“By run­ners and tubers, and that kind of out­growth. That is eas­ily ex­plained. The puzzle is, what are the flowers for?

			“Very likely,” he ad­ded, “my orch­id may be some­thing ex­traordin­ary in that way. If so I shall study it. I have of­ten thought of mak­ing re­searches as Dar­win did. But hitherto I have not found the time, or some­thing else has happened to pre­vent it. The leaves are be­gin­ning to un­fold now. I do wish you would come and see them!”

			But she said that the orch­id-house was so hot it gave her the head­ache. She had seen the plant once again, and the aer­i­al root­lets, which were now some of them more than a foot long, had un­for­tu­nately re­minded her of tentacles reach­ing out after some­thing; and they got in­to her dreams, grow­ing after her with in­cred­ible rapid­ity. So that she had settled to her en­tire sat­is­fac­tion that she would not see that plant again, and Wed­der­burn had to ad­mire its leaves alone. They were of the or­din­ary broad form, and a deep glossy green, with splashes and dots of deep red to­wards the base He knew of no oth­er leaves quite like them. The plant was placed on a low bench near the ther­mo­met­er, and close by was a simple ar­range­ment by which a tap dripped on the hot-wa­ter pipes and kept the air steamy. And he spent his af­ter­noons now with some reg­u­lar­ity med­it­at­ing on the ap­proach­ing flower­ing of this strange plant.

			And at last the great thing happened. Dir­ectly he entered the little glass house he knew that the spike had burst out, al­though his great Pa­loeonoph­is Lowii hid the corner where his new darling stood. There was a new odour in the air, a rich, in­tensely sweet scent, that over­powered every oth­er in that crowded, steam­ing little green­house.

			Dir­ectly he no­ticed this he hur­ried down to the strange orch­id. And, be­hold! the trail­ing green spikes bore now three great splashes of blos­som, from which this over­power­ing sweet­ness pro­ceeded. He stopped be­fore them in an ec­stasy of ad­mir­a­tion.

			The flowers were white, with streaks of golden or­ange upon the petals; the heavy la­bellum was coiled in­to an in­tric­ate pro­jec­tion, and a won­der­ful blu­ish purple mingled there with the gold. He could see at once that the genus was al­to­geth­er a new one. And the in­suf­fer­able scent! How hot the place was! The blos­soms swam be­fore his eyes.

			He would see if the tem­per­at­ure was right. He made a step to­wards the ther­mo­met­er. Sud­denly everything ap­peared un­steady. The bricks on the floor were dan­cing up and down. Then the white blos­soms, the green leaves be­hind them, the whole green­house, seemed to sweep side­ways, and then in a curve up­ward.

			

			At half-past four his cous­in made the tea, ac­cord­ing to their in­vari­able cus­tom. But Wed­der­burn did not come in for his tea.

			“He is wor­ship­ping that hor­rid orch­id,” she told her­self, and waited ten minutes. “His watch must have stopped. I will go and call him.”

			She went straight to the hot­house, and, open­ing the door, called his name. There was no reply. She no­ticed that the air was very close, and loaded with an in­tense per­fume. Then she saw some­thing ly­ing on the bricks between the hot-wa­ter pipes.

			For a minute, per­haps, she stood mo­tion­less.

			He was ly­ing, face up­ward, at the foot of the strange orch­id. The tentacle-like aer­i­al root­lets no longer swayed freely in the air, but were crowded to­geth­er, a tangle of grey ropes, and stretched tight, with their ends closely ap­plied to his chin and neck and hands.

			She did not un­der­stand. Then she saw from un­der one of the ex­ult­ant tentacles upon his cheek there trickled a little thread of blood.

			With an in­ar­tic­u­late cry she ran to­wards him, and tried to pull him away from the leech-like suck­ers. She snapped two of these tentacles, and their sap dripped red.

			Then the over­power­ing scent of the blos­som began to make her head reel. How they clung to him! She tore at the tough ropes, and he and the white in­flor­es­cence swam about her. She felt she was faint­ing, knew she must not. She left him and hast­ily opened the nearest door, and, after she had panted for a mo­ment in the fresh air, she had a bril­liant in­spir­a­tion. She caught up a flower­pot and smashed in the win­dows at the end of the green­house. Then she re-entered. She tugged now with re­newed strength at Wed­der­burn’s mo­tion­less body, and brought the strange orch­id crash­ing to the floor. It still clung with the grim­mest tenacity to its vic­tim. In a frenzy, she lugged it and him in­to the open air.

			Then she thought of tear­ing through the suck­er root­lets one by one, and in an­oth­er minute she had re­leased him and was drag­ging him away from the hor­ror.

			He was white and bleed­ing from a dozen cir­cu­lar patches.

			The odd-job man was com­ing up the garden, amazed at the smash­ing of glass, and saw her emerge, haul­ing the in­an­im­ate body with red-stained hands. For a mo­ment he thought im­possible things.

			“Bring some wa­ter!” she cried, and her voice dis­pelled his fan­cies. When, with un­nat­ur­al alac­rity, he re­turned with the wa­ter, he found her weep­ing with ex­cite­ment, and with Wed­der­burn’s head upon her knee, wip­ing the blood from his face.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” said Wed­der­burn, open­ing his eyes feebly, and clos­ing them again at once.

			“Go and tell An­nie to come out here to me, and then go for Dr. Had­don at once,” she said to the odd-job man so soon as he brought the wa­ter; and ad­ded, see­ing he hes­it­ated, “I will tell you all about it when you come back.”

			Presently Wed­der­burn opened his eyes again, and, see­ing that he was troubled by the puzzle of his po­s­i­tion, she ex­plained to him, “You fain­ted in the hot­house.”

			“And the orch­id?”

			“I will see to that,” she said.

			Wed­der­burn had lost a good deal of blood, but bey­ond that he had suffered no very great in­jury. They gave him brandy mixed with some pink ex­tract of meat, and car­ried him up­stairs to bed. His house­keep­er told her in­cred­ible story in frag­ments to Dr. Had­don. “Come to the orch­id-house and see,” she said.

			The cold out­er air was blow­ing in through the open door, and the sickly per­fume was al­most dis­pelled. Most of the torn aer­i­al root­lets lay already withered amidst a num­ber of dark stains upon the bricks. The stem of the in­flor­es­cence was broken by the fall of the plant, and the flowers were grow­ing limp and brown at the edges of the petals. The doc­tor stooped to­wards it, then saw that one of the aer­i­al root­lets still stirred feebly, and hes­it­ated.

			The next morn­ing the strange orch­id still lay there, black now and pu­tres­cent. The door banged in­ter­mit­tently in the morn­ing breeze, and all the ar­ray of Wed­der­burn’s orch­ids was shriv­elled and pros­trate. But Wed­der­burn him­self was bright and gar­rulous up­stairs in the glory of his strange ad­ven­ture.

		
	
		
			In the Avu Observatory

			The ob­ser­vat­ory at Avu, in Borneo, stands on the spur of the moun­tain. To the north rises the old crater, black at night against the un­fathom­able blue of the sky. From the little cir­cu­lar build­ing, with its mush­room dome, the slopes plunge steeply down­ward in­to the black mys­ter­ies of the trop­ic­al forest be­neath. The little house in which the ob­serv­er and his as­sist­ant live is about fifty yards from the ob­ser­vat­ory, and bey­ond this are the huts of their nat­ive at­tend­ants.

			Thaddy, the chief ob­serv­er, was down with a slight fever. His as­sist­ant, Wood­house, paused for a mo­ment in si­lent con­tem­pla­tion of the trop­ic­al night be­fore com­men­cing his sol­it­ary vi­gil. The night was very still. Now and then voices and laughter came from the nat­ive huts, or the cry of some strange an­im­al was heard from the midst of the mys­tery of the forest. Noc­turn­al in­sects ap­peared in ghostly fash­ion out of the dark­ness, and fluttered round his light. He thought, per­haps, of all the pos­sib­il­it­ies of dis­cov­ery that still lay in the black tangle be­neath him; for to the nat­ur­al­ist the vir­gin forests of Borneo are still a won­der­land full of strange ques­tions and half-sus­pec­ted dis­cov­er­ies. Wood­house car­ried a small lan­tern in his hand, and its yel­low glow con­tras­ted vividly with the in­fin­ite series of tints between lav­ender-blue and black in which the land­scape was painted. His hands and face were smeared with oint­ment against the at­tacks of the mos­qui­toes.

			Even in these days of ce­les­ti­al pho­to­graphy, work done in a purely tem­por­ary erec­tion, and with only the most prim­it­ive ap­pli­ances in ad­di­tion to the tele­scope, still in­volves a very large amount of cramped and mo­tion­less watch­ing. He sighed as he thought of the phys­ic­al fa­tigues be­fore him, stretched him­self, and entered the ob­ser­vat­ory.

			The read­er is prob­ably fa­mil­i­ar with the struc­ture of an or­din­ary as­tro­nom­ic­al ob­ser­vat­ory. The build­ing is usu­ally cyl­indric­al in shape, with a very light hemi­spher­ic­al roof cap­able of be­ing turned round from the in­teri­or. The tele­scope is sup­por­ted upon a stone pil­lar in the centre, and a clock­work ar­range­ment com­pensates for the Earth’s ro­ta­tion, and al­lows a star once found to be con­tinu­ously ob­served. Be­sides this, there is a com­pact tracery of wheels and screws about its point of sup­port, by which the as­tro­nomer ad­justs it. There is, of course, a slit in the mov­able roof which fol­lows the eye of the tele­scope in its sur­vey of the heav­ens. The ob­serv­er sits or lies on a slop­ing wooden ar­range­ment, which he can wheel to any part of the ob­ser­vat­ory as the po­s­i­tion of the tele­scope may re­quire. With­in it is ad­vis­able to have things as dark as pos­sible, in or­der to en­hance the bril­liance of the stars ob­served.

			The lan­tern flared as Wood­house entered his cir­cu­lar den, and the gen­er­al dark­ness fled in­to black shad­ows be­hind the big ma­chine, from which it presently seemed to creep back over the whole place again as the light waned. The slit was a pro­found trans­par­ent blue, in which six stars shone with trop­ic­al bril­liance, and their light lay, a pal­lid gleam, along the black tube of the in­stru­ment. Wood­house shif­ted the roof, and then pro­ceed­ing to the tele­scope, turned first one wheel and then an­oth­er, the great cyl­in­der slowly swinging in­to a new po­s­i­tion. Then he glanced through the find­er, the little com­pan­ion tele­scope, moved the roof a little more, made some fur­ther ad­just­ments, and set the clock­work in mo­tion. He took off his jack­et, for the night was very hot, and pushed in­to po­s­i­tion the un­com­fort­able seat to which he was con­demned for the next four hours. Then with a sigh he resigned him­self to his watch upon the mys­ter­ies of space.

			There was no sound now in the ob­ser­vat­ory, and the lan­tern waned stead­ily. Out­side there was the oc­ca­sion­al cry of some an­im­al in alarm or pain, or call­ing to its mate, and the in­ter­mit­tent sounds of the Malay and Dyak ser­vants. Presently one of the men began a queer chant­ing song, in which the oth­ers joined at in­ter­vals. After this it would seem that they turned in for the night, for no fur­ther sound came from their dir­ec­tion, and the whis­per­ing still­ness be­came more and more pro­found.

			The clock­work ticked stead­ily. The shrill hum of a mos­quito ex­plored the place and grew shrill­er in in­dig­na­tion at Wood­house’s oint­ment. Then the lan­tern went out and all the ob­ser­vat­ory was black.

			Wood­house shif­ted his po­s­i­tion presently, when the slow move­ment of the tele­scope had car­ried it bey­ond the lim­its of his com­fort.

			He was watch­ing a little group of stars in the Milky Way, in one of which his chief had seen or fan­cied a re­mark­able col­our vari­ab­il­ity. It was not a part of the reg­u­lar work for which the es­tab­lish­ment ex­is­ted, and for that reas­on per­haps Wood­house was deeply in­ter­ested. He must have for­got­ten things ter­restri­al. All his at­ten­tion was con­cen­trated upon the great blue circle of the tele­scope field—a circle powdered, so it seemed, with an in­nu­mer­able mul­ti­tude of stars, and all lu­min­ous against the black­ness of its set­ting. As he watched he seemed to him­self to be­come in­cor­por­eal, as if he too were float­ing in the eth­er of space. In­fin­itely re­mote was the faint red spot he was ob­serving.

			Sud­denly the stars were blot­ted out. A flash of black­ness passed, and they were vis­ible again.

			“Queer,” said Wood­house. “Must have been a bird.”

			The thing happened again, and im­me­di­ately after the great tube shivered as though it had been struck. Then the dome of the ob­ser­vat­ory re­soun­ded with a series of thun­der­ing blows. The stars seemed to sweep aside as the tele­scope—which had been un­clamped—swung round and away from the slit in the roof.

			“Great Scott!” cried Wood­house. “What’s this?”

			Some huge vague black shape, with a flap­ping some­thing like a wing, seemed to be strug­gling in the aper­ture of the roof. In an­oth­er mo­ment the slit was clear again, and the lu­min­ous haze of the Milky Way shone warm and bright.

			The in­teri­or of the roof was per­fectly black, and only a scrap­ing sound marked the where­abouts of the un­known creature.

			Wood­house had scrambled from the seat to his feet. He was trem­bling vi­ol­ently and in a per­spir­a­tion with the sud­den­ness of the oc­cur­rence. Was the thing, whatever it was, in­side or out? It was big, whatever else it might be. Some­thing shot across the sky­light, and the tele­scope swayed. He star­ted vi­ol­ently and put his arm up. It was in the ob­ser­vat­ory, then, with him. It was cling­ing to the roof ap­par­ently. What the dev­il was it? Could it see him?

			He stood for per­haps a minute in a state of stu­pefac­tion. The beast, whatever it was, clawed at the in­teri­or of the dome, and then some­thing flapped al­most in­to his face, and he saw the mo­ment­ary gleam of star­light on a skin like oiled leath­er. His wa­ter-bottle was knocked off his little table with a smash.

			The sense of some strange bird-creature hov­er­ing a few yards from his face in the dark­ness was in­des­crib­ably un­pleas­ant to Wood­house. As his thought re­turned he con­cluded that it must be some night-bird or large bat. At any risk he would see what it was, and pulling a match from his pock­et, he tried to strike it on the tele­scope seat. There was a smoking streak of phos­phor­es­cent light, the match flared for a mo­ment, and he saw a vast wing sweep­ing to­wards him, a gleam of grey-brown fur, and then he was struck in the face and the match knocked out of his hand. The blow was aimed at his temple, and a claw tore side­ways down to his cheek. He reeled and fell, and he heard the ex­tin­guished lan­tern smash. An­oth­er blow fol­lowed as he fell. He was partly stunned, he felt his own warm blood stream out upon his face. In­stinct­ively he felt his eyes had been struck at, and, turn­ing over on his face to save them, tried to crawl un­der the pro­tec­tion of the tele­scope.

			He was struck again upon the back, and he heard his jack­et rip, and then the thing hit the roof of the ob­ser­vat­ory. He edged as far as he could between the wooden seat and the eye­piece of the in­stru­ment, and turned his body round so that it was chiefly his feet that were ex­posed. With these he could at least kick. He was still in a mys­ti­fied state. The strange beast banged about in the dark­ness, and presently clung to the tele­scope, mak­ing it sway and the gear rattle. Once it flapped near him, and he kicked out madly and felt a soft body with his feet. He was hor­ribly scared now. It must be a big thing to swing the tele­scope like that. He saw for a mo­ment the out­line of a head black against the star­light, with sharply-poin­ted up­stand­ing ears and a crest between them. It seemed to him to be as big as a mastiff’s. Then he began to bawl out as loudly as he could for help.

			At that the thing came down upon him again. As it did so his hand touched some­thing be­side him on the floor. He kicked out, and the next mo­ment his ankle was gripped and held by a row of keen teeth. He yelled again, and tried to free his leg by kick­ing with the oth­er. Then he real­ised he had the broken wa­ter-bottle at his hand, and, snatch­ing it, he struggled in­to a sit­ting pos­ture, and feel­ing in the dark­ness to­wards his foot, gripped a vel­vety ear, like the ear of a big cat. He had seized the wa­ter-bottle by its neck and brought it down with a shiv­er­ing crash upon the head of the strange beast. He re­peated the blow, and then stabbed and jabbed with the jagged end of it, in the dark­ness, where he judged the face might be.

			The small teeth re­laxed their hold, and at once Wood­house pulled his leg free and kicked hard. He felt the sick­en­ing feel of fur and bone giv­ing un­der his boot. There was a tear­ing bite at his arm, and he struck over it at the face, as he judged, and hit damp fur.

			There was a pause; then he heard the sound of claws; and the drag­ging of a heavy body away from him over the ob­ser­vat­ory floor. Then there was si­lence, broken only by his own sob­bing breath­ing, and a sound like lick­ing. Everything was black ex­cept the par­al­lel­o­gram of the blue sky­light with the lu­min­ous dust of stars, against which the end of the tele­scope now ap­peared in sil­hou­ette. He waited, as it seemed, an in­ter­min­able time.

			Was the thing com­ing on again? He felt in his trouser-pock­et for some matches, and found one re­main­ing. He tried to strike this, but the floor was wet, and it spat and went out. He cursed. He could not see where the door was situ­ated. In his struggle he had quite lost his bear­ings. The strange beast, dis­turbed by the splut­ter of the match, began to move again. “Time!” called Wood­house, with a sud­den gleam of mirth, but the thing was not com­ing at him again. He must have hurt it, he thought, with the broken bottle. He felt a dull pain in his ankle. Prob­ably he was bleed­ing there. He wondered if it would sup­port him if he tried to stand up. The night out­side was very still. There was no sound of any­one mov­ing. The sleepy fools had not heard those wings bat­ter­ing upon the dome, nor his shouts. It was no good wast­ing strength in shout­ing. The mon­ster flapped its wings and startled him in­to a de­fens­ive at­ti­tude. He hit his el­bow against the seat, and it fell over with a crash. He cursed this, and then he cursed the dark­ness.

			Sud­denly the ob­long patch of star­light seemed to sway to and fro. Was he go­ing to faint? It would nev­er do to faint. He clenched his fists and set his teeth to hold him­self to­geth­er. Where had the door got to? It oc­curred to him he could get his bear­ings by the stars vis­ible through the sky­light. The patch of stars he saw was in Sagit­tari­us and south­east­ward; the door was north—or was it north by west? He tried to think. If he could get the door open he might re­treat. It might be the thing was wounded. The sus­pense was beastly. “Look here!” he said, “if you don’t come on, I shall come at you.”

			Then the thing began clam­ber­ing up the side of the ob­ser­vat­ory, and he saw its black out­line gradu­ally blot out the sky­light. Was it in re­treat? He for­got about the door, and watched as the dome shif­ted and creaked. Some­how he did not feel very frightened or ex­cited now. He felt a curi­ous sink­ing sen­sa­tion in­side him. The sharply-defined patch of light, with the black form mov­ing across it, seemed to be grow­ing smal­ler and smal­ler. That was curi­ous. He began to feel very thirsty, and yet he did not feel in­clined to get any­thing to drink. He seemed to be slid­ing down a long fun­nel.

			He felt a burn­ing sen­sa­tion in his throat, and then he per­ceived it was broad day­light, and that one of the Dyak ser­vants was look­ing at him with a curi­ous ex­pres­sion. Then there was the top of Thaddy’s face up­side down. Funny fel­low, Thaddy, to go about like that! Then he grasped the situ­ation bet­ter, and per­ceived that his head was on Thaddy’s knee, and Thaddy was giv­ing him brandy. And then he saw the eye­piece of the tele­scope with a lot of red smears on it. He began to re­mem­ber.

			“You’ve made this ob­ser­vat­ory in a pretty mess,” said Thaddy.

			The Dyak boy was beat­ing up an egg in brandy. Wood­house took this and sat up. He felt a sharp twinge of pain. His ankle was tied up, so were his arm and the side of his face. The smashed glass, red-stained, lay about the floor, the tele­scope seat was over­turned, and by the op­pos­ite wall was a dark pool. The door was open, and he saw the grey sum­mit of the moun­tain against a bril­liant back­ground of blue sky.

			“Pah!” said Wood­house. “Who’s been killing calves here? Take me out of it.”

			Then he re­membered the Thing, and the fight he had had with it.

			“What was it?” he said to Thaddy—“the Thing I fought with?”

			“You know that best,” said Thaddy. “But, any­how, don’t worry your­self now about it. Have some more to drink.”

			Thaddy, how­ever, was curi­ous enough, and it was a hard struggle between duty and in­clin­a­tion to keep Wood­house quiet un­til he was de­cently put away in bed, and had slept upon the co­pi­ous dose of meat ex­tract Thaddy con­sidered ad­vis­able. They then talked it over to­geth­er.

			“It was,” said Wood­house, “more like a big bat than any­thing else in the world. It had sharp, short ears, and soft fur, and its wings were leath­ery. Its teeth were little but dev­il­ish sharp, and its jaw could not have been very strong or else it would have bit­ten through my ankle.”

			“It has pretty nearly,” said Thaddy.

			“It seemed to me to hit out with its claws pretty freely. That is about as much as I know about the beast. Our con­ver­sa­tion was in­tim­ate, so to speak, and yet not con­fid­en­tial.”

			“The Dyak chaps talk about a Big Colugo, a Klang-utang—whatever that may be. It does not of­ten at­tack man, but I sup­pose you made it nervous. They say there is a Big Colugo and a Little Colugo, and a some­thing else that sounds like gobble. They all fly about at night. For my own part, I know there are fly­ing foxes and fly­ing lemurs about here, but they are none of them very big beasts.”

			“There are more things in Heav­en and Earth,” said Wood­house—and Thaddy groaned at the quo­ta­tion—“and more par­tic­u­larly in the forests of Borneo, than are dreamt of in our philo­sophies. On the whole, if the Borneo fauna is go­ing to dis­gorge any more of its nov­el­ties upon me, I should prefer that it did so when I was not oc­cu­pied in the ob­ser­vat­ory at night and alone.”

		
	
		
			The Diamond Maker

			Some busi­ness had de­tained me in Chan­cery Lane nine in the even­ing, and there­after, hav­ing some ink­ling of a head­ache, I was dis­in­clined either for en­ter­tain­ment or fur­ther work. So much of the sky as the high cliffs of that nar­row can­on of traffic left vis­ible spoke of a se­rene night, and I de­term­ined to make my way down to the Em­bank­ment, and rest my eyes and cool my head by watch­ing the varie­gated lights upon the river. Bey­ond com­par­is­on the night is the best time for this place; a mer­ci­ful dark­ness hides the dirt of the wa­ters, and the lights of this trans­ition­al age, red glar­ing or­ange, gas-yel­low, and elec­tric white, are set in shad­owy out­lines of every pos­sible shade between grey and deep purple. Through the arches of Wa­ter­loo Bridge a hun­dred points of light mark the sweep of the Em­bank­ment, and above its para­pet rise the towers of West­min­ster, warm grey against the star­light. The black river goes by with only a rare ripple break­ing its si­lence, and dis­turb­ing the re­flec­tions of the lights that swim upon its sur­face.

			“A warm night,” said a voice at my side.

			I turned my head, and saw the pro­file of a man who was lean­ing over the para­pet be­side me. It was a re­fined face, not un­hand­some, though pinched and pale enough, and the coat col­lar turned up and pinned round the throat marked his status in life as sharply as a uni­form. I felt I was com­mit­ted to the price of a bed and break­fast if I answered him.

			I looked at him curi­ously. Would he have any­thing to tell me worth the money, or was he the com­mon in­cap­able—in­cap­able even of telling his own story? There was a qual­ity of in­tel­li­gence in his fore­head and eyes, and a cer­tain trem­u­lous­ness in his neth­er lip that de­cided me.

			“Very warm,” said I; “but not too warm for us here.”

			“No,” he said, still look­ing across the wa­ter, “it is pleas­ant enough here … just now.”

			“It is good,” he con­tin­ued after a pause, “to find any­thing so rest­ful as this in Lon­don. After one has been fret­ting about busi­ness all day, about get­ting on, meet­ing ob­lig­a­tions, and par­ry­ing dangers, I do not know what one would do if it were not for such pa­cific corners.” He spoke with long pauses between the sen­tences. “You must know a little of the irk­some la­bour of the world, or you would not be here. But I doubt if you can be so brain-weary and foot­sore as I am … Bah! Some­times I doubt if the game is worth the candle. I feel in­clined to throw the whole thing over—name, wealth and po­s­i­tion—and take to some mod­est trade. But I know if I aban­doned my am­bi­tion—hardly as she uses me—I should have noth­ing but re­morse left for the rest of my days.”

			He be­came si­lent. I looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment. If ever I saw a man hope­lessly hard-up it was the man in front of me. He was ragged and he was dirty, un­shaven and un­kempt; he looked as though he had been left in a dust­bin for a week. And he was talk­ing to me of the irk­some wor­ries of a large busi­ness. I al­most laughed out­right. Either he was mad or play­ing a sorry jest on his own poverty.

			“If high aims and high po­s­i­tions,” said I, “have their draw­backs of hard work and anxi­ety, they have their com­pens­a­tions. In­flu­ence, the power of do­ing good, of as­sist­ing those weak­er and poorer than ourselves; and there is even a cer­tain grat­i­fic­a­tion in dis­play …”

			My banter un­der the cir­cum­stances was in very vile taste. I spoke on the spur of the con­trast of his ap­pear­ance and speech. I was sorry even while I was speak­ing.

			He turned a hag­gard but very com­posed face upon me. Said he: “I for­got my­self. Of course you would not un­der­stand.”

			He meas­ured me for a mo­ment. “No doubt it is very ab­surd. You will not be­lieve me even when I tell you, so that it is fairly safe to tell you. And it will be a com­fort to tell someone. I really have a big busi­ness in hand, a very big busi­ness. But there are troubles just now. The fact is … I make dia­monds.”

			“I sup­pose,” said I, “you are out of work just at present?”

			“I am sick of be­ing dis­be­lieved,” he said im­pa­tiently, and sud­denly un­but­ton­ing his wretched coat he pulled out a little can­vas bag that was hanging by a cord round his neck. From this he pro­duced a brown pebble. “I won­der if you know enough to know what that is?” He handed it to me.

			Now, a year or so ago, I had oc­cu­pied my leis­ure in tak­ing a Lon­don sci­ence de­gree, so that I have a smat­ter­ing of phys­ics and min­er­alogy. The thing was not un­like an un­cut dia­mond of the dark­er sort, though far too large, be­ing al­most as big as the top of my thumb. I took it, and saw it had the form of a reg­u­lar oc­ta­hed­ron, with the curved faces pe­cu­li­ar to the most pre­cious of min­er­als. I took out my pen­knife and tried to scratch it—vainly. Lean­ing for­ward to­wards the gas-lamp, I tried the thing on my watch-glass, and scored a white line across that with the greatest ease.

			I looked at my in­ter­locutor with rising curi­os­ity. “It cer­tainly is rather like a dia­mond. But, if so, it is a Be­hemoth of dia­monds. Where did you get it?”

			“I tell you I made it,” he said. “Give it back to me.”

			He re­placed it hast­ily and buttoned his jack­et. “I will sell it you for one hun­dred pounds,” he sud­denly whispered eagerly. With that my sus­pi­cions re­turned. The thing might, after all, be merely a lump of that al­most equally hard sub­stance, co­rundum, with an ac­ci­dent­al re­semb­lance in shape to the dia­mond. Or if it was a dia­mond, how came he by it, and why should he of­fer it at a hun­dred pounds?

			We looked in­to one an­oth­er’s eyes. He seemed eager, but hon­estly eager. At that mo­ment I be­lieved it was a dia­mond he was try­ing to sell. Yet I am a poor man, a hun­dred pounds would leave a vis­ible gap in my for­tunes and no sane man would buy a dia­mond by gas­light from a ragged tramp on his per­son­al war­ranty only. Still, a dia­mond that size con­jured up a vis­ion of many thou­sands of pounds. Then, thought I, such a stone could scarcely ex­ist without be­ing men­tioned in every book on gems, and again I called to mind the stor­ies of con­tra­band and light-fingered Kaf­firs at the Cape. I put the ques­tion of pur­chase on one side.

			“How did you get it?” said I.

			“I made it.”

			I had heard some­thing of Mois­san, but I knew his ar­ti­fi­cial dia­monds were very small. I shook my head.

			“You seem to know some­thing of this kind of thing. I will tell you a little about my­self. Per­haps then you may think bet­ter of the pur­chase.” He turned round with his back to the river, and put his hands in his pock­ets. He sighed. “I know you will not be­lieve me.”

			“Dia­monds,” he began—and as he spoke his voice lost its faint fla­vour of the tramp and as­sumed some­thing of the easy tone of an edu­cated man—“are to be made by throw­ing car­bon out of com­bin­a­tion in a suit­able flux and un­der a suit­able pres­sure; the car­bon crys­tal­lises out, not as black-lead or char­coal-powder, but as small dia­monds. So much has been known to chem­ists for years, but no one yet had hit upon ex­actly the right flux in which to melt up the car­bon, or ex­actly the right pres­sure for the best res­ults. Con­sequently the dia­monds made by chem­ists are small and dark, and worth­less as jew­els. Now I, you know, have giv­en up my life to this prob­lem—giv­en my life to it.

			“I began to work at the con­di­tions of dia­mond mak­ing when I was sev­en­teen, and now I am thirty-two. It seemed to me that it might take all the thought and en­er­gies of a man for ten years, or twenty years, but, even if it did, the game was still worth the candle. Sup­pose one to have at last just hit the right trick be­fore the secret got out and dia­monds be­came as com­mon as coal, one might real­ize mil­lions. Mil­lions!”

			He paused and looked for my sym­pathy. His eyes shone hun­grily. “To think,” said he, “that I am on the verge of it all, and here!

			“I had,” he pro­ceeded, “about a thou­sand pounds when I was twenty-one, and this, I thought, eked out by a little teach­ing, would keep my re­searches go­ing. A year or two was spent in study, at Ber­lin chiefly, and then I con­tin­ued on my own ac­count. The trouble was the secrecy. You see, if once I had let out what I was do­ing, oth­er men might have been spurred on by my be­lief in the prac­tic­ab­il­ity of the idea; and I do not pre­tend to be such a geni­us as to have been sure of com­ing in first, in the case of a race for the dis­cov­ery. And you see it was im­port­ant that if I really meant to make a pile, people should not know it was an ar­ti­fi­cial pro­cess and cap­able of turn­ing out dia­monds by the ton. So I had to work all alone. At first I had a little labor­at­ory, but as my re­sources began to run out I had to con­duct my ex­per­i­ments in a wretched un­fur­nished room in Kentish Town, where I slept at last on a straw mat­tress on the floor among all my ap­par­at­us. The money simply flowed away. I grudged my­self everything ex­cept sci­entif­ic ap­pli­ances. I tried to keep things go­ing by a little teach­ing, but I am not a very good teach­er, and I have no uni­ver­sity de­gree, nor very much edu­ca­tion ex­cept in chem­istry, and I found I had to give a lot of time and la­bour for pre­cious little money. But I got near­er and near­er the thing. Three years ago I settled the prob­lem of the com­pos­i­tion of the flux, and got near the pres­sure by put­ting this flux of mine and a cer­tain car­bon com­pos­i­tion in­to a closed-up gun-bar­rel, filling up with wa­ter, seal­ing tightly, and heat­ing.”

			He paused.

			“Rather risky,” said I.

			“Yes. It burst, and smashed all my win­dows and a lot of my ap­par­at­us; but I got a kind of dia­mond powder nev­er­the­less. Fol­low­ing out the prob­lem of get­ting a big pres­sure upon the mol­ten mix­ture from which the things were to crys­tal­lise, I hit upon some re­searches of Daubree’s at the Par­is Labor­at­or­ie des Poudres et Sal­pet­res. He ex­ploded dy­nam­ite in a tightly screwed steel cyl­in­der, too strong to burst, and I found he could crush rocks in­to a muck not un­like the South Afric­an bed in which dia­monds are found. It was a tre­mend­ous strain on my re­sources, but I got a steel cyl­in­der made for my pur­pose after his pat­tern. I put in all my stuff and my ex­plos­ives, built up a fire in my fur­nace, put the whole con­cern in, and—went out for a walk.”

			I could not help laugh­ing at his mat­ter-of-fact man­ner. “Did you not think it would blow up the house? Were there oth­er people in the place?”

			“It was in the in­terest of sci­ence,” he said, ul­ti­mately. “There was a cost­er­mon­ger fam­ily on the floor be­low, a beg­ging-let­ter writer in the room be­hind mine, and two flower-wo­men were up­stairs. Per­haps it was a bit thought­less. But pos­sibly some of them were out.

			“When I came back the thing was just where I left it, among the white-hot coals. The ex­plos­ive hadn’t burst the case. And then I had a prob­lem to face. You know time is an im­port­ant ele­ment in crys­tal­lisa­tion. If you hurry the pro­cess the crys­tals are small—it is only by pro­longed stand­ing that they grow to any size. I re­solved to let this ap­par­at­us cool for two years, let­ting the tem­per­at­ure go down slowly dur­ing the time. And I was now quite out of money; and with a big fire and the rent of my room, as well as my hun­ger to sat­is­fy, I had scarcely a penny in the world.

			“I can hardly tell you all the shifts I was put to while I was mak­ing the dia­monds. I have sold news­pa­pers, held horses, opened cab-doors. For many weeks I ad­dressed en­vel­opes. I had a place as as­sist­ant to a man who owned a bar­row, and used to call down one side of the road while he called down the oth­er.

			“Once for a week I had ab­so­lutely noth­ing to do, and I begged. What a week that was! One day the fire was go­ing out and I had eaten noth­ing all day, and a little chap tak­ing his girl out, gave me six­pence—to show off. Thank heav­en for van­ity! How the fish-shops smelt! But I went and spent it all on coals, and had the fur­nace bright red again, and then—Well, hun­ger makes a fool of a man.

			“At last, three weeks ago, I let the fire out. I took my cyl­in­der and un­screwed it while it was still so hot that it pun­ished my hands, and I scraped out the crum­bling lava-like mass with a chisel, and hammered it in­to a powder upon an iron plate. And I found three big dia­monds and five small ones. As I sat on the floor ham­mer­ing, my door opened, and my neigh­bour, the beg­ging-let­ter writer came in. He was drunk—as he usu­ally is. ‘ ’‘Ner­ch­ist,’ said he. ‘You’re drunk,’ said I. ‘ ’Struct­ive scoun­drel,’ said he. ‘Go to your fath­er,’ said I, mean­ing the Fath­er of Lies. ‘Nev­er you mind,’ said he, and gave me a cun­ning wink, and hic­cuped, and lean­ing up against the door, with his oth­er eye against the door­post, began to babble of how he had been pry­ing in my room, and how he had gone to the po­lice that morn­ing, and how they had taken down everything he had to say—‘ ’sif­fi­was a ge’m,’ said he. Then I sud­denly real­ised I was in a hole. Either I should have to tell these po­lice my little secret, and get the whole thing blown upon, or be lagged as an An­arch­ist. So I went up to my neigh­bour and took him by the col­lar, and rolled him about a bit, and then I gathered up my dia­monds and cleared out. The even­ing news­pa­pers called my den the Kentish Town Bomb Fact­ory. And now I can­not part with the things for love or money.

			“If I go in to re­spect­able jew­ellers they ask me to wait, and go and whis­per to a clerk to fetch a po­lice­man, and then I say I can­not wait. And I found out a re­ceiv­er of stolen goods, and he simply stuck to the one I gave him and told me to pro­sec­ute if I wanted it back. I am go­ing about now with sev­er­al hun­dred thou­sand pounds-worth of dia­monds round my neck, and without either food or shel­ter. You are the first per­son I have taken in­to my con­fid­ence. But I like your face and I am hard-driv­en.”

			He looked in­to my eyes.

			“It would be mad­ness,” said I, “for me to buy a dia­mond un­der the cir­cum­stances. Be­sides, I do not carry hun­dreds of pounds about in my pock­et. Yet I more than half be­lieve your story. I will, if you like, do this: come to my of­fice to­mor­row—”

			“You think I am a thief!” said he keenly. “You will tell the po­lice. I am not com­ing in­to a trap.”

			“Some­how I am as­sured you are no thief. Here is my card. Take that, any­how. You need not come to any ap­point­ment. Come when you will.”

			He took the card, and an earn­est of my good­will.

			“Think bet­ter of it and come,” said I.

			He shook his head doubt­fully. “I will pay back your half-crown with in­terest some day—such in­terest as will amaze you,” said he. “Any­how, you will keep the secret? … Don’t fol­low me.”

			He crossed the road and went in­to the dark­ness to­wards the little steps un­der the arch­way lead­ing in­to Es­sex Street, and I let him go. And that was the last I ever saw of him.

			Af­ter­wards I had two let­ters from him ask­ing me to send bank­notes—not cheques—to cer­tain ad­dresses. I weighed the mat­ter over and took what I con­ceived to be the wisest course. Once he called upon me when I was out. My urchin de­scribed him as a very thin, dirty, and ragged man, with a dread­ful cough. He left no mes­sage. That was the fin­ish of him so far as my story goes. I won­der some­times what has be­come of him. Was he an in­geni­ous mono­ma­ni­ac, or a fraud­u­lent deal­er in pebbles, or has he really made dia­monds as he as­ser­ted? The lat­ter is just suf­fi­ciently cred­ible to make me think at times that I have missed the most bril­liant op­por­tun­ity of my life. He may of course be dead, and his dia­monds care­lessly thrown aside—one, I re­peat, was al­most as big as my thumb. Or he may be still wan­der­ing about try­ing to sell the things. It is just pos­sible he may yet emerge upon so­ci­ety, and, passing athwart my heav­ens in the se­rene alti­tude sac­red to the wealthy and the well-ad­vert­ised, re­proach me si­lently for my want of en­ter­prise. I some­times think I might at least have risked five pounds.

		
	
		
			The Treasure in the Forest

			The ca­noe was now ap­proach­ing the land. The bay opened out, and a gap in the white surf of the reef marked where the little river ran out to the sea; the thick­er and deep­er green of the vir­gin forest showed its course down the dis­tant hill slope. The forest here came close to the beach. Far bey­ond, dim and al­most cloud­like in tex­ture, rose the moun­tains, like sud­denly frozen waves. The sea was still save for an al­most im­per­cept­ible swell. The sky blazed.

			The man with the carved paddle stopped. “It should be some­where here,” he said. He shipped the paddle and held his arms out straight be­fore him.

			The oth­er man had been in the fore part of the ca­noe, closely scru­tin­ising the land. He had a sheet of yel­low pa­per on his knee.

			“Come and look at this, Evans,” he said.

			Both men spoke in low tones, and their lips were hard and dry.

			The man called Evans came sway­ing along the ca­noe un­til he could look over his com­pan­ion’s shoulder.

			The pa­per had the ap­pear­ance of a rough map. By much fold­ing it was creased and worn to the pitch of sep­ar­a­tion, and the second man held the dis­col­oured frag­ments to­geth­er where they had par­ted. On it one could dimly make out, in al­most ob­lit­er­ated pen­cil, the out­line of the bay.

			“Here,” said Evans, “is the reef, and here is the gap.” He ran his thumb­nail over the chart.

			“This curved and twist­ing line is the river—I could do with a drink now!—and this star is the place.”

			“You see this dot­ted line,” said the man with the map; “it is a straight line, and runs from the open­ing of the reef to a clump of palm-trees. The star comes just where it cuts the river. We must mark the place as we go in­to the la­goon.”

			“It’s queer,” said Evans, after a pause, “what these little marks down here are for. It looks like the plan of a house or some­thing; but what all these little dashes, point­ing this way and that, may mean I can’t get a no­tion. And what’s the writ­ing?”

			“Chinese,” said the man with the map.

			“Of course! He was a Chin­ee,” said Evans.

			“They all were,” said the man with the map.

			They both sat for some minutes star­ing at the land, while the ca­noe drif­ted slowly. Then Evans looked to­wards the paddle.

			“Your turn with the paddle now, Hook­er,” said he.

			And his com­pan­ion quietly fol­ded up his map, put it in his pock­et, passed Evans care­fully, and began to paddle. His move­ments were lan­guid, like those of a man whose strength was nearly ex­hausted.

			Evans sat with his eyes half closed, watch­ing the frothy break­wa­ter of the cor­al creep near­er and near­er. The sky was like a fur­nace, for the sun was near the zenith. Though they were so near the treas­ure he did not feel the ex­al­ta­tion he had an­ti­cip­ated. The in­tense ex­cite­ment of the struggle for the plan, and the long night voy­age from the main­land in the un­pro­vi­sioned ca­noe had, to use his own ex­pres­sion, “taken it out of him.” He tried to arouse him­self by dir­ect­ing his mind to the in­gots the Chi­n­a­men had spoken of, but it would not rest there; it came back head­long to the thought of sweet wa­ter rip­pling in the river, and to the al­most un­en­dur­able dry­ness of his lips and throat. The rhythmic wash of the sea upon the reef was be­com­ing aud­ible now, and it had a pleas­ant sound in his ears; the wa­ter washed along the side of the ca­noe, and the paddle dripped between each stroke. Presently he began to doze.

			He was still dimly con­scious of the is­land, but a queer dream tex­ture in­ter­wove with his sen­sa­tions. Once again it was the night when he and Hook­er had hit upon the Chi­n­a­men’s secret; he saw the moon­lit trees, the little fire burn­ing, and the black fig­ures of the three Chi­n­a­men—silvered on one side by moon­light, and on the oth­er glow­ing from the fire­light—and heard them talk­ing to­geth­er in pi­geon-Eng­lish—for they came from dif­fer­ent provinces. Hook­er had caught the drift of their talk first, and had mo­tioned to him to listen. Frag­ments of the con­ver­sa­tion were in­aud­ible, and frag­ments in­com­pre­hens­ible. A Span­ish galle­on from the Phil­ip­pines hope­lessly aground, and its treas­ure bur­ied against the day of re­turn, lay in the back­ground of the story; a ship­wrecked crew thinned by dis­ease, a quar­rel or so, and the needs of dis­cip­line, and at last tak­ing to their boats nev­er to be heard of again. Then Chang-hi, only a year since, wan­der­ing ashore, had happened upon the in­gots hid­den for two hun­dred years, had deser­ted his junk, and re­bur­ied them with in­fin­ite toil, single-handed but very safe. He laid great stress on the safety—it was a secret of his. Now he wanted help to re­turn and ex­hume them. Presently the little map fluttered and the voices sank. A fine story for two, stran­ded Brit­ish wastrels to hear! Evans’ dream shif­ted to the mo­ment when he had Chang-hi’s pig­tail in his hand. The life of a Chi­n­a­man is scarcely sac­red like a European’s. The cun­ning little face of Chang-hi, first keen and furi­ous like a startled snake, and then fear­ful, treach­er­ous, and pi­ti­ful, be­came over­whelm­ingly prom­in­ent in the dream. At the end Chang-hi had grinned, a most in­com­pre­hens­ible and start­ling grin. Ab­ruptly things be­came very un­pleas­ant, as they will do at times in dreams. Chang-hi gibbered and threatened him. He saw in his dream heaps and heaps of gold, and Chang-hi in­ter­ven­ing and strug­gling to hold him back from it. He took Chang-hi by the pig­tail—how big the yel­low brute was, and how he struggled and grinned! He kept grow­ing big­ger, too. Then the bright heaps of gold turned to a roar­ing fur­nace, and a vast dev­il, sur­pris­ingly like Chang-hi, but with a huge black tail, began to feed him with coals. They burnt his mouth hor­ribly. An­oth­er dev­il was shout­ing his name: “Evans, Evans, you sleepy fool!”—or was it Hook­er?

			He woke up. They were in the mouth of the la­goon.

			“There are the three palm-trees. It must be in a line with that clump of bushes,” said his com­pan­ion. “Mark that. If we, go to those bushes and then strike in­to the bush in a straight line from here, we shall come to it when we come to the stream.”

			They could see now where the mouth of the stream opened out. At the sight of it Evans re­vived. “Hurry up, man,” he said, “or by heav­en I shall have to drink sea wa­ter!” He gnawed his hand and stared at the gleam of sil­ver among the rocks and green tangle.

			Presently he turned al­most fiercely upon Hook­er. “Give me the paddle,” he said.

			So they reached the river mouth. A little way up Hook­er took some wa­ter in the hol­low of his hand, tasted it, and spat it out. A little fur­ther he tried again. “This will do,” he said, and they began drink­ing eagerly.

			“Curse this!” said Evans sud­denly. “It’s too slow.” And, lean­ing dan­ger­ously over the fore part of the ca­noe, he began to suck up the wa­ter with his lips.

			Presently they made an end of drink­ing, and, run­ning the ca­noe in­to a little creek, were about to land among the thick growth that over­hung the wa­ter.

			“We shall have to scramble through this to the beach to find our bushes and get the line to the place,” said Evans.

			“We had bet­ter paddle round,” said Hook­er.

			So they pushed out again in­to the river and paddled back down it to the sea, and along the shore to the place where the clump of bushes grew. Here they landed, pulled the light ca­noe far up the beach, and then went up to­wards the edge of the jungle un­til they could see the open­ing of the reef and the bushes in a straight line. Evans had taken a nat­ive im­ple­ment out of the ca­noe. It was L-shaped, and the trans­verse piece was armed with pol­ished stone. Hook­er car­ried the paddle. “It is straight now in this dir­ec­tion,” said he; “we must push through this till we strike the stream. Then we must pro­spect.”

			They pushed through a close tangle of reeds, broad fronds, and young trees, and at first it was toil­some go­ing, but very speedily the trees be­came lar­ger and the ground be­neath them opened out. The blaze of the sun­light was re­placed by in­sens­ible de­grees by cool shad­ow. The trees be­came at last vast pil­lars that rose up to a can­opy of green­ery far over­head. Dim white flowers hung from their stems, and ropy creep­ers swung from tree to tree. The shad­ow deepened. On the ground, blotched fungi and a red-brown in­crust­a­tion be­came fre­quent.

			Evans shivered. “It seems al­most cold here after the blaze out­side.”

			“I hope we are keep­ing to the straight,” said Hook­er.

			Presently they saw, far ahead, a gap in the sombre dark­ness where white shafts of hot sun­light smote in­to the forest. There also was bril­liant green un­der­growth and col­oured flowers. Then they heard the rush of wa­ter.

			“Here is the river. We should be close to it now,” said Hook­er.

			The ve­get­a­tion was thick by the river bank. Great plants, as yet un­named, grew among the roots of the big trees, and spread rosettes of huge green fans to­wards the strip of sky. Many flowers and a creep­er with shiny fo­liage clung to the ex­posed stems. On the wa­ter of the broad, quiet pool which the treas­ure-seekers now over­looked there floated big oval leaves and a wax­en, pink­ish-white flower not un­like a wa­ter-lily. Fur­ther, as the river bent away from them, the wa­ter sud­denly frothed and be­came noisy in a rap­id.

			“Well?” said Evans.

			“We have swerved a little from the straight,” said Hook­er. “That was to be ex­pec­ted.”

			He turned and looked in­to the dim cool shad­ows of the si­lent forest be­hind them. “If we beat a little way up and down the stream we should come to some­thing.”

			“You said—” began Evans.

			“He said there was a heap of stones,” said Hook­er.

			The two men looked at each oth­er for a mo­ment.

			“Let us try a little down­stream first,” said Evans.

			They ad­vanced slowly, look­ing curi­ously about them. Sud­denly Evans stopped. “What the dev­il’s that?” he said.

			Hook­er fol­lowed his fin­ger. “Some­thing blue,” he said. It had come in­to view as they topped a gentle swell of the ground. Then he began to dis­tin­guish what it was.

			He ad­vanced sud­denly with hasty steps, un­til the body that be­longed to the limp hand and arm had be­come vis­ible. His grip tightened on the im­ple­ment he car­ried. The thing was the fig­ure of a Chi­n­a­man ly­ing on his face. The aban­don of the pose was un­mis­tak­able.

			The two men drew closer to­geth­er, and stood star­ing si­lently at this omin­ous dead body. It lay in a clear space among the trees. Near by was a spade after the Chinese pat­tern, and fur­ther off lay a scattered heap of stones, close to a freshly dug hole.

			“Some­body has been here be­fore,” said Hook­er, clear­ing his throat.

			Then sud­denly Evans began to swear and rave, and stamp upon the ground.

			Hook­er turned white but said noth­ing. He ad­vanced to­wards the pros­trate body. He saw the neck was puffed and purple, and the hands and ankles swollen. “Pah!” he said, and sud­denly turned away and went to­wards the ex­cav­a­tion. He gave a cry of sur­prise. He shouted to Evans, who was fol­low­ing him slowly.

			“You fool! It’s all right. It’s here still.” Then he turned again and looked at the dead Chi­n­a­man, and then again at the hole.

			Evans hur­ried to the hole. Already half ex­posed by the ill-fated wretch be­side them lay a num­ber of dull yel­low bars. He bent down in the hole, and, clear­ing off the soil with his bare hands, hast­ily pulled one of the heavy masses out. As he did so a little thorn pricked his hand. He pulled the del­ic­ate spike out with his fin­gers and lif­ted the in­got.

			“Only gold or lead could weigh like this,” he said ex­ult­antly.

			Hook­er was still look­ing at the dead Chi­n­a­man. He was puzzled.

			“He stole a march on his friends,” he said at last. “He came here alone, and some pois­on­ous snake has killed him … I won­der how he found the place.”

			Evans stood with the in­got in his hands. What did a dead Chi­n­a­man sig­ni­fy? “We shall have to take this stuff to the main­land piece­meal, and bury it there for a while. How shall we get it to the ca­noe?”

			He took his jack­et off and spread it on the ground, and flung two or three in­gots in­to it. Presently he found that an­oth­er little thorn had punc­tured his skin.

			“This is as much as we can carry,” said he. Then sud­denly, with a queer rush of ir­rit­a­tion, “What are you star­ing at?”

			Hook­er turned to him. “I can’t stand him—” He nod­ded to­wards the corpse. “It’s so like—”

			“Rub­bish!” said Evans. “All Chi­n­a­men are alike.”

			Hook­er looked in­to his face. “I’m go­ing to bury that, any­how, be­fore I lend a hand with this stuff.”

			“Don’t be a fool, Hook­er,” said Evans, “Let that mass of cor­rup­tion bide.”

			Hook­er hes­it­ated, and then his eye went care­fully over the brown soil about them. “It scares me some­how,” he said.

			“The thing is,” said Evans, “what to do with these in­gots. Shall we re­bury them over here, or take them across the strait in the ca­noe?”

			Hook­er thought. His puzzled gaze wandered among the tall tree-trunks, and up in­to the re­mote sun­lit green­ery over­head. He shivered again as his eye res­ted upon the blue fig­ure of the Chi­n­a­man. He stared search­ingly among the grey depths between the trees.

			“What’s come to you, Hook­er?” said Evans. “Have you lost your wits?”

			“Let’s get the gold out of this place, any­how,” said Hook­er.

			He took the ends of the col­lar of the coat in his hands, and Evans took the op­pos­ite corners, and they lif­ted the mass. “Which way?” said Evans. “To the ca­noe?”

			“It’s queer,” said Evans, when they had ad­vanced only a few steps, “but my arms ache still with that pad­dling.”

			“Curse it!” he said. “But they ache! I must rest.”

			They let the coat down, Evans’ face was white, and little drops of sweat stood out upon his fore­head. “It’s stuffy, some­how, in this forest.”

			Then with an ab­rupt trans­ition to un­reas­on­able an­ger: “What is the good of wait­ing here all the day? Lend a hand, I say! You have done noth­ing but moon since we saw the dead Chi­n­a­man.”

			Hook­er was look­ing stead­fastly at his com­pan­ion’s face. He helped raise the coat bear­ing the in­gots, and they went for­ward per­haps a hun­dred yards in si­lence. Evans began to breathe heav­ily. “Can’t you speak?” he said.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you?” said Hook­er.

			Evans stumbled, and then with a sud­den curse flung the coat from him. He stood for a mo­ment star­ing at Hook­er, and then with a groan clutched at his own throat.

			“Don’t come near me,” he said, and went and leant against a tree. Then in a stead­i­er voice, “I’ll be bet­ter in a minute.”

			Presently his grip upon the trunk loosened, and he slipped slowly down the stem of the tree un­til he was a crumpled heap at its foot. His hands were clenched con­vuls­ively. His face be­came dis­tor­ted with pain. Hook­er ap­proached him.

			“Don’t touch me! Don’t touch me!” said Evans in a stifled voice. “Put the gold back on the coat.”

			“Can’t I do any­thing for you?” said Hook­er.

			“Put the gold back on the coat.”

			As Hook­er handled the in­gots he felt a little prick on the ball of his thumb. He looked at his hand and saw a slender thorn, per­haps two inches in length.

			Evans gave an in­ar­tic­u­late cry and rolled over.

			Hook­er’s jaw dropped. He stared at the thorn for a mo­ment with dilated eyes. Then he looked at Evans, who was now crumpled to­geth­er on the ground, his back bend­ing and straight­en­ing spas­mod­ic­ally. Then he looked through the pil­lars of the trees and net­work of creep­er stems, to where in the dim grey shad­ow the blue-clad body of the Chi­n­a­man was still in­dis­tinctly vis­ible. He thought of the little dashes in the corner of the plan, and in a mo­ment he un­der­stood.

			“God help me!” he said. For the thorns were sim­il­ar to those the Dyaks pois­on and use in their blow­ing-tubes. He un­der­stood now what Chang-hi’s as­sur­ance of the safety of his treas­ure meant. He un­der­stood that grin now.

			“Evans!” he cried.

			But Evans was si­lent and mo­tion­less, save for a hor­rible spas­mod­ic twitch­ing of his limbs. A pro­found si­lence brooded over the forest.

			Then Hook­er began to suck furi­ously at the little pink spot on the ball of his thumb—suck­ing for dear life. Presently he felt a strange aching pain in his arms and shoulders, and his fin­gers seemed dif­fi­cult to bend. Then he knew that suck­ing was no good.

			Ab­ruptly he stopped, and sit­ting down by the pile of in­gots, and rest­ing his chin upon his hands and his el­bows upon his knees, stared at the dis­tor­ted but still quiv­er­ing body of his com­pan­ion. Chang-hi’s grin came in­to his mind again. The dull pain spread to­wards his throat and grew slowly in in­tens­ity. Far above him a faint breeze stirred the green­ery, and the white petals of some un­known flower came float­ing down through the gloom.

		
	
		
			Through a Window

			After his legs were set, they car­ried Bailey in­to the study and put him on a couch be­fore the open win­dow. There he lay, a live—even a fe­ver­ish man down to the loins, and be­low that a double-bar­relled mummy swathed in white wrap­pings. He tried to read, even tried to write a little, but most of the time he looked out of the win­dow.

			He had thought the win­dow cheer­ful to be­gin with, but now he thanked God for it many times a day. With­in, the room was dim and grey, and in the re­flec­ted light the wear of the fur­niture showed plainly. His medi­cine and drink stood on the little table, with such lit­ter as the bare branches of a bunch of grapes or the ashes of a ci­gar upon a green plate, or a day old even­ing pa­per. The view out­side was flooded with light, and across the corner of it came the head of the aca­cia, and at the foot the top of the bal­cony-rail­ing of hammered iron. In the fore­ground was the wel­ter­ing sil­ver of the river, nev­er quiet and yet nev­er tire­some. Bey­ond was the reedy bank, a broad stretch of mead­ow land, and then a dark line of trees end­ing in a group of pop­lars at the dis­tant bend of the river, and, up­stand­ing be­hind them, a square church tower.

			Up and down the river, all day long, things were passing. Now a string of barges drift­ing down to Lon­don, piled with lime or bar­rels of beer; then a steam-launch, dis­en­ga­ging heavy masses of black smoke, and dis­turb­ing the whole width of the river with long rolling waves; then an im­petu­ous elec­tric launch, and then a boat­load of pleas­ure-seekers, a sol­it­ary scull­er, or a four from some row­ing club. Per­haps the river was quietest of a morn­ing or late at night. One moon­light night some people drif­ted down singing, and with a zith­er play­ing—it soun­ded very pleas­antly across the wa­ter.

			In a few days Bailey began to re­cog­nise some of the craft; in a week he knew the in­tim­ate his­tory of half-a-dozen. The launch Luzon, from Fitz­gib­bon’s, two miles up, would go fret­ting by, some­times three or four times a day, con­spicu­ous with its col­our­ing of In­di­an-red and yel­low, and its two Ori­ent­al at­tend­ants; and one day, to Bailey’s vast amuse­ment, the house­boat Purple Em­per­or came to a stop out­side, and break­fas­ted in the most shame­less do­mest­icity. Then one af­ter­noon, the cap­tain of a slow-mov­ing barge began a quar­rel with his wife as they came in­to sight from the left, and had car­ried it to per­son­al vi­ol­ence be­fore he van­ished be­hind the win­dow-frame to the right. Bailey re­garded all this as an en­ter­tain­ment got up to while away his ill­ness, and ap­plauded all the more mov­ing in­cid­ents. Mrs. Green, com­ing in at rare in­ter­vals with his meals, would catch him clap­ping his hands or softly cry­ing, “En­core!” But the river play­ers had oth­er en­gage­ments, and his en­core went un­heeded.

			“I should nev­er have thought I could take such an in­terest in things that did not con­cern me,” said Bailey to Wilder­spin, who used to come in in his nervous, friendly way and try to com­fort the suf­fer­er by be­ing talked to. “I thought this idle ca­pa­city was dis­tinct­ive of little chil­dren and old maids. But it’s just cir­cum­stances. I simply can’t work, and things have to drift; it’s no good to fret and struggle. And so I lie here and am as amused as a baby with a rattle, at this river and its af­fairs.

			“Some­times, of course, it gets a bit dull, but not of­ten.

			“I would give any­thing, Wilder­spin, for a swamp—just one swamp—once. Heads swim­ming and a steam launch to the res­cue, and a chap or so hauled out with a boat-hook … There goes Fitz­gib­bon’s launch! They have a new boat-hook, I see, and the little black­ie is still in the dumps. I don’t think he’s very well, Wilder­spin. He’s been like that for two or three days, squat­ting sulky-fash­ion and med­it­at­ing over the churn­ing of the wa­ter. Un­whole­some for him to be al­ways star­ing at the frothy wa­ter run­ning away from the stern.”

			They watched the little steam­er fuss across the patch of sun­lit river, suf­fer mo­ment­ary oc­culta­tion from the aca­cia, and glide out of sight be­hind the dark win­dow-frame.

			“I’m get­ting a won­der­ful eye for de­tails,” said Bailey: “I spot­ted that new boat-hook at once. The oth­er nig­ger is a funny little chap. He nev­er used to swag­ger with the old boat-hook like that.”

			“Malays, aren’t they?” said Wilder­spin.

			“Don’t know,” said Bailey. “I thought one called all that sort of man­ner Las­car.”

			Then he began to tell Wilder­spin what he knew of the private af­fairs of the house­boat, Purple Em­per­or. “Funny,” he said, “how these people come from all points of the com­pass—from Ox­ford and Wind­sor, from Asia and Africa—and gath­er and pass op­pos­ite the win­dow just to en­ter­tain me. One man floated out of the in­fin­ite the day be­fore yes­ter­day, caught one per­fect crab op­pos­ite, lost and re­covered a scull, and passed on again. Prob­ably he will nev­er come in­to my life again. So far as I am con­cerned, he has lived and had his little troubles, per­haps thirty—per­haps forty—years on the Earth, merely to make an ass of him­self for three minutes in front of my win­dow. Won­der­ful thing, Wilder­spin, if you come to think of it.”

			“Yes,” said Wilder­spin; “isn’t it?”

			A day or two after this Bailey had a bril­liant morn­ing. In­deed, to­wards the end of the af­fair, it be­came al­most as ex­cit­ing as any win­dow show very well could be. We will, how­ever, be­gin at the be­gin­ning.

			Bailey was all alone in the house, for his house­keep­er had gone in­to the town three miles away to pay bills, and the ser­vant had her hol­i­day. The morn­ing began dull. A ca­noe went up about half-past nine, and later a boat­load of camp­ing men came down. But this was mere mar­gin. Things be­came cheer­ful about ten o’clock.

			It began with some­thing white flut­ter­ing in the re­mote dis­tance where the three pop­lars marked the river bend. “Pock­et-handker­chief,” said Bailey, when he saw it “No. Too big! Flag per­haps.”

			How­ever, it was not a flag, for it jumped about. “Man in whites run­ning fast, and this way,” said Bailey. “That’s luck! But his whites are pre­cious loose!”

			Then a sin­gu­lar thing happened. There was a minute pink gleam among the dark trees in the dis­tance, and a little puff of pale grey that began to drift and van­ish east­ward. The man in white jumped and con­tin­ued run­ning. Presently the re­port of the shot ar­rived.

			“What the dev­il!” said Bailey. “Looks as if someone was shoot­ing at him.”

			He sat up stiffly and stared hard. The white fig­ure was com­ing along the path­way through the corn. “It’s one of those nig­gers from the Fitz­gib­bon’s,” said Bailey; “or may I be hanged! I won­der why he keeps saw­ing with his arm.”

			Then three oth­er fig­ures be­came in­dis­tinctly vis­ible against the dark back­ground of the trees.

			Ab­ruptly on the op­pos­ite bank a man walked in­to the pic­ture. He was black-bearded, dressed in flan­nels, had a red belt, and a vast grey felt hat. He walked, lean­ing very much for­ward and with his hands swinging be­fore him. Be­hind him one could see the grass swept by the tow­ing-rope of the boat he was drag­ging. He was stead­fastly re­gard­ing the white fig­ure that was hur­ry­ing through the corn. Sud­denly he stopped. Then, with a pe­cu­li­ar ges­ture, Bailey could see that he began pulling in the towrope hand over hand. Over the wa­ter could be heard the voices of the people in the still in­vis­ible boat.

			“What are you after, Hag­shot?” said someone.

			The in­di­vidu­al with the red belt shouted some­thing that was in­aud­ible, and went on lug­ging in the rope, look­ing over his shoulder at the ad­van­cing white fig­ure as he did so. He came down the bank, and the rope bent a lane among the reeds and lashed the wa­ter between his pulls.

			Then just the bows of the boat came in­to view, with the tow­ing-mast and a tall, fair-haired man stand­ing up and try­ing to see over the bank. The boat bumped un­ex­pec­tedly among the reeds, and the tall, fair-haired man dis­ap­peared sud­denly, hav­ing ap­par­ently fallen back in­to the in­vis­ible part of the boat. There was a curse and some in­dis­tinct laughter. Hag­shot did not laugh, but hast­ily clambered in­to the boat and pushed off. Ab­ruptly the boat passed out of Bailey’s sight.

			But it was still aud­ible. The melody of voices sug­ges­ted that its oc­cu­pants were busy telling each oth­er what to do.

			The run­ning fig­ure was draw­ing near the bank. Bailey could now see clearly that it was one of Fitz­gib­bon’s Ori­ent­als, and began to real­ise what the sinu­ous thing the man car­ried in his hand might be. Three oth­er men fol­lowed one an­oth­er through the corn, and the fore­most car­ried what was prob­ably the gun. They were per­haps two hun­dred yards or more be­hind the Malay.

			“It’s a man hunt, by all that’s holy!” said Bailey.

			The Malay stopped for a mo­ment and sur­veyed the bank to the right. Then he left the path, and, break­ing through the corn, van­ished in that dir­ec­tion. The three pur­suers fol­lowed suit, and their heads and ges­tic­u­lat­ing arms above the corn, after a brief in­ter­val, also went out of Bailey’s field of vis­ion.

			Bailey so far for­got him­self as to swear. “Just as things were get­ting lively!” he said. Some­thing like a wo­man’s shriek came through the air. Then shouts, a howl, a dull whack upon the bal­cony out­side that made Bailey jump, and then the re­port of a gun.

			“This is pre­cious hard on an in­val­id,” said Bailey.

			But more was to hap­pen yet in his pic­ture. In fact, a great deal more. The Malay ap­peared again, run­ning now along the bank up stream. His stride had more swing and less pace in it than be­fore. He was threat­en­ing someone ahead with the ugly krees he car­ried. The blade, Bailey no­ticed, was dull—it did not shine as steel should.

			Then came the tall, fair man, bran­dish­ing a boat-hook, and after him three oth­er men in boat­ing cos­tume, run­ning clum­sily with oars. The man with the grey hat and red belt was not with them. After an in­ter­val the three men with the gun re­appeared, still in the corn, but now near the river bank. They emerged upon the tow­ing-path, and hur­ried after the oth­ers. The op­pos­ite bank was left blank and des­ol­ate again.

			The sick­room was dis­graced by more pro­fan­ity. “I would give my life to see the end of this,” said Bailey. There were in­dis­tinct shouts up stream. Once they seemed to be com­ing near­er, but they dis­ap­poin­ted him.

			Bailey sat and grumbled. He was still grumbling when his eye caught some­thing black and round among the waves. “Hullo!” he said. He looked nar­rowly and saw two tri­an­gu­lar black bod­ies froth­ing every now and then about a yard in front of this.

			He was still doubt­ful when the little band of pur­suers came in­to sight again, and began to point to this float­ing ob­ject. They were talk­ing eagerly. Then the man with the gun took aim.

			“He’s swim­ming the river, by George!” said Bailey.

			The Malay looked round, saw the gun, and went un­der. He came up so close to Bailey’s bank of the river that one of the bars of the bal­cony hid him for a mo­ment. As he emerged the man with the gun fired. The Malay kept stead­ily on­ward—Bailey could see the wet hair on his fore­head now and the krees between his teeth—and was presently hid­den by the bal­cony.

			This seemed to Bailey an un­en­dur­able wrong. The man was lost to him forever now, so he thought. Why couldn’t the brute have got him­self de­cently caught on the op­pos­ite bank, or shot in the wa­ter?

			“It’s worse than Ed­win Drood,” said Bailey.

			Over the river, too, things had be­come an ab­so­lute blank. All sev­en men had gone down stream again, prob­ably to get the boat and fol­low across. Bailey listened and waited. There was si­lence. “Surely it’s not over like this,” said Bailey.

			Five minutes passed—ten minutes. Then a tug with two barges went up stream. The at­ti­tudes of the men upon these were the at­ti­tudes of those who see noth­ing re­mark­able in earth, wa­ter, or sky. Clearly the whole af­fair had passed out of sight of the river. Prob­ably the hunt had gone in­to the beech woods be­hind the house.

			“Con­found it!” said Bailey. “To be con­tin­ued again, and no chance this time of the se­quel. But this is hard on a sick man.”

			He heard a step on the stair­case be­hind him and look­ing round saw the door open. Mrs. Green came in and sat down, pant­ing. She still had her bon­net on, her purse in her hand, and her little brown bas­ket upon her arm. “Oh, there!” she said, and left Bailey to ima­gine the rest.

			“Have a little whisky and wa­ter, Mrs. Green, and tell me about it,” said Bailey.

			Sip­ping a little, the lady began to re­cov­er her powers of ex­plan­a­tion.

			One of those black creatures at the Fitz­gib­bon’s had gone mad, and was run­ning about with a big knife, stabbing people. He had killed a groom, and stabbed the un­der-but­ler, and al­most cut the arm off a boat­ing gen­tle­man.

			“Run­ning amuck with a krees,” said Bailey. “I thought that was it.”

			And he was hid­ing in the wood when she came through it from the town.

			“What! Did he run after you?” asked Bailey, with a cer­tain touch of glee in his voice.

			“No, that was the hor­rible part of it,” Mrs. Green ex­plained. She had been right through the woods and had nev­er known he was there. It was only when she met young Mr. Fitz­gib­bon car­ry­ing his gun in the shrub­bery that she heard any­thing about it. Ap­par­ently, what up­set Mrs. Green was the lost op­por­tun­ity for emo­tion. She was de­term­ined, how­ever, to make the most of what was left her.

			“To think he was there all the time!” she said, over and over again.

			Bailey en­dured this pa­tiently enough for per­haps ten minutes. At last he thought it ad­vis­able to as­sert him­self. “It’s twenty past one, Mrs. Green,” he said. “Don’t you think it time you got me some­thing to eat?”

			This brought Mrs. Green sud­denly to her knees.

			“Oh Lord, sir!” she said. “Oh! don’t go mak­ing me go out of this room, sir, till I know he’s caught. He might have got in­to the house, sir. He might be creep­ing, creep­ing, with that knife of his, along the pas­sage this very—”

			She broke off sud­denly and glared over him at the win­dow. Her lower jaw dropped. Bailey turned his head sharply.

			For the space of half a second things seemed just as they were. There was the tree, the bal­cony, the shin­ing river, the dis­tant church tower. Then he no­ticed that the aca­cia was dis­placed about a foot to the right, and that it was quiv­er­ing, and the leaves were rust­ling. The tree was shaken vi­ol­ently, and a heavy pant­ing was aud­ible.

			In an­oth­er mo­ment a hairy brown hand had ap­peared and clutched the bal­cony rail­ings, and in an­oth­er the face of the Malay was peer­ing through these at the man on the couch. His ex­pres­sion was an un­pleas­ant grin, by reas­on of the krees he held between his teeth, and he was bleed­ing from an ugly wound in his cheek. His hair wet to dry­ing stuck out like horns from his head. His body was bare save for the wet trousers that clung to him. Bailey’s first im­pulse was to spring from the couch, but his legs re­minded him that this was im­possible.

			By means of the bal­cony and tree the man slowly raised him­self un­til he was vis­ible to Mrs. Green. With a chok­ing cry she made for the door and fumbled with the handle.

			Bailey thought swiftly and clutched a medi­cine bottle in either hand. One he flung, and it smashed against the aca­cia. Si­lently and de­lib­er­ately, and keep­ing his bright eyes fixed on Bailey, the Malay clambered in­to the bal­cony. Bailey, still clutch­ing his second bottle, but with a sick­en­ing, sink­ing feel­ing about his heart, watched first one leg come over the rail­ing and then the oth­er.

			It was Bailey’s im­pres­sion that the Malay took about an hour to get his second leg over the rail. The peri­od that elapsed be­fore the sit­ting po­s­i­tion was changed to a stand­ing one seemed enorm­ous—days, weeks, pos­sibly a year or so. Yet Bailey had no clear im­pres­sion of any­thing go­ing on in his mind dur­ing that vast peri­od, ex­cept a vague won­der at his in­ab­il­ity to throw the second medi­cine bottle. Sud­denly the Malay glanced over his shoulder. There was the crack of a rifle. He flung up his arms and came down upon the couch. Mrs. Green began a dis­mal shriek that seemed likely to last un­til Dooms­day. Bailey stared at the brown body with its shoulder blade driv­en in, that writhed pain­fully across his legs and rap­idly stain­ing and soak­ing the spot­less band­ages. Then he looked at the long krees, with the red­dish streaks upon its blade, that lay an inch bey­ond the trem­bling brown fin­gers upon the floor. Then at Mrs. Green, who had backed hard against the door and was star­ing at the body and shriek­ing in gusty out­bursts as if she would wake the dead. And then the body was shaken by one last con­vuls­ive ef­fort.

			The Malay gripped the krees, tried to raise him­self with his left hand, and col­lapsed. Then he raised his head, stared for a mo­ment at Mrs. Green, and twist­ing his face round looked at Bailey. With a gasp­ing groan the dy­ing man suc­ceeded in clutch­ing the bed clothes with his dis­abled hand, and by a vi­ol­ent ef­fort, which hurt Bailey’s legs ex­ceed­ingly, writhed side­ways to­wards what must be his last vic­tim. Then some­thing seemed re­leased in Bailey’s mind and he brought down the second bottle with all his strength on to the Malay’s face. The krees fell heav­ily upon the floor.

			“Easy with those legs,” said Bailey, as young Fitz­gib­bon and one of the boat­ing party lif­ted the body off him.

			Young Fitz­gib­bon was very white in the face. “I didn’t mean to kill him,” he said.

			“It’s just as well,” said Bailey.

		
	
		
			The Lord of the Dynamos

			The chief at­tend­ant of the three dy­namos that buzzed and rattled at Cam­ber­well, and kept the elec­tric rail­way go­ing, came out of York­shire, and his name was James Hol­royd. He was a prac­tic­al elec­tri­cian, but fond of whisky, a heavy, red-haired brute with ir­reg­u­lar teeth. He doubted the ex­ist­ence of the Deity, but ac­cep­ted Carnot’s cycle, and he had read Shakespeare and found him weak in chem­istry. His help­er came out of the mys­ter­i­ous East, and his name was Azuma-zi. But Hol­royd called him Pooh-bah. Hol­royd liked a nig­ger help be­cause he would stand kick­ing—a habit with Hol­royd—and did not pry in­to the ma­chinery and try to learn the ways of it. Cer­tain odd pos­sib­il­it­ies of the negro mind brought in­to ab­rupt con­tact with the crown of our civil­isa­tion Hol­royd nev­er fully real­ised, though just at the end he got some ink­ling of them.

			To define Azuma-zi was bey­ond eth­no­logy. He was, per­haps, more negroid than any­thing else, though his hair was curly rather than frizzy, and his nose had a bridge. Moreover, his skin was brown rather than black, and the whites of his eyes were yel­low. His broad cheekbones and nar­row chin gave his face some­thing of the vi­per­ine V. His head, too, was broad be­hind, and low and nar­row at the fore­head, as if his brain had been twis­ted round in the re­verse way to a European’s. He was short of stature and still short­er of Eng­lish. In con­ver­sa­tion he made nu­mer­ous odd noises of no known mar­ket­able value, and his in­fre­quent words were carved and wrought in­to her­ald­ic grot­esque­ness. Hol­royd tried to elu­cid­ate his re­li­gious be­liefs, and—es­pe­cially after whisky—lec­tured to him against su­per­sti­tion and mis­sion­ar­ies. Azuma-zi, how­ever, shirked the dis­cus­sion of his gods, even though he was kicked for it.

			Azuma-zi had come, clad in white but in­suf­fi­cient raiment, out of the stoke­hole of the Lord Clive, from the Straits Set­tle­ments and bey­ond, in­to Lon­don. He had heard even in his youth of the great­ness and riches of Lon­don, where all the wo­men are white and fair, and even the beg­gars in the streets are white, and he had ar­rived, with newly-earned gold coins in his pock­et, to wor­ship at the shrine of civil­isa­tion. The day of his land­ing was a dis­mal one; the sky was dun, and a wind-wor­ried drizzle filtered down to the greasy streets, but he plunged boldly in­to the de­lights of Shad­well, and was presently cast up, shattered in health, civ­il­ised in cos­tume, pen­ni­less, and, ex­cept in mat­ters of the direst ne­ces­sity, prac­tic­ally a dumb an­im­al, to toil for James Hol­royd, and to be bul­lied by him in the dy­namo shed at Cam­ber­well. And to James Hol­royd bul­ly­ing was a la­bour of love.

			There were three dy­namos with their en­gines at Cam­ber­well. The two that have been there since the be­gin­ning are small ma­chines; the lar­ger one was new. The smal­ler ma­chines made a reas­on­able noise; their straps hummed over the drums, every now and then the brushes buzzed and fizzled, and the air churned stead­ily, whoo! whoo! whoo! between their poles. One was loose in its found­a­tions and kept the shed vi­brat­ing. But the big dy­namo drowned these little noises al­to­geth­er with the sus­tained drone of its iron core, which some­how set part of the iron­work hum­ming. The place made the vis­it­or’s head reel with the throb, throb, throb of the en­gines, the ro­ta­tion of the big wheels, the spin­ning ball-valves, the oc­ca­sion­al spit­tings of the steam, and over all the deep, un­ceas­ing, sur­ging note of the big dy­namo. This last noise was from an en­gin­eer­ing point of view a de­fect, but Azuma-zi ac­coun­ted it un­to the mon­ster for migh­ti­ness and pride.

			If it were pos­sible we would have the noises of that shed al­ways about the read­er as he reads, we would tell all our story to such an ac­com­pani­ment. It was a steady stream of din, from which the ear picked out first one thread and then an­oth­er; there was the in­ter­mit­tent snort­ing, pant­ing, and seeth­ing of the steam en­gines, the suck and thud of their pis­tons, the dull beat on the air as the spokes of the great driv­ing wheels came round, a note the leath­er straps made as they ran tight­er and looser, and a fret­ful tu­mult from the dy­namos; and, over all, some­times in­aud­ible, as the ear tired of it, and then creep­ing back upon the senses again, was this trom­bone note of the big ma­chine. The floor nev­er felt steady and quiet be­neath one’s feet, but quivered and jarred. It was a con­fus­ing, un­steady place, and enough to send any­one’s thoughts jerking in­to odd zig­zags. And for three months, while the big strike of the en­gin­eers was in pro­gress, Hol­royd, who was a blackleg, and Azuma-zi, who was a mere black, were nev­er out of the stir and eddy of it, but slept and fed in the little wooden shanty between the shed and the gates.

			Hol­royd de­livered a theo­lo­gic­al lec­ture on the text of his big ma­chine soon after Azuma-zi came. He had to shout to be heard in the din. “Look at that,” said Hol­royd; “where’s your ’ea­then idol to match ’im?” And Azuma-zi looked. For a mo­ment Hol­royd was in­aud­ible, and then Azuma-zi heard: “Kill a hun­dred men. Twelve per­cent, on the or­din­ary shares,” said Hol­royd, “and that’s some­thing like a Gord.”

			Hol­royd was proud of his big dy­namo, and ex­pa­ti­ated upon its size and power to Azuma-zi un­til heav­en knows what odd cur­rents of thought that and the in­cess­ant whirl­ing and shindy set up with­in the curly black cra­ni­um. He would ex­plain in the most graph­ic man­ner the dozen or so ways in which a man might be killed by it, and once he gave Azuma-zi a shock as a sample of its qual­ity. After that, in the breath­ing-times of his la­bour—it was heavy la­bour, be­ing not only his own, but most of Hol­royd’s—Azuma-zi would sit and watch the big ma­chine. Now and then the brushes would sparkle and spit blue flashes, at which Hol­royd would swear, but all the rest was as smooth and rhythmic as breath­ing. The band ran shout­ing over the shaft, and ever be­hind one as one watched was the com­pla­cent thud of the pis­ton. So it lived all day in this big airy shed, with him and Hol­royd to wait upon it; not prisoned up and slav­ing to drive a ship as the oth­er en­gines he knew—mere cap­tive dev­ils of the Brit­ish So­lomon—had been, but a ma­chine en­throned. Those two smal­ler dy­namos Azuma-zi by force of con­trast des­pised; the large one he privately christened the Lord of the Dy­namos. They were fret­ful and ir­reg­u­lar, but the big dy­namo was steady. How great it was! How se­rene and easy in its work­ing! Great­er and calmer even than the Buddhas he had seen at Ran­goon, and yet not mo­tion­less, but liv­ing! The great black coils spun, spun, spun, the rings ran round un­der the brushes, and the deep note of its coil stead­ied the whole. It af­fected Azuma-zi queerly.

			Azuma-zi was not fond of la­bour. He would sit about and watch the Lord of the Dy­namos while Hol­royd went away to per­suade the yard port­er to get whisky, al­though his prop­er place was not in the dy­namo shed but be­hind the en­gines, and, moreover, if Hol­royd caught him skulk­ing he got hit for it with a rod of stout cop­per wire. He would go and stand close to the co­los­sus, and look up at the great leath­er band run­ning over­head. There was a black patch on the band that came round, and it pleased him some­how among all the clat­ter to watch this re­turn again and again. Odd thoughts spun with the whirl of it. Sci­entif­ic people tell us that sav­ages give souls to rocks and trees—and a ma­chine is a thou­sand times more alive than a rock or a tree. And Azuma-zi was prac­tic­ally a sav­age still; the ven­eer of civil­isa­tion lay no deep­er than his slop suit, his bruises, and the coal grime on his face and hands. His fath­er be­fore him had wor­shipped a met­eor­ic stone, kindred blood, it may be, had splashed the broad wheels of Jug­ger­naut.

			He took every op­por­tun­ity Hol­royd gave him of touch­ing and hand­ling the great dy­namo that was fas­cin­at­ing him. He pol­ished and cleaned it un­til the met­al parts were blind­ing in the sun. He felt a mys­ter­i­ous sense of ser­vice in do­ing this. He would go up to it and touch its spin­ning coils gently. The gods he had wor­shipped were all far away. The people in Lon­don hid their gods.

			At last his dim feel­ings grew more dis­tinct, and took shape in thoughts, and at last in acts. When he came in­to the roar­ing shed one morn­ing he sa­laamed to the Lord of the Dy­namos, and then, when Hol­royd was away, he went and whispered to the thun­der­ing ma­chine that he was its ser­vant, and prayed it to have pity on him and save him from Hol­royd. As he did so a rare gleam of light came in through the open arch­way of the throb­bing ma­chine-shed, and the Lord of the Dy­namos, as he whirled and roared, was ra­di­ant with pale gold. Then Azuma-zi knew that his ser­vice was ac­cept­able to his Lord. After that he did not feel so lonely as he had done, and he had in­deed been very much alone in Lon­don. And even when his work-time was over, which was rare, he loitered about the shed.

			Then, the next time Hol­royd mal­treated him, Azuma-zi went presently to the Lord of the Dy­namos and whispered, “Thou seest, O my Lord!” and the angry whirr of the ma­chinery seemed to an­swer him. There­after it ap­peared to him that whenev­er Hol­royd came in­to the shed a dif­fer­ent note came in­to the sounds of the dy­namo. “My Lord bides his time,” said Azuma-zi to him­self. “The iniquity of the fool is not yet ripe.” And he waited and watched for the day of reck­on­ing. One day there was evid­ence of short cir­cuit­ing, and Hol­royd, mak­ing an un­wary ex­am­in­a­tion—it was in the af­ter­noon—got a rather severe shock. Azuma-zi from be­hind the en­gine saw him jump off and curse at the pec­cant coil.

			“He is warned,” said Azuma-zi to him­self. “Surely my Lord is very pa­tient.”

			Hol­royd had at first ini­ti­ated his “nig­ger” in­to such ele­ment­ary con­cep­tions of the dy­namo’s work­ing as would en­able him to take tem­por­ary charge of the shed in his ab­sence. But when he no­ticed the man­ner in which Azuma-zi hung about the mon­ster he be­came sus­pi­cious. He dimly per­ceived his as­sist­ant was “up to some­thing,” and con­nect­ing him with the anoint­ing of the coils with oil that had rot­ted the var­nish in one place, he is­sued an edict, shouted above the con­fu­sion of the ma­chinery, “Don’t ’ee go nigh that big dy­namo any more, Pooh-bah, or a’ll take thy skin off!” Be­sides, if it pleased Azuma-zi to be near the big ma­chine, it was plain sense and de­cency to keep him away from it.

			Azuma-zi obeyed at the time, but later he was caught bow­ing be­fore the Lord of the Dy­namos. At which Hol­royd twis­ted his arm and kicked him as he turned to go away. As Azuma-zi presently stood be­hind the en­gine and glared at the back of the hated Hol­royd, the noises of the ma­chinery took a new rhythm, and soun­ded like four words in his nat­ive tongue.

			It is hard to say ex­actly what mad­ness is. I fancy Azuma-zi was mad. The in­cess­ant din and whirl of the dy­namo shed may have churned up his little store of know­ledge and big store of su­per­sti­tious fancy, at last, in­to some­thing akin to frenzy. At any rate, when the idea of mak­ing Hol­royd a sac­ri­fice to the Dy­namo Fet­ish was thus sug­ges­ted to him, it filled him with a strange tu­mult of ex­ult­ant emo­tion.

			That night the two men and their black shad­ows were alone in the shed to­geth­er. The shed was lit with one big arc light that winked and flickered purple. The shad­ows lay black be­hind the dy­namos, the ball gov­ernors of the en­gines whirled from light to dark­ness, and their pis­tons beat loud and steady. The world out­side seen through the open end of the shed seemed in­cred­ibly dim and re­mote. It seemed ab­so­lutely si­lent, too, since the ri­ot of the ma­chinery drowned every ex­tern­al sound. Far away was the black fence of the yard with grey shad­owy houses be­hind, and above was the deep blue sky and the pale little stars. Azuma-zi sud­denly walked across the centre of the shed above which the leath­er bands were run­ning, and went in­to the shad­ow by the big dy­namo. Hol­royd heard a click, and the spin of the arma­ture changed.

			“What are you dew­in’ with that switch?” he bawled in sur­prise. “Han’t I told you—”

			Then he saw the set ex­pres­sion of Azuma-zi’s eyes as the Asi­at­ic came out of the shad­ow to­wards him.

			In an­oth­er mo­ment the two men were grap­pling fiercely in front of the great dy­namo.

			“You cof­fee-headed fool!” gasped Hol­royd, with a brown hand at his throat. “Keep off those con­tact rings.” In an­oth­er mo­ment he was tripped and reel­ing back upon the Lord of the Dy­namos. He in­stinct­ively loosened his grip upon his ant­ag­on­ist to save him­self from the ma­chine.

			

			The mes­sen­ger, sent in furi­ous haste from the sta­tion to find out what had happened in the dy­namo shed, met Azuma-zi at the port­er’s lodge by the gate. Azuma-zi tried to ex­plain some­thing, but the mes­sen­ger could make noth­ing of the black’s in­co­her­ent Eng­lish, and hur­ried on to the shed. The ma­chines were all nois­ily at work, and noth­ing seemed to be dis­ar­ranged. There was, how­ever, a queer smell of singed hair. Then he saw an odd-look­ing crumpled mass cling­ing to the front of the big dy­namo, and, ap­proach­ing, re­cog­nised the dis­tor­ted re­mains of Hol­royd.

			The man stared and hes­it­ated a mo­ment. Then he saw the face, and shut his eyes con­vuls­ively. He turned on his heel be­fore he opened them, so that he should not see Hol­royd again, and went out of the shed to get ad­vice and help.

			When Azuma-zi saw Hol­royd die in the grip of the Great Dy­namo he had been a little scared about the con­sequences of his act. Yet he felt strangely elated, and knew that the fa­vour of the Lord Dy­namo was upon him. His plan was already settled when he met the man com­ing from the sta­tion, and the sci­entif­ic man­ager who speedily ar­rived on the scene jumped at the ob­vi­ous con­clu­sion of sui­cide. This ex­pert scarcely no­ticed Azuma-zi, ex­cept to ask a few ques­tions. Did he see Hol­royd kill him­self? Azuma-zi ex­plained he had been out of sight at the en­gine fur­nace un­til he heard a dif­fer­ence in the noise from the dy­namo. It was not a dif­fi­cult ex­am­in­a­tion, be­ing un­tinc­tured by sus­pi­cion.

			The dis­tor­ted re­mains of Hol­royd, which the elec­tri­cian re­moved from the ma­chine, were hast­ily covered by the port­er with a cof­fee-stained table­cloth. Some­body, by a happy in­spir­a­tion, fetched a med­ic­al man. The ex­pert was chiefly anxious to get the ma­chine at work again, for sev­en or eight trains had stopped mid­way in the stuffy tun­nels of the elec­tric rail­way. Azuma-zi, an­swer­ing or mis­un­der­stand­ing the ques­tions of the people who had by au­thor­ity or im­pudence come in­to the shed, was presently sent back to the stoke­hole by the sci­entif­ic man­ager. Of course a crowd col­lec­ted out­side the gates of the yard—a crowd, for no known reas­on, al­ways hov­ers for a day or two near the scene of a sud­den death in Lon­don—two or three re­port­ers per­col­ated some­how in­to the en­gine-shed, and one even got to Azuma-zi; but the sci­entif­ic ex­pert cleared them out again, be­ing him­self an am­a­teur journ­al­ist.

			Presently the body was car­ried away, and pub­lic in­terest de­par­ted with it. Azuma-zi re­mained very quietly at his fur­nace, see­ing over and over again in the coals a fig­ure that wriggled vi­ol­ently and be­came still. An hour after the murder, to any­one com­ing in­to the shed it would have looked ex­actly as if noth­ing re­mark­able had ever happened there. Peep­ing presently from his en­gine-room the black saw the Lord Dy­namo spin and whirl be­side his little broth­ers, and the driv­ing wheels were beat­ing round, and the steam in the pis­tons went thud, thud, ex­actly as it had been earli­er in the even­ing. After all, from the mech­an­ic­al point of view, it had been a most in­sig­ni­fic­ant in­cid­ent—the mere tem­por­ary de­flec­tion of a cur­rent. But now the slender form and slender shad­ow of the sci­entif­ic man­ager re­placed the sturdy out­line of Hol­royd trav­el­ling up and down the lane of light upon the vi­brat­ing floor un­der the straps between the en­gines and the dy­namos.

			“Have I not served my Lord?” said Azuma-zi in­aud­ibly, from his shad­ow, and the note of the great dy­namo rang out full and clear. As he looked at the big whirl­ing mech­an­ism the strange fas­cin­a­tion of it that had been a little in abey­ance since Hol­royd’s death re­sumed its sway.

			Nev­er had Azuma-zi seen a man killed so swiftly and piti­lessly. The big hum­ming ma­chine had slain its vic­tim without waver­ing for a second from its steady beat­ing. It was in­deed a mighty god.

			The un­con­scious sci­entif­ic man­ager stood with his back to him, scrib­bling on a piece of pa­per. His shad­ow lay at the foot of the mon­ster.

			Was the Lord Dy­namo still hungry? His ser­vant was ready.

			Azuma-zi made a stealthy step for­ward; then stopped. The sci­entif­ic man­ager sud­denly ceased his writ­ing, walked down the shed to the end­most of the dy­namos, and began to ex­am­ine the brushes.

			Azuma-zi hes­it­ated, and then slipped across noise­lessly in­to the shad­ow by the switch. There he waited. Presently the man­ager’s foot­steps could be heard re­turn­ing. He stopped in his old po­s­i­tion, un­con­scious of the stoker crouch­ing ten feet away from him. Then the big dy­namo sud­denly fizzled, and in an­oth­er mo­ment Azuma-zi had sprung out of the dark­ness upon him.

			First, the sci­entif­ic man­ager was gripped round the body and swung to­wards the big dy­namo, then, kick­ing with his knee and for­cing his ant­ag­on­ist’s head down with his hands, he loosened the grip on his waist and swung round away from the ma­chine. Then the black grasped him again, put­ting a curly head against his chest, and they swayed and panted as it seemed for an age or so. Then the sci­entif­ic man­ager was im­pelled to catch a black ear in his teeth and bite furi­ously. The black yelled hideously.

			They rolled over on the floor, and the black, who had ap­par­ently slipped from the vice of the teeth or par­ted with some ear—the sci­entif­ic man­ager wondered which at the time—tried to throttle him. The sci­entif­ic man­ager was mak­ing some in­ef­fec­tu­al ef­forts to claw some­thing with his hands and to kick, when the wel­come sound of quick foot­steps soun­ded on the floor. The next mo­ment Azuma-zi had left him and dar­ted to­wards the big dy­namo. There was a splut­ter amid the roar.

			The of­ficer of the com­pany who had entered stood star­ing as Azuma-zi caught the na­ked ter­min­als in his hands, gave one hor­rible con­vul­sion, and then hung mo­tion­less from the ma­chine, his face vi­ol­ently dis­tor­ted.

			“I’m jolly glad you came in when you did,” said the sci­entif­ic man­ager, still sit­ting on the floor.

			He looked at the still quiv­er­ing fig­ure. “It is not a nice death to die, ap­par­ently—but it is quick.”

			The of­fi­cial was still star­ing at the body. He was a man of slow ap­pre­hen­sion.

			There was a pause.

			The sci­entif­ic man­ager got up on his feet rather awk­wardly. He ran his fin­gers along his col­lar thought­fully, and moved his head to and fro sev­er­al times.

			“Poor Hol­royd! I see now.” Then al­most mech­an­ic­ally he went to­wards the switch in the shad­ow and turned the cur­rent in­to the rail­way cir­cuit again. As he did so the singed body loosened its grip upon the ma­chine and fell for­ward on its face. The core of the dy­namo roared out loud and clear, and the arma­ture beat the air.

			So ended pre­ma­turely the wor­ship of the Dy­namo Deity, per­haps the most short-lived of all re­li­gions. Yet with­al it could at least boast a Mar­tyr­dom and a Hu­man Sac­ri­fice.

		
	
		
			Aepyornis Island

			The man with the scarred face leant over the table and looked at my bundle.

			“Orch­ids?” he asked.

			“A few,” I said.

			“Cyp­ri­pe­di­ums,” he said.

			“Chiefly,” said I.

			“Any­thing new? I thought not. I did these is­lands twenty-five—twenty-sev­en years ago. If you find any­thing new here—well, it’s brand new. I didn’t leave much.”

			“I’m not a col­lect­or,” said I.

			“I was young then,” he went on. “Lord! how I used to fly round.” He seemed to take my meas­ure. “I was in the East In­dies two years, and in Brazil sev­en. Then I went to Mad­a­gas­car.”

			“I know a few ex­plorers by name,” I said, an­ti­cip­at­ing a yarn. “Whom did you col­lect for?”

			“Dawson’s. I won­der if you’ve heard the name of Butcher ever?”

			“Butcher—Butcher?” The name seemed vaguely present in my memory; then I re­called Butcher v. Dawson. “Why!” said I, “you are the man who sued them for four years’ salary—got cast away on a desert is­land—”

			“Your ser­vant,” said the man with the scar, bow­ing. “Funny case, wasn’t it? Here was me, mak­ing a little for­tune on that is­land, do­ing noth­ing for it neither, and them quite un­able to give me no­tice. It of­ten used to amuse me think­ing over it while I was there. I did cal­cu­la­tions of it—big—all over the blessed atoll in or­na­ment­al fig­ur­ing.”

			“How did it hap­pen?” said I. “I don’t rightly re­mem­ber the case.”

			“Well … You’ve heard of the Ae­py­ornis?”

			“Rather. An­drews was telling me of a new spe­cies he was work­ing on only a month or so ago. Just be­fore I sailed. They’ve got a thigh bone, it seems, nearly a yard long. Mon­ster the thing must have been!”

			“I be­lieve you,” said the man with the scar. “It was a mon­ster. Sind­bad’s roc was just a le­gend of ’em. But when did they find these bones?”

			“Three or four years ago—’91, I fancy. Why?”

			“Why? Be­cause I found them—Lord!—it’s nearly twenty years ago. If Dawson’s hadn’t been silly about that salary they might have made a per­fect ring in ’em … I couldn’t help the in­fernal boat go­ing adrift.”

			He paused. “I sup­pose it’s the same place. A kind of swamp about ninety miles north of Ant­ananarivo. Do you hap­pen to know? You have to go to it along the coast by boats. You don’t hap­pen to re­mem­ber, per­haps?”

			“I don’t. I fancy An­drews said some­thing about a swamp.”

			“It must be the same. It’s on the east coast. And some­how there’s some­thing in the wa­ter that keeps things from de­cay­ing. Like creo­sote it smells. It re­minded me of Trin­id­ad. Did they get any more eggs? Some of the eggs I found were a foot-and-a-half long. The swamp goes circ­ling round, you know, and cuts off this bit. It’s mostly salt, too. Well … What a time I had of it! I found the things quite by ac­ci­dent. We went for eggs, me and two nat­ive chaps, in one of those rum ca­noes all tied to­geth­er, and found the bones at the same time. We had a tent and pro­vi­sions for four days, and we pitched on one of the firmer places. To think of it brings that odd tarry smell back even now. It’s funny work. You go prob­ing in­to the mud with iron rods, you know. Usu­ally the egg gets smashed. I won­der how long it is since these Ae­py­ornises really lived. The mis­sion­ar­ies say the nat­ives have le­gends about when they were alive, but I nev­er heard any such stor­ies my­self.1 But cer­tainly those eggs we got were as fresh as if they had been new laid. Fresh! Car­ry­ing them down to the boat one of my nig­ger chaps dropped one on a rock and it smashed. How I lammed in­to the beg­gar! But sweet it was, as if it was new laid, not even smelly, and its moth­er dead these four hun­dred years, per­haps. Said a centi­pede had bit him. How­ever, I’m get­ting off the straight with the story. It had taken us all day to dig in­to the slush and get these eggs out un­broken, and we were all covered with beastly black mud, and nat­ur­ally I was cross. So far as I knew they were the only eggs that have ever been got out not even cracked. I went af­ter­wards to see the ones they have at the Nat­ur­al His­tory Mu­seum in Lon­don; all of them were cracked and just stuck to­geth­er like a mo­sa­ic, and bits miss­ing. Mine were per­fect, and I meant to blow them when I got back. Nat­ur­ally I was an­noyed at the silly duffer drop­ping three hours’ work just on ac­count of a centi­pede. I hit him about rather.”

			The man with the scar took out a clay pipe. I placed my pouch be­fore him. He filled up ab­sent­mindedly.

			“How about the oth­ers? Did you get those home? I don’t re­mem­ber—”

			“That’s the queer part of the story. I had three oth­ers. Per­fectly fresh eggs. Well, we put ’em in the boat, and then I went up to the tent to make some cof­fee, leav­ing my two hea­thens down by the beach—the one fool­ing about with his sting and the oth­er help­ing him. It nev­er oc­curred to me that the beg­gars would take ad­vant­age of the pe­cu­li­ar po­s­i­tion I was in to pick a quar­rel. But I sup­pose the centi­pede pois­on and the kick­ing I had giv­en him had up­set the one—he was al­ways a can­tan­ker­ous sort—and he per­suaded the oth­er.

			“I re­mem­ber I was sit­ting and smoking and boil­ing up the wa­ter over a spir­it-lamp busi­ness I used to take on these ex­ped­i­tions. In­cid­ent­ally I was ad­mir­ing the swamp un­der the sun­set. All black and blood-red it was, in streaks—a beau­ti­ful sight. And up bey­ond the land rose grey and hazy to the hills, and the sky be­hind them red, like a fur­nace mouth. And fifty yards be­hind the back of me was these blessed hea­then—quite re­gard­less of the tran­quil air of things—plot­ting to cut off with the boat and leave me all alone with three days’ pro­vi­sions and a can­vas tent, and noth­ing to drink what­so­ever bey­ond a little keg of wa­ter. I heard a kind of yelp be­hind me, and there they were in this ca­noe af­fair—it wasn’t prop­erly a boat—and, per­haps, twenty yards from land. I real­ised what was up in a mo­ment. My gun was in the tent, and, be­sides, I had no bul­lets—only duck shot. They knew that. But I had a little re­volver in my pock­et, and I pulled that out as I ran down to the beach.

			“ ‘Come back!’ says I, flour­ish­ing it.

			“They jab­bered some­thing at me, and the man that broke the egg jeered. I aimed at the oth­er—be­cause he was un­wounded and had the paddle, and I missed. They laughed. How­ever, I wasn’t beat. I knew I had to keep cool, and I tried him again and made him jump with the whang of it. He didn’t laugh that time. The third time I got his head, and over he went, and the paddle with him. It was a pre­cious lucky shot for a re­volver. I reck­on it was fifty yards. He went right un­der. I don’t know if he was shot, or simply stunned and drowned. Then I began to shout to the oth­er chap to come back, but he huddled up in the ca­noe and re­fused to an­swer. So I fired out my re­volver at him and nev­er got near him.

			“I felt a pre­cious fool, I can tell you. There I was on this rot­ten, black beach, flat swamp all be­hind me, and the flat sea, cold after the sun set, and just this black ca­noe drift­ing stead­ily out to sea. I tell you I damned Dawson’s and Jam­rach’s and Mu­seums and all the rest of it just to rights. I bawled to this nig­ger to come back, un­til my voice went up in­to a scream.

			“There was noth­ing for it but to swim after him and take my luck with the sharks. So I opened my clasp-knife and put it in my mouth, and took off my clothes and waded in. As soon as I was in the wa­ter I lost sight of the ca­noe, but I aimed, as I judged, to head it off. I hoped the man in it was too bad to nav­ig­ate it, and that it would keep on drift­ing in the same dir­ec­tion. Presently it came up over the ho­ri­zon again to the south­west­ward about. The af­ter­glow of sun­set was well over now and the dim of night creep­ing up. The stars were com­ing through the blue. I swum like a cham­pi­on, though my legs and arms were soon aching.

			“How­ever, I came up to him by the time the stars were fairly out. As it got dark­er I began to see all man­ner of glow­ing things in the wa­ter—phos­phor­es­cence, you know. At times it made me giddy. I hardly knew which was stars and which was phos­phor­es­cence, and wheth­er I was swim­ming on my head or my heels. The ca­noe was as black as sin, and the ripple un­der the bows like li­quid fire. I was nat­ur­ally chary of clam­ber­ing up in­to it. I was anxious to see what he was up to first. He seemed to be ly­ing cuddled up in a lump in the bows, and the stern was all out of wa­ter. The thing kept turn­ing round slowly as it drif­ted—kind of waltz­ing, don’t you know. I went to the stern and pulled it down, ex­pect­ing him to wake up. Then I began to clam­ber in with my knife in my hand, and ready for a rush. But he nev­er stirred. So there I sat in the stern of the little ca­noe, drift­ing away over the calm phos­phor­es­cent sea, and with all the host of the stars above me, wait­ing for some­thing to hap­pen.

			“After a long time I called him by name, but he nev­er answered. I was too tired to take any risks by go­ing along to him. So we sat there. I fancy I dozed once or twice. When the dawn came I saw he was as dead as a door­nail and all puffed up and purple. My three eggs and the bones were ly­ing in the middle of the ca­noe, and the keg of wa­ter and some cof­fee and bis­cuits wrapped in a Cape Ar­gus by his feet, and a tin of methyl­ated spir­it un­der­neath him. There was no paddle, nor, in fact, any­thing ex­cept the spir­it-tin that I could use as one, so I settled to drift un­til I was picked up. I held an in­quest on him, brought in a ver­dict against some snake, scor­pi­on, or centi­pede un­known, and sent him over­board.

			“After that I had a drink of wa­ter and a few bis­cuits, and took a look round. I sup­pose a man low down as I was don’t see very far; least­ways, Mad­a­gas­car was clean out of sight, and any trace of land at all. I saw a sail go­ing south­west­ward—looked like a schoon­er but her hull nev­er came up. Presently the sun got high in the sky and began to beat down upon me. Lord! it pretty near made my brains boil. I tried dip­ping my head in the sea, but after a while my eye fell on the Cape Ar­gus, and I lay down flat in the ca­noe and spread this over me. Won­der­ful things these news­pa­pers! I nev­er read one through thor­oughly be­fore, but it’s odd what you get up to when you’re alone, as I was. I sup­pose I read that blessed old Cape Ar­gus twenty times. The pitch in the ca­noe simply reeked with the heat and rose up in­to big blisters.

			“I drif­ted ten days,” said the man with the scar. “It’s a little thing in the telling, isn’t it? Every day was like the last. Ex­cept in the morn­ing and the even­ing I nev­er kept a lookout even—the blaze was so in­fernal. I didn’t see a sail after the first three days, and those I saw took no no­tice of me. About the sixth night a ship went by scarcely half a mile away from me, with all its lights ablaze and its ports open, look­ing like a big fire­fly. There was mu­sic aboard. I stood up and shouted and screamed at it. The second day I broached one of the Ae­py­ornis eggs, scraped the shell away at the end bit by bit, and tried it, and I was glad to find it was good enough to eat. A bit fla­voury—not bad, I mean—but with some­thing of the taste of a duck’s egg. There was a kind of cir­cu­lar patch, about six inches across, on one side of the yoke, and with streaks of blood and a white mark like a lad­der in it that I thought queer, but I did not un­der­stand what this meant at the time, and I wasn’t in­clined to be par­tic­u­lar. The egg las­ted me three days, with bis­cuits and a drink of wa­ter. I chewed cof­fee ber­ries too—in­vig­or­at­ing stuff. The second egg I opened about the eighth day, and it scared me.”

			The man with the scar paused. “Yes,” he said, “de­vel­op­ing.”

			“I daresay you find it hard to be­lieve. I did, with the thing be­fore me. There the egg had been, sunk in that cold black mud, per­haps three hun­dred years. But there was no mis­tak­ing it. There was the—what is it?—em­bryo, with its big head and curved back, and its heart beat­ing un­der its throat, and the yolk shriv­elled up and great mem­branes spread­ing in­side of the shell and all over the yolk. Here was I hatch­ing out the eggs of the biggest of all ex­tinct birds, in a little ca­noe in the midst of the In­di­an Ocean. If old Dawson had known that! It was worth four years’ salary. What do you think?

			“How­ever, I had to eat that pre­cious thing up, every bit of it, be­fore I sighted the reef, and some of the mouth­fuls were beastly un­pleas­ant. I left the third one alone. I held it up to the light, but the shell was too thick for me to get any no­tion of what might be hap­pen­ing in­side; and though I fan­cied I heard blood pulsing, it might have been the rustle in my own ears, like what you listen to in a sea­shell.

			“Then came the atoll. Came out of the sun­rise, as it were, sud­denly, close up to me. I drif­ted straight to­wards it un­til I was about half a mile from shore, not more, and then the cur­rent took a turn, and I had to paddle as hard as I could with my hands and bits of the Ae­py­ornis shell to make the place. How­ever, I got there. It was just a com­mon atoll about four miles round, with a few trees grow­ing and a spring in one place, and the la­goon full of par­rot­fish. I took the egg ashore and put it in a good place, well above the tide lines and in the sun, to give it all the chance I could, and pulled the ca­noe up safe, and loafed about pro­spect­ing. It’s rum how dull an atoll is. As soon as I had found a spring all the in­terest seemed to van­ish. When I was a kid I thought noth­ing could be finer or more ad­ven­tur­ous than the Robin­son Cru­soe busi­ness, but that place was as mono­ton­ous as a book of ser­mons. I went round find­ing eat­able things and gen­er­ally think­ing; but I tell you I was bored to death be­fore the first day was out. It shows my luck—the very day I landed the weath­er changed. A thun­der­storm went by to the north and flicked its wing over the is­land, and in the night there came a drench­er and a howl­ing wind slap over us. It wouldn’t have taken much, you know, to up­set that ca­noe.

			“I was sleep­ing un­der the ca­noe, and the egg was luck­ily among the sand high­er up the beach, and the first thing I re­mem­ber was a sound like a hun­dred pebbles hit­ting the boat at once, and a rush of wa­ter over my body. I’d been dream­ing of Ant­ananarivo, and I sat up and hol­loaed to In­toshi to ask her what the dev­il was up, and clawed out at the chair where the matches used to be. Then I re­membered where I was. There were phos­phor­es­cent waves rolling up as if they meant to eat me, and all the rest of the night as black as pitch. The air was simply yelling. The clouds seemed down on your head al­most, and the rain fell as if heav­en was sink­ing and they were bal­ing out the wa­ters above the firm­a­ment. One great roller came writh­ing at me, like a fiery ser­pent, and I bolted. Then I thought of the ca­noe, and ran down to it as the wa­ter went hiss­ing back again; but the thing had gone. I wondered about the egg then, and felt my way to it. It was all right and well out of reach of the mad­dest waves, so I sat down be­side it and cuddled it for com­pany. Lord! what a night that was!

			“The storm was over be­fore the morn­ing. There wasn’t a rag of cloud left in the sky when the dawn came, and all along the beach there were bits of plank scattered—which was the dis­ar­tic­u­lated skel­et­on, so to speak, of my ca­noe. How­ever, that gave me some­thing to do, for, tak­ing ad­vant­age of two of the trees be­ing to­geth­er, I rigged up a kind of storm-shel­ter with these vestiges. And that day the egg hatched.

			“Hatched, sir, when my head was pil­lowed on it and I was asleep. I heard a whack and felt a jar and sat up, and there was the end of the egg pecked out and a rum little brown head look­ing out at me. ‘Lord!’ I said, ‘you’re wel­come’; and with a little dif­fi­culty he came out.

			“He was a nice friendly little chap at first, about the size of a small hen—very much like most oth­er young birds, only big­ger. His plumage was a dirty brown to be­gin with, with a sort of grey scab that fell off it very soon, and scarcely feath­ers—a kind of downy hair. I can hardly ex­press how pleased I was to see him. I tell you, Robin­son Cru­soe don’t make near enough of his loneli­ness. But here was in­ter­est­ing com­pany. He looked at me and winked his eye from the front back­wards, like a hen, and gave a chirp and began to peck about at once, as though be­ing hatched three hun­dred years too late was just noth­ing. ‘Glad to see you, Man Fri­day!’ says I, for I had nat­ur­ally settled he was to be called Man Fri­day if ever he was hatched, as soon as ever I found the egg in the ca­noe had de­veloped. I was a bit anxious about his feed, so I gave him a lump of raw par­rot­fish at once. He took it, and opened his beak for more. I was glad of that for, un­der the cir­cum­stances, if he’d been at all fanci­ful, I should have had to eat him after all.

			“You’d be sur­prised what an in­ter­est­ing bird that Ae­py­ornis chick was. He fol­lowed me about from the very be­gin­ning. He used to stand by me and watch while I fished in the la­goon, and go shares in any­thing I caught. And he was sens­ible, too. There were nasty green warty things, like pickled gher­kins, used to lie about on the beach, and he tried one of these and it up­set him. He nev­er even looked at any of them again.

			“And he grew. You could al­most see him grow. And as I was nev­er much of a so­ci­ety man, his quiet, friendly ways suited me to a T. For nearly two years we were as happy as we could be on that is­land. I had no busi­ness wor­ries, for I knew my salary was mount­ing up at Dawsons’. We would see a sail now and then, but noth­ing ever came near us. I amused my­self, too, by dec­or­at­ing the is­land with designs worked in sea-urchins and fancy shells of vari­ous kinds. I put Ae­py­ornis Is­land all round the place very nearly, in big let­ters, like what you see done with col­oured stones at rail­way sta­tions in the old coun­try, and math­em­at­ic­al cal­cu­la­tions and draw­ings of vari­ous sorts. And I used to lie watch­ing the blessed bird stalk­ing round and grow­ing, grow­ing; and think how I could make a liv­ing out of him by show­ing him about if I ever got taken off. After his first moult he began to get hand­some, with a crest and a blue wattle, and a lot of green feath­ers at the be­hind of him. And then I used to puzzle wheth­er Dawsons’ had any right to claim him or not. Stormy weath­er and in the rainy sea­son we lay snug un­der the shel­ter I had made out of the old ca­noe, and I used to tell him lies about my friends at home. And after a storm we would go round the is­land to­geth­er to see if there was any drift. It was a kind of idyll, you might say. If only I had had some to­bacco it would have been simply just like heav­en.

			“It was about the end of the second year our little para­dise went wrong. Fri­day was then about four­teen feet high to the bill of him, with a big, broad head like the end of a pick­axe, and two huge brown eyes with yel­low rims, set to­geth­er like a man’s—not out of sight of each oth­er like a hen’s. His plumage was fine—none of the half-mourn­ing style of your os­trich—more like a cas­sowary as far as col­our and tex­ture go. And then it was he began to cock his comb at me and give him­self airs, and show signs of a nasty tem­per …

			“At last came a time when my fish­ing had been rather un­lucky, and he began to hang about me in a queer, med­it­at­ive way. I thought he might have been eat­ing sea-cu­cum­bers or some­thing, but it was really just dis­con­tent on his part. I was hungry too, and when at last I landed a fish I wanted it for my­self. Tem­pers were short that morn­ing on both sides. He pecked at it and grabbed it, and I gave him a whack on the head to make him leave go. And at that he went for me. Lord! …

			“He gave me this in the face.” The man in­dic­ated his scar. “Then he kicked me. It was like a carthorse. I got up, and see­ing he hadn’t fin­ished, I star­ted off full tilt with my arms doubled up over my face. But he ran on those gawky legs of his faster than a race­horse, and kept land­ing out at me with sledge­ham­mer kicks, and bring­ing his pick­axe down on the back of my head. I made for the la­goon, and went in up to my neck. He stopped at the wa­ter, for he hated get­ting his feet wet, and began to make a shindy, some­thing like a pea­cock’s, only hoars­er. He star­ted strut­ting up and down the beach. I’ll ad­mit I felt small to see this blessed fossil lord­ing it there. And my head and face were all bleed­ing, and—well, my body just one jelly of bruises.

			“I de­cided to swim across the la­goon and leave him alone for a bit, un­til the af­fair blew over. I shinned up the tallest palm-tree, and sat there think­ing of it all. I don’t sup­pose I ever felt so hurt by any­thing be­fore or since. It was the bru­tal in­grat­it­ude of the creature. I’d been more than a broth­er to him. I’d hatched him, edu­cated him. A great gawky, out-of-date bird! And me a hu­man be­ing—heir of the ages and all that.

			“I thought after a time he’d be­gin to see things in that light him­self, and feel a little sorry for his be­ha­viour. I thought if I was to catch some nice little bits of fish, per­haps, and go to him presently in a cas­u­al kind of way, and of­fer them to him, he might do the sens­ible thing. It took me some time to learn how un­for­giv­ing and can­tan­ker­ous an ex­tinct bird can be. Malice!

			“I won’t tell you all the little devices I tried to get that bird round again, I simply can’t. It makes my cheek burn with shame even now to think of the snubs and buf­fets I had from this in­fernal curi­os­ity. I tried vi­ol­ence. I chucked lumps of cor­al at him from a safe dis­tance, but he only swal­lowed them. I shied my open knife at him and al­most lost it, though it was too big for him to swal­low. I tried starving him out and struck fish­ing, but he took to pick­ing along the beach at low wa­ter after worms, and rubbed along on that. Half my time I spent up to my neck in the la­goon, and the rest up the palm-trees. One of them was scarcely high enough, and when he caught me up it he had a reg­u­lar Bank Hol­i­day with the calves of my legs. It got un­bear­able. I don’t know if you have ever tried sleep­ing up a palm-tree. It gave me the most hor­rible night­mares. Think of the shame of it, too! Here was this ex­tinct an­im­al moon­ing about my is­land like a sulky duke, and me not al­lowed to rest the sole of my foot on the place. I used to cry with wear­i­ness and vex­a­tion. I told him straight that I didn’t mean to be chased about a desert is­land by any damned ana­chron­isms. I told him to go and peck a nav­ig­at­or of his own age. But he only snapped his beak at me. Great ugly bird, all legs and neck!

			“I shouldn’t like to say how long that went on al­to­geth­er. I’d have killed him soon­er if I’d known how. How­ever, I hit on a way of set­tling him at last. It is a South Amer­ic­an dodge. I joined all my fish­ing-lines to­geth­er with stems of sea­weed and things, and made a stout­ish string, per­haps twelve yards in length or more, and I fastened two lumps of cor­al rock to the ends of this. It took me some time to do, be­cause every now and then I had to go in­to the la­goon or up a tree as the fancy took me. This I whirled rap­idly round my head, and then let it go at him. The first time I missed, but the next time the string caught his legs beau­ti­fully, and wrapped round them again and again. Over he went. I threw it stand­ing waist-deep in the la­goon, and as soon as he went down I was out of the wa­ter and saw­ing at his neck with my knife …

			“I don’t like to think of that even now. I felt like a mur­der­er while I did it, though my an­ger was hot against him. When I stood over him and saw him bleed­ing on the white sand, and his beau­ti­ful great legs and neck writh­ing in his last agony … Pah!

			“With that tragedy loneli­ness came upon me like a curse. Good Lord! you can’t ima­gine how I missed that bird. I sat by his corpse and sor­rowed over him, and shivered as I looked round the des­ol­ate, si­lent reef. I thought of what a jolly little bird he had been when he was hatched, and of a thou­sand pleas­ant tricks he had played be­fore he went wrong. I thought if I’d only wounded him I might have nursed him round in­to a bet­ter un­der­stand­ing. If I’d had any means of dig­ging in­to the cor­al rock I’d have bur­ied him. I felt ex­actly as if he was hu­man. As it was, I couldn’t think of eat­ing him, so I put him in the la­goon, and the little fishes picked him clean. I didn’t even save the feath­ers. Then one day a chap cruis­ing about in a yacht had a fancy to see if my atoll still ex­is­ted.

			“He didn’t come a mo­ment too soon, for I was about sick enough of the des­ol­a­tion of it, and only hes­it­at­ing wheth­er I should walk out in­to the sea and fin­ish up the busi­ness that way, or fall back on the green things …

			“I sold the bones to a man named Winslow—a deal­er near the Brit­ish Mu­seum, and he says he sold them to old Havers. It seems Havers didn’t un­der­stand they were ex­tra large, and it was only after his death they at­trac­ted at­ten­tion. They called ’em Ae­py­ornis—what was it?”

			“Ae­py­ornis vas­tus,” said I. “It’s funny, the very thing was men­tioned to me by a friend of mine. When they found an Ae­py­ornis, with a thigh a yard long, they thought they had reached the top of the scale, and called him Ae­py­ornis max­imus. Then someone turned up an­oth­er thigh­bone four feet six or more, and that they called Ae­py­ornis Ti­tan. Then your vas­tus was found after old Havers died, in his col­lec­tion, and then a vas­tis­simus turned up.”

			“Winslow was telling me as much,” said the man with the scar. “If they get any more Ae­py­ornises, he reck­ons some sci­entif­ic swell will go and burst a blood-ves­sel. But it was a queer thing to hap­pen to a man; wasn’t it—al­to­geth­er?”

		
	
		
			A Deal in Ostriches

			“Talk­ing of the prices of birds, I’ve seen an os­trich that cost three hun­dred pounds,” said the Taxi­derm­ist, re­call­ing his youth of travel. “Three hun­dred pounds!”

			He looked at me over his spec­tacles. “I’ve seen an­oth­er that was re­fused at four.”

			“No,” he said, “it wasn’t any fancy points. They was just plain os­triches. A little off col­our, too—ow­ing to di­et­ary. And there wasn’t any par­tic­u­lar re­stric­tion of the de­mand either. You’d have thought five os­triches would have ruled cheap on an East In­dia­man. But the point was, one of ’em had swal­lowed a dia­mond.

			“The chap it got it off was Sir Mo­hini Padishah, a tre­mend­ous swell, a Pic­ca­dilly swell you might say up to the neck of him, and then an ugly black head and a whop­ping turban, with this dia­mond in it. The blessed bird pecked sud­denly and had it, and when the chap made a fuss it real­ised it had done wrong, I sup­pose, and went and mixed it­self with the oth­ers to pre­serve its in­cog. It all happened in a minute. I was among the first to ar­rive, and there was this hea­then go­ing over his gods, and two sail­ors and the man who had charge of the birds laugh­ing fit to split. It was a rummy way of los­ing a jew­el, come to think of it. The man in charge hadn’t been about just at the mo­ment, so that he didn’t know which bird it was. Clean lost, you see. I didn’t feel half sorry, to tell you the truth. The beg­gar had been swag­ger­ing over his blessed dia­mond ever since he came aboard.

			“A thing like that goes from stem to stern of a ship in no time. Every­one was talk­ing about it. Padishah went be­low to hide his feel­ings. At din­ner—he pigged at a table by him­self, him and two oth­er Hindus—the cap­tain kind of jeered at him about it, and he got very ex­cited. He turned round and talked in­to my ear. He would not buy the birds; he would have his dia­mond. He de­man­ded his rights as a Brit­ish sub­ject. His dia­mond must be found. He was firm upon that. He would ap­peal to the House of Lords. The man in charge of the birds was one of those wooden-headed chaps you can’t get a new idea in­to any­how. He re­fused any pro­pos­al to in­ter­fere with the birds by way of medi­cine. His in­struc­tions were to feed them so-and-so and treat them so-and-so, and it was as much as his place was worth not to feed them so-and-so and treat them so-and-so. Padishah had wanted a stom­ach-pump—though you can’t do that to a bird, you know. This Padishah was full of bad law, like most of these blessed Bengal­is, and talked of hav­ing a li­en on the birds, and so forth. But an old boy, who said his son was a Lon­don bar­ris­ter, ar­gued that what a bird swal­lowed be­came ipso facto part of the bird, and that Padishah’s only rem­edy lay in an ac­tion for dam­ages, and even then it might be pos­sible to show con­trib­ut­ory neg­li­gence. He hadn’t any right of way about an os­trich that didn’t be­long to him. That up­set Padishah ex­tremely, the more so as most of us ex­pressed an opin­ion that that was the reas­on­able view. There wasn’t any law­yer aboard to settle the mat­ter, so we all talked pretty free. At last, after Ad­en, it ap­pears that he came round to the gen­er­al opin­ion, and went privately to the man in charge and made an of­fer for all five os­triches.

			“The next morn­ing there was a fine shindy at break­fast. The man hadn’t any au­thor­ity to deal with the birds, and noth­ing on Earth would in­duce him to sell; but it seems he told Padishah that a Euras­i­an named Pot­ter had already made him an of­fer, and on that Padishah de­nounced Pot­ter be­fore us all. But I think the most of us thought it rather smart of Pot­ter, and I know that when Pot­ter said that he’d wired at Ad­en to Lon­don to buy the birds, and would have an an­swer at Suez, I cursed pretty richly at a lost op­por­tun­ity.

			“At Suez, Padishah gave way to tears—ac­tu­al wet tears—when Pot­ter be­came the own­er of the birds, and offered him two hun­dred and fifty right off for the five, be­ing more than two hun­dred per­cent on what Pot­ter had giv­en. Pot­ter said he’d be hanged if he par­ted with a feath­er of them—that he meant to kill them off one by one and find the dia­mond; but af­ter­wards, think­ing it over, he re­len­ted a little. He was a gambling hound, was this Pot­ter, a little queer at cards, and this kind of prize-pack­et busi­ness must have suited him down to the ground. Any­how, he offered, for a lark, to sell the birds sep­ar­ately to sep­ar­ate people by auc­tion at a start­ing price of £80 for a bird. But one of them, he said, he meant to keep for luck.

			“You must un­der­stand this dia­mond was a valu­able one—a little Jew chap, a dia­mond mer­chant, who was with us, had put it at three or four thou­sand when Padishah had shown it to him—and this idea of an os­trich gamble caught on. Now it happened that I’d been hav­ing a few talks on gen­er­al sub­jects with the man who looked after these os­triches, and quite in­cid­ent­ally he’d said one of the birds was ail­ing, and he fan­cied it had in­di­ges­tion. It had one feath­er in its tail al­most all white, by which I knew it, and so when, next day, the auc­tion star­ted with it, I capped Padishah’s eighty-five by ninety. I fancy I was a bit too sure and eager with my bid, and some of the oth­ers spot­ted the fact that I was in the know. And Padishah went for that par­tic­u­lar bird like an ir­re­spons­ible lun­at­ic. At last the Jew dia­mond mer­chant got it for £175, and Padishah said £180 just after the ham­mer came down—so Pot­ter de­clared. At any rate the Jew mer­chant se­cured it, and there and then he got a gun and shot it. Pot­ter made a Hades of a fuss be­cause he said it would in­jure the sale of the oth­er three, and Padishah, of course, be­haved like an idi­ot; but all of us were very much ex­cited. I can tell you I was pre­cious glad when that dis­sec­tion was over, and no dia­mond had turned up—pre­cious glad. I’d gone to one-forty on that par­tic­u­lar bird my­self.

			“The little Jew was like most Jews—he didn’t make any great fuss over bad luck; but Pot­ter de­clined to go on with the auc­tion un­til it was un­der­stood that the goods could not be de­livered un­til the sale was over. The little Jew wanted to ar­gue that the case was ex­cep­tion­al, and as the dis­cus­sion ran pretty even, the thing was post­poned un­til the next morn­ing. We had a lively din­ner-table that even­ing, I can tell you, but in the end Pot­ter got his way, since it would stand to reas­on he would be safer if he stuck to all the birds, and that we owed him some con­sid­er­a­tion for his sports­man­like be­ha­viour. And the old gen­tle­man whose son was a law­yer said he’d been think­ing the thing over and that it was very doubt­ful if, when a bird had been opened and the dia­mond re­covered, it ought not to be handed back to the prop­er own­er. I re­mem­ber I sug­ges­ted it came un­der the laws of treas­ure-trove—which was really the truth of the mat­ter. There was a hot ar­gu­ment, and we settled it was cer­tainly fool­ish to kill the bird on board the ship. Then the old gen­tle­man, go­ing at large through his leg­al talk, tried to make out the sale was a lot­tery and il­leg­al, and ap­pealed to the cap­tain; but Pot­ter said he sold the birds as os­triches. He didn’t want to sell any dia­monds, he said, and didn’t of­fer that as an in­duce­ment. The three birds he put up, to the best of his know­ledge and be­lief, did not con­tain a dia­mond. It was in the one he kept—so he hoped.

			“Prices ruled high next day all the same. The fact that now there were four chances in­stead of five of course caused a rise. The blessed birds av­er­aged £227, and, oddly enough, this Padishah didn’t se­cure one of ’em—not one. He made too much shindy, and when he ought to have been bid­ding he was talk­ing about li­ens, and, be­sides, Pot­ter was a bit down on him. One fell to a quiet little of­ficer chap, an­oth­er to the little Jew, and the third was syn­dic­ated by the en­gin­eers. And then Pot­ter seemed sud­denly sorry for hav­ing sold them, and said he’d flung away a clear thou­sand pounds, and that very likely he’d draw a blank and that he al­ways had been a fool, but when I went and had a bit of a talk to him, with the idea of get­ting him to hedge on his last chance, I found he’d already sold the bird he’d re­served to a polit­ic­al chap that was on board, a chap who’d been study­ing In­di­an mor­als and so­cial ques­tions in his va­ca­tion. That last was the three hun­dred pounds bird. Well, they landed three of the blessed creatures at Brind­isi—though the old gen­tle­man said it was a breach of the Cus­toms reg­u­la­tions—and Pot­ter and Padishah landed too. The Hindu seemed half mad as he saw his blessed dia­mond go­ing this way and that, so to speak. He kept on say­ing he’d get an in­junc­tion—he had in­junc­tion on the brain—and giv­ing his name and ad­dress to the chaps who’d bought the birds, so that they’d know where to send the dia­mond. None of them wanted his name and ad­dress, and none of them would give their own. It was a fine row I can tell you—on the plat­form. They all went off by dif­fer­ent trains. I came on to Southamp­ton, and there I saw the last of the birds, as I came ashore; it was the one the en­gin­eers bought, and it was stand­ing up near the bridge, in a kind of crate, and look­ing as leggy and silly a set­ting for a valu­able dia­mond as ever you saw—if it was a set­ting for a valu­able dia­mond.

			“How did it end? Oh! like that. Well—per­haps. Yes, there’s one more thing that may throw light on it. A week or so after land­ing I was down Re­gent-street do­ing a bit of shop­ping, and who should I see arm-in-arm and hav­ing a purple time of it but Padishah and Pot­ter. If you come to think of it—

			“Yes. I’ve thought that. Only, you see, there’s no doubt the dia­mond was real. And Padishah was an em­in­ent Hindu. I’ve seen his name in the pa­pers—of­ten. But wheth­er the bird swal­lowed the dia­mond cer­tainly is an­oth­er mat­ter, as you say.”

		
	
		
			The Flying Man

			The Eth­no­lo­gist looked at the bhim­raj feath­er thought­fully. “They seemed loth to part with it,” he said.

			“It is sac­red to the Chiefs,” said the lieu­ten­ant; “just as yel­low silk, you know, is sac­red to the Chinese Em­per­or.”

			The Eth­no­lo­gist did not an­swer. He hes­it­ated. Then open­ing the top­ic ab­ruptly, “What on earth is this cock-and-bull story they have of a fly­ing man?”

			The lieu­ten­ant smiled faintly. “What did they tell you?”

			“I see,” said the Eth­no­lo­gist, “that you know of your fame.”

			The lieu­ten­ant rolled him­self a ci­gar­ette. “I don’t mind hear­ing about it once more. How does it stand at present?”

			“It’s so con­foun­dedly child­ish,” said the Eth­no­lo­gist, be­com­ing ir­rit­ated. “How did you play it off upon them?”

			The lieu­ten­ant made no an­swer, but lounged back in his fold­ing-chair, still smil­ing.

			“Here am I, come four hun­dred miles out of my way to get what is left of the folk­lore of these people, be­fore they are ut­terly de­mor­al­ised by mis­sion­ar­ies and the mil­it­ary, and all I find are a lot of im­possible le­gends about a sandy-haired scrub of an in­fantry lieu­ten­ant. How he is in­vul­ner­able—how he can jump over ele­phants—how he can fly. That’s the toughest nut. One old gen­tle­man de­scribed your wings, said they had black plumage and were not quite as long as a mule. Said he of­ten saw you by moon­light hov­er­ing over the crests out to­wards the Shendu coun­try.—Con­found it, man!”

			The lieu­ten­ant laughed cheer­fully. “Go on,” he said. “Go on.”

			The Eth­no­lo­gist did. At last he wear­ied. “To trade so,” he said, “on these un­soph­ist­ic­ated chil­dren of the moun­tains. How could you bring your­self to do it, man?”

			“I’m sorry,” said the lieu­ten­ant, “but truly the thing was forced upon me. I can as­sure you I was driv­en to it. And at the time I had not the faintest idea of how the Chin ima­gin­a­tion would take it. Or curi­os­ity. I can only plead it was an in­dis­cre­tion and not malice that made me re­place the folk­lore by a new le­gend. But as you seem ag­grieved, I will try and ex­plain the busi­ness to you.

			“It was in the time of the last Lush­ai ex­ped­i­tion but one, and Wal­ters thought these people you have been vis­it­ing were friendly. So, with an airy con­fid­ence in my ca­pa­city for tak­ing care of my­self, he sent me up the gorge—four­teen miles of it—with three of the Derby­shire men and half a dozen Se­poys, two mules, and his bless­ing, to see what pop­u­lar feel­ing was like at that vil­lage you vis­ited. A force of ten—not count­ing the mules—four­teen miles, and dur­ing a war! You saw the road?”

			“Road!” said the Eth­no­lo­gist.

			“It’s bet­ter now than it was. When we went up we had to wade in the river for a mile where the val­ley nar­rows, with a smart stream froth­ing round our knees and the stones as slip­pery as ice. There it was I dropped my rifle. Af­ter­wards the Sap­pers blas­ted the cliff with dy­nam­ite and made the con­veni­ent way you came by. Then be­low, where those very high cliffs come, we had to keep on dodging across the river—I should say we crossed it a dozen times in a couple of miles.

			“We got in sight of the place early the next morn­ing. You know how it lies, on a spur halfway between the big hills, and as we began to ap­pre­ci­ate how wickedly quiet the vil­lage lay un­der the sun­light, we came to a stop to con­sider.

			“At that they fired a lump of filed brass idol at us, just by way of a wel­come. It came twanging down the slope to the right of us where the boulders are, missed my shoulder by an inch or so, and plugged the mule that car­ried all the pro­vi­sions and utensils. I nev­er heard such a death-rattle be­fore or since. And at that we be­came aware of a num­ber of gen­tle­men car­ry­ing match­locks, and dressed in things like plaid dust­ers, dodging about along the neck between the vil­lage and the crest to the east.

			“ ‘Right about face,’ I said. ‘Not too close to­geth­er.’

			“And with that en­cour­age­ment my ex­ped­i­tion of ten men came round and set off at a smart trot down the val­ley again hith­er­ward. We did not wait to save any­thing our dead had car­ried, but we kept the second mule with us—he car­ried my tent and some oth­er rub­bish—out of a feel­ing of friend­ship.

			“So ended the battle—in­glori­ously. Glan­cing back, I saw the val­ley dot­ted with the vic­tors, shout­ing and fir­ing at us. But no one was hit. These Chins and their guns are very little good ex­cept at a sit­ting shot. They will sit and finick over a boulder for hours tak­ing aim, and when they fire run­ning it is chiefly for stage ef­fect. Hook­er, one of the Derby­shire men, fan­cied him­self rather with the rifle, and stopped be­hind for half a minute to try his luck as we turned the bend. But he got noth­ing.

			“I’m not a Xeno­phon to spin much of a yarn about my re­treat­ing army. We had to pull the en­emy up twice in the next two miles when he be­came a bit press­ing, by ex­chan­ging shots with him, but it was a fairly mono­ton­ous af­fair—hard breath­ing chiefly—un­til we got near the place where the hills run in to­wards the river and pinch the val­ley in­to a gorge. And there we very luck­ily caught a glimpse of half a dozen round black heads com­ing slant­ing-ways over the hill to the left of us—the east that is—and al­most par­al­lel with us.

			“At that I called a halt. ‘Look here,’ says I to Hook­er and the oth­er Eng­lish­men; ‘what are we to do now?’ and I poin­ted to the heads.

			“ ‘Headed orf, or I’m a nig­ger,’ said one of the men.

			“ ‘We shall be,’ said an­oth­er. ‘You know the Chin way, George?’

			“ ‘They can pot every one of us at fifty yards,’ says Hook­er, ‘in the place where the river is nar­row. It’s just sui­cide to go on down.’

			“I looked at the hill to the right of us. It grew steep­er lower down the val­ley, but it still seemed climb­able. And all the Chins we had seen hitherto had been on the oth­er side of the stream.

			“ ‘It’s that or stop­ping,’ says one of the Se­poys.

			“So we star­ted slant­ing up the hill. There was some­thing faintly sug­gest­ive of a road run­ning ob­liquely up the face of it, and that we fol­lowed. Some Chins presently came in­to view up the val­ley, and I heard some shots. Then I saw one of the Se­poys was sit­ting down about thirty yards be­low us. He had simply sat down without a word, ap­par­ently not wish­ing to give trouble. At that I called a halt again; I told Hook­er to try an­oth­er shot, and went back and found the man was hit in the leg. I took him up, car­ried him along to put him on the mule—already pretty well laden with the tent and oth­er things which we had no time to take off. When I got up to the rest with him, Hook­er had his empty Mar­tini in his hand, and was grin­ning and point­ing to a mo­tion­less black spot up the val­ley. All the rest of the Chins were be­hind boulders or back round the bend. ‘Five hun­dred yards,’ says Hook­er, ‘if an inch. And I’ll swear I hit him in the head.’

			“I told him to go and do it again, and with that we went on again.

			“Now the hill­side kept get­ting steep­er as we pushed on, and the road we were fol­low­ing more and more of a shelf. At last it was mere cliff above and be­low us. ‘It’s the best road I have seen yet in Chin Lush­ai land,’ said I to en­cour­age the men, though I had a fear of what was com­ing.

			“And in a few minutes the way bent round a corner of the cliff. Then, finis! the ledge came to an end.

			“As soon as he grasped the po­s­i­tion one of the Derby­shire men fell a-swear­ing at the trap we had fallen in­to. The Se­poys hal­ted quietly. Hook­er grunted and re­loaded, and went back to the bend.

			“Then two of the Se­poy chaps helped their com­rade down and began to un­load the mule.

			“Now, when I came to look about me, I began to think we had not been so very un­for­tu­nate after all. We were on a shelf per­haps ten yards across it at widest. Above it the cliff pro­jec­ted so that we could not be shot down upon, and be­low was an al­most sheer pre­cip­ice of per­haps two or three hun­dred feet. Ly­ing down we were in­vis­ible to any­one across the rav­ine. The only ap­proach was along the ledge, and on that one man was as good as a host. We were in a nat­ur­al strong­hold, with only one dis­ad­vant­age, our sole pro­vi­sion against hun­ger and thirst was one live mule. Still we were at most eight or nine miles from the main ex­ped­i­tion, and no doubt, after a day or so, they would send up after us if we did not re­turn.

			“After a day or so—”

			The lieu­ten­ant paused. “Ever been thirsty, Gra­ham?”

			“Not that kind,” said the Eth­no­lo­gist.

			“H’m. We had the whole of that day, the night, and the next day of it, and only a trifle of dew we wrung out of our clothes and the tent. And be­low us was the river go­ing giggle, giggle, round a rock in mid stream. I nev­er knew such a bar­ren­ness of in­cid­ent, or such a quant­ity of sen­sa­tion. The sun might have had Joshua’s com­mand still upon it for all the mo­tion one could see; and it blazed like a near fur­nace. To­wards the even­ing of the first day one of the Derby­shire men said some­thing—nobody heard what—and went off round the bend of the cliff. We heard shots, and when Hook­er looked round the corner he was gone. And in the morn­ing the Se­poy whose leg was shot was in de­li­ri­um, and jumped or fell over the cliff. Then we took the mule and shot it, and that must needs go over the cliff too in its last struggles, leav­ing eight of us.

			“We could see the body of the Se­poy down be­low, with the head in the wa­ter. He was ly­ing face down­wards, and so far as I could make out was scarcely smashed at all. Badly as the Chins might cov­et his head, they had the sense to leave it alone un­til the dark­ness came.

			“At first we talked of all the chances there were of the main body hear­ing the fir­ing, and reckoned wheth­er they would be­gin to miss us, and all that kind of thing, but we dried up as the even­ing came on. The Se­poys played games with bits of stone among them­selves, and af­ter­wards told stor­ies. The night was rather chilly. The second day nobody spoke. Our lips were black and our throats afire, and we lay about on the ledge and glared at one an­oth­er. Per­haps it’s as well we kept our thoughts to ourselves. One of the Brit­ish sol­diers began writ­ing some blas­phem­ous rot on the rock with a bit of pipe­clay, about his last dy­ing will, un­til I stopped it. As I looked over the edge down in­to the val­ley and saw the river rip­pling I was nearly temp­ted to go after the Se­poy. It seemed a pleas­ant and de­sir­able thing to go rush­ing down through the air with some­thing to drink—or no more thirst at any rate—at the bot­tom. I re­membered in time, though, that I was the of­ficer in com­mand, and my duty to set a good ex­ample, and that kept me from any such fool­ish­ness.

			“Yet, think­ing of that, put an idea in­to my head. I got up and looked at the tent and tent ropes, and wondered why I had not thought of it be­fore. Then I came and peered over the cliff again. This time the height seemed great­er and the pose of the Se­poy rather more pain­ful. But it was that or noth­ing. And to cut it short, I para­chuted.

			“I got a big circle of can­vas out of the tent, about three times the size of that table-cov­er, and plugged the hole in the centre, and I tied eight ropes round it to meet in the middle and make a para­chute. The oth­er chaps lay about and watched me as though they thought it was a new kind of de­li­ri­um. Then I ex­plained my no­tion to the two Brit­ish sol­diers and how I meant to do it, and as soon as the short dusk had darkened in­to night, I risked it. They held the thing high up, and I took a run the whole length of the ledge. The thing filled with air like a sail, but at the edge I will con­fess I funked and pulled up.

			“As soon as I stopped I was ashamed of my­self—as well I might be in front of privates—and went back and star­ted again. Off I jumped this time—with a kind of sob, I re­mem­ber—clean in­to the air, with the big white sail bel­ly­ing out above me.

			“I must have thought at a fright­ful pace. It seemed a long time be­fore I was sure that the thing meant to keep steady. At first it heeled side­ways. Then I no­ticed the face of the rock which seemed to be stream­ing up past me, and me mo­tion­less. Then I looked down and saw in the dark­ness the river and the dead Se­poy rush­ing up to­wards me. But in the in­dis­tinct light I also saw three Chins, seem­ingly aghast at the sight of me, and that the Se­poy was de­cap­it­ated. At that I wanted to go back again.

			“Then my boot was in the mouth of one, and in a mo­ment he and I were in a heap with the can­vas flut­ter­ing down on the top of us. I fancy I dashed out his brains with my foot. I ex­pec­ted noth­ing more than to be brained my­self by the oth­er two, but the poor hea­then had nev­er heard of Bald­win, and in­con­tin­ently bolted.

			“I struggled out of the tangle of dead Chin and can­vas, and looked round. About ten paces off lay the head of the Se­poy star­ing in the moon­light. Then I saw the wa­ter and went and drank. There wasn’t a sound in the world but the foot­steps of the de­part­ing Chins, a faint shout from above, and the gluck of the wa­ter. So soon as I had drunk my full I star­ted off down the river.

			“That about ends the ex­plan­a­tion of the fly­ing man story. I nev­er met a soul the whole eight miles of the way. I got to Wal­ters’ camp by ten o’clock, and a born idi­ot of a sen­tinel had the cheek to fire at me as I came trot­ting out of the dark­ness. So soon as I had hammered my story in­to Winter’s thick skull, about fifty men star­ted up the val­ley to clear the Chins out and get our men down. But for my own part I had too good a thirst to pro­voke it by go­ing with them.

			“You have heard what kind of a yarn the Chins made of it. Wings as long as a mule, eh?—And black feath­ers! The gay lieu­ten­ant bird! Well, well.”

			The lieu­ten­ant med­it­ated cheer­fully for a mo­ment. Then he ad­ded, “You would scarcely cred­it it, but when they got to the ridge at last, they found two more of the Se­poys had jumped over.”

			“The rest were all right?” asked the Eth­no­lo­gist.

			“Yes,” said the lieu­ten­ant; “the rest were all right, bar­ring a cer­tain thirst, you know.”

			And at the memory he helped him­self to soda and whisky again.

		
	
		
			The Temptation of Harringay

			It is quite im­possible to say wheth­er this thing really happened. It de­pends en­tirely on the word of R. M. Har­ringay, who is an artist.

			Fol­low­ing his ver­sion of the af­fair, the nar­rat­ive de­poses that Har­ringay went in­to his stu­dio about ten o’clock to see what he could make of the head that he had been work­ing at the day be­fore. The head in ques­tion was that of an Itali­an or­gan-grinder, and Har­ringay thought—but was not quite sure—that the title would be the “Vi­gil.” So far he is frank, and his nar­rat­ive bears the stamp of truth. He had seen the man ex­pect­ant for pen­nies, and with a prompt­ness that sug­ges­ted geni­us, had had him in at once.

			“Kneel. Look up at that brack­et,” said Har­ringay. “As if you ex­pec­ted pen­nies.”

			“Don’t grin!” said Har­ringay. “I don’t want to paint your gums. Look as though you were un­happy.”

			Now, after a night’s rest, the pic­ture proved de­cidedly un­sat­is­fact­ory. “It’s good work,” said Har­ringay. “That little bit in the neck … But.”

			He walked about the stu­dio and looked at the thing from this point and from that. Then he said a wicked word. In the ori­gin­al the word is giv­en.

			“Paint­ing,” he says he said. “Just a paint­ing of an or­gan-grinder—a mere por­trait. If it was a live or­gan-grinder I wouldn’t mind. But some­how I nev­er make things alive. I won­der if my ima­gin­a­tion is wrong.” This, too, has a truth­ful air. His ima­gin­a­tion is wrong.

			“That cre­at­ive touch! To take can­vas and pig­ment and make a man—as Adam was made of red ochre! But this thing! If you met it walk­ing about the streets you would know it was only a stu­dio pro­duc­tion. The little boys would tell it to ‘Garnome and git frimed.’ Some little touch … Well—it won’t do as it is.”

			He went to the blinds and began to pull them down. They were made of blue hol­land with the rollers at the bot­tom of the win­dow, so that you pull them down to get more light. He gathered his palette, brushes, and mahl stick from his table. Then he turned to the pic­ture and put a speck of brown in the corner of the mouth; and shif­ted his at­ten­tion thence to the pu­pil of the eye. Then he de­cided that the chin was a trifle too im­pass­ive for a vi­gil.

			Presently he put down his im­ped­i­menta, and light­ing a pipe sur­veyed the pro­gress of his work. “I’m hanged if the thing isn’t sneer­ing at me,” said Har­ringay, and he still be­lieves it sneered.

			The an­im­a­tion of the fig­ure had cer­tainly in­creased, but scarcely in the dir­ec­tion he wished. There was no mis­take about the sneer. “Vi­gil of the Un­be­liev­er,” said Har­ringay. “Rather subtle and clev­er that! But the left eye­brow isn’t cyn­ic­al enough.”

			He went and dabbed at the eye­brow, and ad­ded a little to the lobe of the ear to sug­gest ma­ter­i­al­ism. Fur­ther con­sid­er­a­tion en­sued. “Vi­gil’s off, I’m afraid,” said Har­ringay. “Why not Mephis­topheles? But that’s a bit too com­mon. ‘A Friend of the Doge,’—not so seedy. The ar­mour won’t do, though. Too Cam­elot. How about a scar­let robe and call him One of the Sac­red Col­lege’? Hu­mour in that, and an ap­pre­ci­ation of Middle Itali­an His­tory.”

			“There’s al­ways Benven­uto Cel­lini,” said Har­ringay; “with a clev­er sug­ges­tion of a gold cup in one corner. But that would scarcely suit the com­plex­ion.”

			He de­scribes him­self as bab­bling in this way in or­der to keep down an un­ac­count­ably un­pleas­ant sen­sa­tion of fear. The thing was cer­tainly ac­quir­ing any­thing but a pleas­ing ex­pres­sion. Yet it was as cer­tainly be­com­ing far more of a liv­ing thing than it had been—if a sin­is­ter one—far more alive than any­thing he had ever painted be­fore. “Call it Por­trait of a Gen­tle­man,’ ” said Har­ringay;—“A Cer­tain Gen­tle­man.”

			“Won’t do,” said Har­ringay, still keep­ing up his cour­age. “Kind of thing they call Bad Taste. That sneer will have to come out. That gone, and a little more fire in the eye—nev­er no­ticed how warm his eye was be­fore—and he might do for—? What price Pas­sion­ate Pil­grim? But that dev­il­ish face won’t do—this side of the Chan­nel.

			“Some little in­ac­cur­acy does it,” he said; “eye­brows prob­ably too ob­lique,”—there­with pulling the blind lower to get a bet­ter light, and re­sum­ing palette and brushes.

			The face on the can­vas seemed an­im­ated by a spir­it of its own. Where the ex­pres­sion of di­abler­ie came in he found im­possible to dis­cov­er. Ex­per­i­ment was ne­ces­sary. The eye­brows—it could scarcely be the eye­brows? But he altered them. No, that was no bet­ter; in fact, if any­thing, a trifle more satan­ic. The corner of the mouth? Pah! more than ever a leer—and now, re­touched, it was omin­ously grim. The eye, then? Cata­strophe! he had filled his brush with ver­mil­ion in­stead of brown, and yet he had felt sure it was brown! The eye seemed now to have rolled in its sock­et, and was glar­ing at him an eye of fire. In a flash of pas­sion, pos­sibly with some­thing of the cour­age of pan­ic, he struck the brush full of bright red athwart the pic­ture; and then a very curi­ous thing, a very strange thing in­deed, oc­curred—if it did oc­cur.

			
				The di­abo­l­i­fied Itali­an be­fore him shut both his eyes, pursed his mouth, and wiped the col­our off his face with his hand.
			

			Then the red eye opened again, with a sound like the open­ing of lips, and the face smiled. “That was rather hasty of you,” said the pic­ture.

			Har­ringay states that, now that the worst had happened, his self-pos­ses­sion re­turned. He had a sav­ing per­sua­sion that dev­ils were reas­on­able creatures.

			“Why do you keep mov­ing about then,” he said, “mak­ing faces and all that—sneer­ing and squint­ing, while I am paint­ing you?”

			“I don’t,” said the pic­ture.

			“You do,” said Har­ringay.

			“It’s your­self,” said the pic­ture.

			“It’s not my­self,” said Har­ringay.

			“It is your­self,” said the pic­ture. “No! don’t go hit­ting me with paint again, be­cause it’s true. You have been try­ing to fluke an ex­pres­sion on my face all the morn­ing. Really, you haven’t an idea what your pic­ture ought to look like.”

			“I have,” said Har­ringay.

			“You have not,” said the pic­ture: “You nev­er have with your pic­tures. You al­ways start with the vaguest presen­ti­ment of what you are go­ing to do; it is to be some­thing beau­ti­ful—you are sure of that—and de­vout, per­haps, or tra­gic; but bey­ond that it is all ex­per­i­ment and chance. My dear fel­low! you don’t think you can paint a pic­ture like that?”

			Now it must be re­membered that for what fol­lows we have only Har­ringay’s word.

			“I shall paint a pic­ture ex­actly as I like,” said Har­ringay, calmly.

			This seemed to dis­con­cert the pic­ture a little. “You can’t paint a pic­ture without an in­spir­a­tion,” it re­marked.

			“But I had an in­spir­a­tion—for this.”

			“In­spir­a­tion!” sneered the sar­don­ic fig­ure; “a fancy that came from your see­ing an or­gan-grinder look­ing up at a win­dow! Vi­gil! Ha, ha! You just star­ted paint­ing on the chance of some­thing com­ing—that’s what you did. And when I saw you at it I came. I want a talk with you!”

			“Art, with you,” said the pic­ture—“it’s a poor busi­ness. You pot­ter. I don’t know how it is, but you don’t seem able to throw your soul in­to it. You know too much. It hampers you. In the midst of your en­thu­si­asms you ask your­self wheth­er some­thing like this has not been done be­fore. And—”

			“Look here,” said Har­ringay, who had ex­pec­ted some­thing bet­ter than cri­ti­cism from the dev­il. “Are you go­ing to talk stu­dio to me?” He filled his num­ber twelve hog­hair with red paint.

			“The true artist,” said the pic­ture, “is al­ways an ig­nor­ant man. An artist who the­or­ises about his work is no longer artist but crit­ic. Wag­n­er … I say!—What’s that red paint for?”

			“I’m go­ing to paint you out,” said Har­ringay. “I don’t want to hear all that Tommy Rot. If you think just be­cause I’m an artist by trade I’m go­ing to talk stu­dio to you, you make a pre­cious mis­take.”

			“One minute,” said the pic­ture, evid­ently alarmed. “I want to make you an of­fer—a genu­ine of­fer. It’s right what I’m say­ing. You lack in­spir­a­tions. Well. No doubt you’ve heard of the Cathed­ral of Co­logne, and the Dev­il’s Bridge, and—”

			“Rub­bish,” said Har­ringay. “Do you think I want to go to per­di­tion simply for the pleas­ure of paint­ing a good pic­ture, and get­ting it slated. Take that.”

			His blood was up. His danger only nerved him to ac­tion, so he says. So he planted a dab of ver­mil­ion in his creature’s mouth. The Itali­an spluttered and tried to wipe it off—evid­ently hor­ribly sur­prised. And then—ac­cord­ing to Har­ringay—there began a very re­mark­able struggle, Har­ringay splash­ing away with the red paint, and the pic­ture wrig­gling about and wip­ing it off as fast as he put it on. “Two mas­ter­pieces,” said the de­mon. “Two in­dubit­able mas­ter­pieces for a Chelsea artist’s soul. It’s a bar­gain?” Har­ringay replied with the paint brush.

			For a few minutes noth­ing could be heard but the brush go­ing and the splut­ter­ing and ejac­u­la­tions of the Itali­an. A lot of the strokes he caught on his arm and hand, though Har­ringay got over his guard of­ten enough. Presently the paint on the palette gave out and the two ant­ag­on­ists stood breath­less, re­gard­ing each oth­er. The pic­ture was so smeared with red that it looked as if it had been rolling about a slaughter­house, and it was pain­fully out of breath and very un­com­fort­able with the wet paint trick­ling down its neck. Still, the first round was in its fa­vour on the whole. “Think,” it said, stick­ing pluck­ily to its point, “two su­preme mas­ter­pieces—in dif­fer­ent styles. Each equi­val­ent to the Cathed­ral—”

			“I know,” said Har­ringay, and rushed out of the stu­dio and along the pas­sage to­wards his wife’s bou­doir.

			In an­oth­er minute he was back with a large tin of enamel—Hedge Spar­row’s Egg Tint, it was, and a brush. At the sight of that the artist­ic dev­il with the red eye began to scream. “Three mas­ter­pieces—cul­min­at­ing mas­ter­pieces.”

			Har­ringay de­livered cut two across the de­mon, and fol­lowed with a thrust in the eye. There was an in­dis­tinct rum­bling. “Four mas­ter­pieces,” and a spit­ting sound.

			But Har­ringay had the up­per hand now and meant to keep it. With rap­id, bold strokes he con­tin­ued to paint over the writh­ing can­vas, un­til at last it was a uni­form field of shin­ing Hedge Spar­row tint. Once the mouth re­appeared and got as far as “Five mas­ter—” be­fore he filled it with enamel; and near the end the red eye opened and glared at him in­dig­nantly. But at last noth­ing re­mained save a gleam­ing pan­el of dry­ing enamel. For a little while a faint stir­ring be­neath the sur­face puckered it slightly here and there, but presently even that died away and the thing was per­fectly still.

			Then Har­ringay—ac­cord­ing to Har­ringay’s ac­count—lit his pipe and sat down and stared at the enamelled can­vas, and tried to make out clearly what had happened. Then he walked round be­hind it, to see if the back of it was at all re­mark­able. Then it was he began to re­gret he had not pho­to­graphed the Dev­il be­fore he painted him out.

			This is Har­ringay’s story—not mine. He sup­ports it by a small can­vas (24 by 20) enamelled a pale green, and by vi­ol­ent as­sev­er­a­tions. It is also true that he nev­er has pro­duced a mas­ter­piece, and in the opin­ion of his in­tim­ate friends prob­ably nev­er will.

		
	
		
			The Moth

			Prob­ably you have heard of Hap­ley—not W. T. Hap­ley, the son, but the cel­eb­rated Hap­ley, the Hap­ley of Peri­plan­eta Hap­liia, Hap­ley the en­to­mo­lo­gist.

			If so you know at least of the great feud between Hap­ley and Pro­fess­or Paw­kins, though cer­tain of its con­sequences may be new to you. For those who have not, a word or two of ex­plan­a­tion is ne­ces­sary, which the idle read­er may go over with a glan­cing eye, if his in­dol­ence so in­cline him.

			It is amaz­ing how very widely dif­fused is the ig­nor­ance of such really im­port­ant mat­ters as this Hap­ley-Paw­kins feud. Those epoch-mak­ing con­tro­ver­sies, again, that have con­vulsed the Geo­lo­gic­al So­ci­ety are, I ver­ily be­lieve, al­most en­tirely un­known out­side the fel­low­ship of that body. I have heard men of fair gen­er­al edu­ca­tion even refer to the great scenes at these meet­ings as vestry-meet­ing squabbles. Yet the great hate of the Eng­lish and Scotch geo­lo­gists has las­ted now half a cen­tury, and has “left deep and abund­ant marks upon the body of the sci­ence.” And this Hap­ley-Paw­kins busi­ness, though per­haps a more per­son­al af­fair, stirred pas­sions as pro­found, if not pro­founder. Your com­mon man has no con­cep­tion of the zeal that an­im­ates a sci­entif­ic in­vest­ig­at­or, the fury of con­tra­dic­tion you can arouse in him. It is the odi­um theo­lo­gic­um in a new form. There are men, for in­stance, who would gladly burn Pro­fess­or Ray Lankester at Smith­field for his treat­ment of the Mol­lusca in the En­cyc­lo­pae­dia. That fant­ast­ic ex­ten­sion of the Ceph­alo­pods to cov­er the Ptero­pods … But I wander from Hap­ley and Paw­kins.

			It began years and years ago, with a re­vi­sion of the Mi­cro­lepid­op­tera (whatever these may be) by Paw­kins, in which he ex­tin­guished a new spe­cies cre­ated by Hap­ley. Hap­ley, who was al­ways quar­rel­some, replied by a sting­ing im­peach­ment of the en­tire clas­si­fic­a­tion of Paw­kins.2 Paw­kins in his “Re­join­der”3 sug­ges­ted that Hap­ley’s mi­cro­scope was as de­fect­ive as his power of ob­ser­va­tion, and called him an “ir­re­spons­ible med­dler”—Hap­ley was not a pro­fess­or at that time. Hap­ley in his re­tort,4 spoke of “blun­der­ing col­lect­ors,” and de­scribed, as if in­ad­vert­ently, Paw­kins’ re­vi­sion as a “mir­acle of in­eptitude.” It was war to the knife. How­ever, it would scarcely in­terest the read­er to de­tail how these two great men quar­relled, and how the split between them widened un­til from the Mi­cro­lepid­op­tera they were at war upon every open ques­tion in en­to­mo­logy. There were mem­or­able oc­ca­sions. At times the Roy­al En­to­mo­lo­gic­al So­ci­ety meet­ings re­sembled noth­ing so much as the Cham­ber of Depu­ties. On the whole, I fancy Paw­kins was near­er the truth than Hap­ley. But Hap­ley was skil­ful with his rhet­or­ic, had a turn for ri­dicule rare in a sci­entif­ic man, was en­dowed with vast en­ergy, and had a fine sense of in­jury in the mat­ter of the ex­tin­guished spe­cies; while Paw­kins was a man of dull pres­ence, prosy of speech, in shape not un­like a wa­ter-bar­rel, over con­scien­tious with testi­mo­ni­als, and sus­pec­ted of job­bing mu­seum ap­point­ments. So the young men gathered round Hap­ley and ap­plauded him. It was a long struggle, vi­cious from the be­gin­ning and grow­ing at last to piti­less ant­ag­on­ism. The suc­cess­ive turns of for­tune, now an ad­vant­age to one side and now to an­oth­er—now Hap­ley tor­men­ted by some suc­cess of Paw­kins, and now Paw­kins out­shone by Hap­ley, be­long rather to the his­tory of en­to­mo­logy than to this story.

			But in 1891 Paw­kins, whose health had been bad for some time, pub­lished some work upon the “meso­blast” of the Death’s Head Moth. What the meso­blast of the Death’s Head Moth may be does not mat­ter a rap in this story. But the work was far be­low his usu­al stand­ard, and gave Hap­ley an open­ing he had coveted for years. He must have worked night and day to make the most of his ad­vant­age.

			In an elab­or­ate cri­tique he rent Paw­kins to tat­ters—one can fancy the man’s dis­ordered black hair, and his queer dark eyes flash­ing as he went for his ant­ag­on­ist—and Paw­kins made a reply, halt­ing, in­ef­fec­tu­al, with pain­ful gaps of si­lence, and yet ma­lig­nant. There was no mis­tak­ing his will to wound Hap­ley, nor his in­ca­pa­city to do it. But few of those who heard him—I was ab­sent from that meet­ing—real­ised how ill the man was.

			Hap­ley got his op­pon­ent down, and meant to fin­ish him. He fol­lowed with a simply bru­tal at­tack upon Paw­kins, in the form of a pa­per upon the de­vel­op­ment of moths in gen­er­al, a pa­per show­ing evid­ence of a most ex­traordin­ary amount of men­tal la­bour, and yet couched in a vi­ol­ently con­tro­ver­sial tone. Vi­ol­ent as it was, an ed­it­or­i­al note wit­nesses that it was mod­i­fied. It must have covered Paw­kins with shame and con­fu­sion of face. It left no loop­hole; it was mur­der­ous in ar­gu­ment, and ut­terly con­temp­tu­ous in tone; an aw­ful thing for the de­clin­ing years of a man’s ca­reer.

			The world of en­to­mo­lo­gists waited breath­lessly for the re­join­der from Paw­kins. He would try one, for Paw­kins had al­ways been game. But when it came it sur­prised them. For the re­join­der of Paw­kins was to catch in­flu­enza, pro­ceed to pneu­mo­nia, and die.

			It was per­haps as ef­fec­tu­al a reply as he could make un­der the cir­cum­stances, and largely turned the cur­rent of feel­ing against Hap­ley. The very people who had most glee­fully cheered on those gla­di­at­ors be­came ser­i­ous at the con­sequence. There could be no reas­on­able doubt the fret of the de­feat had con­trib­uted to the death of Paw­kins. There was a lim­it even to sci­entif­ic con­tro­versy, said ser­i­ous people. An­oth­er crush­ing at­tack was already in the press and ap­peared on the day be­fore the fu­ner­al. I don’t think Hap­ley ex­er­ted him­self to stop it. People re­membered how Hap­ley had houn­ded down his rival, and for­got that rival’s de­fects. Scath­ing satire reads ill over fresh mould. The thing pro­voked com­ment in the daily pa­pers. This it was that made me think that you had prob­ably heard of Hap­ley and this con­tro­versy. But, as I have already re­marked, sci­entif­ic work­ers live very much in a world of their own; half the people, I dare say, who go along Pic­ca­dilly to the Academy every year, could not tell you where the learned so­ci­et­ies abide. Many even think that re­search is a kind of happy-fam­ily cage in which all kinds of men lie down to­geth­er in peace.

			In his private thoughts Hap­ley could not for­give Paw­kins for dy­ing. In the first place, it was a mean dodge to es­cape the ab­so­lute pul­ver­isa­tion Hap­ley had in hand for him, and in the second, it left Hap­ley’s mind with a queer gap in it. For twenty years he had worked hard, some­times far in­to the night, and sev­en days a week, with mi­cro­scope, scalpel, col­lect­ing-net, and pen, and al­most en­tirely with ref­er­ence to Paw­kins. The European repu­ta­tion he had won had come as an in­cid­ent in that great an­ti­pathy. He had gradu­ally worked up to a cli­max in this last con­tro­versy. It had killed Paw­kins, but it had also thrown Hap­ley out of gear, so to speak, and his doc­tor ad­vised him to give up work for a time, and rest. So Hap­ley went down in­to a quiet vil­lage in Kent, and thought day and night of Paw­kins, and good things it was now im­possible to say about him.

			At last Hap­ley began to real­ise in what dir­ec­tion the pre­oc­cu­pa­tion ten­ded. He de­term­ined to make a fight for it, and star­ted by try­ing to read nov­els. But he could not get his mind off Paw­kins, white in the face and mak­ing his last speech—every sen­tence a beau­ti­ful open­ing for Hap­ley. He turned to fic­tion—and found it had no grip on him. He read the Is­land Nights’ En­ter­tain­ments un­til his “sense of caus­a­tion” was shocked bey­ond en­dur­ance by the Bottle Imp. Then he went to Kip­ling, and found he “proved noth­ing,” be­sides be­ing ir­rev­er­ent and vul­gar. These sci­entif­ic people have their lim­it­a­tions. Then un­hap­pily, he tried Bes­ant’s In­ner House, and the open­ing chapter set his mind upon learned so­ci­et­ies and Paw­kins at once.

			So Hap­ley turned to chess, and found it a little more sooth­ing. He soon mastered the moves and the chief gam­bits and com­mon­er clos­ing po­s­i­tions, and began to beat the Vicar. But then the cyl­indric­al con­tours of the op­pos­ite king began to re­semble Paw­kins stand­ing up and gasp­ing in­ef­fec­tu­ally against check­mate, and Hap­ley de­cided to give up chess.

			Per­haps the study of some new branch of sci­ence would after all be bet­ter di­ver­sion. The best rest is change of oc­cu­pa­tion. Hap­ley de­term­ined to plunge at di­at­oms, and had one of his smal­ler mi­cro­scopes and Halibut’s mono­graph sent down from Lon­don. He thought that per­haps if he could get up a vig­or­ous quar­rel with Halibut, he might be able to be­gin life afresh and for­get Paw­kins. And very soon he was hard at work in his ha­bitu­al strenu­ous fash­ion, at these mi­cro­scop­ic den­iz­ens of the way­side pool.

			It was on the third day of the di­at­oms that Hap­ley be­came aware of a nov­el ad­di­tion to the loc­al fauna. He was work­ing late at the mi­cro­scope, and the only light in the room was the bril­liant little lamp with the spe­cial form of green shade. Like all ex­per­i­enced mi­cro­scop­ists, he kept both eyes open. It is the only way to avoid ex­cess­ive fa­tigue. One eye was over the in­stru­ment, and bright and dis­tinct be­fore that was the cir­cu­lar field of the mi­cro­scope, across which a brown di­at­om was slowly mov­ing. With the oth­er eye Hap­ley saw, as it were, without see­ing. He was only dimly con­scious of the brass side of the in­stru­ment, the il­lu­min­ated part of the table­cloth, a sheet of note­pa­per, the foot of the lamp, and the darkened room bey­ond.

			Sud­denly his at­ten­tion drif­ted from one eye to the oth­er. The table­cloth was of the ma­ter­i­al called tapestry by shop­men, and rather brightly col­oured. The pat­tern was in gold, with a small amount of crim­son and pale blue upon a grey­ish ground. At one point the pat­tern seemed dis­placed, and there was a vi­brat­ing move­ment of the col­ours at this point.

			Hap­ley sud­denly moved his head back and looked with both eyes. His mouth fell open with as­ton­ish­ment.

			It was a large moth or but­ter­fly; its wings spread in but­ter­fly fash­ion!

			It was strange it should be in the room at all, for the win­dows were closed. Strange that it should not have at­trac­ted his at­ten­tion when flut­ter­ing to its present po­s­i­tion. Strange that it should match the table­cloth. Stranger far that to him, Hap­ley, the great en­to­mo­lo­gist, it was al­to­geth­er un­known. There was no de­lu­sion. It was crawl­ing slowly to­wards the foot of the lamp.

			“New Genus, by heav­ens! And in Eng­land!” said Hap­ley, star­ing.

			Then he sud­denly thought of Paw­kins. Noth­ing would have maddened Paw­kins more … And Paw­kins was dead!

			Some­thing about the head and body of the in­sect be­came sin­gu­larly sug­gest­ive of Paw­kins, just as the chess king had been.

			“Con­found Paw­kins!” said Hap­ley. “But I must catch this.” And look­ing round him for some means of cap­tur­ing the moth, he rose slowly out of his chair. Sud­denly the in­sect rose, struck the edge of the lamp­shade—Hap­ley heard the “ping”—and van­ished in­to the shad­ow.

			In a mo­ment Hap­ley had whipped off the shade, so that the whole room was il­lu­min­ated. The thing had dis­ap­peared, but soon his prac­tised eye de­tec­ted it upon the wall­pa­per near the door. He went to­wards it pois­ing the lamp­shade for cap­ture. Be­fore he was with­in strik­ing dis­tance, how­ever, it had ris­en and was flut­ter­ing round the room. After the fash­ion of its kind, it flew with sud­den starts and turns, seem­ing to van­ish here and re­appear there. Once Hap­ley struck, and missed; then again.

			The third time he hit his mi­cro­scope. The in­stru­ment swayed, struck and over­turned the lamp, and fell nois­ily upon the floor. The lamp turned over on the table and, very luck­ily, went out. Hap­ley was left in the dark. With a start he felt the strange moth blun­der in­to his face.

			It was mad­den­ing. He had no lights. If he opened the door of the room the thing would get away. In the dark­ness he saw Paw­kins quite dis­tinctly laugh­ing at him. Paw­kins had ever an oily laugh. He swore furi­ously and stamped his foot on the floor.

			There was a tim­id rap­ping at the door.

			Then it opened, per­haps a foot, and very slowly. The alarmed face of the land­lady ap­peared be­hind a pink candle flame; she wore a night­cap over her grey hair and had some purple gar­ment over her shoulders. “What was that fear­ful smash?” she said. “Has any­thing—” The strange moth ap­peared flut­ter­ing about the chink of the door. “Shut that door!” said Hap­ley, and sud­denly rushed at her.

			The door slammed hast­ily. Hap­ley was left alone in the dark. Then in the pause he heard his land­lady scuttle up­stairs, lock her door, and drag some­thing heavy across the room and put against it.

			It be­came evid­ent to Hap­ley that his con­duct and ap­pear­ance had been strange and alarm­ing. Con­found the moth! and Paw­kins! How­ever, it was a pity to lose the moth now. He felt his way in­to the hall and found the matches, after send­ing his hat down upon the floor with a noise like a drum. With the lighted candle he re­turned to the sit­ting-room. No moth was to be seen. Yet once for a mo­ment it seemed that the thing was flut­ter­ing round his head. Hap­ley very sud­denly de­cided to give up the moth and go to bed. But he was ex­cited. All night long his sleep was broken by dreams of the moth, Paw­kins, and his land­lady. Twice in the night he turned out and soused his head in cold wa­ter.

			One thing was very clear to him. His land­lady could not pos­sibly un­der­stand about the strange moth, es­pe­cially as he had failed to catch it. No one but an en­to­mo­lo­gist would un­der­stand quite how he felt. She was prob­ably frightened at his be­ha­viour, and yet he failed to see how he could ex­plain it. He de­cided to say noth­ing fur­ther about the events of last night. After break­fast he saw her in her garden, and de­cided to go out and talk to re­as­sure her. He talked to her about beans and pota­toes, bees, cater­pil­lars, and the price of fruit. She replied in her usu­al man­ner, but she looked at him a little sus­pi­ciously, and kept walk­ing as he walked, so that there was al­ways a bed of flowers, or a row of beans, or some­thing of the sort, between them. After a while he began to feel sin­gu­larly ir­rit­ated at this, and to con­ceal his vex­a­tion went in­doors and presently went out for a walk.

			The moth, or but­ter­fly, trail­ing an odd fla­vour of Paw­kins with it, kept com­ing in­to that walk, though he did his best to keep his mind off it. Once he saw it quite dis­tinctly, with its wings flattened out, upon the old stone wall that runs along the west edge of the park, but go­ing up to it he found it was only two lumps of grey and yel­low lichen. “This,” said Hap­ley, “is the re­verse of mim­icry. In­stead of a but­ter­fly look­ing like a stone, here is a stone look­ing like a but­ter­fly!” Once some­thing hovered and fluttered round his head, but by an ef­fort of will he drove that im­pres­sion out of his mind again.

			In the af­ter­noon Hap­ley called upon the Vicar, and ar­gued with him upon theo­lo­gic­al ques­tions. They sat in the little ar­bour covered with bri­ar, and smoked as they wrangled. “Look at that moth!” said Hap­ley, sud­denly, point­ing to the edge of the wooden table.

			“Where?” said the Vicar.

			“You don’t see a moth on the edge of the table there?” said Hap­ley.

			“Cer­tainly not,” said the Vicar.

			Hap­ley was thun­der­struck. He gasped. The Vicar was star­ing at him. Clearly the man saw noth­ing. “The eye of faith is no bet­ter than the eye of sci­ence,” said Hap­ley awk­wardly.

			“I don’t see your point,” said the Vicar, think­ing it was part of the ar­gu­ment.

			That night Hap­ley found the moth crawl­ing over his coun­ter­pane. He sat on the edge of the bed in his shirt sleeves and reasoned with him­self. Was it pure hal­lu­cin­a­tion? He knew he was slip­ping, and he battled for his san­ity with the same si­lent en­ergy he had formerly dis­played against Paw­kins. So per­sist­ent is men­tal habit, that he felt as if it were still a struggle with Paw­kins. He was well versed in psy­cho­logy. He knew that such visu­al il­lu­sions do come as a res­ult of men­tal strain. But the point was, he did not only see the moth, he had heard it when it touched the edge of the lamp­shade, and af­ter­wards when it hit against the wall, and he had felt it strike his face in the dark.

			He looked at it. It was not at all dream­like, but per­fectly clear and sol­id-look­ing in the candle­light. He saw the hairy body, and the short feath­ery an­ten­nae, the join­ted legs, even a place where the down was rubbed from the wing. He sud­denly felt angry with him­self for be­ing afraid of a little in­sect.

			His land­lady had got the ser­vant to sleep with her that night, be­cause she was afraid to be alone. In ad­di­tion she had locked the door, and put the chest of draw­ers against it. They listened and talked in whis­pers after they had gone to bed, but noth­ing oc­curred to alarm them. About el­ev­en they had ven­tured to put the candle out, and had both dozed off to sleep. They woke up with a start, and sat up in bed, listen­ing in the dark­ness.

			Then they heard slippered feet go­ing to and fro in Hap­ley’s room. A chair was over­turned, and there was a vi­ol­ent dab at the wall. Then a china man­tel or­na­ment smashed upon the fend­er. Sud­denly the door of the room opened, and they heard him upon the land­ing. They clung to one an­oth­er, listen­ing. He seemed to be dan­cing upon the stair­case. Now he would go down three or four steps quickly, then up again, then hurry down in­to the hall. They heard the um­brella stand go over, and the fan­light break. Then the bolt shot and the chain rattled. He was open­ing the door.

			They hur­ried to the win­dow. It was a dim grey night; an al­most un­broken sheet of wa­tery cloud was sweep­ing across the moon, and the hedge and trees in front of the house were black against the pale road­way. They saw Hap­ley, look­ing like a ghost in his shirt and white trousers, run­ning to and fro in the road, and beat­ing the air. Now he would stop, now he would dart very rap­idly at some­thing in­vis­ible, now he would move upon it with stealthy strides. At last he went out of sight up the road to­wards the down. Then, while they ar­gued who should go down and lock the door, he re­turned. He was walk­ing very fast, and he came straight in­to the house, closed the door care­fully, and went quietly up to his bed­room. Then everything was si­lent.

			“Mrs. Colville,” said Hap­ley, call­ing down the stair­case next morn­ing, “I hope I did not alarm you last night.”

			“You may well ask that!” said Mrs. Colville.

			“The fact is, I am a sleep­walk­er, and the last two nights I have been without my sleep­ing mix­ture. There is noth­ing to be alarmed about, really. I am sorry I made such an ass of my­self. I will go over the down to Shore­ham, and get some stuff to make me sleep soundly. I ought to have done that yes­ter­day.”

			But halfway over the down, by the chalk pits, the moth came upon Hap­ley again. He went on, try­ing to keep his mind upon chess prob­lems, but it was no good. The thing fluttered in­to his face, and he struck at it with his hat in self-de­fence. Then rage, the old rage—the rage he had so of­ten felt against Paw­kins—came upon him again. He went on, leap­ing and strik­ing at the ed­dy­ing in­sect. Sud­denly he trod on noth­ing, and fell head­long.

			There was a gap in his sen­sa­tions, and Hap­ley found him­self sit­ting on the heap of flints in front of the open­ing of the chalk-pits, with a leg twis­ted back un­der him. The strange moth was still flut­ter­ing round his head. He struck at it with his hand, and turn­ing his head saw two men ap­proach­ing him. One was the vil­lage doc­tor. It oc­curred to Hap­ley that this was lucky. Then it came in­to his mind with ex­traordin­ary vivid­ness, that no one would ever be able to see the strange moth ex­cept him­self, and that it be­hoved him to keep si­lent about it.

			Late that night, how­ever, after his broken leg was set, he was fe­ver­ish and for­got his self-re­straint. He was ly­ing flat on his bed, and he began to run his eyes round the room to see if the moth was still about. He tried not to do this, but it was no good. He soon caught sight of the thing rest­ing close to his hand, by the night-light, on the green table­cloth. The wings quivered. With a sud­den wave of an­ger he smote at it with his fist, and the nurse woke up with a shriek. He had missed it.

			“That moth!” he said; and then, “It was fancy. Noth­ing!”

			All the time he could see quite clearly the in­sect go­ing round the cor­nice and dart­ing across the room, and he could also see that the nurse saw noth­ing of it and looked at him strangely. He must keep him­self in hand. He knew he was a lost man if he did not keep him­self in hand. But as the night waned the fever grew upon him, and the very dread he had of see­ing the moth made him see it. About five, just as the dawn was grey, he tried to get out of bed and catch it, though his leg was afire with pain. The nurse had to struggle with him.

			On ac­count of this, they tied him down to the bed. At this the moth grew bolder, and once he felt it settle in his hair. Then, be­cause he struck out vi­ol­ently with his arms, they tied these also. At this the moth came and crawled over his face, and Hap­ley wept, swore, screamed, prayed for them to take it off him, un­avail­ingly.

			The doc­tor was a block­head, a just-qual­i­fied gen­er­al prac­ti­tion­er, and quite ig­nor­ant of men­tal sci­ence. He simply said there was no moth. Had he pos­sessed the wit, he might still, per­haps, have saved Hap­ley from his fate by en­ter­ing in­to his de­lu­sion, and cov­er­ing his face with gauze, as he prayed might be done. But, as I say, the doc­tor was a block­head, and un­til the leg was healed Hap­ley was kept tied to his bed, and with the ima­gin­ary moth crawl­ing over him. It nev­er left him while he was awake and it grew to a mon­ster in his dreams. While he was awake he longed for sleep, and from sleep he awoke scream­ing.

			So now Hap­ley is spend­ing the re­mainder of his days in a pad­ded room, wor­ried by a moth that no one else can see. The asylum doc­tor calls it hal­lu­cin­a­tion; but Hap­ley, when he is in his easi­er mood, and can talk, says it is the ghost of Paw­kins, and con­sequently a unique spe­ci­men and well worth the trouble of catch­ing.

		
	
		
			The Remarkable Case of Davidson’s Eyes

			
				I

				The trans­it­ory men­tal ab­er­ra­tion of Sid­ney Dav­id­son, re­mark­able enough in it­self, is still more re­mark­able if Wade’s ex­plan­a­tion is to be cred­ited. It sets one dream­ing of the oddest pos­sib­il­it­ies of in­ter­com­mu­nic­a­tion in the fu­ture, of spend­ing an in­ter­cal­ary five minutes on the oth­er side of the world, or be­ing watched in our most secret op­er­a­tions by un­sus­pec­ted eyes. It happened that I was the im­me­di­ate wit­ness of Dav­id­son’s seizure, and so it falls nat­ur­ally to me to put the story upon pa­per.

				When I say that I was the im­me­di­ate wit­ness of his seizure, I mean that I was the first on the scene. The thing happened at the Har­low Tech­nic­al Col­lege, just bey­ond the Highg­ate Arch­way. He was alone in the lar­ger labor­at­ory when the thing happened. I was in a smal­ler room, where the bal­ances are, writ­ing up some notes. The thun­der­storm had com­pletely up­set my work, of course. It was just after one of the louder peals that I thought I heard some glass smash in the oth­er room. I stopped writ­ing, and turned round to listen. For a mo­ment I heard noth­ing; the hail was play­ing the dev­il’s tat­too on the cor­rug­ated zinc of the roof. Then came an­oth­er sound, a smash—no doubt of it this time. Some­thing heavy had been knocked off the bench. I jumped up at once and went and opened the door lead­ing in­to the big labor­at­ory.

				I was sur­prised to hear a queer sort of laugh, and saw Dav­id­son stand­ing un­stead­ily in the middle of the room, with a dazzled look on his face. My first im­pres­sion was that he was drunk. He did not no­tice me. He was claw­ing out at some­thing in­vis­ible a yard in front of his face. He put out his hand, slowly, rather hes­it­at­ingly, and then clutched noth­ing. “What’s come to it?” he said. He held up his hands to his face, fin­gers spread out. “Great Scott!” he said. The thing happened three or four years ago, when every­one swore by that per­son­age. Then he began rais­ing his feet clum­sily, as though he had ex­pec­ted to find them glued to the floor.

				“Dav­id­son!” cried I. “What’s the mat­ter with you?” He turned round in my dir­ec­tion and looked about for me. He looked over me and at me and on either side of me, without the slight­est sign of see­ing me. “Waves,” he said; “and a re­mark­ably neat schoon­er. I’d swear that was Bel­low’s voice. Hullo!” He shouted sud­denly at the top of his voice.

				I thought he was up to some fool­ery. Then I saw littered about his feet the shattered re­mains of the best of our elec­tro­met­ers. “What’s up, man?” said I. “You’ve smashed the elec­tro­met­er!”

				“Bel­lows again!” said he. “Friends left, if my hands are gone. Some­thing about elec­tro­met­ers. Which way are you, Bel­lows?” He sud­denly came stag­ger­ing to­wards me. “The damned stuff cuts like but­ter,” he said. He walked straight in­to the bench and re­coiled. “None so but­tery that!” he said, and stood sway­ing.

				I felt scared. “Dav­id­son,” said I, “what on earth’s come over you?”

				He looked round him in every dir­ec­tion. “I could swear that was Bel­lows. Why don’t you show your­self like a man, Bel­lows?”

				It oc­curred to me that he must be sud­denly struck blind. I walked round the table and laid my hand upon his arm. I nev­er saw a man more startled in my life. He jumped away from me, and came round in­to an at­ti­tude of self-de­fence, his face fairly dis­tor­ted with ter­ror. “Good God!” he cried. “What was that?”

				“It’s I—Bel­lows. Con­found it, Dav­id­son!”

				He jumped when I answered him and stared—how can I ex­press it?—right through me. He began talk­ing, not to me, but to him­self. “Here in broad day­light on a clear beach. Not a place to hide in.” He looked about him wildly. “Here! I’m off.” He sud­denly turned and ran head­long in­to the big elec­tro­mag­net—so vi­ol­ently that, as we found af­ter­wards, he bruised his shoulder and jawbone cruelly. At that he stepped back a pace, and cried out with al­most a whim­per, “What, in Heav­en’s name, has come over me?” He stood, blanched with ter­ror and trem­bling vi­ol­ently, with his right arm clutch­ing his left, where that had col­lided with the mag­net.

				By that time I was ex­cited and fairly scared. “Dav­id­son,” said I, “don’t be afraid.”

				He was startled at my voice, but not so ex­cess­ively as be­fore. I re­peated my words in as clear and as firm a tone as I could as­sume. “Bel­lows,” he said, “is that you?”

				“Can’t you see it’s me?”

				He laughed. “I can’t even see it’s my­self. Where the dev­il are we?”

				“Here,” said I, “in the labor­at­ory.”

				“The labor­at­ory!” he answered in a puzzled tone, and put his hand to his fore­head. “I was in the labor­at­ory—till that flash came, but I’m hanged if I’m there now. What ship is that?”

				“There’s no ship,” said I. “Do be sens­ible, old chap.”

				“No ship!” he re­peated, and seemed to for­get my deni­al forth­with. “I sup­pose,” said he slowly, “we’re both dead. But the rummy part is I feel just as though I still had a body. Don’t get used to it all at once, I sup­pose. The old shop was struck by light­ning, I sup­pose. Jolly quick thing, Bel­lows—eigh?”

				“Don’t talk non­sense. You’re very much alive. You are in the labor­at­ory, blun­der­ing about. You’ve just smashed a new elec­tro­met­er. I don’t envy you when Boyce ar­rives.”

				He stared away from me to­wards the dia­grams of cryo­hydrates. “I must be deaf,” said he. “They’ve fired a gun, for there goes the puff of smoke, and I nev­er heard a sound.”

				I put my hand on his arm again, and this time he was less alarmed. “We seem to have a sort of in­vis­ible bod­ies,” said he. “By Jove! there’s a boat com­ing round the head­land. It’s very much like the old life after all—in a dif­fer­ent cli­mate.”

				I shook his arm. “Dav­id­son,” I cried, “wake up!”

			
			
				II

				It was just then that Boyce came in. So soon as he spoke Dav­id­son ex­claimed: “Old Boyce! Dead too! What a lark!” I hastened to ex­plain that Dav­id­son was in a kind of somn­am­bu­list­ic trance. Boyce was in­ter­ested at once. We both did all we could to rouse the fel­low out of his ex­traordin­ary state. He answered our ques­tions, and asked us some of his own, but his at­ten­tion seemed dis­trac­ted by his hal­lu­cin­a­tion about a beach and a ship. He kept in­ter­pol­at­ing ob­ser­va­tions con­cern­ing some boat and the dav­its, and sails filling with the wind. It made one feel queer, in the dusky labor­at­ory, to hear him say­ing such things.

				He was blind and help­less. We had to walk him down the pas­sage, one at each el­bow, to Boyce’s private room, and while Boyce talked to him there, and hu­moured him about this ship idea, I went along the cor­ridor and asked old Wade to come and look at him. The voice of our Dean sobered him a little, but not very much. He asked where his hands were, and why he had to walk about up to his waist in the ground. Wade thought over him a long time—you know how he knits his brows—and then made him feel the couch, guid­ing his hands to it. “That’s a couch,” said Wade. “The couch in the private room of Pro­fess­or Boyce. Horse­hair stuff­ing.”

				Dav­id­son felt about, and puzzled over it, and answered presently that he could feel it all right, but he couldn’t see it.

				“What do you see?” asked Wade. Dav­id­son said he could see noth­ing but a lot of sand and broken-up shells. Wade gave him some oth­er things to feel, telling him what they were, and watch­ing him keenly.

				“The ship is al­most hull down,” said Dav­id­son presently, apro­pos of noth­ing.

				“Nev­er mind the ship,” said Wade. “Listen to me, Dav­id­son. Do you know what hal­lu­cin­a­tion means?”

				“Rather,” said Dav­id­son.

				“Well, everything you see is hal­lu­cin­at­ory.”

				“Bish­op Berke­ley,” said Dav­id­son.

				“Don’t mis­take me,” said Wade. “You are alive and in this room of Boyce’s. But some­thing has happened to your eyes. You can­not see; you can feel and hear, but not see. Do you fol­low me?”

				“It seems to me that I see too much.” Dav­id­son rubbed his knuckles in­to his eyes. “Well?” he said.

				“That’s all. Don’t let it per­plex you. Bel­lows here and I will take you home in a cab.”

				“Wait a bit.” Dav­id­son thought. “Help me to sit down,” said he presently; “and now—I’m sorry to trouble you—but will you tell me all that over again?”

				Wade re­peated it very pa­tiently. Dav­id­son shut his eyes, and pressed his hands upon his fore­head. “Yes,” said he. “It’s quite right. Now my eyes are shut I know you’re right. That’s you, Bel­lows, sit­ting by me on the couch. I’m in Eng­land again. And we’re in the dark.”

				Then he opened his eyes. “And there,” said he, “is the sun just rising, and the yards of the ship, and a tumbled sea, and a couple of birds fly­ing. I nev­er saw any­thing so real. And I’m sit­ting up to my neck in a bank of sand.”

				He bent for­ward and covered his face with his hands. Then he opened his eyes again. “Dark sea and sun­rise! And yet I’m sit­ting on a sofa in old Boyce’s room! … God help me!”

			
			
				III

				That was the be­gin­ning. For three weeks this strange af­fec­tion of Dav­id­son’s eyes con­tin­ued un­abated. It was far worse than be­ing blind. He was ab­so­lutely help­less, and had to be fed like a newly-hatched bird, and led about and un­dressed. If he at­temp­ted to move, he fell over things or struck him­self against walls or doors. After a day or so he got used to hear­ing our voices without see­ing us, and will­ingly ad­mit­ted he was at home, and that Wade was right in what he told him. My sis­ter, to whom he was en­gaged, in­sisted on com­ing to see him, and would sit for hours every day while he talked about this beach of his. Hold­ing her hand seemed to com­fort him im­mensely. He ex­plained that when we left the Col­lege and drove home—he lived in Hamp­stead vil­lage—it ap­peared to him as if we drove right through a sandhill—it was per­fectly black un­til he emerged again—and through rocks and trees and sol­id obstacles, and when he was taken to his own room it made him giddy and al­most frantic with the fear of fall­ing, be­cause go­ing up­stairs seemed to lift him thirty or forty feet above the rocks of his ima­gin­ary is­land. He kept say­ing he should smash all the eggs. The end was that he had to be taken down in­to his fath­er’s con­sult­ing room and laid upon a couch that stood there.

				He de­scribed the is­land as be­ing a bleak kind of place on the whole, with very little ve­get­a­tion, ex­cept some peaty stuff, and a lot of bare rock. There were mul­ti­tudes of pen­guins, and they made the rocks white and dis­agree­able to see. The sea was of­ten rough, and once there was a thun­der­storm, and he lay and shouted at the si­lent flashes. Once or twice seals pulled up on the beach, but only on the first two or three days. He said it was very funny the way in which the pen­guins used to waddle right through him, and how he seemed to lie among them without dis­turb­ing them.

				I re­mem­ber one odd thing, and that was when he wanted very badly to smoke. We put a pipe in his hands—he al­most poked his eye out with it—and lit it. But he couldn’t taste any­thing. I’ve since found it’s the same with me—I don’t know if it’s the usu­al case—that I can­not en­joy to­bacco at all un­less I can see the smoke.

				But the queerest part of his vis­ion came when Wade sent him out in a Bath-chair to get fresh air. The Dav­id­sons hired a chair, and got that deaf and ob­stin­ate de­pend­ant of theirs, Widgery, to at­tend to it. Widgery’s ideas of healthy ex­ped­i­tions were pe­cu­li­ar. My sis­ter, who had been to the Dogs’ Home, met them in Cam­den Town, to­wards King’s Cross, Widgery trot­ting along com­pla­cently, and Dav­id­son, evid­ently most dis­tressed, try­ing in his feeble, blind way to at­tract Widgery’s at­ten­tion.

				He pos­it­ively wept when my sis­ter spoke to him. “Oh, get me out of this hor­rible dark­ness!” he said, feel­ing for her hand. “I must get out of it, or I shall die.” He was quite in­cap­able of ex­plain­ing what was the mat­ter, but my sis­ter de­cided he must go home, and presently, as they went up­hill to­wards Hamp­stead, the hor­ror seemed to drop from him. He said it was good to see the stars again, though it was then about noon and a blaz­ing day.

				“It seemed,” he told me af­ter­wards, “as if I was be­ing car­ried ir­res­ist­ibly to­wards the wa­ter. I was not very much alarmed at first. Of course it was night there—a lovely night.”

				“Of course?” I asked, for that struck me as odd.

				“Of course,” said he. “It’s al­ways night there when it is day here … Well, we went right in­to the wa­ter, which was calm and shin­ing un­der the moon­light—just a broad swell that seemed to grow broad­er and flat­ter as I came down in­to it. The sur­face glistened just like a skin—it might have been empty space un­der­neath for all I could tell to the con­trary. Very slowly, for I rode slant­ing in­to it, the wa­ter crept up to my eyes. Then I went un­der and the skin seemed to break and heal again about my eyes. The moon gave a jump up in the sky and grew green and dim, and fish, faintly glow­ing, came dart­ing round me—and things that seemed made of lu­min­ous glass; and I passed through a tangle of sea­weeds that shone with an oily lustre. And so I drove down in­to the sea, and the stars went out one by one, and the moon grew green­er and dark­er, and the sea­weed be­came a lu­min­ous purple-red. It was all very faint and mys­ter­i­ous, and everything seemed to quiver. And all the while I could hear the wheels of the Bath-chair creak­ing, and the foot­steps of people go­ing by, and a man in the dis­tance selling the spe­cial Pall Mall.

				“I kept sink­ing down deep­er and deep­er in­to the wa­ter. It be­came inky black about me, not a ray from above came down in­to that dark­ness, and the phos­phor­es­cent things grew bright­er and bright­er. The snaky branches of the deep­er weeds flickered like the flames of spir­it-lamps; but, after a time, there were no more weeds. The fishes came star­ing and gap­ing to­wards me, and in­to me and through me. I nev­er ima­gined such fishes be­fore. They had lines of fire along the sides of them as though they had been out­lined with a lu­min­ous pen­cil. And there was a ghastly thing swim­ming back­wards with a lot of twin­ing arms. And then I saw, com­ing very slowly to­wards me through the gloom, a hazy mass of light that re­solved it­self as it drew near­er in­to mul­ti­tudes of fishes, strug­gling and dart­ing round some­thing that drif­ted. I drove on straight to­wards it, and presently I saw in the midst of the tu­mult, and by the light of the fish, a bit of splintered spar loom­ing over me, and a dark hull tilt­ing over, and some glow­ing phos­phor­es­cent forms that were shaken and writhed as the fish bit at them. Then it was I began to try to at­tract Widgery’s at­ten­tion. A hor­ror came upon me. Ugh! I should have driv­en right in­to those half-eaten—things. If your sis­ter had not come! They had great holes in them, Bel­lows, and … Nev­er mind. But it was ghastly!”

			
			
				IV

				For three weeks Dav­id­son re­mained in this sin­gu­lar state, see­ing what at the time we ima­gined was an al­to­geth­er phant­as­mal world, and stone blind to the world around him. Then, one Tues­day, when I called I met old Dav­id­son in the pas­sage. “He can see his thumb!” the old gen­tle­man said, in a per­fect trans­port. He was strug­gling in­to his over­coat. “He can see his thumb, Bel­lows!” he said, with the tears in his eyes. “The lad will be all right yet.”

				I rushed in to Dav­id­son. He was hold­ing up a little book be­fore his face, and look­ing at it and laugh­ing in a weak kind of way.

				“It’s amaz­ing,” said he. “There’s a kind of patch come there.” He poin­ted with his fin­ger. “I’m on the rocks as usu­al, and the pen­guins are stag­ger­ing and flap­ping about as usu­al, and there’s been a whale show­ing every now and then, but it’s got too dark now to make him out. But put some­thing there, and I see it—I do see it. It’s very dim and broken in places, but I see it all the same, like a faint spectre of it­self. I found it out this morn­ing while they were dress­ing me. It’s like a hole in this in­fernal phantom world. Just put your hand by mine. No—not there. Ah! Yes! I see it. The base of your thumb and a bit of cuff! It looks like the ghost of a bit of your hand stick­ing out of the dark­ling sky. Just by it there’s a group of stars like a cross com­ing out.”

				From that time Dav­id­son began to mend. His ac­count of the change, like his ac­count of the vis­ion, was oddly con­vin­cing. Over patches of his field of vis­ion, the phantom world grew faint­er, grew trans­par­ent, as it were, and through these trans­lu­cent gaps he began to see dimly the real world about him. The patches grew in size and num­ber, ran to­geth­er and spread un­til only here and there were blind spots left upon his eyes. He was able to get up and steer him­self about, feed him­self once more, read, smoke, and be­have like an or­din­ary cit­izen again. At first it was very con­fus­ing to him to have these two pic­tures over­lap­ping each oth­er like the chan­ging views of a lan­tern, but in a little while he began to dis­tin­guish the real from the il­lus­ory.

				At first he was un­feign­edly glad, and seemed only too anxious to com­plete his cure by tak­ing ex­er­cise and ton­ics. But as that odd is­land of his began to fade away from him, he be­came queerly in­ter­ested in it. He wanted par­tic­u­larly to go down in­to the deep sea again, and would spend half his time wan­der­ing about the low-ly­ing parts of Lon­don, try­ing to find the wa­ter­logged wreck he had seen drift­ing. The glare of real day­light very soon im­pressed him so vividly as to blot out everything of his shad­owy world, but of a night­time, in a darkened room, he could still see the white-splashed rocks of the is­land, and the clumsy pen­guins stag­ger­ing to and fro. But even these grew faint­er and faint­er, and, at last, soon after he mar­ried my sis­ter, he saw them for the last time.

			
			
				V

				And now to tell of the queerest thing of all. About two years after his cure I dined with the Dav­id­sons, and after din­ner a man named Atkins called in. He is a lieu­ten­ant in the Roy­al Navy, and a pleas­ant, talk­at­ive man. He was on friendly terms with my broth­er-in-law, and was soon on friendly terms with me. It came out that he was en­gaged to Dav­id­son’s cous­in, and in­cid­ent­ally he took out a kind of pock­et pho­to­graph case to show us a new ren­der­ing of his fiancé. “And, by the by,” said he, “here’s the old Ful­mar.”

				Dav­id­son looked at it cas­u­ally. Then sud­denly his face lit up. “Good heav­ens!” said he. “I could al­most swear—”

				“What?” said Atkins.

				“That I had seen that ship be­fore.”

				“Don’t see how you can have. She hasn’t been out of the South Seas for six years, and be­fore then—”

				“But,” began Dav­id­son, and then, “Yes—that’s the ship I dreamt of; I’m sure that’s the ship I dreamt of. She was stand­ing off an is­land that swarmed with pen­guins, and she fired a gun.”

				“Good Lord!” said Atkins, who had now heard the par­tic­u­lars of the seizure. “How the deuce could you dream that?”

				And then, bit by bit, it came out that on the very day Dav­id­son was seized, H.M.S. Ful­mar had ac­tu­ally been off a little rock to the south of An­ti­podes Is­land. A boat had landed overnight to get pen­guins’ eggs, had been delayed, and a thun­der­storm drift­ing up, the boat’s crew had waited un­til the morn­ing be­fore re­join­ing the ship. Atkins had been one of them, and he cor­rob­or­ated, word for word, the de­scrip­tions Dav­id­son had giv­en of the is­land and the boat. There is not the slight­est doubt in any of our minds that Dav­id­son has really seen the place. In some un­ac­count­able way, while he moved hith­er and thith­er in Lon­don, his sight moved hith­er and thith­er in a man­ner that cor­res­pon­ded, about this dis­tant is­land. How is ab­so­lutely a mys­tery.

				That com­pletes the re­mark­able story of Dav­id­son’s eyes. It’s per­haps the best au­then­tic­ated case in ex­ist­ence of real vis­ion at a dis­tance. Ex­plan­a­tion there is none forth­com­ing, ex­cept what Pro­fess­or Wade has thrown out. But his ex­plan­a­tion in­vokes the Fourth Di­men­sion, and a dis­ser­ta­tion on the­or­et­ic­al kinds of space. To talk of there be­ing “a kink in space” seems mere non­sense to me; it may be be­cause I am no math­em­atician. When I said that noth­ing would al­ter the fact that the place is eight thou­sand miles away, he answered that two points might be a yard away on a sheet of pa­per, and yet be brought to­geth­er by bend­ing the pa­per round. The read­er may grasp his ar­gu­ment, but I cer­tainly do not. His idea seems to be that Dav­id­son, stoop­ing between the poles of the big elec­tro­mag­net, had some ex­traordin­ary twist giv­en to his ret­in­al ele­ments through the sud­den change in the field of force due to the light­ning.

				He thinks, as a con­sequence of this, that it may be pos­sible to live visu­ally in one part of the world, while one lives bod­ily in an­oth­er. He has even made some ex­per­i­ments in sup­port of his views; but, so far, he has simply suc­ceeded in blind­ing a few dogs. I be­lieve that is the net res­ult of his work, though I have not seen him for some weeks. Lat­terly I have been so busy with my work in con­nec­tion with the Saint Pan­cras in­stall­a­tion that I have had little op­por­tun­ity of call­ing to see him. But the whole of his the­ory seems fant­ast­ic to me. The facts con­cern­ing Dav­id­son stand on an al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent foot­ing, and I can testi­fy per­son­ally to the ac­cur­acy of every de­tail I have giv­en.

			
		
	
		
			A Catastrophe

			The little shop was not pay­ing. The real­isa­tion came in­sens­ibly. Winslow was not the man for def­in­ite ad­di­tion and sub­trac­tion and sud­den dis­cov­ery. He be­came aware of the truth in his mind gradu­ally, as though it had al­ways been there. A lot of facts had con­verged and led him there. There was that line of cre­tonnes—four half-pieces—un­touched, save for half a yard sold to cov­er a stool. There were those shirt­ings at 4¾d.—Bander­snatch, in the Broad­way, was selling them at 2¾d.—un­der cost, in fact. (Surely Bander­snatch might let a man live!) Those ser­vants’ caps, a selling line, needed re­plen­ish­ing, and that brought back the memory of Winslow’s sole whole­sale deal­ers, Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab. Why! how about their ac­count?

			Winslow stood with a big green box open on the counter be­fore him when he thought of it. His pale grey eyes grew a little round­er; his pale, strag­gling mous­tache twitched. He had been drift­ing along, day after day. He went round to the ram­shackle cash-desk in the corner—it was Winslow’s weak­ness to sell his goods over the counter, give his cus­tom­ers a du­plic­ate bill, and then dodge in­to the desk to re­ceive the money, as though he doubted his own hon­esty. His lank fore­finger, with the prom­in­ent joints, ran down the bright little cal­en­dar (“Clack’s Cot­tons last for All Time”). “One—two—three; three weeks an’ a day!” said Winslow, star­ing. “March! Only three weeks and a day. It can’t be.”

			“Tea, dear,” said Mrs. Winslow, open­ing the door with the glass win­dow and the white blind that com­mu­nic­ated with the par­lour.

			“One minute,” said Winslow, and began un­lock­ing the desk.

			An ir­rit­able old gen­tle­man, very hot and red about the face, and in a heavy fur-lined cloak, came in nois­ily. Mrs. Winslow van­ished.

			“Ugh!” said the old gen­tle­man. “Pock­et-handker­chief.”

			“Yes, sir,” said Winslow. “About what price—”

			“Ugh!” said the old gen­tle­man. “Pog­git-handker­chief, quig!”

			Winslow began to feel flustered. He pro­duced two boxes.

			“These, sir”—began Winslow.

			“Sheed tin!” said the old gen­tle­man, clutch­ing the stiff­ness of the lin­en. “Wad to blow my nose—not hag­git about.”

			“A cot­ton one, p’raps, sir?” said Winslow.

			“How much?” said the old gen­tle­man over the handker­chief.

			“Sev­en­pence, sir. There’s noth­ing more I can show you? No ties, braces—?”

			“Damn!” said the old gen­tle­man, fum­bling in his tick­et-pock­et, and fi­nally pro­du­cing half a crown. Winslow looked round for his little metal­lic du­plic­ate-book which he kept in vari­ous fix­tures, ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances, and then he caught the old gen­tle­man’s eye. He went straight to the desk at once and got the change, with an en­tire dis­reg­ard of the routine of the shop.

			Winslow was al­ways more or less ex­cited by a cus­tom­er. But the open desk re­minded him of his trouble. It did not come back to him all at once. He heard a fin­ger­nail softly tap­ping on the glass, and, look­ing up, saw Min­nie’s eyes over the blind. It seemed like re­treat open­ing. He shut and locked the desk, and went in­to the little room to tea.

			But he was pre­oc­cu­pied. Three weeks and a day! He took un­usu­ally large bites of his bread and but­ter, and stared hard at the little pot of jam. He answered Min­nie’s con­ver­sa­tion­al ad­vances dis­trac­tedly. The shad­ow of Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab lay upon the tea-table. He was strug­gling with this new idea of fail­ure, the tan­gible real­isa­tion, that was tak­ing shape and sub­stance, con­dens­ing, as it were, out of the misty un­eas­i­ness of many days. At present it was simply one con­crete fact; there were thirty-nine pounds left in the bank, and that day three weeks Messrs. Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab, those en­ter­pris­ing out­fit­ters of young men, would de­mand their eighty pounds.

			After tea there was a cus­tom­er or so—little pur­chases: some muslin and buck­ram, dress-pro­tect­ors, tape, and a pair of Lisle hose. Then, know­ing that Black Care was lurk­ing in the dusky corners of the shop, he lit the three lamps early and set to, re­fold­ing his cot­ton prints, the most vig­or­ous and least med­it­at­ive pro­ceed­ing of which he could think. He could see Min­nie’s shad­ow in the oth­er room as she moved about the table. She was busy turn­ing an old dress. He had a walk after sup­per, looked in at the Y.M.C.A., but found no one to talk to, and fi­nally went to bed. Min­nie was already there. And there, too, wait­ing for him, nudging him gently, un­til about mid­night he was hope­lessly awake, sat Black Care.

			He had had one or two nights lately in that com­pany, but this was much worse. First came Messrs. Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab, and their de­mand for eighty pounds—an enorm­ous sum when your ori­gin­al cap­it­al was only a hun­dred and sev­enty. They camped, as it were, be­fore him, sat down and be­lea­guered him. He clutched feebly at the cir­cum­am­bi­ent dark­ness for ex­pedi­ents. Sup­pose he had a sale, sold things for al­most any­thing? He tried to ima­gine a sale mi­ra­cu­lously suc­cess­ful in some un­ex­pec­ted man­ner, and mildly prof­it­able, in spite of re­duc­tions be­low cost. Then Bander­snatch Lim­ited, 101, 102, 103, 105, 106, 107 Broad­way, joined the siege, a long cater­pil­lar of front­age, a bat­tery of shop fronts, wherein things were sold at a farth­ing above cost. How could he fight such an es­tab­lish­ment? Be­sides, what had he to sell? He began to re­view his re­sources. What tak­ing line was there to bait the sale? Then straight­way came those pieces of cre­tonne, yel­low and black, with a blu­ish-green flower; those dis­cred­ited skirt­ings, prints without buoy­ancy, skir­mish­ing hab­er­dash­ery, some des­pair­ful four-but­ton gloves by an in­feri­or maker—a hope­less crew. And that was his force against Bander­snatch, Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab, and the piti­less world be­hind them. Whatever had made him think a mor­tal would buy such things? Why had he bought this and neg­lected that? He sud­denly real­ised the in­tens­ity of his hatred for Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab’s sales­man. Then he drove to­wards an agony of self-re­proach. He had spent too much on that cash-desk. What real need was there of a desk? He saw his van­ity of that desk in a lur­id glow of self-dis­cov­ery. And the lamps? Five pounds! Then sud­denly, with what was al­most phys­ic­al pain, he re­membered the rent.

			He groaned and turned over. And there, dim in the dark­ness, was the hum­mock of Mrs. Winslow’s shoulders. That set him off in an­oth­er dir­ec­tion. He be­came acutely sens­ible of Min­nie’s want of feel­ing. Here he was, wor­ried to death about busi­ness, and she sleep­ing like a little child. He re­gret­ted hav­ing mar­ried, with that in­fin­ite bit­ter­ness that only comes to the hu­man heart in the small hours of the morn­ing. That hum­mock of white seemed ab­so­lutely without help­ful­ness, a bur­den, a re­spons­ib­il­ity. What fools men were to marry! Min­nie’s in­ert re­pose ir­rit­ated him so much that he was al­most pro­voked to wake her up and tell her that they were “Ruined.” She would have to go back to her uncle; her uncle had al­ways been against him: and as for his own fu­ture, Winslow was ex­ceed­ingly un­cer­tain. A shop as­sist­ant who has once set up for him­self finds the ut­most dif­fi­culty in get­ting in­to a situ­ation again. He began to fig­ure him­self “crib-hunt­ing” again, go­ing from this whole­sale house to that, writ­ing in­nu­mer­able let­ters. How he hated writ­ing let­ters! “Sir—Re­fer­ring to your ad­vert­ise­ment in the Chris­ti­an World.” He be­held an in­fin­ite vista of dis­com­fort and dis­ap­point­ment, end­ing—in a gulf.

			He dressed, yawn­ing, and went down to open the shop. He felt tired be­fore the day began. As he car­ried the shut­ters in, he kept ask­ing him­self what good he was do­ing. The end was in­ev­it­able, wheth­er he bothered or not. The clear day­light smote in­to the place, and showed how old and rough and splintered was the floor, how shabby the second­hand counter, how hope­less the whole en­ter­prise. He had been dream­ing these past six months of a bright little shop, of a happy couple, of a mod­est but comely profit flow­ing in. He had sud­denly awakened from his dream. The braid that bound his de­cent black coat—it was a little loose—caught against the catch of the shop door, and was torn loose. This sud­denly turned his wretched­ness to wrath. He stood quiv­er­ing for a mo­ment, then, with a spite­ful clutch, tore the braid looser, and went in to Min­nie.

			“Here,” he said, with in­fin­ite re­proach; “look here! You might look after a chap a bit.”

			“I didn’t see it was torn,” said Min­nie.

			“You nev­er do,” said Winslow, with gross in­justice, “un­til things are too late.”

			Min­nie looked sud­denly at his face. “I’ll sew it now, Sid, if you like.”

			“Let’s have break­fast first,” said Winslow, “and do things at their prop­er time.”

			He was pre­oc­cu­pied at break­fast, and Min­nie watched him anxiously. His only re­mark was to de­clare his egg a bad one. It wasn’t; it was a little fla­voury—be­ing one of those at fif­teen a shil­ling—but quite nice. He pushed it away from him, and then, hav­ing eaten a slice of bread and but­ter, ad­mit­ted him­self in the wrong by re­sum­ing the egg.

			“Sid,” said Min­nie, as he stood up to go in­to the shop again, “you’re not well.”

			“I’m well enough.” He looked at her as though he hated her.

			“Then there’s some­thing else the mat­ter. You aren’t angry with me, Sid, are you, about that braid? Do tell me what’s the mat­ter. You were just like this at tea yes­ter­day, and at sup­per­time. It wasn’t the braid then.”

			“And I’m likely to be.”

			She looked in­ter­rog­a­tion. “Oh, what is the mat­ter?” she said.

			It was too good a chance to miss, and he brought the evil news out with dra­mat­ic force. “Mat­ter?” he said. “I done my best, and here we are. That’s the mat­ter! If I can’t pay Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab eighty pounds, this day three week”—Pause. “We shall be sold up! Sold up! That’s the mat­ter, Min! Sold up!”

			“Oh, Sid!” began Min­nie.

			He slammed the door. For the mo­ment he felt re­lieved of at least half his misery. He began dust­ing boxes that did not re­quire dust­ing, and then reb­locked a cre­tonne already fault­lessly blocked. He was in a state of grim wretched­ness; a mar­tyr un­der the har­row of fate. At any rate, it should not be said he failed for want of in­dustry. And how he had planned and con­trived and worked! All to this end! He felt hor­rible doubts. Provid­ence and Bander­snatch—surely they were in­com­pat­ible! Per­haps he was be­ing “tried”? That sent him off upon a new tack, a very com­fort­ing one. That mar­tyr pose, the gold-in-the-fur­nace at­ti­tude, las­ted all the morn­ing.

			At din­ner—“potato pie”—he looked up sud­denly, and saw Min­nie’s face re­gard­ing him. Pale she looked, and a little red about the eyes. Some­thing caught him sud­denly with a queer ef­fect upon his throat. All his thoughts seemed to wheel round in­to quite a new dir­ec­tion.

			He pushed back his plate and stared at her blankly. Then he got up, went round the table to her—she star­ing at him. He dropped on his knees be­side her without a word. “Oh, Min­nie!” he said, and sud­denly she knew it was peace, and put her arms about him, as he began to sob and weep.

			He cried like a little boy, slob­ber­ing on her shoulder that he was a knave to have mar­ried her and brought her to this, that he hadn’t the wits to be trus­ted with a penny, that it was all his fault, that he “had hoped so”—end­ing in a howl. And she, cry­ing gently her­self, pat­ting his shoulders, said “Ssh!” softly to his noisy weep­ing, and so soothed the out­break. Then sud­denly the crazy little bell upon the shop door began, and Winslow had to jump to his feet, and be a man again.

			After that scene they “talked it over” at tea, at sup­per, in bed, at every pos­sible in­ter­val in between, sol­emnly—quite in­con­clus­ively—with set faces and eyes for the most part star­ing in front of them—and yet with a cer­tain mu­tu­al com­fort. “What to do I don’t know,” was Winslow’s main pro­pos­i­tion. Min­nie tried to take a cheer­ful view of ser­vice—with a prob­able baby. But she found she needed all her cour­age. And her uncle would help her again, per­haps, just at the crit­ic­al time. It didn’t do for folks to be too proud. Be­sides, “some­thing might hap­pen,” a fa­vour­ite for­mula with her.

			One hope­ful line was to an­ti­cip­ate a sud­den af­flux of cus­tom­ers. “Per­haps,” said Min­nie, “you might get to­geth­er fifty. They know you well enough to trust you a bit.” They de­bated that point. Once the pos­sib­il­ity of Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab giv­ing cred­it was ad­mit­ted, it was pleas­ant to be­gin sweat­ing the ac­cept­able min­im­um. For some half-hour over tea the second day after Winslow’s dis­cov­er­ies they were quite cheer­ful again, laugh­ing even at their ter­rif­ic fears. Even twenty pounds to go on with might be con­sidered enough. Then in some mys­ter­i­ous way the pleas­ant pro­spect of Messrs. Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab tem­per­ing the wind to the shorn re­tail­er van­ished—van­ished ab­so­lutely, and Winslow found him­self again in the pit of des­pair.

			He began look­ing about at the fur­niture, and won­der­ing idly what it would fetch. The chif­fonier was good, any­how, and there were Min­nie’s old plates that her moth­er used to have. Then he began to think of des­per­ate ex­pedi­ents for put­ting off the evil day. He had heard some­where of Bills of Sale—there was to his ears some­thing com­fort­ingly sub­stan­tial in the phrase. Then, why not “Go to the Moneylenders”?

			One cheer­ing thing happened on Thursday af­ter­noon; a little girl came in with a pat­tern of “print,” and he was able to match it. He had not been able to match any­thing out of his mea­gre stock be­fore. He went in and told Min­nie. The in­cid­ent is men­tioned lest the read­er should ima­gine it was uni­form des­pair with him.

			The next morn­ing, and the next, after the dis­cov­ery, Winslow opened shop late. When one has been awake most of the night, and has no hope, what is the good of get­ting up punc­tu­ally? But as he went in­to the dark shop on Fri­day he saw some­thing ly­ing on the floor, some­thing lit by the bright light that came un­der the ill-fit­ting door—a black ob­long. He stooped and picked up an en­vel­ope with a deep mourn­ing edge. It was ad­dressed to his wife. Clearly a death in her fam­ily—per­haps her uncle. He knew the man too well to have ex­pect­a­tions. And they would have to get mourn­ing and go to the fu­ner­al. The bru­tal cruelty of people dy­ing! He saw it all in a flash—he al­ways visu­al­ised his thoughts. Black trousers to get, black crape, black gloves—none in stock—the rail­way fares, the shop closed for the day.

			“I’m afraid there’s bad news, Min­nie,” he said.

			She was kneel­ing be­fore the fire­place, blow­ing the fire. She had her house­maid’s gloves on and the old coun­try sun­bon­net she wore of a morn­ing, to keep the dust out of her hair. She turned, saw the en­vel­ope, gave a gasp, and pressed two blood­less lips to­geth­er.

			“I’m afraid it’s uncle,” she said, hold­ing the let­ter and star­ing with eyes wide open in­to Winslow’s face. “It’s a strange hand!”

			“The post­mark’s Hull,” said Winslow.

			“The post­mark’s Hull.”

			Min­nie opened the let­ter slowly, drew it out, hes­it­ated, turned it over, saw the sig­na­ture. “It’s Mr. Speight!”

			“What does he say?” said Winslow.

			Min­nie began to read. “Oh!” she screamed. She dropped the let­ter, col­lapsed in­to a crouch­ing heap, her hands cov­er­ing her eyes. Winslow snatched at it. “A most ter­rible ac­ci­dent has oc­curred,” he read; “Mel­chi­or’s chim­ney fell down yes­ter­day even­ing right on the top of your uncle’s house, and every liv­ing soul was killed—your uncle, your cous­in Mary, Will and Ned, and the girl—every one of them, and smashed—you would hardly know them. I’m writ­ing to you to break the news be­fore you see it in the pa­pers”—The let­ter fluttered from Winslow’s fin­gers. He put out his hand against the man­tel to steady him­self.

			All of them dead! Then he saw, as in a vis­ion, a row of sev­en cot­tages, each let at sev­en shil­lings a week, a tim­ber yard, two vil­las, and the ru­ins—still mar­ket­able—of the avun­cu­lar res­id­ence. He tried to feel a sense of loss and could not. They were sure to have been left to Min­nie’s aunt. All dead! 7 × 7 × 52 ÷ 20 began in­sens­ibly to work it­self out in his mind, but dis­cip­line was ever weak in his men­tal arith­met­ic; fig­ures kept mov­ing from one line to an­oth­er, like chil­dren play­ing at Widdy, Widdy Way. Was it two hun­dred pounds about—or one hun­dred pounds? Presently he picked up the let­ter again, and fin­ish­ing read­ing it. “You be­ing the next of kin,” said Mr. Speight.

			“How aw­ful!” said Min­nie in a hor­ror-struck whis­per, and look­ing up at last. Winslow stared back at her, shak­ing his head sol­emnly. There were a thou­sand things run­ning through his mind, but none that, even to his dull sense, seemed ap­pro­pri­ate as a re­mark. “It was the Lord’s will,” he said at last.

			“It seems so very, very ter­rible,” said Min­nie; “auntie, dear auntie—Ted—poor, dear uncle—”

			“It was the Lord’s will, Min­nie,” said Winslow, with in­fin­ite feel­ing. A long si­lence.

			“Yes,” said Min­nie, very slowly, star­ing thought­fully at the crack­ling black pa­per in the grate. The fire had gone out. “Yes, per­haps it was the Lord’s will.”

			They looked gravely at one an­oth­er. Each would have been ter­ribly shocked at any men­tion of the prop­erty by the oth­er. She turned to the dark fire­place and began tear­ing up an old news­pa­per slowly. Whatever our losses may be, the world’s work still waits for us. Winslow gave a deep sigh and walked in a hushed man­ner to­wards the front door. As he opened it, a flood of sun­light came stream­ing in­to the dark shad­ows of the closed shop. Bander­snatch, Hel­ter, Skel­ter & Grab, had van­ished out of his mind like the mists be­fore the rising sun.

			Presently he was car­ry­ing in the shut­ters, and in the briskest way, the fire in the kit­chen was crack­ling ex­hil­ar­at­ingly, with a little sauce­pan wal­lop­ing above it, for Min­nie was boil­ing two eggs—one for her­self this morn­ing, as well as one for him—and Min­nie her­self was aud­ible, lay­ing break­fast with the greatest éclat. The blow was a sud­den and ter­rible one—but it be­hoves us to face such things bravely in this sad, un­ac­count­able world. It was quite mid­day be­fore either of them men­tioned the cot­tages.

		
	
		
			Pollock and the Porroh Man

			It was in a swampy vil­lage on the la­goon river be­hind the Turn­er Pen­in­sula that Pol­lock’s first en­counter with the Por­roh man oc­curred. The wo­men of that coun­try are fam­ous for their good looks—they are Gal­li­nas with a dash of European blood that dates from the days of Vasco de Gama and the Eng­lish slave-traders, and the Por­roh man, too, was pos­sibly in­spired by a faint Caucasi­an taint in his com­pos­i­tion. (It’s a curi­ous thing to think that some of us may have dis­tant cous­ins eat­ing men on Sherboro Is­land or raid­ing with the So­fas.) At any­r­ate, the Por­roh man stabbed the wo­man to the heart as though he had been a mere low-class Itali­an, and very nar­rowly missed Pol­lock. But Pol­lock, us­ing his re­volver to parry the light­ning stab which was aimed at his delt­oid muscle, sent the iron dag­ger fly­ing, and, fir­ing, hit the man in the hand.

			He fired again and missed, knock­ing a sud­den win­dow out of the wall of the hut. The Por­roh man stooped in the door­way, glan­cing un­der his arm at Pol­lock. Pol­lock caught a glimpse of his in­ver­ted face in the sun­light, and then the Eng­lish­man was alone, sick and trem­bling with the ex­cite­ment of the af­fair, in the twi­light of the place. It had all happened in less time than it takes to read about it.

			The wo­man was quite dead, and hav­ing as­cer­tained this, Pol­lock went to the en­trance of the hut and looked out. Things out­side were dazzling bright. Half a dozen of the port­ers of the ex­ped­i­tion were stand­ing up in a group near the green huts they oc­cu­pied, and star­ing to­wards him, won­der­ing what the shots might sig­ni­fy. Be­hind the little group of men was the broad stretch of black fet­id mud by the river, a green car­pet of rafts of pa­pyr­us and wa­ter-grass, and then the leaden wa­ter. The man­groves bey­ond the stream loomed in­dis­tinctly through the blue haze. There were no signs of ex­cite­ment in the squat vil­lage, whose fence was just vis­ible above the cane-grass.

			Pol­lock came out of the hut cau­tiously and walked to­wards the river, look­ing over his shoulder at in­ter­vals. But the Por­roh man had van­ished. Pol­lock clutched his re­volver nervously in his hand.

			One of his men came to meet him, and as he came, poin­ted to the bushes be­hind the hut in which the Por­roh man had dis­ap­peared. Pol­lock had an ir­rit­at­ing per­sua­sion of hav­ing made an ab­so­lute fool of him­self; he felt bit­ter, sav­age, at the turn things had taken. At the same time, he would have to tell Wa­ter­house—the mor­al, ex­em­plary, cau­tious Wa­ter­house—who would in­ev­it­ably take the mat­ter ser­i­ously. Pol­lock cursed bit­terly at his luck, at Wa­ter­house, and es­pe­cially at the West Coast of Africa. He felt con­sum­mately sick of the ex­ped­i­tion. And in the back of his mind all the time was a spec­u­lat­ive doubt where pre­cisely with­in the vis­ible ho­ri­zon the Por­roh man might be.

			It is per­haps rather shock­ing, but he was not at all up­set by the murder that had just happened. He had seen so much bru­tal­ity dur­ing the last three months, so many dead wo­men, burnt huts, dry­ing skel­et­ons, up the Kit­tam River in the wake of the Sofa cav­alry, that his senses were blun­ted. What dis­turbed him was the per­sua­sion that this busi­ness was only be­gin­ning.

			He swore sav­agely at the black, who ven­tured to ask a ques­tion, and went on in­to the tent un­der the or­ange-trees where Wa­ter­house was ly­ing, feel­ing ex­as­per­at­ingly like a boy go­ing in­to the head­mas­ter’s study.

			Wa­ter­house was still sleep­ing off the ef­fects of his last dose of chloro­dyne, and Pol­lock sat down on a pack­ing-case be­side him, and, light­ing his pipe, waited for him to awake. About him were scattered the pots and weapons Wa­ter­house had col­lec­ted from the Mendi people, and which he had been re­pack­ing for the ca­noe voy­age to Sulyma.

			Presently Wa­ter­house woke up, and after ju­di­cial stretch­ing, de­cided he was all right again. Pol­lock got him some tea. Over the tea the in­cid­ents of the af­ter­noon were de­scribed by Pol­lock, after some pre­lim­in­ary beat­ing about the bush. Wa­ter­house took the mat­ter even more ser­i­ously than Pol­lock had an­ti­cip­ated. He did not simply dis­ap­prove, he scol­ded, he in­sul­ted.

			“You’re one of those in­fernal fools who think a black man isn’t a hu­man be­ing,” he said. “I can’t be ill a day without you must get in­to some dirty scrape or oth­er. This is the third time in a month that you have come cross­ways-on with a nat­ive, and this time you’re in for it with a ven­geance. Por­roh, too! They’re down upon you enough as it is, about that idol you wrote your silly name on. And they’re the most vin­dict­ive dev­ils on Earth! You make a man ashamed of civil­isa­tion. To think you come of a de­cent fam­ily! If ever I cum­ber my­self up with a vi­cious, stu­pid young lout like you again—”

			“Steady on, now,” snarled Pol­lock, in the tone that al­ways ex­as­per­ated Wa­ter­house; “steady on.”

			At that Wa­ter­house be­came speech­less. He jumped to his feet.

			“Look here, Pol­lock,” he said, after a struggle to con­trol his breath. “You must go home. I won’t have you any longer. I’m ill enough as it is through you—”

			“Keep your hair on,” said Pol­lock, star­ing in front of him. “I’m ready enough to go.”

			Wa­ter­house be­came calmer again. He sat down on the camp­stool. “Very well,” he said. “I don’t want a row, Pol­lock, you know, but it’s con­foun­dedly an­noy­ing to have one’s plans put out by this kind of thing. I’ll come to Sulyma with you, and see you safe aboard—”

			“You needn’t,” said Pol­lock. “I can go alone. From here.”

			“Not far,” said Wa­ter­house. “You don’t un­der­stand this Por­roh busi­ness.”

			“How should I know she be­longed to a Por­roh man?” said Pol­lock bit­terly.

			“Well, she did,” said Wa­ter­house; “and you can’t undo the thing. Go alone, in­deed! I won­der what they’d do to you. You don’t seem to un­der­stand that this Por­roh hokey-pokey rules this coun­try, is its law, re­li­gion, con­sti­tu­tion, medi­cine, ma­gic … They ap­point the chiefs. The In­quis­i­tion, at its best, couldn’t hold a candle to these chaps. He will prob­ably set Awa­jale, the chief here, on to us. It’s lucky our port­ers are Mendis. We shall have to shift this little set­tle­ment of ours … Con­found you, Pol­lock! And, of course, you must go and miss him.”

			He thought, and his thoughts seemed dis­agree­able. Presently he stood up and took his rifle. “I’d keep close for a bit, if I were you,” he said, over his shoulder, as he went out. “I’m go­ing out to see what I can find out about it.”

			Pol­lock re­mained sit­ting in the tent, med­it­at­ing. “I was meant for a civ­il­ised life,” he said to him­self, re­gret­fully, as he filled his pipe. “The soon­er I get back to Lon­don or Par­is the bet­ter for me.”

			His eye fell on the sealed case in which Wa­ter­house had put the feath­er­less poisoned ar­rows they had bought in the Mendi coun­try. “I wish I had hit the beg­gar some­where vi­tal,” said Pol­lock vi­ciously.

			Wa­ter­house came back after a long in­ter­val. He was not com­mu­nic­at­ive, though Pol­lock asked him ques­tions enough. The Por­roh man, it seems, was a prom­in­ent mem­ber of that mys­tic­al so­ci­ety. The vil­lage was in­ter­ested, but not threat­en­ing. No doubt the witch-doc­tor had gone in­to the bush. He was a great witch-doc­tor. “Of course, he’s up to some­thing,” said Wa­ter­house, and be­came si­lent.

			“But what can he do?” asked Pol­lock, un­heeded.

			“I must get you out of this. There’s some­thing brew­ing, or things would not be so quiet,” said Wa­ter­house, after a gap of si­lence. Pol­lock wanted to know what the brew might be. “Dan­cing in a circle of skulls,” said Wa­ter­house; “brew­ing a stink in a cop­per pot.” Pol­lock wanted par­tic­u­lars. Wa­ter­house was vague, Pol­lock press­ing. At last Wa­ter­house lost his tem­per. “How the dev­il should I know?” he said to Pol­lock’s twen­ti­eth in­quiry what the Por­roh man would do. “He tried to kill you off­hand in the hut. Now, I fancy he will try some­thing more elab­or­ate. But you’ll see fast enough. I don’t want to help un­nerve you. It’s prob­ably all non­sense.”

			That night, as they were sit­ting at their fire, Pol­lock again tried to draw Wa­ter­house out on the sub­ject of Por­roh meth­ods. “Bet­ter get to sleep,” said Wa­ter­house, when Pol­lock’s bent be­came ap­par­ent; “we start early to­mor­row. You may want all your nerve about you.”

			“But what line will he take?”

			“Can’t say. They’re ver­sat­ile people. They know a lot of rum dodges. You’d bet­ter get that cop­per-dev­il, Shakespeare, to talk.”

			There was a flash and a heavy bang out of the dark­ness be­hind the huts, and a clay bul­let came whist­ling close to Pol­lock’s head. This, at least, was crude enough. The blacks and half-breeds sit­ting and yarn­ing round their own fire jumped up, and someone fired in­to the dark.

			“Bet­ter go in­to one of the huts,” said Wa­ter­house quietly, still sit­ting un­moved.

			Pol­lock stood up by the fire and drew his re­volver. Fight­ing, at least, he was not afraid of. But a man in the dark is in the best of ar­mour. Real­ising the wis­dom of Wa­ter­house’s ad­vice, Pol­lock went in­to the tent and lay down there.

			What little sleep he had was dis­turbed by dreams, varie­gated dreams, but chiefly of the Por­roh man’s face, up­side down, as he went out of the hut, and looked up un­der his arm. It was odd that this trans­it­ory im­pres­sion should have stuck so firmly in Pol­lock’s memory. Moreover, he was troubled by queer pains in his limbs.

			In the white haze of the early morn­ing, as they were load­ing the ca­noes, a barbed ar­row sud­denly ap­peared quiv­er­ing in the ground close to Pol­lock’s foot. The boys made a per­func­tory ef­fort to clear out the thick­et, but it led to no cap­ture.

			After these two oc­cur­rences, there was a dis­pos­i­tion on the part of the ex­ped­i­tion to leave Pol­lock to him­self, and Pol­lock be­came, for the first time in his life, anxious to mingle with blacks. Wa­ter­house took one ca­noe, and Pol­lock, in spite of a friendly de­sire to chat with Wa­ter­house, had to take the oth­er. He was left all alone in the front part of the ca­noe, and he had the greatest trouble to make the men—who did not love him—keep to the middle of the river, a clear hun­dred yards or more from either shore. How­ever, he made Shakespeare, the Free­town half-breed, come up to his own end of the ca­noe and tell him about Por­roh, which Shakespeare, fail­ing in his at­tempts to leave Pol­lock alone, presently did with con­sid­er­able free­dom and gusto.

			The day passed. The ca­noe glided swiftly along the rib­bon of la­goon wa­ter, between the drift of wa­ter-figs, fallen trees, pa­pyr­us, and palm-wine palms, and with the dark man­grove swamp to the left, through which one could hear now and then the roar of the At­lantic surf. Shakespeare told in his soft, blurred Eng­lish of how the Por­roh could cast spells; how men withered up un­der their malice; how they could send dreams and dev­ils; how they tor­men­ted and killed the sons of Ijibu; how they kid­napped a white trader from Sulyma who had mal­treated one of the sect, and how his body looked when it was found. And Pol­lock after each nar­rat­ive cursed un­der his breath at the want of mis­sion­ary en­ter­prise that al­lowed such things to be, and at the in­ert Brit­ish Gov­ern­ment that ruled over this dark hea­then­dom of Si­erra Le­one. In the even­ing they came to the Kasi Lake, and sent a score of cro­codiles lum­ber­ing off the is­land on which the ex­ped­i­tion camped for the night.

			The next day they reached Sulyma, and smelt the sea breeze, but Pol­lock had to put up there for five days be­fore he could get on to Free­town. Wa­ter­house, con­sid­er­ing him to be com­par­at­ively safe here, and with­in the pale of Free­town in­flu­ence, left him and went back with the ex­ped­i­tion to Gbe­mma, and Pol­lock be­came very friendly with Per­era, the only res­id­ent white trader at Sulyma—so friendly, in­deed, that he went about with him every­where. Per­era was a little Por­tuguese Jew, who had lived in Eng­land, and he ap­pre­ci­ated the Eng­lish­man’s friend­li­ness as a great com­pli­ment.

			For two days noth­ing happened out of the or­din­ary; for the most part Pol­lock and Per­era played Nap—the only game they had in com­mon—and Pol­lock got in­to debt. Then, on the second even­ing, Pol­lock had a dis­agree­able in­tim­a­tion of the ar­rival of the Por­roh man in Sulyma by get­ting a flesh-wound in the shoulder from a lump of filed iron. It was a long shot, and the mis­sile had nearly spent its force when it hit him. Still it con­veyed its mes­sage plainly enough. Pol­lock sat up in his ham­mock, re­volver in hand, all that night, and next morn­ing con­fided, to some ex­tent, in the Anglo-Por­tuguese.

			Per­era took the mat­ter ser­i­ously. He knew the loc­al cus­toms pretty thor­oughly. “It is a per­son­al ques­tion, you must know. It is re­venge. And of course he is hur­ried by your leav­ing de coun­try. None of de nat­ives or half-breeds will in­ter­fere wid him very much—un­less you make it wort deir while. If you come upon him sud­denly, you might shoot him. But den he might shoot you.

			“Den dere’s dis—in­fernal ma­gic,” said Per­era. “Of course, I don’t be­lieve in it—su­per­sti­tion—but still it’s not nice to tink dat wherever you are, dere is a black man, who spends a moon­light night now and den a-dan­cing about a fire to send you bad dreams … Had any bad dreams?”

			“Rather,” said Pol­lock. “I keep on see­ing the beg­gar’s head up­side down grin­ning at me and show­ing all his teeth as he did in the hut, and com­ing close up to me, and then go­ing ever so far off, and com­ing back. It’s noth­ing to be afraid of, but some­how it simply para­lyses me with ter­ror in my sleep. Queer things—dreams. I know it’s a dream all the time, and I can’t wake up from it.”

			“It’s prob­ably only fancy,” said Per­era. “Den my nig­gers say Por­roh men can send snakes. Seen any snakes lately?”

			“Only one. I killed him this morn­ing, on the floor near my ham­mock. Al­most trod on him as I got up.”

			“Ah!” said Per­era, and then, re­as­sur­ingly, “Of course it is a—co­in­cid­ence. Still I would keep my eyes open. Den dere’s pains in de bones.”

			“I thought they were due to mi­asma,” said Pol­lock.

			“Prob­ably dey are. When did dey be­gin?”

			Then Pol­lock re­membered that he first no­ticed them the night after the fight in the hut. “It’s my opin­ion he don’t want to kill you,” said Per­era—“at least not yet. I’ve heard deir idea is to scare and worry a man wid deir spells, and nar­row misses, and rheum­at­ic pains, and bad dreams, and all dat, un­til he’s sick of life. Of course, it’s all talk, you know. You mustn’t worry about it … But I won­der what he’ll be up to next.”

			“I shall have to be up to some­thing first,” said Pol­lock, star­ing gloomily at the greasy cards that Per­era was put­ting on the table. “It don’t suit my dig­nity to be fol­lowed about, and shot at, and blighted in this way. I won­der if Por­roh hokey-pokey up­sets your luck at cards.”

			He looked at Per­era sus­pi­ciously.

			“Very likely it does,” said Per­era warmly, shuff­ling. “Dey are won­der­ful people.”

			That af­ter­noon Pol­lock killed two snakes in his ham­mock, and there was also an ex­traordin­ary in­crease in the num­ber of red ants that swarmed over the place; and these an­noy­ances put him in a fit tem­per to talk over busi­ness with a cer­tain Mendi rough he had in­ter­viewed be­fore. The Mendi rough showed Pol­lock a little iron dag­ger, and demon­strated where one struck in the neck, in a way that made Pol­lock shiver, and in re­turn for cer­tain con­sid­er­a­tions Pol­lock prom­ised him a double-bar­relled gun with an or­na­ment­al lock.

			In the even­ing, as Pol­lock and Per­era were play­ing cards, the Mendi rough came in through the door­way, car­ry­ing some­thing in a blood-soaked piece of nat­ive cloth.

			“Not here!” said Pol­lock very hur­riedly. “Not here!”

			But he was not quick enough to pre­vent the man, who was anxious to get to Pol­lock’s side of the bar­gain, from open­ing the cloth and throw­ing the head of the Por­roh man upon the table. It bounded from there on to the floor, leav­ing a red trail on the cards, and rolled in­to a corner, where it came to rest up­side down, but glar­ing hard at Pol­lock.

			Per­era jumped up as the thing fell among the cards, and began in his ex­cite­ment to gabble in Por­tuguese. The Mendi was bow­ing, with the red cloth in his hand. “De gun!” he said. Pol­lock stared back at the head in the corner. It bore ex­actly the ex­pres­sion it had in his dreams. Some­thing seemed to snap in his own brain as he looked at it.

			Then Per­era found his Eng­lish again.

			“You got him killed?” he said. “You did not kill him your­self?”

			“Why should I?” said Pol­lock.

			“But he will not be able to take it off now!”

			“Take what off?” said Pol­lock.

			“And all dese cards are spoiled!”

			“What do you mean by tak­ing off?” said Pol­lock.

			“You must send me a new pack from Free­town. You can buy dem dere.”

			“But—‘take it off’?”

			“It is only su­per­sti­tion. I for­got. De nig­gers say dat if de witches—he was a witch—But it is rub­bish … You must make de Por­roh man take it off, or kill him your­self … It is very silly.”

			Pol­lock swore un­der his breath, still star­ing hard at the head in the corner.

			“I can’t stand that glare,” he said. Then sud­denly he rushed at the thing and kicked it. It rolled some yards or so, and came to rest in the same po­s­i­tion as be­fore, up­side down, and look­ing at him.

			“He is ugly,” said the Anglo-Por­tuguese. “Very ugly. Dey do it on deir faces with little knives.”

			Pol­lock would have kicked the head again, but the Mendi man touched him on the arm. “De gun?” he said, look­ing nervously at the head.

			“Two—if you will take that beastly thing away,” said Pol­lock.

			The Mendi shook his head, and in­tim­ated that he only wanted one gun now due to him, and for which he would be ob­liged. Pol­lock found neither ca­jolery nor bul­ly­ing any good with him. Per­era had a gun to sell (at a profit of three hun­dred per­cent), and with that the man presently de­par­ted. Then Pol­lock’s eyes, against his will, were re­called to the thing on the floor.

			“It is funny dat his head keeps up­side down,” said Per­era, with an un­easy laugh. “His brains must be heavy, like de weight in de little im­ages one sees dat keep al­ways up­right wid lead in dem. You will take him wiv you when you go presently. You might take him now. De cards are all spoilt. Dere is a man sell dem in Free­town. De room is in a filty mess as it is. You should have killed him your­self.”

			Pol­lock pulled him­self to­geth­er, and went and picked up the head. He would hang it up by the lamp-hook in the middle of the ceil­ing of his room, and dig a grave for it at once. He was un­der the im­pres­sion that he hung it up by the hair, but that must have been wrong, for when he re­turned for it, it was hanging by the neck up­side down.

			He bur­ied it be­fore sun­set on the north side of the shed he oc­cu­pied, so that he should not have to pass the grave after dark when he was re­turn­ing from Per­era’s. He killed two snakes be­fore he went to sleep. In the darkest part of the night he awoke with a start, and heard a pat­ter­ing sound and some­thing scrap­ing on the floor. He sat up noise­lessly, and felt un­der his pil­low for his re­volver. A mum­bling growl fol­lowed, and Pol­lock fired at the sound. There was a yelp, and some­thing dark passed for a mo­ment across the hazy blue of the door­way. “A dog!” said Pol­lock, ly­ing down again.

			In the early dawn he awoke again with a pe­cu­li­ar sense of un­rest. The vague pain in his bones had re­turned. For some time he lay watch­ing the red ants that were swarm­ing over the ceil­ing, and then, as the light grew bright­er, he looked over the edge of his ham­mock and saw some­thing dark on the floor. He gave such a vi­ol­ent start that the ham­mock over­set and flung him out.

			He found him­self ly­ing, per­haps, a yard away from the head of the Por­roh man. It had been dis­in­terred by the dog, and the nose was griev­ously battered. Ants and flies swarmed over it. By an odd co­in­cid­ence, it was still up­side down, and with the same diabol­ic­al ex­pres­sion in the in­ver­ted eyes.

			Pol­lock sat para­lysed, and stared at the hor­ror for some time. Then he got up and walked round it—giv­ing it a wide berth—and out of the shed. The clear light of the sun­rise, the liv­ing stir of ve­get­a­tion be­fore the breath of the dy­ing land-breeze, and the empty grave with the marks of the dog’s paws, lightened the weight upon his mind a little.

			He told Per­era of the busi­ness as though it was a jest—a jest to be told with white lips. “You should not have fright­en de dog,” said Per­era, with poorly sim­u­lated hil­ar­ity.

			The next two days, un­til the steam­er came, were spent by Pol­lock in mak­ing a more ef­fec­tu­al dis­pos­i­tion of his pos­ses­sion. Over­com­ing his aver­sion to hand­ling the thing, he went down to the river mouth and threw it in­to the sea­wa­ter, but by some mir­acle it es­caped the cro­codiles, and was cast up by the tide on the mud a little way up the river, to be found by an in­tel­li­gent Ar­ab half-breed, and offered for sale to Pol­lock and Per­era as a curi­os­ity, just on the edge of night. The nat­ive hung about in the brief twi­light, mak­ing lower and lower of­fers, and at last, get­ting scared in some way by the evid­ent dread these wise white men had for the thing, went off, and, passing Pol­lock’s shed, threw his bur­den in there for Pol­lock to dis­cov­er in the morn­ing.

			At this Pol­lock got in­to a kind of frenzy. He would burn the thing. He went out straight­way in­to the dawn, and had con­struc­ted a big pyre of brush­wood be­fore the heat of the day. He was in­ter­rup­ted by the hoot­er of the little paddle steam­er from Mon­rovia to Ba­thurst, which was com­ing through the gap in the bar. “Thank Heav­en!” said Pol­lock, with in­fin­ite piety, when the mean­ing of the sound dawned upon him. With trem­bling hands he lit his pile of wood hast­ily, threw the head upon it, and went away to pack his port­manteau and make his adieux to Per­era.

			That af­ter­noon, with a sense of in­fin­ite re­lief, Pol­lock watched the flat swampy fore­shore of Sulyma grow small in the dis­tance. The gap in the long line of white surge be­came nar­row­er and nar­row­er. It seemed to be clos­ing in and cut­ting him off from his trouble. The feel­ing of dread and worry began to slip from him bit by bit. At Sulyma be­lief in Por­roh ma­lig­nity and Por­roh ma­gic had been in the air, his sense of Por­roh had been vast, per­vad­ing, threat­en­ing, dread­ful. Now mani­festly the do­main of Por­roh was only a little place, a little black band between the sea and the blue cloudy Mendi up­lands.

			“Good­bye, Por­roh!” said Pol­lock. “Good­bye—cer­tainly not au re­voir.”

			The cap­tain of the steam­er came and leant over the rail be­side him, and wished him good even­ing, and spat at the froth of the wake in token of friendly ease.

			“I picked up a rummy curio on the beach this go,” said the cap­tain. “It’s a thing I nev­er saw done this side of In­dy be­fore.”

			“What might that be?” said Pol­lock.

			“Pickled ’ed,” said the cap­tain.

			“What?” said Pol­lock.

			“ ’Ed—smoked. ’Ed of one of these Por­roh chaps, all or­na­men­ted with knife-cuts. Why! What’s up? Noth­ing? I shouldn’t have took you for a nervous chap. Green in the face. By gosh! you’re a bad sail­or. All right, eh? Lord, how funny you went! … Well, this ’ed I was telling you of is a bit rum in a way. I’ve got it, along with some snakes, in a jar of spir­it in my cab­in what I keeps for such curios, and I’m hanged if it don’t float upsy down. Hullo!”

			Pol­lock had giv­en an in­co­her­ent cry, and had his hands in his hair. He ran to­wards the paddle-boxes with a half-formed idea of jump­ing in­to the sea, and then he real­ised his po­s­i­tion and turned back to­wards the cap­tain.

			“Here!” said the cap­tain. “Jack Philips, just keep him off me! Stand off! No near­er, mis­ter! What’s the mat­ter with you? Are you mad?”

			Pol­lock put his hand to his head. It was no good ex­plain­ing. “I be­lieve I am pretty nearly mad at times,” he said. “It’s a pain I have here. Comes sud­denly. You’ll ex­cuse me, I hope.”

			He was white and in a per­spir­a­tion. He saw sud­denly very clearly all the danger he ran of hav­ing his san­ity doubted. He forced him­self to re­store the cap­tain’s con­fid­ence, by an­swer­ing his sym­path­et­ic in­quir­ies, not­ing his sug­ges­tions, even try­ing a spoon­ful of neat brandy in his cheek, and, that mat­ter settled, ask­ing a num­ber of ques­tions about the cap­tain’s private trade in curi­os­it­ies. The cap­tain de­scribed the head in de­tail. All the while Pol­lock was strug­gling to keep un­der a pre­pos­ter­ous per­sua­sion that the ship was as trans­par­ent as glass, and that he could dis­tinctly see the in­ver­ted face look­ing at him from the cab­in be­neath his feet.

			Pol­lock had a worse time al­most on the steam­er than he had at Sulyma. All day he had to con­trol him­self in spite of his in­tense per­cep­tion of the im­min­ent pres­ence of that hor­rible head that was over­shad­ow­ing his mind. At night his old night­mare re­turned, un­til, with a vi­ol­ent ef­fort, he would force him­self awake, ri­gid with the hor­ror of it, and with the ghost of a hoarse scream in his throat.

			He left the ac­tu­al head be­hind at Ba­thurst, where he changed ship for Ten­er­iffe, but not his dreams nor the dull ache in his bones. At Ten­er­iffe Pol­lock trans­ferred to a Cape liner, but the head fol­lowed him. He gambled, he tried chess, he even read books, but he knew the danger of drink. Yet whenev­er a round black shad­ow, a round black ob­ject came in­to his range, there he looked for the head, and—saw it. He knew clearly enough that his ima­gin­a­tion was grow­ing trait­or to him, and yet at times it seemed the ship he sailed in, his fel­low-pas­sen­gers, the sail­ors, the wide sea, was all part of a filmy phant­asmagor­ia that hung, scarcely veil­ing it, between him and a hor­rible real world. Then the Por­roh man, thrust­ing his diabol­ic­al face through that cur­tain, was the one real and un­deni­able thing. At that he would get up and touch things, taste some­thing, gnaw some­thing, burn his hand with a match, or run a needle in­to him­self.

			So, strug­gling grimly and si­lently with his ex­cited ima­gin­a­tion, Pol­lock reached Eng­land. He landed at Southamp­ton, and went on straight from Wa­ter­loo to his banker’s in Cornhill in a cab. There he trans­acted some busi­ness with the man­ager in a private room, and all the while the head hung like an or­na­ment un­der the black marble man­tel and dripped upon the fend­er. He could hear the drops fall, and see the red on the fend­er.

			“A pretty fern,” said the man­ager, fol­low­ing his eyes. “But it makes the fend­er rusty.”

			“Very,” said Pol­lock; “a very pretty fern. And that re­minds me. Can you re­com­mend me a phys­i­cian for mind troubles? I’ve got a little—what is it?—hal­lu­cin­a­tion.”

			The head laughed sav­agely, wildly. Pol­lock was sur­prised the man­ager did not no­tice it. But the man­ager only stared at his face.

			With the ad­dress of a doc­tor, Pol­lock presently emerged in Cornhill. There was no cab in sight, and so he went on down to the west­ern end of the street, and es­sayed the cross­ing op­pos­ite the Man­sion House. The cross­ing is hardly easy even for the ex­pert Lon­don­er; cabs, vans, car­riages, mail-carts, om­ni­buses go by in one in­cess­ant stream; to any­one fresh from the mal­ari­ous solitudes of Si­erra Le­one it is a boil­ing, mad­den­ing con­fu­sion. But when an in­ver­ted head sud­denly comes boun­cing, like an in­diarub­ber ball, between your legs, leav­ing dis­tinct smears of blood every time it touches the ground, you can scarcely hope to avoid an ac­ci­dent. Pol­lock lif­ted his feet con­vuls­ively to avoid it, and then kicked at the thing furi­ously. Then some­thing hit him vi­ol­ently in the back, and a hot pain ran up his arm.

			He had been hit by the pole of an om­ni­bus, and three of the fin­gers of his left hand smashed by the hoof of one of the horses—the very fin­gers, as it happened, that he shot from the Por­roh man. They pulled him out from between the horses’ legs, and found the ad­dress of the phys­i­cian in his crushed hand.

			For a couple of days Pol­lock’s sen­sa­tions were full of the sweet, pun­gent smell of chlo­ro­form, of pain­ful op­er­a­tions that caused him no pain, of ly­ing still and be­ing giv­en food and drink. Then he had a slight fever, and was very thirsty, and his old night­mare came back. It was only when it re­turned that he no­ticed it had left him for a day.

			“If my skull had been smashed in­stead of my fin­gers, it might have gone al­to­geth­er,” said Pol­lock, star­ing thought­fully at the dark cush­ion that had taken on for the time the shape of the head.

			Pol­lock at the first op­por­tun­ity told the phys­i­cian of his mind trouble. He knew clearly that he must go mad un­less some­thing should in­ter­vene to save him. He ex­plained that he had wit­nessed a de­cap­it­a­tion in Dahomey, and was haunted by one of the heads. Nat­ur­ally, he did not care to state the ac­tu­al facts. The phys­i­cian looked grave.

			Presently he spoke hes­it­at­ingly. “As a child, did you get very much re­li­gious train­ing?”

			“Very little,” said Pol­lock.

			A shade passed over the phys­i­cian’s face. “I don’t know if you have heard of the mi­ra­cu­lous cures—it may be, of course, they are not mi­ra­cu­lous—at Lourdes.”

			“Faith-heal­ing will hardly suit me, I am afraid,” said Pol­lock, with his eye on the dark cush­ion.

			The head dis­tor­ted its scarred fea­tures in an ab­om­in­able grim­ace. The phys­i­cian went upon a new track. “It’s all ima­gin­a­tion,” he said, speak­ing with sud­den briskness. “A fair case for faith-heal­ing, any­how. Your nervous sys­tem has run down, you’re in that twi­light state of health when the bogles come easi­est. The strong im­pres­sion was too much for you. I must make you up a little mix­ture that will strengthen your nervous sys­tem—es­pe­cially your brain. And you must take ex­er­cise.”

			“I’m no good for faith-heal­ing,” said Pol­lock.

			“And there­fore we must re­store tone. Go in search of stim­u­lat­ing air—Scot­land, Nor­way, the Alps—”

			“Jericho, if you like,” said Pol­lock—“where Naa­man went.”

			How­ever, so soon as his fin­gers would let him, Pol­lock made a gal­lant at­tempt to fol­low out the doc­tor’s sug­ges­tion. It was now Novem­ber. He tried foot­ball, but to Pol­lock the game con­sisted in kick­ing a furi­ous in­ver­ted head about a field. He was no good at the game. He kicked blindly, with a kind of hor­ror, and when they put him back in­to goal, and the ball came swoop­ing down upon him, he sud­denly yelled and got out of its way. The dis­cred­it­able stor­ies that had driv­en him from Eng­land to wander in the trop­ics shut him off from any but men’s so­ci­ety, and now his in­creas­ingly strange be­ha­viour made even his man friends avoid him. The thing was no longer a thing of the eye merely; it gibbered at him, spoke to him. A hor­rible fear came upon him that presently, when he took hold of the ap­par­i­tion, it would no longer be­come some mere art­icle of fur­niture, but would feel like a real dis­severed head. Alone, he would curse at the thing, defy it, en­treat it; once or twice, in spite of his grim self-con­trol, he ad­dressed it in the pres­ence of oth­ers. He felt the grow­ing sus­pi­cion in the eyes of the people that watched him—his land­lady, the ser­vant, his man.

			One day early in Decem­ber his cous­in Arnold—his next of kin—came to see him and draw him out, and watch his sunken yel­low face with nar­row eager eyes. And it seemed to Pol­lock that the hat his cous­in car­ried in his hand was no hat at all, but a Gor­gon head that glared at him up­side down, and fought with its eyes against his reas­on. How­ever, he was still res­ol­ute to see the mat­ter out. He got a bi­cycle, and, rid­ing over the frosty road from Wandsworth to King­ston, found the thing rolling along at his side, and leav­ing a dark trail be­hind it. He set his teeth and rode faster. Then sud­denly, as he came down the hill to­wards Rich­mond Park, the ap­par­i­tion rolled in front of him and un­der his wheel, so quickly that he had no time for thought, and, turn­ing quickly to avoid it, was flung vi­ol­ently against a heap of stones and broke his left wrist.

			The end came on Christ­mas morn­ing. All night he had been in a fever, the band­ages en­circ­ling his wrist like a band of fire, his dreams more vivid and ter­rible than ever. In the cold, col­our­less, un­cer­tain light that came be­fore the sun­rise, he sat up in his bed, and saw the head upon the brack­et in the place of the bronze jar that had stood there overnight.

			“I know that is a bronze jar,” he said, with a chill doubt at his heart. Presently the doubt was ir­res­ist­ible. He got out of bed slowly, shiv­er­ing, and ad­vanced to the jar with his hand raised. Surely he would see now his ima­gin­a­tion had de­ceived him, re­cog­nise the dis­tinct­ive sheen of bronze. At last, after an age of hes­it­a­tion, his fin­gers came down on the pat­terned cheek of the head. He with­drew them spas­mod­ic­ally. The last stage was reached. His sense of touch had be­trayed him.

			Trem­bling, stum­bling against the bed, kick­ing against his shoes with his bare feet, a dark con­fu­sion ed­dy­ing round him, he groped his way to the dress­ing-table, took his razor from the draw­er, and sat down on the bed with this in his hand. In the look­ing-glass he saw his own face, col­our­less, hag­gard, full of the ul­ti­mate bit­ter­ness of des­pair.

			He be­held in swift suc­ces­sion the in­cid­ents in the brief tale of his ex­per­i­ence. His wretched home, his still more wretched schooldays, the years of vi­cious life he had led since then, one act of selfish dis­hon­our lead­ing to an­oth­er; it was all clear and piti­less now, all its squal­id folly, in the cold light of the dawn. He came to the hut, to the fight with the Por­roh man, to the re­treat down the river to Sulyma, to the Mendi as­sas­sin and his red par­cel, to his frantic en­deav­ours to des­troy the head, to the growth of his hal­lu­cin­a­tion. It was a hal­lu­cin­a­tion! He knew it was. A hal­lu­cin­a­tion merely. For a mo­ment he snatched at hope. He looked away from the glass, and on the brack­et, the in­ver­ted head grinned and grim­aced at him … With the stiff fin­gers of his band­aged hand he felt at his neck for the throb of his ar­ter­ies. The morn­ing was very cold, the steel blade felt like ice.

		
	
		
			The Cone

			The night was hot and over­cast, the sky red-rimmed with the linger­ing sun­set of mid­sum­mer. They sat at the open win­dow, try­ing to fancy the air was fresh­er there. The trees and shrubs of the garden stood stiff and dark; bey­ond in the road­way a gas-lamp burnt, bright or­ange against the hazy blue of the even­ing. Farther were the three lights of the rail­way sig­nal against the lower­ing sky. The man and wo­man spoke to one an­oth­er in low tones.

			“He does not sus­pect?” said the man, a little nervously.

			“Not he,” she said peev­ishly, as though that too ir­rit­ated her. “He thinks of noth­ing but the works and the prices of fuel. He has no ima­gin­a­tion, no po­etry.”

			“None of these men of iron have,” he said sen­ten­tiously. “They have no hearts.”

			“He has not,” she said. She turned her dis­con­ten­ted face to­wards the win­dow. The dis­tant sound of a roar­ing and rush­ing drew near­er and grew in volume; the house quivered; one heard the metal­lic rattle of the tender. As the train passed, there was a glare of light above the cut­ting and a driv­ing tu­mult of smoke; one, two, three, four, five, six, sev­en, eight black ob­longs—eight trucks—passed across the dim grey of the em­bank­ment, and were sud­denly ex­tin­guished one by one in the throat of the tun­nel, which, with the last, seemed to swal­low down train, smoke, and sound in one ab­rupt gulp.

			“This coun­try was all fresh and beau­ti­ful once,” he said; “and now—it is Ge­henna. Down that way—noth­ing but pot-banks and chim­neys belch­ing fire and dust in­to the face of heav­en … But what does it mat­ter? An end comes, an end to all this cruelty … To­mor­row.” He spoke the last word in a whis­per.

			“To­mor­row,” she said, speak­ing in a whis­per too, and still star­ing out of the win­dow.

			“Dear!” he said, put­ting his hand on hers.

			She turned with a start, and their eyes searched one an­oth­er’s. Hers softened to his gaze. “My dear one!” she said, and then: “It seems so strange—that you should have come in­to my life like this—to open—” She paused.

			“To open?” he said.

			“All this won­der­ful world”—she hes­it­ated, and spoke still more softly—“this world of love to me.”

			Then sud­denly the door clicked and closed. They turned their heads, and he star­ted vi­ol­ently back. In the shad­ow of the room stood a great shad­owy fig­ure-si­lent. They saw the face dimly in the half-light, with un­ex­press­ive dark patches un­der the pent­house brows. Every muscle in Raut’s body sud­denly be­came tense. When could the door have opened? What had he heard? Had he heard all? What had he seen? A tu­mult of ques­tions.

			The new­comer’s voice came at last, after a pause that seemed in­ter­min­able. “Well?” he said.

			“I was afraid I had missed you, Hor­rocks,” said the man at the win­dow, grip­ping the win­dow-ledge with his hand. His voice was un­steady.

			The clumsy fig­ure of Hor­rocks came for­ward out of the shad­ow. He made no an­swer to Raut’s re­mark. For a mo­ment he stood above them.

			The wo­man’s heart was cold with­in her. “I told Mr. Raut it was just pos­sible you might come back,” she said in a voice that nev­er quivered.

			Hor­rocks, still si­lent, sat down ab­ruptly in the chair by her little workt­able. His big hands were clenched; one saw now the fire of his eyes un­der the shad­ow of his brows. He was try­ing to get his breath. His eyes went from the wo­man he had trus­ted to the friend he had trus­ted, and then back to the wo­man.

			By this time and for the mo­ment all three half un­der­stood one an­oth­er. Yet none dared say a word to ease the pent-up things that choked them.

			It was the hus­band’s voice that broke the si­lence at last.

			“You wanted to see me?” he said to Raut.

			Raut star­ted as he spoke. “I came to see you,” he said, re­solved to lie to the last.

			“Yes,” said Hor­rocks.

			“You prom­ised,” said Raut, “to show me some fine ef­fects of moon­light and smoke.”

			“I prom­ised to show you some fine ef­fects of moon­light and smoke,” re­peated Hor­rocks in a col­our­less voice.

			“And I thought I might catch you to­night be­fore you went down to the works,” pro­ceeded Raut, “and come with you.”

			There was an­oth­er pause. Did the man mean to take the thing coolly? Did he, after all, know? How long had he been in the room? Yet even at the mo­ment when they heard the door, their at­ti­tudes … Hor­rocks glanced at the pro­file of the wo­man, shad­owy pal­lid in the half-light. Then he glanced at Raut, and seemed to re­cov­er him­self sud­denly. “Of course,” he said, “I prom­ised to show you the works un­der their prop­er dra­mat­ic con­di­tions. It’s odd how I could have for­got­ten.”

			“If I am troub­ling you—” began Raut.

			Hor­rocks star­ted again. A new light had sud­denly come in­to the sul­try gloom of his eyes. “Not in the least,” he said.

			“Have you been telling Mr. Raut of all these con­trasts of flame and shad­ow you think so splen­did?” said the wo­man, turn­ing now to her hus­band for the first time, her con­fid­ence creep­ing back again, her voice just one half-note too high—“that dread­ful the­ory of yours that ma­chinery is beau­ti­ful, and everything else in the world ugly. I thought he would not spare you, Mr. Raut. It’s his great the­ory, his one dis­cov­ery in art.”

			“I am slow to make dis­cov­er­ies,” said Hor­rocks grimly, damp­ing her sud­denly. “But what I dis­cov­er—” He stopped.

			“Well?” she said.

			“Noth­ing;” and sud­denly he rose to his feet.

			“I prom­ised to show you the works,” he said to Raut, and put his big, clumsy hand on his friend’s shoulder. “And you are ready to go?”

			“Quite,” said Raut, and stood up also.

			There was an­oth­er pause. Each of them peered through the in­dis­tinct­ness of the dusk at the oth­er two.

			Hor­rocks’ hand still res­ted on Raut’s shoulder. Raut half fan­cied still that the in­cid­ent was trivi­al after all. But Mrs. Hor­rocks knew her hus­band bet­ter, knew that grim quiet in his voice, and the con­fu­sion in her mind took a vague shape of phys­ic­al evil. “Very well,” said Hor­rocks, and, drop­ping his hand, turned to­wards the door.

			“My hat?” Raut looked round in the half-light.

			“That’s my work­bas­ket,” said Mrs. Hor­rocks with a gust of hys­ter­ic­al laughter. Their hands came to­geth­er on the back of the chair. “Here it is!” he said. She had an im­pulse to warn him in an un­der­tone, but she could not frame a word. “Don’t go!” and “Be­ware of him!” struggled in her mind, and the swift mo­ment passed.

			“Got it?” said Hor­rocks, stand­ing with the door half open.

			Raut stepped to­wards him. “Bet­ter say good­bye to Mrs. Hor­rocks,” said the iron­mas­ter, even more grimly quiet in his tone than be­fore.

			Raut star­ted and turned. “Good even­ing, Mrs. Hor­rocks,” he said, and their hands touched.

			Hor­rocks held the door open with a ce­re­mo­ni­al po­lite­ness un­usu­al in him to­wards men. Raut went out, and then, after a word­less look at her, her hus­band fol­lowed. She stood mo­tion­less while Raut’s light foot­fall and her hus­band’s heavy tread, like bass and treble, passed down the pas­sage to­geth­er. The front door slammed heav­ily. She went to the win­dow, mov­ing slowly, and stood watch­ing, lean­ing for­ward. The two men ap­peared for a mo­ment at the gate­way in the road, passed un­der the street lamp, and were hid­den by the black masses of the shrub­bery. The lamp­light fell for a mo­ment on their faces, show­ing only un­mean­ing pale patches, telling noth­ing of what she still feared, and doubted, and craved vainly to know. Then she sank down in­to a crouch­ing at­ti­tude in the big arm­chair, her eyes-wide open and star­ing out at the red lights from the fur­naces that flickered in the sky. An hour after she was still there, her at­ti­tude scarcely changed.

			The op­press­ive still­ness of the even­ing weighed heav­ily upon Raut. They went side by side down the road in si­lence, and in si­lence turned in­to the cinder-made by­way that presently opened out the pro­spect of the val­ley.

			A blue haze, half dust, half mist, touched the long val­ley with mys­tery. Bey­ond were Han­ley and Etruria, grey and dark masses, out­lined thinly by the rare golden dots of the street lamps, and here and there a gas-lit win­dow, or the yel­low glare of some late-work­ing fact­ory or crowded pub­lic-house. Out of the masses, clear and slender against the even­ing sky, rose a mul­ti­tude of tall chim­neys, many of them reek­ing, a few smoke­less dur­ing a sea­son of “play.” Here and there a pal­lid patch and ghostly stun­ted bee­hive shapes showed the po­s­i­tion of a pot-bank or a wheel, black and sharp against the hot lower sky, marked some col­li­ery where they raise the iri­des­cent coal of the place. Near­er at hand was the broad stretch of rail­way, and half-in­vis­ible trains shunted—a steady puff­ing and rum­bling, with every run a ringing con­cus­sion and a rhymth­ic series of im­pacts, and a pas­sage of in­ter­mit­tent puffs of white steam across the fur­ther view. And to the left, between the rail­way and the dark mass of the low hill bey­ond, dom­in­at­ing the whole view, co­lossal, inky-black, and crowned with smoke and fit­ful flames, stood the great cyl­in­ders of the Jed­dah Com­pany Blast Fur­naces, the cent­ral edi­fices of the big iron­works of which Hor­rocks was the man­ager. They stood heavy and threat­en­ing, full of an in­cess­ant tur­moil of flames and seeth­ing mol­ten iron, and about the feet of them rattled the rolling-mills, and the steam-ham­mer beat heav­ily and splashed the white iron sparks hith­er and thith­er. Even as they looked, a truck­ful of fuel was shot in­to one of the gi­ants, and the red flames gleamed out, and a con­fu­sion of smoke and black dust came boil­ing up­wards to­wards the sky.

			“Cer­tainly you get some col­our with your fur­naces,” said Raut, break­ing a si­lence that had be­come ap­pre­hens­ive.

			Hor­rocks grunted. He stood with his hands in his pock­ets, frown­ing down at the dim steam­ing rail­way and the busy iron­works bey­ond, frown­ing as if he were think­ing out some knotty prob­lem.

			Raut glanced at him and away again. “At present your moon­light ef­fect is hardly ripe,” he con­tin­ued, look­ing up­ward; “the moon is still smothered by the vestiges of day­light.”

			Hor­rocks stared at him with the ex­pres­sion of a man who has sud­denly awakened. “Vestiges of day­light? … Of course, of course.” He too looked up at the moon, pale still in the mid­sum­mer sky. “Come along,” he said sud­denly, and grip­ping Raut’s arm in his hand, made a move to­wards the path that dropped from them to the rail­way.

			Raut hung back. Their eyes met and saw a thou­sand things in a mo­ment that their lips came near to say. Hor­rocks’s hand tightened and then re­laxed. He let go, and be­fore Raut was aware of it, they were arm in arm, and walk­ing, one un­will­ingly enough, down the path.

			“You see the fine ef­fect of the rail­way sig­nals to­wards Burslem,” said Hor­rocks, sud­denly break­ing in­to lo­qua­city, strid­ing fast and tight­en­ing the grip of his el­bow the while—“little green lights and red and white lights, all against the haze. You have an eye for ef­fect, Raut. It’s fine. And look at those fur­naces of mine, how they rise upon us as we come down the hill. That to the right is my pet—sev­enty feet of him. I packed him my­self, and he’s boiled away cheer­fully with iron in his guts for five long years. I’ve a par­tic­u­lar fancy for him. That line of red there—a lovely bit of warm or­ange you’d call it, Raut—that’s the pud­dlers’ fur­naces, and there, in the hot light, three black fig­ures—did you see the white splash of the steam-ham­mer then?—that’s the rolling mills. Come along! Clang, clat­ter, how it goes rat­tling across the floor! Sheet tin, Raut—amaz­ing stuff. Glass mir­rors are not in it when that stuff comes from the mill. And, squelch! there goes the ham­mer again. Come along!”

			He had to stop talk­ing to catch at his breath. His arm twis­ted in­to Raut’s with be­numb­ing tight­ness. He had come strid­ing down the black path to­wards the rail­way as though he was pos­sessed. Raut had not spoken a word, had simply hung back against Hor­rocks’s pull with all his strength.

			“I say,” he said now, laugh­ing nervously, but with an un­der­tone of snarl in his voice, “why on earth are you nip­ping my arm off, Hor­rocks, and drag­ging me along like this?”

			At length Hor­rocks re­leased him. His man­ner changed again. “Nip­ping your arm off?” he said. “Sorry. But it’s you taught me the trick of walk­ing in that friendly way.”

			“You haven’t learnt the re­fine­ments of it yet then,” said Raut, laugh­ing ar­ti­fi­cially again. “By Jove! I’m black and blue.” Hor­rocks offered no apo­logy. They stood now near the bot­tom of the hill, close to the fence that bordered the rail­way. The iron­works had grown lar­ger and spread out with their ap­proach. They looked up to the blast fur­naces now in­stead of down; the fur­ther view of Etruria and Han­ley had dropped out of sight with their des­cent. Be­fore them, by the stile, rose a no­tice-board, bear­ing, still dimly vis­ible, the words, “Be­ware of the Trains,” half hid­den by splashes of coaly mud.

			“Fine ef­fects,” said Hor­rocks, wav­ing his arm. “Here comes a train. The puffs of smoke, the or­ange glare, the round eye of light in front of it, the me­lodi­ous rattle. Fine ef­fects! But these fur­naces of mine used to be finer, be­fore we shoved cones in their throats, and saved the gas.”

			“How?” said Raut. “Cones?”

			“Cones, my man, cones. I’ll show you one near­er. The flames used to flare out of the open throats, great—what is it?—pil­lars of cloud by day, red and black smoke, and pil­lars of fire by night. Now we run it off—in pipes, and burn it to heat the blast, and the top is shut by a cone. You’ll be in­ter­ested in that cone.”

			“But every now and then,” said Raut, “you get a burst of fire and smoke up there.”

			“The cone’s not fixed, it’s hung by a chain from a lever, and bal­anced by an equi­poise. You shall see it near­er. Else, of course, there’d be no way of get­ting fuel in­to the thing. Every now and then the cone dips, and out comes the flare.”

			“I see,” said Raut. He looked over his shoulder. “The moon gets bright­er,” he said.

			“Come along,” said Hor­rocks ab­ruptly, grip­ping his shoulder again, and mov­ing him sud­denly to­wards the rail­way cross­ing. And then came one of those swift in­cid­ents, vivid, but so rap­id that they leave one doubt­ful and reel­ing. Halfway across, Hor­rocks’s hand sud­denly clenched upon him like a vice, and swung him back­ward and through a half-turn, so that he looked up the line. And there a chain of lamp-lit car­riage win­dows tele­scoped swiftly as it came to­wards them, and the red and yel­low lights of an en­gine grew lar­ger and lar­ger, rush­ing down upon them. As he grasped what this meant, he turned his face to Hor­rocks, and pushed with all his strength against the arm that held him back between the rails. The struggle did not last a mo­ment. Just as cer­tain as it was that Hor­rocks held him there, so cer­tain was it that he had been vi­ol­ently lugged out of danger.

			“Out of the way,” said Hor­rocks with a gasp, as the train came rat­tling by, and they stood pant­ing by the gate in­to the iron­works.

			“I did not see it com­ing,” said Raut, still, even in spite of his own ap­pre­hen­sions, try­ing to keep up an ap­pear­ance of or­din­ary in­ter­course.

			Hor­rocks answered with a grunt. “The cone,” he said, and then, as one who re­cov­ers him­self, “I thought you did not hear.”

			“I didn’t,” said Raut.

			“I wouldn’t have had you run over then for the world,” said Hor­rocks.

			“For a mo­ment I lost my nerve,” said Raut.

			Hor­rocks stood for half a minute, then turned ab­ruptly to­wards the iron­works again. “See how fine these great mounds of mine, these clinker-heaps, look in the night! That truck yon­der, up above there! Up it goes, and out-tilts the slag. See the pal­pit­at­ing red stuff go slid­ing down the slope. As we get near­er, the heap rises up and cuts the blast fur­naces. See the quiver up above the big one. Not that way! This way, between the heaps. That goes to the pud­dling fur­naces, but I want to show you the canal first.” He came and took Raut by the el­bow, and so they went along side by side. Raut answered Hor­rocks vaguely. What, he asked him­self, had really happened on the line? Was he de­lud­ing him­self with his own fan­cies, or had Hor­rocks ac­tu­ally held him back in the way of the train? Had he just been with­in an ace of be­ing murdered?

			Sup­pose this slouch­ing, scowl­ing mon­ster did know any­thing? For a minute or two then Raut was really afraid for his life, but the mood passed as he reasoned with him­self. After all, Hor­rocks might have heard noth­ing. At any rate, he had pulled him out of the way in time. His odd man­ner might be due to the mere vague jeal­ousy he had shown once be­fore. He was talk­ing now of the ash-heaps and the canal. “Eigh?” said Hor­rocks.

			“What?” said Raut. “Rather! The haze in the moon­light. Fine!”

			“Our canal,” said Hor­rocks, stop­ping sud­denly. “Our canal by moon­light and fire­light is im­mense. You’ve nev­er seen it? Fancy that! You’ve spent too many of your even­ings phil­ander­ing up in New­castle there. I tell you, for real flor­id qual­ity—But you shall see. Boil­ing wa­ter …”

			As they came out of the labyrinth of clinker-heaps and mounds of coal and ore, the noises of the rolling-mill sprang upon them sud­denly, loud, near, and dis­tinct. Three shad­owy work­men went by and touched their caps to Hor­rocks. Their faces were vague in the dark­ness. Raut felt a fu­tile im­pulse to ad­dress them, and be­fore he could frame his words they passed in­to the shad­ows. Hor­rocks poin­ted to the canal close be­fore them now: a weird-look­ing place it seemed, in the blood-red re­flec­tions of the fur­naces. The hot wa­ter that cooled the tuyères came in­to it, some fifty yards up—a tu­mul­tu­ous, al­most boil­ing af­flu­ent, and the steam rose up from the wa­ter in si­lent white wisps and streaks, wrap­ping damply about them, an in­cess­ant suc­ces­sion of ghosts com­ing up from the black and red ed­dies, a white up­ris­ing that made the head swim. The shin­ing black tower of the lar­ger blast-fur­nace rose over­head out of the mist, and its tu­mul­tu­ous ri­ot filled their ears. Raut kept away from the edge of the wa­ter, and watched Hor­rocks.

			“Here it is red,” said Hor­rocks, “blood-red va­pour as red and hot as sin; but yon­der there, where the moon­light falls on it, and it drives across the clinker-heaps, it is as white as death.”

			Raut turned his head for a mo­ment, and then came back hast­ily to his watch on Hor­rocks. “Come along to the rolling-mills,” said Hor­rocks. The threat­en­ing hold was not so evid­ent that time, and Raut felt a little re­as­sured. But all the same, what on earth did Hor­rocks mean about “white as death” and “red as sin”? Co­in­cid­ence, per­haps?

			They went and stood be­hind the pud­dlers for a little while, and then through the rolling-mills, where amidst an in­cess­ant din the de­lib­er­ate steam-ham­mer beat the juice out of the suc­cu­lent iron, and black, half-na­ked Ti­tans rushed the plastic bars, like hot seal­ing-wax, between the wheels, “Come on,” said Hor­rocks in Raut’s ear; and they went and peeped through the little glass hole be­hind the tuyères, and saw the tumbled fire writh­ing in the pit of the blast-fur­nace. It left one eye blinded for a while. Then, with green and blue patches dan­cing across the dark, they went to the lift by which the trucks of ore and fuel and lime were raised to the top of the big cyl­in­der.

			And out upon the nar­row rail that over­hung the fur­nace Raut’s doubts came upon him again. Was it wise to be here? If Hor­rocks did know—everything! Do what he would, he could not res­ist a vi­ol­ent trem­bling. Right un­der foot was a sheer depth of sev­enty feet. It was a dan­ger­ous place. They pushed by a truck of fuel to get to the rail­ing that crowned the thing. The reek of the fur­nace, a sul­phur­ous va­pour streaked with pun­gent bit­ter­ness, seemed to make the dis­tant hill­side of Han­ley quiver. The moon was rid­ing out now from among a drift of clouds, halfway up the sky above the un­du­lat­ing wooded out­lines of New­castle. The steam­ing canal ran away from be­low them un­der an in­dis­tinct bridge, and van­ished in­to the dim haze of the flat fields to­wards Burslem.

			“That’s the cone I’ve been telling you of,” shouted Hor­rocks; “and, be­low that, sixty feet of fire and mol­ten met­al, with the air of the blast froth­ing through it like gas in soda-wa­ter.”

			Raut gripped the hand­rail tightly, and stared down at the cone. The heat was in­tense. The boil­ing of the iron and the tu­mult of the blast made a thun­der­ous ac­com­pani­ment to Hor­rocks’s voice. But the thing had to be gone through now. Per­haps, after all …

			“In the middle,” bawled Hor­rocks, “tem­per­at­ure near a thou­sand de­grees. If you were dropped in­to it … flash in­to flame like a pinch of gun­powder in a candle. Put your hand out and feel the heat of his breath. Why, even up here I’ve seen the rain­wa­ter boil­ing off the trucks. And that cone there. It’s a damned sight too hot for roast­ing cakes. The top side of it’s three hun­dred de­grees.”

			“Three hun­dred de­grees!” said Raut.

			“Three hun­dred cen­ti­grade, mind!” said Hor­rocks. “It will boil the blood out of you in no time.”

			“Eigh?” said Raut, and turned.

			“Boil the blood out of you in … No, you don’t!”

			“Let me go!” screamed Raut. “Let go my arm!”

			With one hand he clutched at the hand­rail, then with both. For a mo­ment the two men stood sway­ing. Then sud­denly, with a vi­ol­ent jerk, Hor­rocks had twis­ted him from his hold. He clutched at Hor­rocks and missed, his foot went back in­to empty air; in midair he twis­ted him­self, and then cheek and shoulder and knee struck the hot cone to­geth­er.

			He clutched the chain by which the cone hung, and the thing sank an in­fin­ites­im­al amount as he struck it. A circle of glow­ing red ap­peared about him, and a tongue of flame, re­leased from the chaos with­in, flickered up to­wards him. An in­tense pain as­sailed him at the knees, and he could smell the singe­ing of his hands. He raised him­self to his feet, and tried to climb up the chain, and then some­thing struck his head. Black and shin­ing with the moon­light, the throat of the fur­nace rose about him.

			Hor­rocks, he saw, stood above him by one of the trucks of fuel on the rail. The ges­tic­u­lat­ing fig­ure was bright and white in the moon­light, and shout­ing, “Fizzle, you fool! Fizzle, you hunter of wo­men! You hot-blooded hound! Boil! boil! boil!”

			Sud­denly he caught up a hand­ful of coal out of the truck, and flung it de­lib­er­ately, lump after lump, at Raut.

			“Hor­rocks!” cried Raut. “Hor­rocks!”

			He clung, cry­ing, to the chain, pulling him­self up from the burn­ing of the cone. Each mis­sile Hor­rocks flung hit him. His clothes charred and glowed, and as he struggled the cone dropped, and a rush of hot, suf­foc­at­ing gas whooped out and burned round him in a swift breath of flame.

			His hu­man like­ness de­par­ted from him. When the mo­ment­ary red had passed, Hor­rocks saw a charred, blackened fig­ure, its head streaked with blood, still clutch­ing and fum­bling with the chain, and writh­ing in agony—a cindery an­im­al, an in­hu­man, mon­strous creature that began a sob­bing, in­ter­mit­tent shriek.

			Ab­ruptly at the sight the iron­mas­ter’s an­ger passed. A deadly sick­ness came upon him. The heavy odour of burn­ing flesh came drift­ing up to his nos­trils. His san­ity re­turned to him.

			“God have mercy upon me!” he cried. “O God! what have I done?”

			He knew the thing be­low him, save that it still moved and felt, was already a dead man—that the blood of the poor wretch must be boil­ing in his veins. An in­tense real­isa­tion of that agony came to his mind, and over­came every oth­er feel­ing. For a mo­ment he stood ir­res­ol­ute, and then, turn­ing to the truck, he hast­ily tilted its con­tents upon the strug­gling thing that had once been a man. The mass fell with a thud, and went ra­di­at­ing over the cone. With the thud the shriek ended, and a boil­ing con­fu­sion of smoke, dust, and flame came rush­ing up to­wards him. As it passed, he saw the cone clear again.

			Then he staggered back, and stood trem­bling, cling­ing to the rail with both hands. His lips moved, but no words came to them.

			Down be­low was the sound of voices and run­ning steps. The clangour of rolling in the shed ceased ab­ruptly.

		
	
		
			The Argonauts of the Air

			One saw Mon­son’s Fly­ing Ma­chine from the win­dows of the trains passing either along the South­west­ern main line or along the line between Wimble­don and Worcester Park—to be more ex­act, one saw the huge scaf­fold­ings which lim­ited the flight of the ap­par­at­us. They rose over the tree­tops, a massive al­ley of in­ter­la­cing iron and tim­ber, and an enorm­ous web of ropes and tackle, ex­tend­ing the best part of two miles. From the Leath­er­head branch this al­ley was fore­shortened and in part hid­den by a hill with vil­las; but from the main line one had it in pro­file, a com­plex tangle of girders and curving bars, very im­press­ive to the ex­cur­sion­ists from Ports­mouth and Southamp­ton and the West. Mon­son had taken up the work where Max­im had left it, had gone on at first with an ut­ter con­tempt for the journ­al­ist­ic wit and ig­nor­ance that had ir­rit­ated and hampered his pre­de­cessor, and had spent (it was said) rather more than half his im­mense for­tune upon his ex­per­i­ments. The res­ults, to an im­pa­tient gen­er­a­tion, seemed in­con­sid­er­able. When some five years had passed after the growth of the co­lossal iron groves at Worcester Park, and Mon­son still failed to put in a flut­ter­ing ap­pear­ance over Tra­fal­gar Square, even the Isle of Wight trip­pers felt their liberty to smile. And such in­tel­li­gent people as did not con­sider Mon­son a fool stricken with the mania for in­ven­tion, de­nounced him as be­ing (for no par­tic­u­lar reas­on) a self-ad­vert­ising quack.

			Yet now and again a morn­ing train­load of sea­son-tick­et hold­ers would see a white mon­ster rush head­long through the airy tracery of guides and bars, and hear the fur­ther stays, net­tings, and buf­fers snap, creak, and groan with the im­pact of the blow. Then there would be an ef­flor­es­cence of black-set white-rimmed faces along the sides of the train, and the morn­ing pa­pers would be neg­lected for a vig­or­ous dis­cus­sion of the pos­sib­il­ity of fly­ing (in which noth­ing new was ever said by any chance), un­til the train reached Wa­ter­loo, and its cargo of sea­son-tick­et hold­ers dis­persed them­selves over Lon­don. Or the fath­ers and moth­ers in some mul­ti­tudin­ous train of weary ex­cur­sion­ists re­turn­ing ex­hausted from a day of rest by the sea, would find the dark fab­ric, stand­ing out against the even­ing sky, use­ful in di­vert­ing some bili­ous child from its in­tro­spec­tion, and be sud­denly startled by the swift trans­it of a huge black flap­ping shape that strained up­ward against the guides. It was a great and for­cible thing bey­ond dis­pute, and ex­cel­lent for con­ver­sa­tion; yet, all the same, it was but fly­ing in lead­ing-strings, and most of those who wit­nessed it scarcely coun­ted its flight as fly­ing. More of a switch­back it seemed to the run of the folk.

			Mon­son, I say, did not trouble him­self very keenly about the opin­ions of the press at first. But pos­sibly he, even, had formed but a poor idea of the time it would take be­fore the tac­tics of fly­ing were mastered, the swift as­sured ad­just­ment of the big soar­ing shape to every gust and chance move­ment of the air; nor had he clearly reckoned the money this pro­longed struggle against grav­it­a­tion would cost him. And he was not so pa­chy­dermat­ous as he seemed. Secretly he had his peri­od­ic­al bundles of cut­tings sent him by Romeike, he had his peri­od­ic­al re­mind­ers from his banker; and if he did not mind the ini­tial ri­dicule and scep­ti­cism, he felt the grow­ing neg­lect as the months went by and the money dribbled away. Time was when Mon­son had sent the en­ter­pris­ing journ­al­ist, keen after read­able mat­ter, empty from his gates. But when the en­ter­pris­ing journ­al­ist ceased from troub­ling, Mon­son was any­thing but sat­is­fied in his heart of hearts. Still day by day the work went on, and the mul­ti­tudin­ous subtle dif­fi­culties of the steer­ing di­min­ished in num­ber. Day by day, too, the money trickled away, un­til his bal­ance was no longer a mat­ter of hun­dreds of thou­sands, but of tens. And at last came an an­niversary.

			Mon­son, sit­ting in the little draw­ing-shed, sud­denly no­ticed the date on Wood­house’s cal­en­dar.

			“It was five years ago today that we began,” he said to Wood­house sud­denly.

			“Is it?” said Wood­house.

			“It’s the al­ter­a­tions play the dev­il with us,” said Mon­son, bit­ing a pa­per-fasten­er.

			The draw­ings for the new vans to the hinder screw lay on the table be­fore him as he spoke. He pitched the mu­til­ated brass pa­per-fasten­er in­to the waste-pa­per bas­ket and drummed with his fin­gers. “These al­ter­a­tions! Will the math­em­aticians ever be clev­er enough to save us all this patch­ing and ex­per­i­ment­ing? Five years—learn­ing by rule of thumb, when one might think that it was pos­sible to cal­cu­late the whole thing out be­fore­hand. The cost of it! I might have hired three seni­or wran­glers for life. But they’d only have de­veloped some beau­ti­fully use­less the­or­ems in pneu­mat­ics. What a time it has been, Wood­house!”

			“These mould­ings will take three weeks,” said Wood­house. “At spe­cial prices.”

			“Three weeks!” said Mon­son, and sat drum­ming.

			“Three weeks cer­tain,” said Wood­house, an ex­cel­lent en­gin­eer, but no good as a com­fort­er. He drew the sheets to­wards him and began shad­ing a bar.

			Mon­son stopped drum­ming, and began to bite his fin­ger­nails, star­ing the while at Wood­house’s head.

			“How long have they been call­ing this Mon­son’s Folly?” he said sud­denly.

			“Oh! Year or so,” said Wood­house care­lessly, without look­ing up.

			Mon­son sucked the air in between his teeth, and went to the win­dow. The stout iron columns car­ry­ing the el­ev­ated rails upon which the start of the ma­chine was made rose up close by, and the ma­chine was hid­den by the up­per edge of the win­dow. Through the grove of iron pil­lars, red painted and or­nate with rows of bolts, one had a glimpse of the pretty scenery to­wards Esh­er. A train went glid­ing noise­lessly across the middle dis­tance, its rattle drowned by the ham­mer­ing of the work­men over­head. Mon­son could ima­gine the grin­ning faces at the win­dows of the car­riages. He swore sav­agely un­der his breath, and dabbed vi­ciously at a blow­fly that sud­denly be­came noisy on the win­dowpane.

			“What’s up?” said Wood­house, star­ing in sur­prise at his em­ploy­er.

			“I’m about sick of this.”

			Wood­house scratched his cheek. “Oh!” he said, after an as­sim­il­at­ing pause. He pushed the draw­ing away from him.

			“Here these fools … I’m try­ing to con­quer a new ele­ment—try­ing to do a thing that will re­volu­tion­ise life. And in­stead of tak­ing an in­tel­li­gent in­terest, they grin and make their stu­pid jokes, and call me and my ap­pli­ances names.”

			“Asses!” said Wood­house, let­ting his eye fall again on the draw­ing.

			The epi­thet, curi­ously enough, made Mon­son wince. “I’m about sick of it, Wood­house, any­how,” he said, after a pause.

			Wood­house shrugged his shoulders.

			“There’s noth­ing for it but pa­tience, I sup­pose,” said Mon­son, stick­ing his hands in his pock­ets. “I’ve star­ted. I’ve made my bed, and I’ve got to lie on it. I can’t go back. I’ll see it through, and spend every penny I have and every penny I can bor­row. But I tell you, Wood­house, I’m in­fernally sick of it, all the same. If I’d paid a tenth part of the money to­wards some polit­ic­al greas­er’s ex­penses—I’d have been a bar­on­et be­fore this.”

			Mon­son paused. Wood­house stared in front of him with a blank ex­pres­sion he al­ways em­ployed to in­dic­ate sym­pathy, and tapped his pen­cil-case on the table. Mon­son stared at him for a minute.

			“Oh, damn!” said Mon­son sud­denly, and ab­ruptly rushed out of the room.

			Wood­house con­tin­ued his sym­path­et­ic rigour for per­haps half a minute. Then he sighed and re­sumed the shad­ing of the draw­ings. Some­thing had evid­ently up­set Mon­son. Nice chap, and gen­er­ous, but dif­fi­cult to get on with. It was the way with every am­a­teur who had any­thing to do with en­gin­eer­ing—wanted everything fin­ished at once. But Mon­son had usu­ally the pa­tience of the ex­pert. Odd he was so ir­rit­able. Nice and round that alu­mini­um rod did look now! Wood­house threw back his head, and put it, first this side and then that, to ap­pre­ci­ate his bit of shad­ing bet­ter.

			“Mr. Wood­house,” said Hoop­er, the fore­man of the la­bour­ers, put­ting his head in at the door.

			“Hullo!” said Wood­house, without turn­ing round.

			“Noth­ing happened, sir?” said Hoop­er.

			“Happened?” said Wood­house.

			“The gov­ernor just been up the rails swear­ing like a tor­nader.”

			“Oh!” said Wood­house.

			“It ain’t like him, sir.”

			“No?”

			“And I was think­ing per­haps—”

			“Don’t think,” said Wood­house, still ad­mir­ing the draw­ings.

			Hoop­er knew Wood­house, and he shut the door sud­denly with a vi­cious slam. Wood­house stared stonily be­fore him for some fur­ther minutes, and then made an in­ef­fec­tu­al ef­fort to pick his teeth with his pen­cil. Ab­ruptly he de­sisted, pitched that old, tried, and stumpy ser­vit­or across the room, got up, stretched him­self, and fol­lowed Hoop­er.

			He looked ruffled—it was vis­ible to every work­man he met. When a mil­lion­aire who has been spend­ing thou­sands on ex­per­i­ments that em­ploy quite a little army of people sud­denly in­dic­ates that he is sick of the un­der­tak­ing, there is al­most in­vari­ably a cer­tain amount of men­tal fric­tion in the ranks of the little army he em­ploys. And even be­fore he in­dic­ates his in­ten­tions there are spec­u­la­tions and mur­murs, a watch­ing of faces and a study of straws. Hun­dreds of people knew be­fore the day was out that Mon­son was ruffled, Wood­house ruffled, Hoop­er ruffled. A work­man’s wife, for in­stance (whom Mon­son had nev­er seen), de­cided to keep her money in the sav­ings-bank in­stead of buy­ing a vel­veteen dress. So far-reach­ing are even the cas­u­al curses of a mil­lion­aire.

			Mon­son found a cer­tain sat­is­fac­tion in go­ing on the works and be­hav­ing dis­agree­ably to as many people as pos­sible. After a time even that palled upon him, and he rode off the grounds, to every­one’s re­lief there, and through the lanes south­east­ward, to the in­fin­ite tribu­la­tion of his house stew­ard at Cheam.

			And the im­me­di­ate cause of it all, the little grain of an­noy­ance that had sud­denly pre­cip­it­ated all this dis­con­tent with his life­work was—these trivi­al things that dir­ect all our great de­cisions!—half a dozen ill-con­sidered re­marks made by a pretty girl, pret­tily dressed, with a beau­ti­ful voice and some­thing more than pret­ti­ness in her soft grey eyes. And of these half-dozen re­marks, two words es­pe­cially—“Mon­son’s Folly.” She had felt she was be­hav­ing charm­ingly to Mon­son; she re­flec­ted the next day how ex­cep­tion­ally ef­fect­ive she had been, and no one would have been more amazed than she, had she learned the ef­fect she had left on Mon­son’s mind. I hope, con­sid­er­ing everything, that she nev­er knew.

			“How are you get­ting on with your fly­ing-ma­chine?” she asked. (“I won­der if I shall ever meet any­one with the sense not to ask that,” thought Mon­son.) “It will be very dan­ger­ous at first, will it not?” (“Thinks I’m afraid.”) “Jor­gon is go­ing to play presently; have you heard him be­fore?” (“My mania be­ing at­ten­ded to, we turn to ra­tion­al con­ver­sa­tion.”) Gush about Jor­gon; gradu­al de­cline of con­ver­sa­tion, end­ing with—“You must let me know when your fly­ing-ma­chine is fin­ished, Mr. Mon­son, and then I will con­sider the ad­vis­ab­il­ity of tak­ing a tick­et.” (“One would think I was still play­ing in­ven­tions in the nurs­ery.”) But the bitterest thing she said was not meant for Mon­son’s ears. To Phlox, the nov­el­ist, she was al­ways con­scien­tiously bril­liant. “I have been talk­ing to Mr. Mon­son, and he can think of noth­ing, pos­it­ively noth­ing, but that fly­ing-ma­chine of his. Do you know, all his work­men call that place of his ‘Mon­son’s Folly’? He is quite im­possible. It is really very, very sad. I al­ways re­gard him my­self in the light of sunken treas­ure—the Lost Mil­lion­aire, you know.”

			She was pretty and well edu­cated—in­deed, she had writ­ten an epi­gram­mat­ic nov­el­ette; but the bit­ter­ness was that she was typ­ic­al. She sum­mar­ised what the world thought of the man who was work­ing sanely, stead­ily, and surely to­wards a more tre­mend­ous re­volu­tion in the ap­pli­ances of civil­isa­tion, a more far-reach­ing al­ter­a­tion in the ways of hu­man­ity than has ever been ef­fected since his­tory began. They did not even take him ser­i­ously. In a little while he would be pro­ver­bi­al. “I must fly now,” he said on his way home, smart­ing with a sense of ab­so­lute so­cial fail­ure. “I must fly soon. If it doesn’t come off soon, by God! I shall run amuck.”

			He said that be­fore he had gone through his pass­book and his lit­ter of pa­pers. In­ad­equate as the cause seems, it was that girl’s voice and the ex­pres­sion of her eyes that pre­cip­it­ated his dis­con­tent. But cer­tainly the dis­cov­ery that he had no longer even one hun­dred thou­sand pounds’ worth of real­is­able prop­erty be­hind him was the pois­on that made the wound deadly.

			It was the next day after this that he ex­ploded upon Wood­house and his work­men, and there­after his bear­ing was con­sist­ently grim for three weeks, and anxi­ety dwelt in Cheam and Ewell, Malden, Morden, and Worcester Park, places that had thriv­en migh­tily on his ex­per­i­ments.

			Four weeks after that first swear­ing of his, he stood with Wood­house by the re­con­struc­ted ma­chine as it lay across the el­ev­ated rail­way, by means of which it gained its ini­tial im­petus. The new pro­peller glittered a bright­er white than the rest of the ma­chine, and a gilder, obed­i­ent to a whim of Mon­son’s, was pick­ing out the alu­mini­um bars with gold. And look­ing down the long av­en­ue between the ropes (gil­ded now with the sun­set), one saw red sig­nals, and two miles away an ant­hill of work­men busy al­ter­ing the last falls of the run in­to a rising slope.

			“I’ll come,” said Wood­house. “I’ll come right enough. But I tell you it’s in­fernally fool­hardy. If only you would give an­oth­er year—”

			“I tell you I won’t. I tell you the thing works. I’ve giv­en years enough—”

			“It’s not that,” said Wood­house. “We’re all right with the ma­chine. But it’s the steer­ing—”

			“Haven’t I been rush­ing, night and morn­ing, back­wards and for­wards, through this squir­rel’s cage? If the thing steers true here, it will steer true all across Eng­land. It’s just funk, I tell you, Wood­house. We could have gone a year ago. And be­sides—”

			“Well?” said Wood­house.

			“The money!” snapped Mon­son over his shoulder.

			“Hang it! I nev­er thought of the money,” said Wood­house, and then, speak­ing now in a very dif­fer­ent tone to that with which he had said the words be­fore, he re­peated, “I’ll come. Trust me.”

			Mon­son turned sud­denly, and saw all that Wood­house had not the dex­ter­ity to say, shin­ing on his sun­set-lit face. He looked for a mo­ment, then im­puls­ively ex­ten­ded his hand. “Thanks,” he said.

			“All right,” said Wood­house, grip­ping the hand, and with a queer soften­ing of his fea­tures. “Trust me.”

			Then both men turned to the big ap­par­at­us that lay with its flat wings ex­ten­ded upon the car­ri­er, and stared at it med­it­at­ively. Mon­son, guided per­haps by a pho­to­graph­ic study of the flight of birds, and by Li­li­enth­al’s meth­ods, had gradu­ally drif­ted from Max­im’s shapes to­wards the bird form again. The thing, how­ever, was driv­en by a huge screw be­hind in the place of the tail; and so hov­er­ing, which needs an al­most ver­tic­al ad­just­ment of a flat tail, was rendered im­possible. The body of the ma­chine was small, al­most cyl­indric­al, and poin­ted. For­ward and aft on the poin­ted ends were two small pet­ro­leum en­gines for the screw, and the nav­ig­at­ors sat deep in a ca­noe-like re­cess, the fore­most one steer­ing, and be­ing pro­tec­ted by a low screen, with two plate-glass win­dows, from the blind­ing rush of air. On either side a mon­strous flat frame­work with a curved front bor­der could be ad­jus­ted so as either to lie ho­ri­zont­ally, or to be tilted up­ward or down. These wings worked ri­gidly to­geth­er, or, by re­leas­ing a pin, one could be tilted through a small angle in­de­pend­ently of its fel­low. The front edge of either wing could also be shif­ted back so as to di­min­ish the wing-area about one-sixth. The ma­chine was not only not de­signed to hov­er, but it was also in­cap­able of flut­ter­ing. Mon­son’s idea was to get in­to the air with the ini­tial rush of the ap­par­at­us, and then to skim, much as a play­ing-card may be skimmed, keep­ing up the rush by means of the screw at the stern. Rooks and gulls fly enorm­ous dis­tances in that way with scarcely a per­cept­ible move­ment of the wings. The bird really drives along on an aer­i­al switch­back. It glides slant­ing down­ward for a space, un­til it has gained con­sid­er­able mo­mentum, and then al­ter­ing the in­clin­a­tion of its wings, glides up again al­most to its ori­gin­al alti­tude. Even a Lon­doner who has watched the birds in the avi­ary in Re­gent’s Park knows that.

			But the bird is prac­tising this art from the mo­ment it leaves its nest. It has not only the per­fect ap­par­at­us, but the per­fect in­stinct to use it. A man off his feet has the poorest skill in bal­an­cing. Even the simple trick of the bi­cycle costs him some hours of la­bour. The in­stant­an­eous ad­just­ments of the wings, the quick re­sponse to a passing breeze, the swift re­cov­ery of equi­lib­ri­um, the giddy, ed­dy­ing move­ments that re­quire such ab­so­lute pre­ci­sion—all that he must learn, learn with in­fin­ite la­bour and in­fin­ite danger, if ever he is to con­quer fly­ing. The fly­ing-ma­chine that will start off some fine day, driv­en by neat “little levers,” with a nice open deck like a liner, and all loaded up with bomb­shells and guns, is the easy dream­ing of a lit­er­ary man. In lives and in treas­ure the cost of the con­quest of the em­pire of the air may even ex­ceed all that has been spent in man’s great con­quest of the sea. Cer­tainly it will be cost­li­er than the greatest war that has ever dev­ast­ated the world.

			No one knew these things bet­ter than these two prac­tic­al men. And they knew they were in the front rank of the com­ing army. Yet there is hope even in a for­lorn hope. Men are killed out­right in the re­serves some­times, while oth­ers who have been left for dead in the thick­est corner crawl out and sur­vive.

			“If we miss these mead­ows”—said Wood­house presently in his slow way.

			“My dear chap,” said Mon­son, whose spir­its had been rising fit­fully dur­ing the last few days, “we mustn’t miss these mead­ows. There’s a quarter of a square mile for us to hit, fences re­moved, ditches lev­elled. We shall come down all right—rest as­sured. And if we don’t—”

			“Ah!” said Wood­house. “If we don’t!”

			Be­fore the day of the start, the news­pa­per people got wind of the al­ter­a­tions at the north­ward end of the frame­work, and Mon­son was cheered by a de­cided change in the com­ments Romeike for­war­ded him. “He will be off some day,” said the pa­pers. “He will be off some day,” said the South­west­ern sea­son-tick­et hold­ers one to an­oth­er; the sea­side ex­cur­sion­ists, the Sat­urday-to-Monday trip­pers from Sus­sex and Hamp­shire and Dor­set and Devon, the em­in­ent lit­er­ary people from Ha­zlemere, all re­marked eagerly one to an­oth­er, “He will be off some day,” as the fa­mil­i­ar scaf­fold­ing came in sight. And ac­tu­ally, one bright morn­ing, in full view of the ten-past-ten train from Basing­s­toke, Mon­son’s fly­ing-ma­chine star­ted on its jour­ney.

			They saw the car­ri­er run­ning swiftly along its rail, and the white and gold screw spin­ning in the air. They heard the rap­id rumble of wheels, and a thud as the car­ri­er reached the buf­fers at the end of its run. Then a whirr as the Fly­ing-Ma­chine was shot for­ward in­to the net­works. All that the ma­jor­ity of them had seen and heard be­fore. The thing went with a droop­ing flight through the frame­work and rose again, and then every be­hold­er shouted, or screamed, or yelled, or shrieked after his kind. For in­stead of the cus­tom­ary con­cus­sion and stop­page, the Fly­ing Ma­chine flew out of its five years’ cage like a bolt from a cross­bow, and drove slant­ingly up­ward in­to the air, curved round a little, so as to cross the line, and soared in the dir­ec­tion of Wimble­don Com­mon.

			It seemed to hang mo­ment­ar­ily in the air and grow smal­ler, then it ducked and van­ished over the clus­ter­ing blue tree­tops to the east of Coombe Hill, and no one stopped star­ing and gasp­ing un­til long after it had dis­ap­peared.

			That was what the people in the train from Basing­s­toke saw. If you had drawn a line down the middle of that train, from en­gine to guard’s van, you would not have found a liv­ing soul on the op­pos­ite side to the fly­ing-ma­chine. It was a mad rush from win­dow to win­dow as the thing crossed the line. And the en­gine-driver and stoker nev­er took their eyes off the low hills about Wimble­don, and nev­er no­ticed that they had run clean through Coombe and Maid­en and Raynes Park, un­til, with re­turn­ing an­im­a­tion, they found them­selves pelt­ing, at the most in­de­cent pace, in­to Wimble­don sta­tion.

			From the mo­ment when Mon­son had star­ted the car­ri­er with a “Now!” neither he nor Wood­house said a word. Both men sat with clenched teeth. Mon­son had crossed the line with a curve that was too sharp, and Wood­house had opened and shut his white lips; but neither spoke. Wood­house simply gripped his seat, and breathed sharply through his teeth, watch­ing the blue coun­try to the west rush­ing past, and down, and away from him. Mon­son knelt at his post for­ward, and his hands trembled on the spoked wheel that moved the wings. He could see noth­ing be­fore him but a mass of white clouds in the sky.

			The ma­chine went slant­ing up­ward, trav­el­ling with an enorm­ous speed still, but los­ing mo­mentum every mo­ment. The land ran away un­der­neath with di­min­ish­ing speed.

			“Now!” said Wood­house at last, and with a vi­ol­ent ef­fort Mon­son wrenched over the wheel and altered the angle of the wings. The ma­chine seemed to hang for half a minute mo­tion­less in midair, and then he saw the hazy blue house-covered hills of Kil­burn and Hamp­stead jump up be­fore his eyes and rise stead­ily, un­til the little sun­lit dome of the Al­bert Hall ap­peared through his win­dows. For a mo­ment he scarcely un­der­stood the mean­ing of this up­ward rush of the ho­ri­zon, but as the near­er and near­er houses came in­to view, he real­ised what he had done. He had turned the wings over too far, and they were swoop­ing steeply down­ward to­wards the Thames.

			The thought, the ques­tion, the real­isa­tion were all the busi­ness of a second of time. “Too much!” gasped Wood­house. Mon­son brought the wheel halfway back with a jerk, and forth­with the Kil­burn and Hamp­stead ridge dropped again to the lower edge of his win­dows. They had been a thou­sand feet above Coombe and Maid­en sta­tion; fifty seconds after they whizzed, at a fright­ful pace, not eighty feet above the East Put­ney sta­tion, on the Met­ro­pol­it­an Dis­trict line, to the scream­ing as­ton­ish­ment of a plat­form­ful of people. Mon­son flung up the vans against the air, and over Ful­ham they rushed up their at­mo­spher­ic switch­back again, steeply—too steeply. The ’buses went flounder­ing across the Ful­ham Road, the people yelled.

			Then down again, too steeply still, and the dis­tant trees and houses about Prim­rose Hill leapt up across Mon­son’s win­dow, and then sud­denly he saw straight be­fore him the green­ery of Kens­ing­ton Gar­dens and the towers of the Im­per­i­al In­sti­tute. They were driv­ing straight down upon South Kens­ing­ton. The pin­nacles of the Nat­ur­al His­tory Mu­seum rushed up in­to view. There came one fatal second of swift thought, a mo­ment of hes­it­a­tion. Should he try and clear the towers, or swerve east­ward?

			He made a hes­it­at­ing at­tempt to re­lease the right wing, left the catch half re­leased, and gave a frantic clutch at the wheel.

			The nose of the ma­chine seemed to leap up be­fore him. The wheel pressed his hand with ir­res­ist­ible force, and jerked it­self out of his con­trol.

			Wood­house, sit­ting crouched to­geth­er, gave a hoarse cry, and sprang up to­wards Mon­son. “Too far!” he cried, and then he was cling­ing to the gun­wale for dear life, and Mon­son had been jerked clean over­head, and was fall­ing back­wards upon him.

			So swiftly had the thing happened that barely a quarter of the people go­ing to and fro in Hyde Park, and Bromp­ton Road, and the Ex­hib­i­tion Road saw any­thing of the aer­i­al cata­strophe. A dis­tant winged shape had ap­peared above the clus­ter­ing houses to the south, had fallen and ris­en, grow­ing lar­ger as it did so; had swooped swiftly down to­wards the Im­per­i­al In­sti­tute, a broad spread of fly­ing wings, had swept round in a quarter circle, dashed east­ward, and then sud­denly sprang ver­tic­ally in­to the air. A black ob­ject shot out of it, and came spin­ning down­ward. A man! Two men clutch­ing each oth­er! They came whirl­ing down, sep­ar­ated as they struck the roof of the Stu­dents’ Club, and bounded off in­to the green bushes on its south­ward side.

			For per­haps half a minute, the poin­ted stem of the big ma­chine still pierced ver­tic­ally up­ward, the screw spin­ning des­per­ately. For one brief in­stant, that yet seemed an age to all who watched, it had hung mo­tion­less in midair. Then a spout of yel­low flame licked up its length from the stern en­gine, and swift, swifter, swifter, and flar­ing like a rock­et, it rushed down upon the sol­id mass of ma­sonry which was formerly the Roy­al Col­lege of Sci­ence. The big screw of white and gold touched the para­pet, and crumpled up like wet lin­en. Then the blaz­ing spindle-shaped body smashed and splintered, smash­ing and splin­ter­ing in its fall, upon the north­west­ward angle of the build­ing.

			But the crash, the flame of blaz­ing par­affin that shot heav­en­ward from the shattered en­gines of the ma­chine, the crushed hor­rors that were found in the garden bey­ond the Stu­dents’ Club, the masses of yel­low para­pet and red brick that fell head­long in­to the road­way, the run­ning to and fro of people like ants in a broken ant­hill, the gal­lop­ing of fire-en­gines, the gath­er­ing of crowds—all these things do not be­long to this story, which was writ­ten only to tell how the first of all suc­cess­ful fly­ing-ma­chines was launched and flew. Though he failed, and failed dis­astrously, the re­cord of Mon­son’s work re­mains—a suf­fi­cient monu­ment—to guide the next of that band of gal­lant ex­per­i­ment­al­ists who will soon­er or later mas­ter this great prob­lem of fly­ing. And between Worcester Park and Malden there still stands that portent­ous av­en­ue of iron­work, rust­ing now, and dan­ger­ous here and there, to wit­ness to the first des­per­ate struggle for man’s right of way through the air.

		
	
		
			A Slip Under the Microscope

			Out­side the labor­at­ory win­dows was a wa­tery-grey fog, and with­in a close warmth and the yel­low light of the green-shaded gas lamps that stood two to each table down its nar­row length. On each table stood a couple of glass jars con­tain­ing the mangled vestiges of the cray­fish, mus­sels, frogs, and guinea-pigs upon which the stu­dents had been work­ing, and down the side of the room, fa­cing the win­dows, were shelves bear­ing bleached dis­sec­tions in spir­its, sur­moun­ted by a row of beau­ti­fully ex­ecuted ana­tom­ic­al draw­ings in white­wood frames and over­hanging a row of cu­bic­al lock­ers. All the doors of the labor­at­ory were pan­elled with black­board, and on these were the half-erased dia­grams of the pre­vi­ous day’s work. The labor­at­ory was empty, save for the demon­strat­or, who sat near the pre­par­a­tion-room door, and si­lent, save for a low, con­tinu­ous mur­mur and the click­ing of the rock­er mi­cro­tome at which he was work­ing. But scattered about the room were traces of nu­mer­ous stu­dents: hand­bags, pol­ished boxes of in­stru­ments, in one place a large draw­ing covered by news­pa­per, and in an­oth­er a pret­tily bound copy of News from Nowhere, a book oddly at vari­ance with its sur­round­ings. These things had been put down hast­ily as the stu­dents had ar­rived and hur­ried at once to se­cure their seats in the ad­ja­cent lec­ture theatre. Deadened by the closed door, the meas­ured ac­cents of the pro­fess­or soun­ded as a fea­ture­less mut­ter­ing.

			Presently, faint through the closed win­dows came the sound of the Oratory clock strik­ing the hour of el­ev­en. The click­ing of the mi­cro­tome ceased, and the demon­strat­or looked at his watch, rose, thrust his hands in­to his pock­ets, and walked slowly down the labor­at­ory to­wards the lec­ture theatre door. He stood listen­ing for a mo­ment, and then his eye fell on the little volume by Wil­li­am Mor­ris. He picked it up, glanced at the title, smiled, opened it, looked at the name on the flyleaf, ran the leaves through with his hand, and put it down. Al­most im­me­di­ately the even mur­mur of the lec­turer ceased, there was a sud­den burst of pen­cils rat­tling on the desks in the lec­ture theatre, a stir­ring, a scrap­ing of feet, and a num­ber of voices speak­ing to­geth­er. Then a firm foot­fall ap­proached the door, which began to open, and stood ajar, as some in­dis­tinctly heard ques­tion ar­res­ted the new­comer.

			The demon­strat­or turned, walked slowly back past the mi­cro­tome, and left the labor­at­ory by the pre­par­a­tion-room door. As he did so, first one, and then sev­er­al stu­dents car­ry­ing note­books entered the labor­at­ory from the lec­ture theatre, and dis­trib­uted them­selves among the little tables, or stood in a group about the door­way. They were an ex­cep­tion­ally het­ero­gen­eous as­sembly, for while Ox­ford and Cam­bridge still re­coil from the blush­ing pro­spect of mixed classes, the Col­lege of Sci­ence an­ti­cip­ated Amer­ica in the mat­ter years ago—mixed so­cially, too, for the prestige of the Col­lege is high, and its schol­ar­ships, free of any age lim­it, dredge deep­er even than do those of the Scotch uni­ver­sit­ies. The class numbered one-and-twenty, but some re­mained in the theatre ques­tion­ing the pro­fess­or, copy­ing the black­board dia­grams be­fore they were washed off, or ex­amin­ing the spe­cial spe­ci­mens he had pro­duced to il­lus­trate the day’s teach­ing. Of the nine who had come in­to the labor­at­ory three were girls, one of whom, a little fair wo­man, wear­ing spec­tacles and dressed in grey­ish-green, was peer­ing out of the win­dow at the fog, while the oth­er two, both whole­some-look­ing, plain-faced school­girls, un­rolled and put on the brown hol­land ap­rons they wore while dis­sect­ing. Of the men, two went down the labor­at­ory to their places, one a pal­lid, dark-bearded man, who had once been a tail­or; the oth­er a pleas­ant-fea­tured, ruddy young man of twenty, dressed in a well-fit­ting brown suit; young Wed­der­burn, the son of Wed­der­burn, the eye spe­cial­ist. The oth­ers formed a little knot near the theatre door. One of these, a dwarfed, spec­tacled fig­ure, with a hunch­back, sat on a bent wood stool; two oth­ers, one a short, dark young­ster, and the oth­er a flax­en-haired, red­dish-com­plex­ioned young man, stood lean­ing side by side against the slate sink, while the fourth stood fa­cing them, and main­tained the lar­ger share of the con­ver­sa­tion.

			This last per­son was named Hill. He was a sturdily built young fel­low, of the same age as Wed­der­burn; he had a white face, dark grey eyes, hair of an in­de­term­in­ate col­our, and prom­in­ent, ir­reg­u­lar fea­tures. He talked rather louder than was need­ful, and thrust his hands deeply in­to his pock­ets. His col­lar was frayed and blue with the starch of a care­less laundress, his clothes were evid­ently ready-made, and there was a patch on the side of his boot near the toe. And as he talked or listened to the oth­ers, he glanced now and again to­wards the lec­ture theatre door. They were dis­cuss­ing the de­press­ing per­or­a­tion of the lec­ture they had just heard, the last lec­ture it was in the in­tro­duct­ory course in zo­ology. “From ovum to ovum is the goal of the high­er ver­teb­rata,” the lec­turer had said in his mel­an­choly tones, and so had neatly roun­ded off the sketch of com­par­at­ive ana­tomy he had been de­vel­op­ing. The spec­tacled hunch­back had re­peated it, with noisy ap­pre­ci­ation, had tossed it to­wards the fair-haired stu­dent with an evid­ent pro­voca­tion, and had star­ted one of these vague, ram­bling dis­cus­sions on gen­er­al­it­ies, so un­ac­count­ably dear to the stu­dent mind all the world over.

			“That is our goal, per­haps—I ad­mit it, as far as sci­ence goes,” said the fair-haired stu­dent, rising to the chal­lenge. “But there are things above sci­ence.”

			“Sci­ence,” said Hill con­fid­ently, “is sys­tem­at­ic know­ledge. Ideas that don’t come in­to the sys­tem—must any­how—be loose ideas.” He was not quite sure wheth­er that was a clev­er say­ing or a fatu­ity un­til his hear­ers took it ser­i­ously.

			“The thing I can­not un­der­stand,” said the hunch­back, at large, “is wheth­er Hill is a ma­ter­i­al­ist or not.”

			“There is one thing above mat­ter,” said Hill promptly, feel­ing he had a bet­ter thing this time; aware, too, of someone in the door­way be­hind him, and rais­ing his voice a trifle for her be­ne­fit, “and that is, the de­lu­sion that there is some­thing above mat­ter.”

			“So we have your gos­pel at last,” said the fair stu­dent. “It’s all a de­lu­sion, is it? All our as­pir­a­tions to lead some­thing more than dogs’ lives, all our work for any­thing bey­ond ourselves. But see how in­con­sist­ent you are. Your so­cial­ism, for in­stance. Why do you trouble about the in­terests of the race? Why do you con­cern your­self about the beg­gar in the gut­ter? Why are you both­er­ing your­self to lend that book”—he in­dic­ated Wil­li­am Mor­ris by a move­ment of the head—“to every­one in the lab?”

			“Girl,” said the hunch­back in­dis­tinctly, and glanced guiltily over his shoulder.

			The girl in brown, with the brown eyes, had come in­to the labor­at­ory, and stood on the oth­er side of the table be­hind him, with her rolled-up ap­ron in one hand, look­ing over her shoulder, listen­ing to the dis­cus­sion. She did not no­tice the hunch­back, be­cause she was glan­cing from Hill to his in­ter­locutor. Hill’s con­scious­ness of her pres­ence be­trayed it­self to her only in his stu­di­ous ig­nor­ance of the fact; but she un­der­stood that, and it pleased her. “I see no reas­on,” said he, “why a man should live like a brute be­cause he knows of noth­ing bey­ond mat­ter, and does not ex­pect to ex­ist a hun­dred years hence.”

			“Why shouldn’t he?” said the fair-haired stu­dent.

			“Why should he?” said Hill.

			“What in­duce­ment has he?”

			“That’s the way with all you re­li­gious people. It’s all a busi­ness of in­duce­ments. Can­not a man seek after right­eous­ness for right­eous­ness’ sake?”

			There was a pause. The fair man answered, with a kind of vo­cal pad­ding, “But—you see—in­duce­ment—when I said in­duce­ment,” to gain time. And then the hunch­back came to his res­cue and in­ser­ted a ques­tion. He was a ter­rible per­son in the de­bat­ing so­ci­ety with his ques­tions, and they in­vari­ably took one form—a de­mand for a defin­i­tion, “What’s your defin­i­tion of right­eous­ness?” said the hunch­back at this stage.

			Hill ex­per­i­enced a sud­den loss of com­pla­cency at this ques­tion, but even as it was asked, re­lief came in the per­son of Brooks, the labor­at­ory at­tend­ant, who entered by the pre­par­a­tion-room door, car­ry­ing a num­ber of freshly killed guinea-pigs by their hind legs. “This is the last batch of ma­ter­i­al this ses­sion,” said the young­ster who had not pre­vi­ously spoken. Brooks ad­vanced up the labor­at­ory, smack­ing down a couple of guinea-pigs at each table. The rest of the class, scent­ing the prey from afar, came crowding in by the lec­ture theatre door, and the dis­cus­sion per­ished ab­ruptly as the stu­dents who were not already in their places hur­ried to them to se­cure the choice of a spe­ci­men. There was a noise of keys rat­tling on split rings as lock­ers were opened and dis­sect­ing in­stru­ments taken out. Hill was already stand­ing by his table, and his box of scalpels was stick­ing out of his pock­et. The girl in brown came a step to­wards him, and, lean­ing over his table, said softly, “Did you see that I re­turned your book, Mr. Hill?”

			Dur­ing the whole scene she and the book had been vividly present in his con­scious­ness; but he made a clumsy pre­tence of look­ing at the book and see­ing it for the first time. “Oh, yes,” he said, tak­ing it up. “I see. Did you like it?”

			“I want to ask you some ques­tions about it—some time.”

			“Cer­tainly,” said Hill. “I shall be glad.” He stopped awk­wardly. “You liked it?” he said.

			“It’s a won­der­ful book. Only some things I don’t un­der­stand.”

			Then sud­denly the labor­at­ory was hushed by a curi­ous, bray­ing noise. It was the demon­strat­or. He was at the black­board ready to be­gin the day’s in­struc­tion, and it was his cus­tom to de­mand si­lence by a sound mid­way between the “Er” of com­mon in­ter­course and the blast of a trum­pet. The girl in brown slipped back to her place: it was im­me­di­ately in front of Hill’s, and Hill, for­get­ting her forth­with, took a note­book out of the draw­er of his table, turned over its leaves hast­ily, drew a stumpy pen­cil from his pock­et, and pre­pared to make a co­pi­ous note of the com­ing demon­stra­tion. For demon­stra­tions and lec­tures are the sac­red text of the col­lege stu­dents. Books, sav­ing only the Pro­fess­or’s own, you may—it is even ex­pedi­ent to—ig­nore.

			

			Hill was the son of a Land­port cob­bler, and had been hooked by a chance blue pa­per the au­thor­it­ies had thrown out to the Land­port Tech­nic­al Col­lege. He kept him­self in Lon­don on his al­low­ance of a guinea a week, and found that, with prop­er care, this also covered his cloth­ing al­low­ance, an oc­ca­sion­al wa­ter­proof col­lar, that is; and ink and needles and cot­ton, and such­like ne­ces­sar­ies for a man about town. This was his first year and his first ses­sion, but the brown old man in Land­port had already got him­self de­tested in many pub­lic-houses by boast­ing of his son, “the Pro­fess­or.” Hill was a vig­or­ous young­ster, with a se­rene con­tempt for the clergy of all de­nom­in­a­tions, and a fine am­bi­tion to re­con­struct the world. He re­garded his schol­ar­ship as a bril­liant op­por­tun­ity. He had be­gun to read at sev­en, and had read stead­ily whatever came in his way, good or bad, since then. His worldly ex­per­i­ence had been lim­ited to the is­land of Portsea, and ac­quired chiefly in the whole­sale boot fact­ory in which he had worked by day, after passing the sev­enth stand­ard of the Board school. He had a con­sid­er­able gift of speech, as the Col­lege De­bat­ing So­ci­ety, which met amidst the crush­ing ma­chines and mine mod­els in the me­tal­lur­gic­al theatre down­stairs, already re­cog­nised—re­cog­nised by a vi­ol­ent bat­ter­ing of desks whenev­er he rose. And he was just at that fine emo­tion­al age when life opens at the end of a nar­row pass like a broad val­ley at one’s feet, full of the prom­ise of won­der­ful dis­cov­er­ies and tre­mend­ous achieve­ments. And his own lim­it­a­tions, save that he knew that he knew neither Lat­in nor French, were all un­known to him.

			At first his in­terest had been di­vided pretty equally between his bio­lo­gic­al work at the col­lege and so­cial and theo­lo­gic­al the­or­ising, an em­ploy­ment which he took in deadly earn­est. Of a night, when the big mu­seum lib­rary was not open, he would sit on the bed of his room in Chelsea with his coat and a muffler on, and write out the lec­ture notes and re­vise his dis­sec­tion memor­anda, un­til Thorpe called him out by a whistle—the land­lady ob­jec­ted to open the door to at­tic vis­it­ors—and then the two would go prowl­ing about the shad­owy, shiny, gas-lit streets, talk­ing, very much in the fash­ion of the sample just giv­en, of the God idea, and right­eous­ness, and Carlyle, and the re­or­gan­isa­tion of so­ci­ety. And in the midst of it all, Hill, ar­guing not only for Thorpe, but for the cas­u­al passerby, would lose the thread of his ar­gu­ment glan­cing at some pretty painted face that looked mean­ingly at him as he passed. Sci­ence and right­eous­ness! But once or twice lately there had been signs that a third in­terest was creep­ing in­to his life, and he had found his at­ten­tion wan­der­ing from the fate of the meso­blast­ic somites or the prob­able mean­ing of the blastopore, to the thought of the girl with the brown eyes who sat at the table be­fore him.

			She was a pay­ing stu­dent; she des­cen­ded in­con­ceiv­able so­cial alti­tudes to speak to him. At the thought of the edu­ca­tion she must have had, and the ac­com­plish­ments she must pos­sess, the soul of Hill be­came ab­ject with­in him. She had spoken to him first over a dif­fi­culty about the al­i­sphen­oid of a rab­bit’s skull, and he had found that, in bio­logy at least, he had no reas­on for self-abase­ment. And from that, after the man­ner of young people start­ing from any start­ing-point, they got to gen­er­al­it­ies, and while Hill at­tacked her upon the ques­tion of so­cial­ism—some in­stinct told him to spare her a dir­ect as­sault upon her re­li­gion—she was gath­er­ing res­ol­u­tion to un­der­take what she told her­self was his aes­thet­ic edu­ca­tion. She was a year or two older than he, though the thought nev­er oc­curred to him. The loan of News from Nowhere was the be­gin­ning of a series of cross loans. Upon some ab­surd first prin­ciple of his, Hill had nev­er “wasted time” upon po­etry, and it seemed an ap­palling de­fi­ciency to her. One day in the lunch hour, when she chanced upon him alone in the little mu­seum where the skel­et­ons were ar­ranged, shame­fully eat­ing the bun that con­sti­tuted his mid­day meal, she re­treated, and re­turned to lend him, with a slightly furt­ive air, a volume of Brown­ing. He stood side­ways to­wards her and took the book rather clum­sily, be­cause he was hold­ing the bun in the oth­er hand. And in the ret­ro­spect his voice lacked the cheer­ful clear­ness he could have wished.

			That oc­curred after the ex­am­in­a­tion in com­par­at­ive ana­tomy, on the day be­fore the Col­lege turned out its stu­dents, and was care­fully locked up by the of­fi­cials, for the Christ­mas hol­i­days. The ex­cite­ment of cram­ming for the first tri­al of strength had for a little while dom­in­ated Hill, to the ex­clu­sion of his oth­er in­terests. In the fore­casts of the res­ult in which every­one in­dulged he was sur­prised to find that no one re­garded him as a pos­sible com­pet­it­or for the Har­vey Com­mem­or­a­tion Medal, of which this and the two sub­sequent ex­am­in­a­tions dis­posed. It was about this time that Wed­der­burn, who so far had lived in­con­spicu­ously on the ut­ter­most mar­gin of Hill’s per­cep­tions, began to take on the ap­pear­ance of an obstacle. By a mu­tu­al agree­ment, the noc­turn­al prowl­ings with Thorpe ceased for the three weeks be­fore the ex­am­in­a­tion, and his land­lady poin­ted out that she really could not sup­ply so much lamp oil at the price. He walked to and fro from the Col­lege with little slips of mne­mon­ics in his hand, lists of cray­fish ap­pend­ages, rab­bits’ skull-bones, and ver­teb­rate nerves, for ex­ample, and be­came a pos­it­ive nuis­ance to foot pas­sen­gers in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion.

			But, by a nat­ur­al re­ac­tion, po­etry and the girl with the brown eyes ruled the Christ­mas hol­i­day. The pending res­ults of the ex­am­in­a­tion be­came such a sec­ond­ary con­sid­er­a­tion that Hill mar­velled at his fath­er’s ex­cite­ment. Even had he wished it, there was no com­par­at­ive ana­tomy to read in Land­port, and he was too poor to buy books, but the stock of po­ets in the lib­rary was ex­tens­ive, and Hill’s at­tack was mag­ni­fi­cently sus­tained. He sat­ur­ated him­self with the flu­ent num­bers of Long­fel­low and Tennyson, and for­ti­fied him­self with Shakespeare; found a kindred soul in Pope, and a mas­ter in Shel­ley, and heard and fled the siren voices of Eliza Cook and Mrs. Hem­ans. But he read no more Brown­ing, be­cause he hoped for the loan of oth­er volumes from Miss Hays­man when he re­turned to Lon­don.

			He walked from his lodgings to the Col­lege with that volume of Brown­ing in his shiny black bag, and his mind teem­ing with the finest gen­er­al pro­pos­i­tions about po­etry. In­deed, he framed first this little speech and then that with which to grace the re­turn. The morn­ing was an ex­cep­tion­ally pleas­ant one for Lon­don; there was a clear, hard frost and un­deni­able blue in the sky, a thin haze softened every out­line, and warm shafts of sun­light struck between the house blocks and turned the sunny side of the street to am­ber and gold. In the hall of the Col­lege he pulled off his glove and signed his name with fin­gers so stiff with cold that the char­ac­ter­ist­ic dash un­der the sig­na­ture he cul­tiv­ated be­came a quiv­er­ing line. He ima­gined Miss Hays­man about him every­where. He turned at the stair­case, and there, be­low, he saw a crowd strug­gling at the foot of the no­tice-board. This, pos­sibly, was the bio­logy list. He for­got Brown­ing and Miss Hays­man for the mo­ment, and joined the scrim­mage. And at last, with his cheek flattened against the sleeve of the man on the step above him, he read the list—

			
				
					Class I

				
				H. J. Somers Wed­der­burn

				Wil­li­am Hill

			

			and there­after fol­lowed a second class that is out­side our present sym­path­ies. It was char­ac­ter­ist­ic that he did not trouble to look for Thorpe on the phys­ics list, but backed out of the struggle at once, and in a curi­ous emo­tion­al state between pride over com­mon second-class hu­man­ity and acute dis­ap­point­ment at Wed­der­burn’s suc­cess, went on his way up­stairs. At the top, as he was hanging up his coat in the pas­sage, the zo­olo­gic­al demon­strat­or, a young man from Ox­ford, who secretly re­garded him as a blatant “mug­ger” of the very worst type, offered his hearti­est con­grat­u­la­tions.

			At the labor­at­ory door Hill stopped for a second to get his breath, and then entered. He looked straight up the labor­at­ory and saw all five girl stu­dents grouped in their places, and Wed­der­burn, the once re­tir­ing Wed­der­burn, lean­ing rather grace­fully against the win­dow, play­ing with the blind tas­sel and talk­ing, ap­par­ently, to the five of them. Now, Hill could talk bravely enough and even over­bear­ingly to one girl, and he could have made a speech to a room­ful of girls, but this busi­ness of stand­ing at ease and ap­pre­ci­at­ing, fen­cing, and re­turn­ing quick re­marks round a group was, he knew, al­to­geth­er bey­ond him. Com­ing up the stair­case his feel­ings for Wed­der­burn had been gen­er­ous, a cer­tain ad­mir­a­tion per­haps, a will­ing­ness to shake his hand con­spicu­ously and heart­ily as one who had fought but the first round. But be­fore Christ­mas Wed­der­burn had nev­er gone up to that end of the room to talk. In a flash Hill’s mist of vague ex­cite­ment con­densed ab­ruptly to a vivid dis­like of Wed­der­burn. Pos­sibly his ex­pres­sion changed. As he came up to his place, Wed­der­burn nod­ded care­lessly to him, and the oth­ers glanced round. Miss Hays­man looked at him and away again, the faintest touch of her eyes. “I can’t agree with you, Mr. Wed­der­burn,” she said.

			“I must con­grat­u­late you on your first-class, Mr. Hill,” said the spec­tacled girl in green, turn­ing round and beam­ing at him.

			“It’s noth­ing,” said Hill, star­ing at Wed­der­burn and Miss Hays­man talk­ing to­geth­er, and eager to hear what they talked about.

			“We poor folks in the second class don’t think so,” said the girl in spec­tacles.

			What was it Wed­der­burn was say­ing? Some­thing about Wil­li­am Mor­ris! Hill did not an­swer the girl in spec­tacles, and the smile died out of his face. He could not hear, and failed to see how he could “cut in.” Con­found Wed­der­burn! He sat down, opened his bag, hes­it­ated wheth­er to re­turn the volume of Brown­ing forth­with, in the sight of all, and in­stead drew out his new note­books for the short course in ele­ment­ary bot­any that was now be­gin­ning, and which would ter­min­ate in Feb­ru­ary. As he did so, a fat, heavy man, with a white face and pale grey eyes—Bindon, the pro­fess­or of bot­any, who came up from Kew for Janu­ary and Feb­ru­ary—came in by the lec­ture theatre door, and passed, rub­bing his hands to­geth­er and smil­ing, in si­lent af­fabil­ity down the labor­at­ory.

			

			In the sub­sequent six weeks Hill ex­per­i­enced some very rap­id and curi­ously com­plex emo­tion­al de­vel­op­ments. For the most part he had Wed­der­burn in fo­cus—a fact that Miss Hays­man nev­er sus­pec­ted. She told Hill (for in the com­par­at­ive pri­vacy of the mu­seum she talked a good deal to him of so­cial­ism and Brown­ing and gen­er­al pro­pos­i­tions) that she had met Wed­der­burn at the house of some people she knew, and “he’s in­her­ited his clev­erness; for his fath­er, you know, is the great eye-spe­cial­ist.”

			“My fath­er is a cob­bler,” said Hill, quite ir­rel­ev­antly, and per­ceived the want of dig­nity even as he said it. But the gleam of jeal­ousy did not of­fend her. She con­ceived her­self the fun­da­ment­al source of it. He suffered bit­terly from a sense of Wed­der­burn’s un­fair­ness, and a real­isa­tion of his own han­di­cap. Here was this Wed­der­burn had picked up a prom­in­ent man for a fath­er, and in­stead of his los­ing so many marks on the score of that ad­vant­age, it was coun­ted to him for right­eous­ness! And while Hill had to in­tro­duce him­self and talk to Miss Hays­man clum­sily over mangled guinea-pigs in the labor­at­ory, this Wed­der­burn, in some back­stairs way, had ac­cess to her so­cial alti­tudes, and could con­verse in a pol­ished ar­got that Hill un­der­stood per­haps, but felt in­cap­able of speak­ing. Not, of course, that he wanted to. Then it seemed to Hill that for Wed­der­burn to come there day after day with cuffs un­frayed, neatly tailored, pre­cisely barbered, quietly per­fect, was in it­self an ill-bred, sneer­ing sort of pro­ceed­ing. Moreover, it was a stealthy thing for Wed­der­burn to be­have in­sig­ni­fic­antly for a space, to mock mod­esty, to lead Hill to fancy that he him­self was bey­ond dis­pute the man of the year, and then sud­denly to dart in front of him, and in­con­tin­ently to swell up in this fash­ion. In ad­di­tion to these things, Wed­der­burn dis­played an in­creas­ing dis­pos­i­tion to join in any con­ver­sa­tion­al group­ing that in­cluded Miss Hays­man, and would ven­ture, and in­deed seek oc­ca­sion, to pass opin­ions derog­at­ory to so­cial­ism and athe­ism. He goaded Hill to in­ci­vil­it­ies by neat, shal­low, and ex­ceed­ingly ef­fect­ive per­son­al­it­ies about the so­cial­ist lead­ers, un­til Hill hated Bern­ard Shaw’s grace­ful egot­isms, Wil­li­am Mor­ris’s lim­ited edi­tions and lux­uri­ous wall­pa­pers, and Wal­ter Crane’s charm­ingly ab­surd ideal work­ing men, about as much as he hated Wed­der­burn. The dis­ser­ta­tions in the labor­at­ory, that had been his glory in the pre­vi­ous term, be­came a danger, de­gen­er­ated in­to in­glori­ous tus­sels with Wed­der­burn, and Hill kept to them only out of an ob­scure per­cep­tion that his hon­our was in­volved. In the de­bat­ing so­ci­ety Hill knew quite clearly that, to a thun­der­ous ac­com­pani­ment of banged desks, he could have pul­ver­ised Wed­der­burn. Only Wed­der­burn nev­er at­ten­ded the de­bat­ing so­ci­ety to be pul­ver­ised, be­cause—naus­eous af­fect­a­tion!—he “dined late.”

			You must not ima­gine that these things presen­ted them­selves in quite such a crude form to Hill’s per­cep­tion. Hill was a born gen­er­al­iser. Wed­der­burn to him was not so much an in­di­vidu­al obstacle as a type, the sa­li­ent angle of a class. The eco­nom­ic the­or­ies that, after in­fin­ite fer­ment, had shaped them­selves in Hill’s mind, be­came ab­ruptly con­crete at the con­tact. The world be­came full of easy-mannered, grace­ful, grace­fully-dressed, con­ver­sa­tion­ally dex­ter­ous, fi­nally shal­low Wed­der­burns, Bish­ops Wed­der­burn, Wed­der­burn M.P.’s, Pro­fess­ors Wed­der­burn, Wed­der­burn land­lords, all with fin­ger-bowl shib­boleths and epi­gram­mat­ic cit­ies of refuge from a sturdy de­bater. And every­one ill-clothed or ill-dressed, from the cob­bler to the cab-run­ner, was a man and a broth­er, a fel­low-suf­fer­er, to Hill’s ima­gin­a­tion. So that he be­came, as it were, a cham­pi­on of the fallen and op­pressed, al­beit to out­ward seem­ing only a self-as­sert­ive, ill-mannered young man, and an un­suc­cess­ful cham­pi­on at that. Again and again a skir­mish over the af­ter­noon tea that the girl stu­dents had in­aug­ur­ated left Hill with flushed cheeks and a tattered tem­per, and the de­bat­ing so­ci­ety no­ticed a new qual­ity of sar­cast­ic bit­ter­ness in his speeches.

			You will un­der­stand now how it was ne­ces­sary, if only in the in­terests of hu­man­ity, that Hill should de­mol­ish Wed­der­burn in the forth­com­ing ex­am­in­a­tion and out­shine him in the eyes of Miss Hays­man; and you will per­ceive, too, how Miss Hays­man fell in­to some com­mon fem­in­ine mis­con­cep­tions. The Hill-Wed­der­burn quar­rel, for in his un­os­ten­ta­tious way Wed­der­burn re­cip­roc­ated Hill’s ill-veiled rivalry, be­came a trib­ute to her in­defin­able charm; she was the Queen of Beauty in a tour­na­ment of scalpels and stumpy pen­cils. To her con­fid­en­tial friend’s secret an­noy­ance, it even troubled her con­science, for she was a good girl, and pain­fully aware, from Ruskin and con­tem­por­ary fic­tion, how en­tirely men’s activ­it­ies are de­term­ined by wo­men’s at­ti­tudes. And if Hill nev­er by any chance men­tioned the top­ic of love to her, she only cred­ited him with the finer mod­esty for that omis­sion. So the time came on for the second ex­am­in­a­tion, and Hill’s in­creas­ing pal­lor con­firmed the gen­er­al ru­mour that he was work­ing hard. In the aer­ated bread shop near South Kens­ing­ton Sta­tion you would see him, break­ing his bun and sip­ping his milk, with his eyes in­tent upon a pa­per of closely writ­ten notes. In his bed­room there were pro­pos­i­tions about buds and stems round his look­ing-glass, a dia­gram to catch his eye, if soap should chance to spare it, above his wash­ing basin. He missed sev­er­al meet­ings of the de­bat­ing so­ci­ety, but he found the chance en­coun­ters with Miss Hays­man in the spa­cious ways of the ad­ja­cent art mu­seum, or in the little mu­seum at the top of the Col­lege, or in the Col­lege cor­ridors, more fre­quent and very rest­ful. In par­tic­u­lar, they used to meet in a little gal­lery full of wrought-iron chests and gates, near the art lib­rary, and there Hill used to talk, un­der the gentle stim­u­lus of her flat­ter­ing at­ten­tion, of Brown­ing and his per­son­al am­bi­tions. A char­ac­ter­ist­ic she found re­mark­able in him was his free­dom from av­arice. He con­tem­plated quite calmly the pro­spect of liv­ing all his life on an in­come be­low a hun­dred pounds a year. But he was de­term­ined to be fam­ous, to make, re­cog­nis­ably in his own prop­er per­son, the world a bet­ter place to live in. He took Brad­laugh and John Burns for his lead­ers and mod­els, poor, even im­pe­cuni­ous, great men. But Miss Hays­man thought that such lives were de­fi­cient on the aes­thet­ic side, by which, though she did not know it, she meant good wall­pa­per and up­hol­stery, pretty books, taste­ful clothes, con­certs, and meals nicely cooked and re­spect­fully served.

			At last came the day of the second ex­am­in­a­tion, and the pro­fess­or of bot­any, a fussy, con­scien­tious man, re­arranged all the tables in a long nar­row labor­at­ory to pre­vent copy­ing, and put his demon­strat­or on a chair on a table (where he felt, he said, like a Hindu god), to see all the cheat­ing, and stuck a no­tice out­side the door, “Door closed,” for no earthly reas­on that any hu­man be­ing could dis­cov­er. And all the morn­ing from ten till one the quill of Wed­der­burn shrieked de­fi­ance at Hill’s, and the quills of the oth­ers chased their lead­ers in a tire­less pack, and so also it was in the af­ter­noon. Wed­der­burn was a little quieter than usu­al, and Hill’s face was hot all day, and his over­coat bulged with text­books and note­books against the last mo­ment’s re­vi­sion. And the next day, in the morn­ing and in the af­ter­noon, was the prac­tic­al ex­am­in­a­tion, when sec­tions had to be cut and slides iden­ti­fied. In the morn­ing Hill was de­pressed be­cause he knew he had cut a thick sec­tion, and in the af­ter­noon came the mys­ter­i­ous slip.

			It was just the kind of thing that the botan­ic­al pro­fess­or was al­ways do­ing. Like the in­come tax, it offered a premi­um to the cheat. It was a pre­par­a­tion un­der the mi­cro­scope, a little glass slip, held in its place on the stage of the in­stru­ment by light steel clips, and the in­scrip­tion set forth that the slip was not to be moved. Each stu­dent was to go in turn to it, sketch it, write in his book of an­swers what he con­sidered it to be, and re­turn to his place. Now, to move such a slip is a thing one can do by a chance move­ment of the fin­ger, and in a frac­tion of a second. The pro­fess­or’s reas­on for de­cree­ing that the slip should not be moved de­pended on the fact that the ob­ject he wanted iden­ti­fied was char­ac­ter­ist­ic of a cer­tain tree stem. In the po­s­i­tion in which it was placed it was a dif­fi­cult thing to re­cog­nise, but once the slip was moved so as to bring oth­er parts of the pre­par­a­tion in­to view, its nature was ob­vi­ous enough.

			Hill came to this, flushed from a con­test with stain­ing re­agents, sat down on the little stool be­fore the mi­cro­scope, turned the mir­ror to get the best light, and then, out of sheer habit, shif­ted the slips. At once he re­membered the pro­hib­i­tion, and, with an al­most con­tinu­ous mo­tion of his hands, moved it back, and sat para­lysed with as­ton­ish­ment at his ac­tion.

			Then, slowly, he turned his head. The pro­fess­or was out of the room; the demon­strat­or sat aloft on his im­promptu rostrum, read­ing the Q. Jour. Mi. Sci.; the rest of the ex­am­in­ees were busy, and with their backs to him. Should he own up to the ac­ci­dent now? He knew quite clearly what the thing was. It was a len­ticel, a char­ac­ter­ist­ic pre­par­a­tion from the eld­er-tree. His eyes roved over his in­tent fel­low-stu­dents, and Wed­der­burn sud­denly glanced over his shoulder at him with a queer ex­pres­sion in his eyes. The men­tal ex­cite­ment that had kept Hill at an ab­nor­mal pitch of vigour these two days gave way to a curi­ous nervous ten­sion. His book of an­swers was be­side him. He did not write down what the thing was, but with one eye at the mi­cro­scope he began mak­ing a hasty sketch of it. His mind was full of this grot­esque puzzle in eth­ics that had sud­denly been sprung upon him. Should he identi­fy it? or should he leave this ques­tion un­answered? In that case Wed­der­burn would prob­ably come out first in the second res­ult. How could he tell now wheth­er he might not have iden­ti­fied the thing without shift­ing it? It was pos­sible that Wed­der­burn had failed to re­cog­nise it, of course. Sup­pose Wed­der­burn too had shif­ted the slide? He looked up at the clock. There were fif­teen minutes in which to make up his mind. He gathered up his book of an­swers and the col­oured pen­cils he used in il­lus­trat­ing his replies and walked back to his seat.

			He read through his ma­nu­script, and then sat think­ing and gnaw­ing his knuckle. It would look queer now if he owned up. He must beat Wed­der­burn. He for­got the ex­amples of those starry gen­tle­men, John Burns and Brad­laugh. Be­sides, he re­flec­ted, the glimpse of the rest of the slip he had had was, after all, quite ac­ci­dent­al, forced upon him by chance, a kind of provid­en­tial rev­el­a­tion rather than an un­fair ad­vant­age. It was not nearly so dis­hon­est to avail him­self of that as it was of Broome, who be­lieved in the ef­fic­acy of pray­er, to pray daily for a first-class. “Five minutes more,” said the demon­strat­or, fold­ing up his pa­per and be­com­ing ob­ser­v­ant. Hill watched the clock hands un­til two minutes re­mained; then he opened the book of an­swers, and, with hot ears and an af­fect­a­tion of ease, gave his draw­ing of the len­ticel its name.

			When the second pass list ap­peared, the pre­vi­ous po­s­i­tions of Wed­der­burn and Hill were re­versed, and the spec­tacled girl in green, who knew the demon­strat­or in private life (where he was prac­tic­ally hu­man), said that in the res­ult of the two ex­am­in­a­tions taken to­geth­er Hill had the ad­vant­age of a mark—167 to 166 out of a pos­sible 200. Every­one ad­mired Hill in a way, though the sus­pi­cion of “mug­ging” clung to him. But Hill was to find con­grat­u­la­tions and Miss Hays­man’s en­hanced opin­ion of him, and even the de­cided de­cline in the crest of Wed­der­burn, tain­ted by an un­happy memory. He felt a re­mark­able ac­cess of en­ergy at first, and the note of a demo­cracy march­ing to tri­umph re­turned to his de­bat­ing-so­ci­ety speeches; he worked at his com­par­at­ive ana­tomy with tre­mend­ous zeal and ef­fect, and he went on with his aes­thet­ic edu­ca­tion. But through it all, a vivid little pic­ture was con­tinu­ally com­ing be­fore his mind’s eye—of a sneak­ish per­son ma­nip­u­lat­ing a slide.

			No hu­man be­ing had wit­nessed the act, and he was cock­sure that no high­er power ex­is­ted to see it; but for all that it wor­ried him. Memor­ies are not dead things but alive; they dwindle in dis­use, but they harden and de­vel­op in all sorts of queer ways if they are be­ing con­tinu­ally fret­ted. Curi­ously enough, though at the time he per­ceived clearly that the shift­ing was ac­ci­dent­al, as the days wore on, his memory be­came con­fused about it, un­til at last he was not sure—al­though he as­sured him­self that he was sure—wheth­er the move­ment had been ab­so­lutely in­vol­un­tary. Then it is pos­sible that Hill’s di­et­ary was con­du­cive to mor­bid con­scien­tious­ness; a break­fast fre­quently eaten in a hurry, a mid­day bun, and, at such hours after five as chanced to be con­veni­ent, such meat as his means de­term­ined, usu­ally in a cho­p­h­ouse in a back street off the Bromp­ton Road. Oc­ca­sion­ally he treated him­self to three­penny or nine­penny clas­sics, and they usu­ally rep­res­en­ted a sup­pres­sion of pota­toes or chops. It is in­dis­put­able that out­breaks of self-abase­ment and emo­tion­al re­viv­al have a dis­tinct re­la­tion to peri­ods of scarcity. But apart from this in­flu­ence on the feel­ings, there was in Hill a dis­tinct aver­sion to fals­ity that the blas­phem­ous Land­port cob­bler had in­cul­cated by strap and tongue from his earli­est years. Of one fact about pro­fessed athe­ists I am con­vinced; they may be—they usu­ally are—fools, void of sub­tlety, re­vilers of holy in­sti­tu­tions, bru­tal speak­ers, and mis­chiev­ous knaves, but they lie with dif­fi­culty. If it were not so, if they had the faintest grasp of the idea of com­prom­ise, they would simply be lib­er­al church­men. And, moreover, this memory poisoned his re­gard for Miss Hays­man. For she now so evid­ently pre­ferred him to Wed­der­burn that he felt sure he cared for her, and began re­cip­roc­at­ing her at­ten­tions by tim­id marks of per­son­al re­gard; at one time he even bought a bunch of vi­ol­ets, car­ried it about in his pock­et, and pro­duced it, with a stum­bling ex­plan­a­tion, withered and dead, in the gal­lery of old iron. It poisoned, too, the de­nun­ci­ation of cap­it­al­ist dis­hon­esty that had been one of his life’s pleas­ures. And, lastly, it poisoned his tri­umph in Wed­der­burn. Pre­vi­ously he had been Wed­der­burn’s su­per­i­or in his own eyes, and had raged simply at a want of re­cog­ni­tion. Now he began to fret at the dark­er sus­pi­cion of pos­it­ive in­feri­or­ity. He fan­cied he found jus­ti­fic­a­tions for his po­s­i­tion in Brown­ing, but they van­ished on ana­lys­is. At last—moved, curi­ously enough, by ex­actly the same motive forces that had res­ul­ted in his dis­hon­esty—he went to Pro­fess­or Bindon, and made a clean breast of the whole af­fair. As Hill was a paid stu­dent, Pro­fess­or Bindon did not ask him to sit down, and he stood be­fore the pro­fess­or’s desk as he made his con­fes­sion.

			“It’s a curi­ous story,” said Pro­fess­or Bindon, slowly real­ising how the thing re­flec­ted on him­self, and then let­ting his an­ger rise—“a most re­mark­able story. I can’t un­der­stand your do­ing it, and I can’t un­der­stand this avow­al. You’re a type of stu­dent—Cam­bridge men would nev­er dream—I sup­pose I ought to have thought—why did you cheat?”

			“I didn’t cheat,” said Hill.

			“But you have just been telling me you did.”

			“I thought I ex­plained—”

			“Either you cheated or you did not cheat.”

			“I said my mo­tion was in­vol­un­tary.”

			“I am not a meta­phys­i­cian, I am a ser­vant of sci­ence—of fact. You were told not to move the slip. You did move the slip. If that is not cheat­ing—”

			“If I was a cheat,” said Hill, with the note of hys­ter­ics in his voice, “should I come here and tell you?”

			“Your re­pent­ance, of course, does you cred­it,” said Pro­fess­or Bindon, “but it does not al­ter the ori­gin­al facts.”

			“No, sir,” said Hill, giv­ing in in ut­ter self-abase­ment.

			“Even now you cause an enorm­ous amount of trouble. The ex­am­in­a­tion list will have to be re­vised.”

			“I sup­pose so, sir.”

			“Sup­pose so? Of course it must be re­vised. And I don’t see how I can con­scien­tiously pass you.”

			“Not pass me?” said Hill. “Fail me?”

			“It’s the rule in all ex­am­in­a­tions. Or where should we be? What else did you ex­pect? You don’t want to shirk the con­sequences of your own acts?”

			“I thought, per­haps—” said Hill. And then, “Fail me? I thought, as I told you, you would simply de­duct the marks giv­en for that slip.”

			“Im­possible!” said Bindon. “Be­sides, it would still leave you above Wed­der­burn. De­duct only the marks! Pre­pos­ter­ous! The De­part­ment­al Reg­u­la­tions dis­tinctly say—”

			“But it’s my own ad­mis­sion, sir.”

			“The Reg­u­la­tions say noth­ing whatever of the man­ner in which the mat­ter comes to light. They simply provide—”

			“It will ru­in me. If I fail this ex­am­in­a­tion, they won’t re­new my schol­ar­ship.”

			“You should have thought of that be­fore.”

			“But, sir, con­sider all my cir­cum­stances—”

			“I can­not con­sider any­thing. Pro­fess­ors in this Col­lege are ma­chines. The Reg­u­la­tions will not even let us re­com­mend our stu­dents for ap­point­ments. I am a ma­chine, and you have worked me. I have to do—”

			“It’s very hard, sir.”

			“Pos­sibly it is.”

			“If I am to be failed this ex­am­in­a­tion, I might as well go home at once.”

			“That is as you think prop­er.” Bindon’s voice softened a little; he per­ceived he had been un­just, and, provided he did not con­tra­dict him­self, he was dis­posed to ameli­or­a­tion. “As a private per­son,” he said, “I think this con­fes­sion of yours goes far to mit­ig­ate your of­fence. But you have set the ma­chinery in mo­tion, and now it must take its course. I—I am really sorry you gave way.”

			A wave of emo­tion pre­ven­ted Hill from an­swer­ing. Sud­denly, very vividly, he saw the heav­ily-lined face of the old Land­port cob­bler, his fath­er. “Good God! What a fool I have been!” he said hotly and ab­ruptly.

			“I hope,” said Bindon, “that it will be a les­son to you.”

			But, curi­ously enough, they were not think­ing of quite the same in­dis­cre­tion.

			There was a pause.

			“I would like a day to think, sir, and then I will let you know—about go­ing home, I mean,” said Hill, mov­ing to­wards the door.

			

			The next day Hill’s place was va­cant. The spec­tacled girl in green was, as usu­al, first with the news. Wed­der­burn and Miss Hays­man were talk­ing of a per­form­ance of The Meister­sing­ers when she came up to them.

			“Have you heard?” she said.

			“Heard what?”

			“There was cheat­ing in the ex­am­in­a­tion.”

			“Cheat­ing!” said Wed­der­burn, with his face sud­denly hot. “How?”

			“That slide—”

			“Moved? Nev­er!”

			“It was. That slide that we wer­en’t to move—”

			“Non­sense!” said Wed­der­burn. “Why! How could they find out? Who do they say—?”

			“It was Mr. Hill.”

			“Hill!”

			“Mr. Hill!”

			“Not—surely not the im­macu­late Hill?” said Wed­der­burn, re­cov­er­ing.

			“I don’t be­lieve it,” said Miss Hays­man. “How do you know?”

			“I didn’t,” said the girl in spec­tacles. “But I know it now for a fact. Mr. Hill went and con­fessed to Pro­fess­or Bindon him­self.”

			“By Jove!” said Wed­der­burn. “Hill of all people. But I am al­ways in­clined to dis­trust these phil­an­throp­ists-on-prin­ciple—”

			“Are you quite sure?” said Miss Hays­man, with a catch in her breath.

			“Quite. It’s dread­ful, isn’t it? But, you know, what can you ex­pect? His fath­er is a cob­bler.”

			Then Miss Hays­man as­ton­ished the girl in spec­tacles.

			“I don’t care. I will not be­lieve it,” she said, flush­ing darkly un­der her warm-tin­ted skin. “I will not be­lieve it un­til he has told me so him­self—face to face. I would scarcely be­lieve it then,” and ab­ruptly she turned her back on the girl in spec­tacles, and walked to her own place.

			“It’s true, all the same,” said the girl in spec­tacles, peer­ing and smil­ing at Wed­der­burn.

			But Wed­der­burn did not an­swer her. She was in­deed one of those people who seemed destined to make un­answered re­marks.

		
	
		
			Under the Knife

			“What if I die un­der it?” The thought re­curred again and again, as I walked home from Had­don’s. It was a purely per­son­al ques­tion. I was spared the deep anxi­et­ies of a mar­ried man, and I knew there were few of my in­tim­ate friends but would find my death trouble­some chiefly on ac­count of their duty of re­gret. I was sur­prised in­deed, and per­haps a little hu­mi­li­ated, as I turned the mat­ter over, to think how few could pos­sibly ex­ceed the con­ven­tion­al re­quire­ment. Things came be­fore me stripped of glam­our, in a clear dry light, dur­ing that walk from Had­don’s house over Prim­rose Hill. There were the friends of my youth: I per­ceived now that our af­fec­tion was a tra­di­tion, which we fore­gathered rather la­bor­i­ously to main­tain. There were the rivals and help­ers of my later ca­reer: I sup­pose I had been cold-blooded or un­demon­strat­ive—one per­haps im­plies the oth­er. It may be that even the ca­pa­city for friend­ship is a ques­tion of physique. There had been a time in my own life when I had grieved bit­terly enough at the loss of a friend; but as I walked home that af­ter­noon the emo­tion­al side of my ima­gin­a­tion was dormant. I could not pity my­self, nor feel sorry for my friends, nor con­ceive of them as griev­ing for me.

			I was in­ter­ested in this dead­ness of my emo­tion­al nature—no doubt a con­com­it­ant of my stag­nat­ing physiology; and my thoughts wandered off along the line it sug­ges­ted. Once be­fore, in my hot youth, I had suffered a sud­den loss of blood, and had been with­in an ace of death. I re­membered now that my af­fec­tions as well as my pas­sions had drained out of me, leav­ing scarce any­thing but a tran­quil resig­na­tion, a dreg of self-pity. It had been weeks be­fore the old am­bi­tions and ten­der­nesses and all the com­plex mor­al in­ter­play of a man had re­as­ser­ted them­selves. It oc­curred to me that the real mean­ing of this numb­ness might be a gradu­al slip­ping away from the pleas­ure-pain guid­ance of the an­im­al man. It has been proven, I take it, as thor­oughly as any­thing can be proven in this world, that the high­er emo­tions, the mor­al feel­ings, even the subtle un­selfish­ness of love, are evolved from the ele­ment­al de­sires and fears of the simple an­im­al: they are the har­ness in which man’s men­tal free­dom goes. And it may be that as death over­shad­ows us, as our pos­sib­il­ity of act­ing di­min­ishes, this com­plex growth of bal­anced im­pulse, propensity and aver­sion, whose in­ter­play in­spires our acts, goes with it. Leav­ing what?

			I was sud­denly brought back to real­ity by an im­min­ent col­li­sion with the butcher-boy’s tray. I found that I was cross­ing the bridge over the Re­gent’s Park Canal, which runs par­al­lel with that in the Zo­olo­gic­al Gar­dens. The boy in blue had been look­ing over his shoulder at a black barge ad­van­cing slowly, towed by a gaunt white horse. In the Gar­dens a nurse was lead­ing three happy little chil­dren over the bridge. The trees were bright green; the spring hope­ful­ness was still un­stained by the dusts of sum­mer; the sky in the wa­ter was bright and clear, but broken by long waves, by quiv­er­ing bands of black, as the barge drove through. The breeze was stir­ring; but it did not stir me as the spring breeze used to do.

			Was this dull­ness of feel­ing in it­self an an­ti­cip­a­tion? It was curi­ous that I could reas­on and fol­low out a net­work of sug­ges­tion as clearly as ever: so, at least, it seemed to me. It was calmness rather than dull­ness that was com­ing upon me. Was there any ground for the re­lief in the presen­ti­ment of death? Did a man near to death be­gin in­stinct­ively to with­draw him­self from the meshes of mat­ter and sense, even be­fore the cold hand was laid upon his? I felt strangely isol­ated—isol­ated without re­gret—from the life and ex­ist­ence about me. The chil­dren play­ing in the sun and gath­er­ing strength and ex­per­i­ence for the busi­ness of life, the park-keep­er gos­sip­ing with a nurse­maid, the nurs­ing moth­er, the young couple in­tent upon each oth­er as they passed me, the trees by the way­side spread­ing new plead­ing leaves to the sun­light, the stir in their branches—I had been part of it all, but I had nearly done with it now.

			Some way down the Broad Walk I per­ceived that I was tired, and that my feet were heavy. It was hot that af­ter­noon, and I turned aside and sat down on one of the green chairs that line the way. In a minute I had dozed in­to a dream, and the tide of my thoughts washed up a vis­ion of the re­sur­rec­tion. I was still sit­ting in the chair, but I thought my­self ac­tu­ally dead, withered, tattered, dried, one eye (I saw) pecked out by birds. “Awake!” cried a voice; and in­con­tin­ently the dust of the path and the mould un­der the grass be­came in­sur­gent. I had nev­er be­fore thought of Re­gent’s Park as a cemetery, but now, through the trees, stretch­ing as far as eye could see, I be­held a flat plain of writh­ing graves and heel­ing tomb­stones. There seemed to be some trouble: the rising dead ap­peared to stifle as they struggled up­ward, they bled in their struggles, the red flesh was torn away from the white bones. “Awake!” cried a voice; but I de­term­ined I would not rise to such hor­rors. “Awake!” They would not let me alone. “Wake up!” said an angry voice. A cock­ney an­gel! The man who sells the tick­ets was shak­ing me, de­mand­ing my penny.

			I paid my penny, pock­eted my tick­et, yawned, stretched my legs, and, feel­ing now rather less tor­pid, got up and walked on to­wards Langham Place. I speedily lost my­self again in a shift­ing maze of thoughts about death. Go­ing across Maryle­bone Road in­to that cres­cent at the end of Langham Place, I had the nar­row­est es­cape from the shaft of a cab, and went on my way with a pal­pit­at­ing heart and a bruised shoulder. It struck me that it would have been curi­ous if my med­it­a­tions on my death on the mor­row had led to my death that day.

			But I will not weary you with more of my ex­per­i­ences that day and the next. I knew more and more cer­tainly that I should die un­der the op­er­a­tion; at times I think I was in­clined to pose to my­self. The doc­tors were com­ing at el­ev­en, and I did not get up. It seemed scarce worth­while to trouble about wash­ing and dress­ing, and though I read my news­pa­pers and the let­ters that came by the first post, I did not find them very in­ter­est­ing. There was a friendly note from Ad­dis­on, my old school­friend, call­ing my at­ten­tion to two dis­crep­an­cies and a print­er’s er­ror in my new book, with one from Lan­gridge vent­ing some vex­a­tion over Min­ton. The rest were busi­ness com­mu­nic­a­tions. I break­fas­ted in bed. The glow of pain at my side seemed more massive. I knew it was pain, and yet, if you can un­der­stand, I did not find it very pain­ful. I had been awake and hot and thirsty in the night, but in the morn­ing bed felt com­fort­able. In the night­time I had lain think­ing of things that were past; in the morn­ing I dozed over the ques­tion of im­mor­tal­ity. Had­don came, punc­tu­al to the minute, with a neat black bag; and Mow­bray soon fol­lowed. Their ar­rival stirred me up a little. I began to take a more per­son­al in­terest in the pro­ceed­ings. Had­don moved the little oc­ta­gon­al table close to the bed­side, and, with his broad back to me, began tak­ing things out of his bag. I heard the light click of steel upon steel. My ima­gin­a­tion, I found, was not al­to­geth­er stag­nant. “Will you hurt me much?” I said in an off­hand tone.

			“Not a bit,” Had­don answered over his shoulder. “We shall chlo­ro­form you. Your heart’s as sound as a bell.” And as he spoke, I had a whiff of the pun­gent sweet­ness of the an­aes­thet­ic.

			They stretched me out, with a con­veni­ent ex­pos­ure of my side, and, al­most be­fore I real­ised what was hap­pen­ing, the chlo­ro­form was be­ing ad­min­istered. It stings the nos­trils, and there is a suf­foc­at­ing sen­sa­tion at first. I knew I should die—that this was the end of con­scious­ness for me. And sud­denly I felt that I was not pre­pared for death: I had a vague sense of a duty over­looked—I knew not what. What was it I had not done? I could think of noth­ing more to do, noth­ing de­sir­able left in life; and yet I had the strangest dis­in­clin­a­tion to death. And the phys­ic­al sen­sa­tion was pain­fully op­press­ive. Of course the doc­tors did not know they were go­ing to kill me. Pos­sibly I struggled. Then I fell mo­tion­less, and a great si­lence, a mon­strous si­lence, and an im­pen­et­rable black­ness came upon me.

			There must have been an in­ter­val of ab­so­lute un­con­scious­ness, seconds or minutes. Then with a chilly, un­emo­tion­al clear­ness, I per­ceived that I was not yet dead. I was still in my body; but all the mul­ti­tudin­ous sen­sa­tions that come sweep­ing from it to make up the back­ground of con­scious­ness had gone, leav­ing me free of it all. No, not free of it all; for as yet some­thing still held me to the poor stark flesh upon the bed—held me, yet not so closely that I did not feel my­self ex­tern­al to it, in­de­pend­ent of it, strain­ing away from it. I do not think I saw, I do not think I heard; but I per­ceived all that was go­ing on, and it was as if I both heard and saw. Had­don was bend­ing over me, Mow­bray be­hind me; the scalpel—it was a large scalpel—was cut­ting my flesh at the side un­der the fly­ing ribs. It was in­ter­est­ing to see my­self cut like cheese, without a pang, without even a qualm. The in­terest was much of a qual­ity with that one might feel in a game of chess between strangers. Had­don’s face was firm and his hand steady; but I was sur­prised to per­ceive (how I know not) that he was feel­ing the gravest doubt as to his own wis­dom in the con­duct of the op­er­a­tion.

			Mow­bray’s thoughts, too, I could see. He was think­ing that Had­don’s man­ner showed too much of the spe­cial­ist. New sug­ges­tions came up like bubbles through a stream of froth­ing med­it­a­tion, and burst one after an­oth­er in the little bright spot of his con­scious­ness. He could not help no­ti­cing and ad­mir­ing Had­don’s swift dex­ter­ity, in spite of his en­vi­ous qual­ity and his dis­pos­i­tion to de­tract. I saw my liv­er ex­posed. I was puzzled at my own con­di­tion. I did not feel that I was dead, but I was dif­fer­ent in some way from my liv­ing self. The grey de­pres­sion, that had weighed on me for a year or more and col­oured all my thoughts, was gone. I per­ceived and thought without any emo­tion­al tint at all. I wondered if every­one per­ceived things in this way un­der chlo­ro­form, and for­got it again when he came out of it. It would be in­con­veni­ent to look in­to some heads, and not for­get.

			Al­though I did not think that I was dead, I still per­ceived quite clearly that I was soon to die. This brought me back to the con­sid­er­a­tion of Had­don’s pro­ceed­ings. I looked in­to his mind, and saw that he was afraid of cut­ting a branch of the portal vein. My at­ten­tion was dis­trac­ted from de­tails by the curi­ous changes go­ing on in his mind. His con­scious­ness was like the quiv­er­ing little spot of light which is thrown by the mir­ror of a gal­vano­met­er. His thoughts ran un­der it like a stream, some through the fo­cus bright and dis­tinct, some shad­owy in the half-light of the edge. Just now the little glow was steady; but the least move­ment on Mow­bray’s part, the slight­est sound from out­side, even a faint dif­fer­ence in the slow move­ment of the liv­ing flesh he was cut­ting, set the light-spot shiv­er­ing and spin­ning. A new sense-im­pres­sion came rush­ing up through the flow of thoughts; and lo! the light-spot jerked away to­wards it, swifter than a frightened fish. It was won­der­ful to think that upon that un­stable, fit­ful thing de­pended all the com­plex mo­tions of the man; that for the next five minutes, there­fore, my life hung upon its move­ments. And he was grow­ing more and more nervous in his work. It was as if a little pic­ture of a cut vein grew bright­er, and struggled to oust from his brain an­oth­er pic­ture of a cut fall­ing short of the mark. He was afraid: his dread of cut­ting too little was bat­tling with his dread of cut­ting too far.

			Then, sud­denly, like an es­cape of wa­ter from un­der a lock-gate, a great up­rush of hor­rible real­isa­tion set all his thoughts swirl­ing, and sim­ul­tan­eously I per­ceived that the vein was cut. He star­ted back with a hoarse ex­clam­a­tion, and I saw the brown-purple blood gath­er in a swift bead, and run trick­ling. He was hor­ri­fied. He pitched the red-stained scalpel on to the oc­ta­gon­al table; and in­stantly both doc­tors flung them­selves upon me, mak­ing hasty and ill-con­ceived ef­forts to rem­edy the dis­aster. “Ice!” said Mow­bray, gasp­ing. But I knew that I was killed, though my body still clung to me.

			I will not de­scribe their be­lated en­deav­ours to save me, though I per­ceived every de­tail. My per­cep­tions were sharp­er and swifter than they had ever been in life; my thoughts rushed through my mind with in­cred­ible swift­ness, but with per­fect defin­i­tion. I can only com­pare their crowded clar­ity to the ef­fects of a reas­on­able dose of opi­um. In a mo­ment it would all be over, and I should be free. I knew I was im­mor­tal, but what would hap­pen I did not know. Should I drift off presently, like a puff of smoke from a gun, in some kind of half-ma­ter­i­al body, an at­ten­u­ated ver­sion of my ma­ter­i­al self? Should I find my­self sud­denly among the in­nu­mer­able hosts of the dead, and know the world about me for the phant­asmagor­ia it had al­ways seemed? Should I drift to some spir­itu­al­ist­ic séance, and there make fool­ish, in­com­pre­hens­ible at­tempts to af­fect a pur­blind me­di­um? It was a state of un­emo­tion­al curi­os­ity, of col­our­less ex­pect­a­tion. And then I real­ised a grow­ing stress upon me, a feel­ing as though some huge hu­man mag­net was draw­ing me up­ward out of my body. The stress grew and grew. I seemed an atom for which mon­strous forces were fight­ing. For one brief, ter­rible mo­ment sen­sa­tion came back to me. That feel­ing of fall­ing head­long which comes in night­mares, that feel­ing a thou­sand times in­tens­i­fied, that and a black hor­ror swept across my thoughts in a tor­rent. Then the two doc­tors, the na­ked body with its cut side, the little room, swept away from un­der me and van­ished, as a speck of foam van­ishes down an eddy.

			I was in midair. Far be­low was the West End of Lon­don, re­ced­ing rap­idly—for I seemed to be fly­ing swiftly up­ward—and as it re­ceded, passing west­ward like a pan­or­ama. I could see, through the faint haze of smoke, the in­nu­mer­able roofs chim­ney-set, the nar­row road­ways, stippled with people and con­vey­ances, the little specks of squares, and the church steeples like thorns stick­ing out of the fab­ric. But it spun away as the Earth ro­tated on its ax­is, and in a few seconds (as it seemed) I was over the scattered clumps of town about Eal­ing, the little Thames a thread of blue to the south, and the Chil­tern Hills and the North Downs com­ing up like the rim of a basin, far away and faint with haze. Up I rushed. And at first I had not the faintest con­cep­tion what this head­long rush up­ward could mean.

			Every mo­ment the circle of scenery be­neath me grew wider and wider, and the de­tails of town and field, of hill and val­ley, got more and more hazy and pale and in­dis­tinct, a lu­min­ous grey was mingled more and more with the blue of the hills and the green of the open mead­ows; and a little patch of cloud, low and far to the west, shone ever more dazzlingly white. Above, as the veil of at­mo­sphere between my­self and out­er space grew thin­ner, the sky, which had been a fair spring­time blue at first, grew deep­er and rich­er in col­our, passing stead­ily through the in­ter­ven­ing shades, un­til presently it was as dark as the blue sky of mid­night, and presently as black as the black­ness of a frosty star­light, and at last as black as no black­ness I had ever be­held. And first one star, and then many, and at last an in­nu­mer­able host broke out upon the sky: more stars than any­one has ever seen from the face of the Earth. For the blue­ness of the sky in the light of the Sun and stars sifted and spread abroad blind­ingly: there is dif­fused light even in the darkest skies of winter, and we do not see the stars by day only be­cause of the dazzling ir­ra­di­ation of the Sun. But now I saw things—I know not how; as­suredly with no mor­tal eyes—and that de­fect of be­daz­zle­ment blinded me no longer. The Sun was in­cred­ibly strange and won­der­ful. The body of it was a disc of blind­ing white light: not yel­low­ish, as it seems to those who live upon the Earth, but liv­id white, all streaked with scar­let streaks and rimmed about with a fringe of writh­ing tongues of red fire. And shoot­ing halfway across the heav­ens from either side of it and bright­er than the Milky Way, were two pin­ions of sil­ver white, mak­ing it look more like those winged globes I have seen in Egyp­tian sculp­ture than any­thing else I can re­mem­ber upon Earth. These I knew for the sol­ar corona, though I had nev­er seen any­thing of it but a pic­ture dur­ing the days of my earthly life.

			When my at­ten­tion came back to the Earth again, I saw that it had fallen very far away from me. Field and town were long since in­dis­tin­guish­able, and all the var­ied hues of the coun­try were mer­ging in­to a uni­form bright grey, broken only by the bril­liant white of the clouds that lay scattered in floc­cu­lent masses over Ire­land and the west of Eng­land. For now I could see the out­lines of the north of France and Ire­land, and all this is­land of Bri­tain, save where Scot­land passed over the ho­ri­zon to the north, or where the coast was blurred or ob­lit­er­ated by cloud. The sea was a dull grey, and dark­er than the land; and the whole pan­or­ama was ro­tat­ing slowly to­wards the east.

			All this had happened so swiftly that un­til I was some thou­sand miles or so from the Earth I had no thought for my­self. But now I per­ceived I had neither hands nor feet, neither parts nor or­gans, and that I felt neither alarm nor pain. All about me I per­ceived that the va­cancy (for I had already left the air be­hind) was cold bey­ond the ima­gin­a­tion of man; but it troubled me not. The Sun’s rays shot through the void, power­less to light or heat un­til they should strike on mat­ter in their course. I saw things with a se­rene self-for­get­ful­ness, even as if I were God. And down be­low there, rush­ing away from me—count­less miles in a second—where a little dark spot on the grey marked the po­s­i­tion of Lon­don, two doc­tors were strug­gling to re­store life to the poor hacked and out­worn shell I had aban­doned. I felt then such re­lease, such serenity as I can com­pare to no mor­tal de­light I have ever known.

			It was only after I had per­ceived all these things that the mean­ing of that head­long rush of the Earth grew in­to com­pre­hen­sion. Yet it was so simple, so ob­vi­ous, that I was amazed at my nev­er an­ti­cip­at­ing the thing that was hap­pen­ing to me. I had sud­denly been cut adrift from mat­ter: all that was ma­ter­i­al of me was there upon Earth, whirl­ing away through space, held to the Earth by grav­it­a­tion, par­tak­ing of the Earth-in­er­tia, mov­ing in its wreath of epi­cycles round the Sun, and with the Sun and the plan­ets on their vast march through space. But the im­ma­ter­i­al has no in­er­tia, feels noth­ing of the pull of mat­ter for mat­ter: where it parts from its gar­ment of flesh, there it re­mains (so far as space con­cerns it any longer) im­mov­able in space. I was not leav­ing the Earth: the Earth was leav­ing me, and not only the Earth but the whole sol­ar sys­tem was stream­ing past. And about me in space, in­vis­ible to me, scattered in the wake of the Earth upon its jour­ney, there must be an in­nu­mer­able mul­ti­tude of souls, stripped like my­self of the ma­ter­i­al, stripped like my­self of the pas­sions of the in­di­vidu­al and the gen­er­ous emo­tions of the gregari­ous brute, na­ked in­tel­li­gences, things of new­born won­der and thought, mar­vel­ling at the strange re­lease that had sud­denly come on them!

			As I re­ceded faster and faster from the strange white Sun in the black heav­ens, and from the broad and shin­ing Earth upon which my be­ing had be­gun, I seemed to grow in some in­cred­ible man­ner vast: vast as re­gards this world I had left, vast as re­gards the mo­ments and peri­ods of a hu­man life. Very soon I saw the full circle of the Earth, slightly gib­bous, like the Moon when she nears her full, but very large; and the sil­very shape of Amer­ica was now in the noonday blaze wherein (as it seemed) little Eng­land had been bask­ing but a few minutes ago. At first the Earth was large, and shone in the heav­ens, filling a great part of them; but every mo­ment she grew smal­ler and more dis­tant. As she shrank, the broad Moon in its third quarter crept in­to view over the rim of her disc. I looked for the con­stel­la­tions. Only that part of Ar­ies dir­ectly be­hind the Sun and the Li­on, which the Earth covered, were hid­den. I re­cog­nised the tor­tu­ous, tattered band of the Milky Way with Vega very bright between Sun and Earth; and Siri­us and Or­i­on shone splen­did against the un­fathom­able black­ness in the op­pos­ite quarter of the heav­ens. The Pole Star was over­head, and the Great Bear hung over the circle of the Earth. And away be­neath and bey­ond the shin­ing corona of the Sun were strange group­ings of stars I had nev­er seen in my life—not­ably a dag­ger-shaped group that I knew for the South­ern Cross. All these were no lar­ger than when they had shone on Earth, but the little stars that one scarce sees shone now against the set­ting of black va­cancy as brightly as the first-mag­nitudes had done, while the lar­ger worlds were points of in­des­crib­able glory and col­our. Alde­baran was a spot of blood-red fire, and Siri­us con­densed to one point the light of in­nu­mer­able sap­phires. And they shone stead­ily: they did not scin­til­late, they were calmly glor­i­ous. My im­pres­sions had an adam­antine hard­ness and bright­ness: there was no blur­ring soft­ness, no at­mo­sphere, noth­ing but in­fin­ite dark­ness set with the myri­ads of these acute and bril­liant points and specks of light. Presently, when I looked again, the little Earth seemed no big­ger than the Sun, and it dwindled and turned as I looked, un­til in a second’s space (as it seemed to me), it was halved; and so it went on swiftly dwind­ling. Far away in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion, a little pink­ish pin’s head of light, shin­ing stead­ily, was the plan­et Mars. I swam mo­tion­less in va­cancy, and, without a trace of ter­ror or as­ton­ish­ment, watched the speck of cos­mic dust we call the world fall away from me.

			Presently it dawned upon me that my sense of dur­a­tion had changed; that my mind was mov­ing not faster but in­fin­itely slower, that between each sep­ar­ate im­pres­sion there was a peri­od of many days. The Moon spun once round the Earth as I noted this; and I per­ceived clearly the mo­tion of Mars in his or­bit. Moreover, it ap­peared as if the time between thought and thought grew stead­ily great­er, un­til at last a thou­sand years was but a mo­ment in my per­cep­tion.

			At first the con­stel­la­tions had shone mo­tion­less against the black back­ground of in­fin­ite space; but presently it seemed as though the group of stars about Her­cules and the Scor­pi­on was con­tract­ing, while Or­i­on and Alde­baran and their neigh­bours were scat­ter­ing apart. Flash­ing sud­denly out of the dark­ness there came a fly­ing mul­ti­tude of particles of rock, glit­ter­ing like dust-specks in a sun­beam, and en­com­passed in a faintly lu­min­ous cloud. They swirled all about me, and van­ished again in a twink­ling far be­hind. And then I saw that a bright spot of light, that shone a little to one side of my path, was grow­ing very rap­idly lar­ger, and per­ceived that it was the plan­et Sat­urn rush­ing to­wards me. Lar­ger and lar­ger it grew, swal­low­ing up the heav­ens be­hind it, and hid­ing every mo­ment a fresh mul­ti­tude, of stars. I per­ceived its flattened, whirl­ing body, its disc-like belt, and sev­en of its little satel­lites. It grew and grew, till it towered enorm­ous; and then I plunged amid a stream­ing mul­ti­tude of clash­ing stones and dan­cing dust-particles and gas-ed­dies, and saw for a mo­ment the mighty triple belt like three con­cent­ric arches of moon­light above me, its shad­ow black on the boil­ing tu­mult be­low. These things happened in one-tenth of the time it takes to tell them. The plan­et went by like a flash of light­ning; for a few seconds it blot­ted out the Sun, and there and then be­came a mere black, dwind­ling, winged patch against the light. The Earth, the moth­er mote of my be­ing, I could no longer see.

			So with a stately swift­ness, in the pro­found­est si­lence, the sol­ar sys­tem fell from me as it had been a gar­ment, un­til the Sun was a mere star amid the mul­ti­tude of stars, with its eddy of plan­et-specks lost in the con­fused glit­ter­ing of the re­moter light. I was no longer a den­iz­en of the sol­ar sys­tem: I had come to the out­er uni­verse, I seemed to grasp and com­pre­hend the whole world of mat­ter. Ever more swiftly the stars closed in about the spot where Ant­ares and Vega had van­ished in a phos­phor­es­cent haze, un­til that part of the sky had the semb­lance of a whirl­ing mass of neb­u­lae, and ever be­fore me yawned vaster gaps of va­cant black­ness, and the stars shone few­er and few­er. It seemed as if I moved to­wards a point between Or­i­on’s belt and sword; and the void about that re­gion opened vaster and vaster every second, an in­cred­ible gulf of noth­ing­ness in­to which I was fall­ing. Faster and ever faster the uni­verse rushed by, a hurry of whirl­ing motes at last, speed­ing si­lently in­to the void. Stars glow­ing bright­er and bright­er, with their circ­ling plan­ets catch­ing the light in a ghostly fash­ion as I neared them, shone out and van­ished again in­to in­ex­ist­ence; faint comets, clusters of met­eor­ites, wink­ing specks of mat­ter, ed­dy­ing light-points, whizzed past, some per­haps a hun­dred mil­lions of miles or so from me at most, few near­er, trav­el­ling with un­ima­gin­able rapid­ity, shoot­ing con­stel­la­tions, mo­ment­ary darts of fire, through that black, enorm­ous night. More than any­thing else it was like a dusty draught, sun­beam-lit. Broad­er and wider and deep­er grew the star­less space, the va­cant Bey­ond, in­to which I was be­ing drawn. At last a quarter of the heav­ens was black and blank, and the whole head­long rush of stel­lar uni­verse closed in be­hind me like a veil of light that is gathered to­geth­er. It drove away from me like a mon­strous jack-o’-lan­tern driv­en by the wind. I had come out in­to the wil­der­ness of space. Ever the va­cant black­ness grew broad­er, un­til the hosts of the stars seemed only like a swarm of fiery specks hur­ry­ing away from me, in­con­ceiv­ably re­mote, and the dark­ness, the noth­ing­ness and empti­ness, was about me on every side. Soon the little uni­verse of mat­ter, the cage of points in which I had be­gun to be, was dwind­ling, now to a whirl­ing disc of lu­min­ous glit­ter­ing, and now to one minute disc of hazy light. In a little while it would shrink to a point, and at last would van­ish al­to­geth­er.

			Sud­denly feel­ing came back to me—feel­ing in the shape of over­whelm­ing ter­ror; such a dread of those dark vastitudes as no words can de­scribe, a pas­sion­ate re­sur­gence of sym­pathy and so­cial de­sire. Were there oth­er souls, in­vis­ible to me as I to them, about me in the black­ness? or was I in­deed, even as I felt, alone? Had I passed out of be­ing in­to some­thing that was neither be­ing nor not-be­ing? The cov­er­ing of the body, the cov­er­ing of mat­ter, had been torn from me, and the hal­lu­cin­a­tions of com­pan­ion­ship and se­cur­ity. Everything was black and si­lent. I had ceased to be. I was noth­ing. There was noth­ing, save only that in­fin­ites­im­al dot of light that dwindled in the gulf. I strained my­self to hear and see, and for a while there was naught but in­fin­ite si­lence, in­tol­er­able dark­ness, hor­ror, and des­pair.

			Then I saw that about the spot of light in­to which the whole world of mat­ter had shrunk there was a faint glow. And in a band on either side of that the dark­ness was not ab­so­lute. I watched it for ages, as it seemed to me, and through the long wait­ing the haze grew im­per­cept­ibly more dis­tinct. And then about the band ap­peared an ir­reg­u­lar cloud of the faintest, palest brown. I felt a pas­sion­ate im­pa­tience; but the things grew bright­er so slowly that they scarce seemed to change. What was un­fold­ing it­self? What was this strange red­dish dawn in the in­ter­min­able night of space?

			The cloud’s shape was grot­esque. It seemed to be looped along its lower side in­to four pro­ject­ing masses, and, above, it ended in a straight line. What phantom was it? I felt as­sured I had seen that fig­ure be­fore; but I could not think what, nor where, nor when it was. Then the real­isa­tion rushed upon me. It was a clenched hand. I was alone in space, alone with this huge, shad­owy hand, upon which the whole uni­verse of mat­ter lay like an un­con­sidered speck of dust. It seemed as though I watched it through vast peri­ods of time. On the fore­finger glittered a ring; and the uni­verse from which I had come was but a spot of light upon the ring’s curvature. And the thing that the hand gripped had the like­ness of a black rod. Through a long etern­ity I watched this hand, with the ring and the rod, mar­vel­ling and fear­ing and wait­ing help­lessly on what might fol­low. It seemed as though noth­ing could fol­low: that I should watch forever, see­ing only the hand and the thing it held, and un­der­stand­ing noth­ing of its im­port. Was the whole uni­verse but a re­fract­ing speck upon some great­er Be­ing? Were our worlds but the atoms of an­oth­er uni­verse, and those again of an­oth­er, and so on through an end­less pro­gres­sion? And what was I? Was I in­deed im­ma­ter­i­al? A vague per­sua­sion of a body gath­er­ing about me came in­to my sus­pense. The abysmal dark­ness about the hand filled with im­palp­able sug­ges­tions, with un­cer­tain, fluc­tu­at­ing shapes.

			Then, sud­denly, came a sound, like the sound of a tolling bell: faint, as if in­fin­itely far; muffled, as though heard through thick swath­ings of dark­ness: a deep, vi­brat­ing res­on­ance, with vast gulfs of si­lence between each stroke. And the hand ap­peared to tight­en on the rod. And I saw far above the hand, to­wards the apex of the dark­ness, a circle of dim phos­phor­es­cence, a ghostly sphere whence these sounds came throb­bing; and at the last stroke the hand van­ished, for the hour had come, and I heard a noise of many wa­ters. But the black rod re­mained as a great band across the sky. And then a voice, which seemed to run to the ut­ter­most parts of space, spoke, say­ing, “There will be no more pain.”

			At that an al­most in­tol­er­able glad­ness and ra­di­ance rushed in upon me, and I saw the circle shin­ing white and bright, and the rod black and shin­ing, and many things else dis­tinct and clear. And the circle was the face of the clock, and the rod the rail of my bed. Had­don was stand­ing at the foot, against the rail, with a small pair of scis­sors on his fin­gers; and the hands of my clock on the man­tel over his shoulder were clasped to­geth­er over the hour of twelve. Mow­bray was wash­ing some­thing in a basin at the oc­ta­gon­al table, and at my side I felt a sub­dued feel­ing that could scarce be spoken of as pain.

			The op­er­a­tion had not killed me. And I per­ceived, sud­denly, that the dull mel­an­choly of half a year was lif­ted from my mind.

		
	
		
			The Red Room

			“I can as­sure you,” said I, “that it will take a very tan­gible ghost to fright­en me.” And I stood up be­fore the fire with my glass in my hand.

			“It is your own choos­ing,” said the man with the withered arm, and glanced at me askance.

			“Eight-and-twenty years,” said I, “I have lived, and nev­er a ghost have I seen as yet.”

			The old wo­man sat star­ing hard in­to the fire, her pale eyes wide open. “Ay,” she broke in; “and eight-and-twenty years you have lived and nev­er seen the likes of this house, I reck­on. There’s a many things to see, when one’s still but eight-and-twenty.” She swayed her head slowly from side to side. “A many things to see and sor­row for.”

			I half sus­pec­ted the old people were try­ing to en­hance the spir­itu­al ter­rors of their house by their dron­ing in­sist­ence. I put down my empty glass on the table and looked about the room, and caught a glimpse of my­self, ab­bre­vi­ated and broadened to an im­possible sturdi­ness, in the queer old mir­ror at the end of the room. “Well,” I said, “if I see any­thing to­night, I shall be so much the wiser. For I come to the busi­ness with an open mind.”

			“It’s your own choos­ing,” said the man with the withered arm once more.

			I heard the sound of a stick and a sham­bling step on the flags in the pas­sage out­side, and the door creaked on its hinges as a second old man entered, more bent, more wrinkled, more aged even than the first. He sup­por­ted him­self by a single crutch, his eyes were covered by a shade, and his lower lip, half aver­ted, hung pale and pink from his de­cay­ing yel­low teeth. He made straight for an arm­chair on the op­pos­ite side of the table, sat down clum­sily, and began to cough. The man with the withered arm gave this new­comer a short glance of pos­it­ive dis­like; the old wo­man took no no­tice of his ar­rival, but re­mained with her eyes fixed stead­ily on the fire.

			“I said—it’s your own choos­ing,” said the man with the withered arm, when the cough­ing had ceased for a while.

			“It’s my own choos­ing,” I answered.

			The man with the shade be­came aware of my pres­ence for the first time, and threw his head back for a mo­ment and side­ways, to see me. I caught a mo­ment­ary glimpse of his eyes, small and bright and in­flamed. Then he began to cough and splut­ter again.

			“Why don’t you drink?” said the man with the withered arm, push­ing the beer to­wards him. The man with the shade poured out a glass­ful with a shaky hand that splashed half as much again on the deal table. A mon­strous shad­ow of him crouched upon the wall and mocked his ac­tion as he poured and drank. I must con­fess I had scarce ex­pec­ted these grot­esque cus­todi­ans. There is to my mind some­thing in­hu­man in senil­ity, some­thing crouch­ing and atav­ist­ic; the hu­man qual­it­ies seem to drop from old people in­sens­ibly day by day. The three of them made me feel un­com­fort­able, with their gaunt si­lences, their bent car­riage, their evid­ent un­friend­li­ness to me and to one an­oth­er.

			“If,” said I, “you will show me to this haunted room of yours, I will make my­self com­fort­able there.”

			The old man with the cough jerked his head back so sud­denly that it startled me, and shot an­oth­er glance of his red eyes at me from un­der the shade; but no one answered me. I waited a minute, glan­cing from one to the oth­er.

			“If,” I said a little louder, “if you will show me to this haunted room of yours, I will re­lieve you from the task of en­ter­tain­ing me.”

			“There’s a candle on the slab out­side the door,” said the man with the withered arm, look­ing at my feet as he ad­dressed me. “But if you go to the red room to­night—”

			(“This night of all nights!” said the old wo­man.)

			“You go alone.”

			“Very well,” I answered. “And which way do I go?”

			“You go along the pas­sage for a bit,” said he, “un­til you come to a door, and through that is a spir­al stair­case, and halfway up that is a land­ing and an­oth­er door covered with baize. Go through that and down the long cor­ridor to the end, and the red room is on your left up the steps.”

			“Have I got that right?” I said, and re­peated his dir­ec­tions. He cor­rec­ted me in one par­tic­u­lar.

			“And are you really go­ing?” said the man with the shade, look­ing at me again for the third time, with that queer, un­nat­ur­al tilt­ing of the face.

			(“This night of all nights!” said the old wo­man.)

			“It is what I came for,” I said, and moved to­wards the door. As I did so, the old man with the shade rose and staggered round the table, so as to be closer to the oth­ers and to the fire. At the door I turned and looked at them, and saw they were all close to­geth­er, dark against the fire­light, star­ing at me over their shoulders, with an in­tent ex­pres­sion on their an­cient faces.

			“Good night,” I said, set­ting the door open.

			“It’s your own choos­ing,” said the man with the withered arm.

			I left the door wide open un­til the candle was well alight, and then I shut them in and walked down the chilly, echo­ing pas­sage.

			I must con­fess that the oddness of these three old pen­sion­ers in whose charge her lady­ship had left the castle, and the deep-toned, old-fash­ioned fur­niture of the house­keep­er’s room in which they fore­gathered, af­fected me in spite of my ef­forts to keep my­self at a mat­ter-of-fact phase. They seemed to be­long to an­oth­er age, an older age, an age when things spir­itu­al were dif­fer­ent from this of ours, less cer­tain; an age when omens and witches were cred­ible, and ghosts bey­ond deny­ing. Their very ex­ist­ence was spec­tral; the cut of their cloth­ing, fash­ions born in dead brains. The or­na­ments and con­veni­ences of the room about them were ghostly—the thoughts of van­ished men, which still haunted rather than par­ti­cip­ated in the world of today. But with an ef­fort I sent such thoughts to the right-about. The long, draughty sub­ter­ranean pas­sage was chilly and dusty, and my candle flared and made the shad­ows cower and quiver. The echoes rang up and down the spir­al stair­case, and a shad­ow came sweep­ing up after me, and one fled be­fore me in­to the dark­ness over­head. I came to the land­ing and stopped there for a mo­ment, listen­ing to a rust­ling that I fan­cied I heard; then, sat­is­fied of the ab­so­lute si­lence, I pushed open the baize-covered door and stood in the cor­ridor.

			The ef­fect was scarcely what I ex­pec­ted, for the moon­light, com­ing in by the great win­dow on the grand stair­case, picked out everything in vivid black shad­ow or sil­very il­lu­min­a­tion. Everything was in its place: the house might have been deser­ted on the yes­ter­day in­stead of eight­een months ago. There were candles in the sock­ets of the sconces, and whatever dust had gathered on the car­pets or upon the pol­ished floor­ing was dis­trib­uted so evenly as to be in­vis­ible in the moon­light. I was about to ad­vance, and stopped ab­ruptly. A bronze group stood upon the land­ing, hid­den from me by the corner of the wall, but its shad­ow fell with mar­vel­lous dis­tinct­ness upon the white pan­el­ling, and gave me the im­pres­sion of someone crouch­ing to way­lay me. I stood ri­gid for half a minute per­haps. Then, with my hand in the pock­et that held my re­volver, I ad­vanced, only to dis­cov­er a Ganymede and Eagle glisten­ing in the moon­light. That in­cid­ent for a time re­stored my nerve, and a por­cel­ain Chi­n­a­man on a buhl table, whose head rocked si­lently as I passed him, scarcely startled me.

			The door to the red room and the steps up to it were in a shad­owy corner. I moved my candle from side to side, in or­der to see clearly the nature of the re­cess in which I stood be­fore open­ing the door. Here it was, thought I, that my pre­de­cessor was found, and the memory of that story gave me a sud­den twinge of ap­pre­hen­sion. I glanced over my shoulder at the Ganymede in the moon­light, and opened the door of the red room rather hast­ily, with my face half turned to the pal­lid si­lence of the land­ing.

			I entered, closed the door be­hind me at once, turned the key I found in the lock with­in, and stood with the candle held aloft, sur­vey­ing the scene of my vi­gil, the great red room of Lor­raine Castle, in which the young duke had died. Or, rather, in which he had be­gun his dy­ing, for he had opened the door and fallen head­long down the steps I had just as­cen­ded. That had been the end of his vi­gil, of his gal­lant at­tempt to con­quer the ghostly tra­di­tion of the place, and nev­er, I thought, had apo­plexy bet­ter served the ends of su­per­sti­tion. And there were oth­er and older stor­ies that clung to the room, back to the half-cred­ible be­gin­ning of it all, the tale of a tim­id wife and the tra­gic end that came to her hus­band’s jest of fright­en­ing her. And look­ing around that large sombre room, with its shad­owy win­dow bays, its re­cesses and al­coves, one could well un­der­stand the le­gends that had sprouted in its black corners, its ger­min­at­ing dark­ness. My candle was a little tongue of light in its vast­ness, that failed to pierce the op­pos­ite end of the room, and left an ocean of mys­tery and sug­ges­tion bey­ond its is­land of light.

			I re­solved to make a sys­tem­at­ic ex­am­in­a­tion of the place at once, and dis­pel the fanci­ful sug­ges­tions of its ob­scur­ity be­fore they ob­tained a hold upon me. After sat­is­fy­ing my­self of the fasten­ing of the door, I began to walk about the room, peer­ing round each art­icle of fur­niture, tuck­ing up the val­ances of the bed, and open­ing its cur­tains wide. I pulled up the blinds and ex­amined the fasten­ings of the sev­er­al win­dows be­fore clos­ing the shut­ters, leant for­ward and looked up the black­ness of the wide chim­ney, and tapped the dark oak pan­el­ling for any secret open­ing. There were two big mir­rors in the room, each with a pair of sconces bear­ing candles, and on the man­tel­shelf, too, were more candles in china can­dle­sticks. All these I lit one after the oth­er. The fire was laid, an un­ex­pec­ted con­sid­er­a­tion from the old house­keep­er—and I lit it, to keep down any dis­pos­i­tion to shiver, and when it was burn­ing well, I stood round with my back to it and re­garded the room again. I had pulled up a chintz-covered arm­chair and a table, to form a kind of bar­ri­cade be­fore me, and on this lay my re­volver ready to hand. My pre­cise ex­am­in­a­tion had done me good, but I still found the re­moter dark­ness of the place, and its per­fect still­ness, too stim­u­lat­ing for the ima­gin­a­tion. The echo­ing of the stir and crack­ling of the fire was no sort of com­fort to me. The shad­ow in the al­cove at the end in par­tic­u­lar, had that un­defin­able qual­ity of a pres­ence, that odd sug­ges­tion of a lurk­ing, liv­ing thing, that comes so eas­ily in si­lence and solitude. At last, to re­as­sure my­self, I walked with a candle in­to it, and sat­is­fied my­self that there was noth­ing tan­gible there. I stood that candle upon the floor of the al­cove, and left it in that po­s­i­tion.

			By this time I was in a state of con­sid­er­able nervous ten­sion, al­though to my reas­on there was no ad­equate cause for the con­di­tion. My mind, how­ever, was per­fectly clear. I pos­tu­lated quite un­re­servedly that noth­ing su­per­nat­ur­al could hap­pen, and to pass the time I began to string some rhymes to­geth­er, In­goldsby fash­ion, of the ori­gin­al le­gend of the place. A few I spoke aloud, but the echoes were not pleas­ant. For the same reas­on I also aban­doned, after a time, a con­ver­sa­tion with my­self upon the im­possib­il­ity of ghosts and haunt­ing. My mind re­ver­ted to the three old and dis­tor­ted people down­stairs, and I tried to keep it upon that top­ic. The sombre reds and blacks of the room troubled, me; even with sev­en candles the place was merely dim. The one in the al­cove flared in a draught, and the fire-flick­er­ing kept the shad­ows and pen­um­bra per­petu­ally shift­ing and stir­ring. Cast­ing about for a rem­edy, I re­called the candles I had seen in the pas­sage, and, with a slight ef­fort, walked out in­to the moon­light, car­ry­ing a candle and leav­ing the door open, and presently re­turned with as many as ten. These I put in vari­ous knick­knacks of china with which the room was sparsely ad­orned, lit and placed where the shad­ows had lain deep­est, some on the floor, some in the win­dow re­cesses, un­til at last my sev­en­teen candles were so ar­ranged that not an inch of the room but had the dir­ect light of at least one of them. It oc­curred to me that when the ghost came, I could warn him not to trip over them. The room was now quite brightly il­lu­min­ated. There was some­thing very cheery and re­as­sur­ing in these little stream­ing flames, and snuff­ing them gave me an oc­cu­pa­tion, and af­forded a help­ful sense of the pas­sage of time. Even with that, how­ever, the brood­ing ex­pect­a­tion of the vi­gil weighed heav­ily upon me. It was after mid­night that the candle in the al­cove sud­denly went out, and the black shad­ow sprang back to its place there. I did not see the candle go out; I simply turned and saw that the dark­ness was there, as one might start and see the un­ex­pec­ted pres­ence of a stranger. “By Jove!” said I aloud; “that draught’s a strong one!” and, tak­ing the matches from the table, I walked across the room in a leis­urely man­ner, to re­light the corner again. My first match would not strike, and as I suc­ceeded with the second, some­thing seemed to blink on the wall be­fore me. I turned my head in­vol­un­tar­ily, and saw that the two candles on the little table by the fire­place were ex­tin­guished. I rose at once to my feet.

			“Odd!” I said. “Did I do that my­self in a flash of ab­sent­minded­ness?”

			I walked back, relit one, and as I did so, I saw the candle in the right sconce of one of the mir­rors wink and go right out, and al­most im­me­di­ately its com­pan­ion fol­lowed it. There was no mis­take about it. The flame van­ished, as if the wicks had been sud­denly nipped between a fin­ger and a thumb, leav­ing the wick neither glow­ing nor smoking, but black. While I stood gap­ing, the candle at the foot of the bed went out, and the shad­ows seemed to take an­oth­er step to­wards me.

			“This won’t do!” said I, and first one and then an­oth­er candle on the man­tel­shelf fol­lowed.

			“What’s up?” I cried, with a queer high note get­ting in­to my voice some­how. At that the candle on the ward­robe went out, and the one I had relit in the al­cove fol­lowed.

			“Steady on!” I said. “These candles are wanted,” speak­ing with a half-hys­ter­ic­al fa­cetious­ness, and scratch­ing away at a match the while for the man­tel can­dle­sticks. My hands trembled so much that twice I missed the rough pa­per of the match­box. As the man­tel emerged from dark­ness again, two candles in the re­moter end of the win­dow were ec­lipsed. But with the same match I also relit the lar­ger mir­ror candles, and those on the floor near the door­way, so that for the mo­ment I seemed to gain on the ex­tinc­tions. But then in a vol­ley there van­ished four lights at once in dif­fer­ent corners of the room, and I struck an­oth­er match in quiv­er­ing haste, and stood hes­it­at­ing whith­er to take it.

			As I stood un­de­cided, an in­vis­ible hand seemed to sweep out the two candles on the table. With a cry of ter­ror, I dashed at the al­cove, then in­to the corner, and then in­to the win­dow, re­light­ing three, as two more van­ished by the fire­place; then, per­ceiv­ing a bet­ter way, I dropped the matches on the iron-bound deed-box in the corner, and caught up the bed­room can­dle­stick. With this I avoided the delay of strik­ing matches; but for all that the steady pro­cess of ex­tinc­tion went on, and the shad­ows I feared and fought against re­turned, and crept in upon me, first a step gained on this side of me and then on that. It was like a ragged storm-cloud sweep­ing out the stars. Now and then one re­turned for a minute, and was lost again. I was now al­most frantic with the hor­ror of the com­ing dark­ness, and my self-pos­ses­sion deser­ted me. I leaped pant­ing and dishevelled from candle to candle, in a vain struggle against that re­morse­less ad­vance.

			I bruised my­self on the thigh against the table, I sent a chair head­long, I stumbled and fell and whisked the cloth from the table in my fall. My candle rolled away from me, and I snatched an­oth­er as I rose. Ab­ruptly this was blown out, as I swung it off the table by the wind of my sud­den move­ment, and im­me­di­ately the two re­main­ing candles fol­lowed. But there was light still in the room, a red light that staved off the shad­ows from me. The fire! Of course I could still thrust my candle between the bars and re­light it!

			I turned to where the flames were still dan­cing between the glow­ing coals, and splash­ing red re­flec­tions upon the fur­niture, made two steps to­wards the grate, and in­con­tin­ently the flames dwindled and van­ished, the glow van­ished, the re­flec­tions rushed to­geth­er and van­ished, and as I thrust the candle between the bars dark­ness closed upon me like the shut­ting of an eye, wrapped about me in a stifling em­brace, sealed my vis­ion, and crushed the last vestiges of reas­on from my brain. The candle fell from my hand. I flung out my arms in a vain ef­fort to thrust that pon­der­ous black­ness away from me, and, lift­ing up my voice, screamed with all my might—once, twice, thrice. Then I think I must have staggered to my feet. I know I thought sud­denly of the moon­lit cor­ridor, and, with my head bowed and my arms over my face, made a run for the door.

			But I had for­got­ten the ex­act po­s­i­tion of the door, and struck my­self heav­ily against the corner of the bed. I staggered back, turned, and was either struck or struck my­self against some oth­er bulky fur­niture. I have a vague memory of bat­ter­ing my­self thus, to and fro in the dark­ness, of a cramped struggle, and of my own wild cry­ing as I dar­ted to and fro, of a heavy blow at last upon my fore­head, a hor­rible sen­sa­tion of fall­ing that las­ted an age, of my last frantic ef­fort to keep my foot­ing, and then I re­mem­ber no more.

			

			I opened my eyes in day­light. My head was roughly band­aged, and the man with the withered arm was watch­ing my face. I looked about me, try­ing to re­mem­ber what had happened, and for a space I could not re­col­lect. I rolled my eyes in­to the corner, and saw the old wo­man, no longer ab­strac­ted, pour­ing out some drops of medi­cine from a little blue phi­al in­to a glass. “Where am I?” I asked; “I seem to re­mem­ber you, and yet I can­not re­mem­ber who you are.”

			They told me then, and I heard of the haunted Red Room as one who hears a tale. “We found you at dawn,” said he, “and there was blood on your fore­head and lips.”

			It was very slowly I re­covered my memory of my ex­per­i­ence. “You be­lieve now,” said the old man, “that the room is haunted?” He spoke no longer as one who greets an in­truder, but as one who grieves for a broken friend.

			“Yes,” said I; “the room is haunted.”

			“And you have seen it. And we, who have lived here all our lives, have nev­er set eyes upon it. Be­cause we have nev­er dared … Tell us, is it truly the old earl who—”

			“No,” said I; “it is not.”

			“I told you so,” said the old lady, with the glass in her hand. “It is his poor young count­ess who was frightened—”

			“It is not,” I said. “There is neither ghost of earl nor ghost of count­ess in that room, there is no ghost there at all; but worse, far worse—”

			“Well?” they said.

			“The worst of all the things that haunt poor mor­tal man,” said I; “and that is, in all its na­ked­ness—Fear that will not have light nor sound, that will not bear with reas­on, that deafens and darkens and over­whelms. It fol­lowed me through the cor­ridor, it fought against me in the room—”

			I stopped ab­ruptly. There was an in­ter­val of si­lence. My hand went up to my band­ages.

			Then the man with the shade sighed and spoke. “That is it,” said he. “I knew that was it. A power of dark­ness. To put such a curse upon a wo­man! It lurks there al­ways. You can feel it even in the day­time, even of a bright sum­mer’s day, in the hangings, in the cur­tains, keep­ing be­hind you how­ever you face about. In the dusk it creeps along the cor­ridor and fol­lows you, so that you dare not turn. There is Fear in that room of hers—black Fear, and there will be—so long as this house of sin en­dures.”

		
	
		
			The Plattner Story

			Wheth­er the story of Gottfried Plattner is to be cred­ited or not is a pretty ques­tion in the value of evid­ence. On the one hand, we have sev­en wit­nesses—to be per­fectly ex­act, we have six and a half pairs of eyes, and one un­deni­able fact; and on the oth­er we have—what is it?—pre­ju­dice, com­mon sense, the in­er­tia of opin­ion. Nev­er were there sev­en more hon­est-seem­ing wit­nesses; nev­er was there a more un­deni­able fact than the in­ver­sion of Gottfried Plattner’s ana­tom­ic­al struc­ture, and—nev­er was there a more pre­pos­ter­ous story than the one they have to tell! The most pre­pos­ter­ous part of the story is the worthy Gottfried’s con­tri­bu­tion (for I count him as one of the sev­en). Heav­en for­bid that I should be led in­to giv­ing coun­ten­ance to su­per­sti­tion by a pas­sion for im­par­ti­al­ity, and so come to share the fate of Eu­sapia’s pat­rons! Frankly, I be­lieve there is some­thing crooked about this busi­ness of Gottfried Plattner; but what that crooked factor is, I will ad­mit as frankly, I do not know. I have been sur­prised at the cred­it ac­cor­ded to the story in the most un­ex­pec­ted and au­thor­it­at­ive quar­ters. The fairest way to the read­er, how­ever, will be for me to tell it without fur­ther com­ment.

			Gottfried Plattner is, in spite of his name, a free­born Eng­lish­man. His fath­er was an Alsa­tian who came to Eng­land in the ’six­ties, mar­ried a re­spect­able Eng­lish girl of un­ex­cep­tion­able ante­cedents, and died, after a whole­some and un­event­ful life (de­voted, I un­der­stand, chiefly to the lay­ing of par­quet floor­ing), in 1887. Gottfried’s age is sev­en-and-twenty. He is, by vir­tue of his her­it­age of three lan­guages, Mod­ern Lan­guages Mas­ter in a small private school in the south of Eng­land. To the cas­u­al ob­serv­er he is sin­gu­larly like any oth­er Mod­ern Lan­guages Mas­ter in any oth­er small private school. His cos­tume is neither very costly nor very fash­ion­able, but, on the oth­er hand, it is not markedly cheap or shabby; his com­plex­ion, like his height and his bear­ing, is in­con­spicu­ous. You would no­tice, per­haps, that, like the ma­jor­ity of people, his face was not ab­so­lutely sym­met­ric­al, his right eye a little lar­ger than the left, and his jaw a trifle heav­ier on the right side. If you, as an or­din­ary care­less per­son, were to bare his chest and feel his heart beat­ing, you would prob­ably find it quite like the heart of any­one else. But here you and the trained ob­serv­er would part com­pany. If you found his heart quite or­din­ary, the trained ob­serv­er would find it quite oth­er­wise. And once the thing was poin­ted out to you, you too would per­ceive the pe­cu­li­ar­ity eas­ily enough. It is that Gottfried’s heart beats on the right side of his body.

			Now, that is not the only sin­gu­lar­ity of Gottfried’s struc­ture, al­though it is the only one that would ap­peal to the un­trained mind. Care­ful sound­ing of Gottfried’s in­tern­al ar­range­ments by a well-known sur­geon seems to point to the fact that all the oth­er un­sym­met­ric­al parts of his body are sim­il­arly mis­placed. The right lobe of his liv­er is on the left side, the left on his right; while his lungs, too, are sim­il­arly con­tra­posed. What is still more sin­gu­lar, un­less Gottfried is a con­sum­mate act­or, we must be­lieve that his right hand has re­cently be­come his left. Since the oc­cur­rences we are about to con­sider (as im­par­tially as pos­sible), he has found the ut­most dif­fi­culty in writ­ing, ex­cept from right to left across the pa­per with his left hand. He can­not throw with his right hand, he is per­plexed at meal­times between knife and fork, and his ideas of the rule of the road—he is a cyc­list—are still a dan­ger­ous con­fu­sion. And there is not a scrap of evid­ence to show that be­fore these oc­cur­rences Gottfried was at all left-handed.

			There is yet an­oth­er won­der­ful fact in this pre­pos­ter­ous busi­ness. Gottfried pro­duces three pho­to­graphs of him­self. You have him at the age of five or six, thrust­ing fat legs at you from un­der a plaid frock, and scowl­ing. In that pho­to­graph his left eye is a little lar­ger than his right, and his jaw is a trifle heav­ier on the left side. This is the re­verse of his present liv­ing con­di­tion. The pho­to­graph of Gottfried at four­teen seems to con­tra­dict these facts, but that is be­cause it is one of those cheap “Gem” pho­to­graphs that were then in vogue, taken dir­ect upon met­al, and there­fore re­vers­ing things just as a look­ing-glass would. The third pho­to­graph rep­res­ents him at one-and-twenty, and con­firms the re­cord of the oth­ers. There seems here evid­ence of the strongest con­firm­at­ory char­ac­ter that Gottfried has ex­changed his left side for his right. Yet how a hu­man be­ing can be so changed, short of a fant­ast­ic and point­less mir­acle, it is ex­ceed­ingly hard to sug­gest.

			In one way, of course, these facts might be ex­plic­able on the sup­pos­i­tion that Plattner has un­der­taken an elab­or­ate mys­ti­fic­a­tion, on the strength of his heart’s dis­place­ment. Pho­to­graphs may be faked, and left-handed­ness im­it­ated. But the char­ac­ter of the man does not lend it­self to any such the­ory. He is quiet, prac­tic­al, un­ob­trus­ive, and thor­oughly sane, from the Nordau stand­point. He likes beer, and smokes mod­er­ately, takes walk­ing ex­er­cise daily, and has a health­ily high es­tim­ate of the value of his teach­ing. He has a good but un­trained ten­or voice, and takes a pleas­ure in singing airs of a pop­u­lar and cheer­ful char­ac­ter. He is fond, but not mor­bidly fond, of read­ing—chiefly fic­tion per­vaded with a vaguely pi­ous op­tim­ism—sleeps well, and rarely dreams. He is, in fact, the very last per­son to evolve a fant­ast­ic fable. In­deed, so far from for­cing this story upon the world, he has been sin­gu­larly reti­cent on the mat­ter. He meets en­quirers with a cer­tain en­ga­ging—bash­ful­ness is al­most the word, that dis­arms the most sus­pi­cious. He seems genu­inely ashamed that any­thing so un­usu­al has oc­curred to him.

			It is to be re­gret­ted that Plattner’s aver­sion to the idea of post­mortem dis­sec­tion may post­pone, per­haps forever, the pos­it­ive proof that his en­tire body has had its left and right sides trans­posed. Upon that fact mainly the cred­ib­il­ity of his story hangs. There is no way of tak­ing a man and mov­ing him about in space as or­din­ary people un­der­stand space, that will res­ult in our chan­ging his sides. Whatever you do, his right is still his right, his left his left. You can do that with a per­fectly thin and flat thing, of course. If you were to cut a fig­ure out of pa­per, any fig­ure with a right and left side, you could change its sides simply by lift­ing it up and turn­ing it over. But with a sol­id it is dif­fer­ent. Math­em­at­ic­al the­or­ists tell us that the only way in which the right and left sides of a sol­id body can be changed is by tak­ing that body clean out of space as we know it—tak­ing it out of or­din­ary ex­ist­ence, that is, and turn­ing it some­where out­side space. This is a little ab­struse, no doubt, but any­one with any know­ledge of math­em­at­ic­al the­ory will as­sure the read­er of its truth. To put the thing in tech­nic­al lan­guage, the curi­ous in­ver­sion of Plattner’s right and left sides is proof that he has moved out of our space in­to what is called the Fourth Di­men­sion, and that he has re­turned again to our world. Un­less we choose to con­sider ourselves the vic­tims of an elab­or­ate and motive­less fab­ric­a­tion, we are al­most bound to be­lieve that this has oc­curred.

			So much for the tan­gible facts. We come now to the ac­count of the phe­nom­ena that at­ten­ded his tem­por­ary dis­ap­pear­ance from the world. It ap­pears that in the Sus­sexville Pro­pri­et­ary School, Plattner not only dis­charged the du­ties of Mod­ern Lan­guages Mas­ter, but also taught chem­istry, com­mer­cial geo­graphy, book­keep­ing, short­hand, draw­ing, and any oth­er ad­di­tion­al sub­ject to which the chan­ging fan­cies of the boys’ par­ents might dir­ect at­ten­tion. He knew little or noth­ing of these vari­ous sub­jects, but in sec­ond­ary as dis­tin­guished from Board or ele­ment­ary schools, know­ledge in the teach­er is, very prop­erly, by no means so ne­ces­sary as high mor­al char­ac­ter and gen­tle­manly tone. In chem­istry he was par­tic­u­larly de­fi­cient, know­ing, he says, noth­ing bey­ond the Three Gases (whatever the three gases may be). As, how­ever, his pu­pils began by know­ing noth­ing, and de­rived all their in­form­a­tion from him, this caused him (or any­one) but little in­con­veni­ence for sev­er­al terms. Then a little boy named Whibble joined the school, who had been edu­cated (it seems) by some mis­chiev­ous re­l­at­ive in­to an in­quir­ing habit of mind. This little boy fol­lowed Plattner’s les­sons with marked and sus­tained in­terest, and in or­der to ex­hib­it his zeal on the sub­ject, brought, at vari­ous times, sub­stances for Plattner to ana­lyse. Plattner, flattered by this evid­ence of his power of awaken­ing in­terest, and trust­ing to the boy’s ig­nor­ance, ana­lysed these, and even, made gen­er­al state­ments as to their com­pos­i­tion. In­deed, he was so far stim­u­lated by his pu­pil as to ob­tain a work upon ana­lyt­ic­al chem­istry, and study it dur­ing his su­per­vi­sion of the even­ing’s pre­par­a­tion. He was sur­prised to find chem­istry quite an in­ter­est­ing sub­ject.

			So far the story is ab­so­lutely com­mon­place. But now the green­ish powder comes upon the scene. The source of that green­ish powder seems, un­for­tu­nately, lost. Mas­ter Whibble tells a tor­tu­ous story of find­ing it done up in a pack­et in a dis­used limekiln near the Downs. It would have been an ex­cel­lent thing for Plattner, and pos­sibly for Mas­ter Whibble’s fam­ily, if a match could have been ap­plied to that powder there and then. The young gen­tle­man cer­tainly did not bring it to school in a pack­et, but in a com­mon eight-ounce gradu­ated medi­cine bottle, plugged with mas­tic­ated news­pa­per. He gave it to Plattner at the end of the af­ter­noon school. Four boys had been de­tained after school pray­ers in or­der to com­plete some neg­lected tasks, and Plattner was su­per­vising these in the small classroom in which the chem­ic­al teach­ing was con­duc­ted. The ap­pli­ances for the prac­tic­al teach­ing of chem­istry in the Sus­sexville Pro­pri­et­ary School, as in most small schools in this coun­try, are char­ac­ter­ised by a severe sim­pli­city. They are kept in a small cup­board stand­ing in a re­cess, and hav­ing about the same ca­pa­city as a com­mon trav­el­ling trunk. Plattner, be­ing bored with his pass­ive su­per­in­tend­ence, seems to have wel­comed the in­ter­ven­tion of Whibble with his green powder as an agree­able di­ver­sion, and, un­lock­ing this cup­board, pro­ceeded at once with his ana­lyt­ic­al ex­per­i­ments. Whibble sat, luck­ily for him­self, at a safe dis­tance, re­gard­ing him. The four mal­efact­ors, feign­ing a pro­found ab­sorp­tion in their work, watched him furt­ively with the keen­est in­terest. For even with­in the lim­its of the Three Gases, Plattner’s prac­tic­al chem­istry was, I un­der­stand, tem­er­ari­ous.

			They are prac­tic­ally un­an­im­ous in their ac­count of Plattner’s pro­ceed­ings. He poured a little of the green powder in­to a test-tube, and tried the sub­stance with wa­ter, hy­dro­chlor­ic acid, nitric acid, and sul­phur­ic acid in suc­ces­sion. Get­ting no res­ult, he emp­tied out a little heap—nearly half the bot­tle­ful, in fact—upon a slate and tried a match. He held the medi­cine bottle in his left hand. The stuff began to smoke and melt, and then ex­ploded with deaf­en­ing vi­ol­ence and a blind­ing flash.

			The five boys, see­ing the flash and be­ing pre­pared for cata­strophes, ducked be­low their desks, and were none of them ser­i­ously hurt. The win­dow was blown out in­to the play­ground, and the black­board on its easel was up­set. The slate was smashed to atoms. Some plaster fell from the ceil­ing. No oth­er dam­age was done to the school edi­fice or ap­pli­ances, and the boys at first, see­ing noth­ing of Plattner, fan­cied he was knocked down and ly­ing out of their sight be­low the desks. They jumped out of their places to go to his as­sist­ance, and were amazed to find the space empty. Be­ing still con­fused by the sud­den vi­ol­ence of the re­port, they hur­ried to the open door, un­der the im­pres­sion that he must have been hurt, and have rushed out of the room. But Car­son, the fore­most, nearly col­lided in the door­way with the prin­cip­al, Mr. Lid­gett.

			Mr. Lid­gett is a cor­pu­lent, ex­cit­able man with one eye. The boys de­scribe him as stum­bling in­to the room mouth­ing some of those tempered ex­plet­ives ir­rit­able school­mas­ters ac­cus­tom them­selves to use—lest worse be­fall. “Wretched mumchan­cer!” he said. “Where’s Mr. Plattner?” The boys are agreed on the very words. (“Wob­bler,” “sniv­el­ling puppy,” and “mumchan­cer” are, it seems, among the or­din­ary small change of Mr. Lid­gett’s schol­ast­ic com­merce.)

			Where’s Mr. Plattner? That was a ques­tion that was to be re­peated many times in the next few days. It really seemed as though that frantic hy­per­bole, “blown to atoms,” had for once real­ised it­self. There was not a vis­ible particle of Plattner to be seen; not a drop of blood nor a stitch of cloth­ing to be found. Ap­par­ently he had been blown clean out of ex­ist­ence and left not a wrack be­hind. Not so much as would cov­er a six­penny piece, to quote a pro­ver­bi­al ex­pres­sion! The evid­ence of his ab­so­lute dis­ap­pear­ance as a con­sequence of that ex­plo­sion is in­dubit­able.

			It is not ne­ces­sary to en­large here upon the com­mo­tion ex­cited in the Sus­sexville Pro­pri­et­ary School, and in Sus­sexville and else­where, by this event. It is quite pos­sible, in­deed, that some of the read­ers of these pages may re­call the hear­ing of some re­mote and dy­ing ver­sion of that ex­cite­ment dur­ing the last sum­mer hol­i­days. Lid­gett, it would seem, did everything in his power to sup­press and min­im­ise the story. He in­sti­tuted a pen­alty of twenty-five lines for any men­tion of Plattner’s name among the boys, and stated in the school­room that he was clearly aware of his as­sist­ant’s where­abouts. He was afraid, he ex­plains, that the pos­sib­il­ity of an ex­plo­sion hap­pen­ing, in spite of the elab­or­ate pre­cau­tions taken to min­im­ise the prac­tic­al teach­ing of chem­istry, might in­jure the repu­ta­tion of the school; and so might any mys­ter­i­ous qual­ity in Plattner’s de­par­ture. In­deed, he did everything in his power to make the oc­cur­rence seem as or­din­ary as pos­sible. In par­tic­u­lar, he cross-ex­amined the five eye­wit­nesses of the oc­cur­rence so search­ingly that they began to doubt the plain evid­ence of their senses. But, in spite of these ef­forts, the tale, in a mag­ni­fied and dis­tor­ted state, made a nine days’ won­der in the dis­trict, and sev­er­al par­ents with­drew their sons on col­our­able pre­texts. Not the least re­mark­able point in the mat­ter is the fact that a large num­ber of people in the neigh­bour­hood dreamed sin­gu­larly vivid dreams of Plattner dur­ing the peri­od of ex­cite­ment be­fore his re­turn, and that these dreams had a curi­ous uni­form­ity. In al­most all of them Plattner was seen, some­times singly, some­times in com­pany, wan­der­ing about through a co­rus­cat­ing iri­des­cence. In all cases his face was pale and dis­tressed, and in some he ges­tic­u­lated to­wards the dream­er. One or two of the boys, evid­ently un­der the in­flu­ence of night­mare, fan­cied that Plattner ap­proached them with re­mark­able swift­ness, and seemed to look closely in­to their very eyes. Oth­ers fled with Plattner from the pur­suit of vague and ex­traordin­ary creatures of a glob­u­lar shape. But all these fan­cies were for­got­ten in in­quir­ies and spec­u­la­tions when on the Wed­nes­day next but one after the Monday of the ex­plo­sion, Plattner re­turned.

			The cir­cum­stances of his re­turn were as sin­gu­lar as those of his de­par­ture. So far as Mr. Lid­gett’s some­what choler­ic out­line can be filled in from Plattner’s hes­it­at­ing state­ments, it would ap­pear that on Wed­nes­day even­ing, to­wards the hour of sun­set, the former gen­tle­man, hav­ing dis­missed even­ing pre­par­a­tion, was en­gaged in his garden, pick­ing and eat­ing straw­ber­ries, a fruit of which he is in­or­din­ately fond. It is a large old-fash­ioned garden, se­cured from ob­ser­va­tion, for­tu­nately, by a high and ivy-covered red­brick wall. Just as he was stoop­ing over a par­tic­u­larly pro­lif­ic plant, there was a flash in the air and a heavy thud, and be­fore he could look round, some heavy body struck him vi­ol­ently from be­hind. He was pitched for­ward, crush­ing the straw­ber­ries he held in his hand, and that so roughly, that his silk hat—Mr. Lid­gett ad­heres to the older ideas of schol­ast­ic cos­tume—was driv­en vi­ol­ently down upon his fore­head, and al­most over one eye. This heavy mis­sile, which slid over him side­ways and col­lapsed in­to a sit­ting pos­ture among the straw­berry plants, proved to be our long-lost Mr. Gottfried Plattner, in an ex­tremely dishevelled con­di­tion. He was col­lar­less and hat­less, his lin­en was dirty, and there was blood upon his hands. Mr. Lid­gett was so in­dig­nant and sur­prised that he re­mained on all-fours, and with his hat jammed down on his eye, while he ex­pos­tu­lated vehe­mently with Plattner for his dis­respect­ful and un­ac­count­able con­duct.

			This scarcely idyll­ic scene com­pletes what I may call the ex­ter­i­or ver­sion of the Plattner story—its exo­ter­ic as­pect. It is quite un­ne­ces­sary to enter here in­to all the de­tails of his dis­missal by Mr. Lid­gett. Such de­tails, with the full names and dates and ref­er­ences, will be found in the lar­ger re­port of these oc­cur­rences that was laid be­fore the So­ci­ety for the In­vest­ig­a­tion of Ab­nor­mal Phe­nom­ena. The sin­gu­lar trans­pos­i­tion of Plattner’s right and left sides was scarcely ob­served for the first day or so, and then first in con­nec­tion with his dis­pos­i­tion to write from right to left across the black­board. He con­cealed rather than os­ten­ded this curi­ous con­firm­at­ory cir­cum­stance, as he con­sidered it would un­fa­vour­ably af­fect his pro­spects in a new situ­ation. The dis­place­ment of his heart was dis­covered some months after, when he was hav­ing a tooth ex­trac­ted un­der an­aes­thet­ics. He then, very un­will­ingly, al­lowed a curs­ory sur­gic­al ex­am­in­a­tion to be made of him­self, with a view to a brief ac­count in the Journ­al of Ana­tomy. That ex­hausts the state­ment of the ma­ter­i­al facts; and we may now go on to con­sider Plattner’s ac­count of the mat­ter.

			But first let us clearly dif­fer­en­ti­ate between the pre­ced­ing por­tion of this story and what is to fol­low. All I have told thus far is es­tab­lished by such evid­ence as even a crim­in­al law­yer would ap­prove. Every one of the wit­nesses is still alive; the read­er, if he have the leis­ure, may hunt the lads out to­mor­row, or even brave the ter­rors of the re­doubt­able Lid­gett, and cross-ex­am­ine and trap and test to his heart’s con­tent; Gottfried Plattner him­self, and his twis­ted heart and his three pho­to­graphs, are pro­du­cible. It may be taken as proved that he did dis­ap­pear for nine days as the con­sequence of an ex­plo­sion; that he re­turned al­most as vi­ol­ently, un­der cir­cum­stances in their nature an­noy­ing to Mr. Lid­gett, whatever the de­tails of those cir­cum­stances may be; and that he re­turned in­ver­ted, just as a re­flec­tion re­turns from a mir­ror. From the last fact, as I have already stated, it fol­lows al­most in­ev­it­ably that Plattner, dur­ing those nine days, must have been in some state of ex­ist­ence al­to­geth­er out of space. The evid­ence to these state­ments is, in­deed, far stronger than that upon which most mur­der­ers are hanged. But for his own par­tic­u­lar ac­count of where he had been, with its con­fused ex­plan­a­tions and well-nigh self-con­tra­dict­ory de­tails, we have only Mr. Gottfried Plattner’s word. I do not wish to dis­cred­it that, but I must point out—what so many writers upon ob­scure psych­ic phe­nom­ena fail to do—that we are passing here from the prac­tic­ally un­deni­able to that kind of mat­ter which any reas­on­able man is en­titled to be­lieve or re­ject as he thinks prop­er. The pre­vi­ous state­ments render it plaus­ible; its dis­cord­ance with com­mon ex­per­i­ence tilts it to­wards the in­cred­ible. I would prefer not to sway the beam of the read­er’s judg­ment either way, but simply to tell the story as Plattner told it me.

			He gave me his nar­rat­ive, I may state, at my house at Chisle­hurst, and so soon as he had left me that even­ing, I went in­to my study and wrote down everything as I re­membered it. Sub­sequently he was good enough to read over a type­writ­ten copy, so that its sub­stan­tial cor­rect­ness is un­deni­able.

			He states that at the mo­ment of the ex­plo­sion he dis­tinctly thought he was killed. He felt lif­ted off his feet and driv­en for­cibly back­ward. It is a curi­ous fact for psy­cho­lo­gists that he thought clearly dur­ing his back­ward flight, and wondered wheth­er he should hit the chem­istry cup­board or the black­board easel. His heels struck ground, and he staggered and fell heav­ily in­to a sit­ting po­s­i­tion on some­thing soft and firm. For a mo­ment the con­cus­sion stunned him. He be­came aware at once of a vivid scent of singed hair, and he seemed to hear the voice of Lid­gett ask­ing for him. You will un­der­stand that for a time his mind was greatly con­fused.

			At first he was un­der the im­pres­sion that he was still stand­ing in the classroom. He per­ceived quite dis­tinctly the sur­prise of the boys and the entry of Mr. Lid­gett. He is quite pos­it­ive upon that score. He did not hear their re­marks; but that he ascribed to the deaf­en­ing ef­fect of the ex­per­i­ment. Things about him seemed curi­ously dark and faint, but his mind ex­plained that on the ob­vi­ous but mis­taken idea that the ex­plo­sion had en­gendered a huge volume of dark smoke. Through the dim­ness the fig­ures of Lid­gett and the boys moved, as faint and si­lent as ghosts. Plattner’s face still tingled with the sting­ing heat of the flash. He, was, he says, “all muddled.” His first def­in­ite thoughts seem to have been of his per­son­al safety. He thought he was per­haps blinded and deafened. He felt his limbs and face in a gingerly man­ner. Then his per­cep­tions grew clear­er, and he was as­ton­ished to miss the old fa­mil­i­ar desks and oth­er school­room fur­niture about him. Only dim, un­cer­tain, grey shapes stood in the place of these. Then came a thing that made him shout aloud, and awoke his stunned fac­ulties to in­stant activ­ity. Two of the boys, ges­tic­u­lat­ing, walked one after the oth­er clean through him! Neither mani­fes­ted the slight­est con­scious­ness of his pres­ence. It is dif­fi­cult to ima­gine the sen­sa­tion he felt. They came against him, he says, with no more force than a wisp of mist.

			Plattner’s first thought after that was that he was dead. Hav­ing been brought up with thor­oughly sound views in these mat­ters, how­ever, he was a little sur­prised to find his body still about him. His second con­clu­sion was that he was not dead, but that the oth­ers were: that the ex­plo­sion had des­troyed the Sus­sexville Pro­pri­et­ary School and every soul in it ex­cept him­self. But that, too, was scarcely sat­is­fact­ory. He was thrown back upon as­ton­ished ob­ser­va­tion.

			Everything about him was pro­foundly dark: at first it seemed to have an al­to­geth­er ebony black­ness. Over­head was a black firm­a­ment. The only touch of light in the scene was a faint green­ish glow at the edge of the sky in one dir­ec­tion, which threw in­to prom­in­ence a ho­ri­zon of un­du­lat­ing black hills. This, I say, was his im­pres­sion at first. As his eye grew ac­cus­tomed to the dark­ness, he began to dis­tin­guish a faint qual­ity of dif­fer­en­ti­at­ing green­ish col­our in the cir­cum­am­bi­ent night. Against this back­ground the fur­niture and oc­cu­pants of the classroom, it seems, stood out like phos­phor­es­cent spectres, faint and im­palp­able. He ex­ten­ded his hand, and thrust it without an ef­fort through the wall of the room by the fire­place.

			He de­scribes him­self as mak­ing a strenu­ous ef­fort to at­tract at­ten­tion. He shouted to Lid­gett, and tried to seize the boys as they went to and fro. He only de­sisted from these at­tempts when Mrs. Lid­gett, whom he (as an As­sist­ant Mas­ter) nat­ur­ally dis­liked, entered the room. He says the sen­sa­tion of be­ing in the world, and yet not a part of it, was an ex­traordin­ar­ily dis­agree­able one. He com­pared his feel­ings, not in­aptly, to those of a cat watch­ing a mouse through a win­dow. Whenev­er he made a mo­tion to com­mu­nic­ate with the dim, fa­mil­i­ar world about him, he found an in­vis­ible, in­com­pre­hens­ible bar­ri­er pre­vent­ing in­ter­course.

			He then turned his at­ten­tion to his sol­id en­vir­on­ment. He found the medi­cine bottle still un­broken in his hand, with the re­mainder of the green powder therein. He put this in his pock­et, and began to feel about him. Ap­par­ently he was sit­ting on a boulder of rock covered with a vel­vety moss. The dark coun­try about him he was un­able to see, the faint, misty pic­ture of the school­room blot­ting it out, but he had a feel­ing (due per­haps to a cold wind) that he was near the crest of a hill, and that a steep val­ley fell away be­neath his feet. The green glow along the edge of the sky seemed to be grow­ing in ex­tent and in­tens­ity. He stood up, rub­bing his eyes.

			It would seem that he made a few steps, go­ing steeply down­hill, and then stumbled, nearly fell, and sat down again upon a jagged mass of rock to watch the dawn. He be­came aware that the world about him was ab­so­lutely si­lent. It was as still as it was dark, and though there was a cold wind blow­ing up the hill-face, the rustle of grass, the sough­ing of the boughs that should have ac­com­pan­ied it, were ab­sent. He could hear, there­fore, if he could not see, that the hill­side upon which he stood was rocky and des­ol­ate. The green grew bright­er every mo­ment, and as it did so a faint, trans­par­ent blood-red mingled with, but did not mit­ig­ate, the black­ness of the sky over­head and the rocky des­ol­a­tions about him. Hav­ing re­gard to what fol­lows, I am in­clined to think that that red­ness may have been an op­tic­al ef­fect due to con­trast. Some­thing black fluttered mo­ment­ar­ily against the liv­id yel­low-green of the lower sky, and then the thin and pen­et­rat­ing voice of a bell rose out of the black gulf be­low him. An op­press­ive ex­pect­a­tion grew with the grow­ing light.

			It is prob­able that an hour or more elapsed while he sat there, the strange green light grow­ing bright­er every mo­ment, and spread­ing slowly, in flam­boy­ant fin­gers, up­ward to­wards the zenith. As it grew, the spec­tral vis­ion of our world be­came re­l­at­ively or ab­so­lutely faint­er. Prob­ably both, for the time must have been about that of our earthly sun­set. So far as his vis­ion of our world went, Plattner, by his few steps down­hill, had passed through the floor of the classroom, and was now, it seemed, sit­ting in midair in the lar­ger school­room down­stairs. He saw the boarders dis­tinctly, but much more faintly than he had seen Lid­gett. They were pre­par­ing their even­ing tasks, and he no­ticed with in­terest that sev­er­al were cheat­ing with their Eu­c­lid riders by means of a crib, a com­pil­a­tion whose ex­ist­ence he had hitherto nev­er sus­pec­ted. As the time passed, they faded stead­ily, as stead­ily as the light of the green dawn in­creased.

			Look­ing down in­to the val­ley, he saw that the light had crept far down its rocky sides, and that the pro­found black­ness of the abyss was now broken by a minute green glow, like the light of a glow­worm. And al­most im­me­di­ately the limb of a huge heav­enly body of blaz­ing green rose over the basalt­ic un­du­la­tions of the dis­tant hills, and the mon­strous hill-masses about him came out gaunt and des­ol­ate, in green light and deep, ruddy black shad­ows. He be­came aware of a vast num­ber of ball-shaped ob­jects drift­ing as thistle­down drifts over the high ground. There were none of these near­er to him than the op­pos­ite side of the gorge. The bell be­low twanged quick­er and quick­er, with some­thing like im­pa­tient in­sist­ence, and sev­er­al lights moved hith­er and thith­er. The boys at work at their desks were now al­most im­per­cept­ibly faint.

			This ex­tinc­tion of our world, when the green sun of this oth­er uni­verse rose, is a curi­ous point upon which Plattner in­sists. Dur­ing the Oth­er­world night it is dif­fi­cult to move about, on ac­count of the vivid­ness with which the things of this world are vis­ible. It be­comes a riddle to ex­plain why, if this is the case, we in this world catch no glimpse of the Oth­er­world. It is due, per­haps, to the com­par­at­ively vivid il­lu­min­a­tion of this world of ours. Plattner de­scribes the mid­day of the Oth­er­world, at its bright­est, as not be­ing nearly so bright as this world at full moon, while its night is pro­foundly black. Con­sequently, the amount of light, even in an or­din­ary dark room, is suf­fi­cient to render the things of the Oth­er­world in­vis­ible, on the same prin­ciple that faint phos­phor­es­cence is only vis­ible in the pro­found­est dark­ness. I have tried, since he told me his story, to see some­thing of the Oth­er­world by sit­ting for a long space in a pho­to­graph­er’s dark room at night. I have cer­tainly seen in­dis­tinctly the form of green­ish slopes and rocks, but only, I must ad­mit, very in­dis­tinctly in­deed. The read­er may pos­sibly be more suc­cess­ful. Plattner tells me that since his re­turn he has dreamt and seen and re­cog­nised places in the Oth­er­world, but this is prob­ably due to his memory of these scenes. It seems quite pos­sible that people with un­usu­ally keen eye­sight may oc­ca­sion­ally catch a glimpse of this strange Oth­er­world about us.

			How­ever, this is a di­gres­sion. As the green sun rose, a long street of black build­ings be­came per­cept­ible, though only darkly and in­dis­tinctly, in the gorge, and after some hes­it­a­tion, Plattner began to clam­ber down the pre­cip­it­ous des­cent to­wards them. The des­cent was long and ex­ceed­ingly te­di­ous, be­ing so not only by the ex­traordin­ary steep­ness, but also by reas­on of the loose­ness of the boulders with which the whole face of the hill was strewn. The noise of his des­cent—now and then his heels struck fire from the rocks—seemed now the only sound in the uni­verse, for the beat­ing of the bell had ceased. As he drew near­er, he per­ceived that the vari­ous edi­fices had a sin­gu­lar re­semb­lance to tombs and mauso­leums and monu­ments, sav­ing only that they were all uni­formly black in­stead of be­ing white, as most sep­ulchres are. And then he saw, crowding out of the largest build­ing, very much as people dis­perse from church, a num­ber of pal­lid, roun­ded, pale-green fig­ures. These dis­persed in sev­er­al dir­ec­tions about the broad street of the place, some go­ing through side al­leys and re­appear­ing upon the steep­ness of the hill, oth­ers en­ter­ing some of the small black build­ings which lined the way.

			At the sight of these things drift­ing up to­wards him, Plattner stopped, star­ing. They were not walk­ing, they were in­deed limb­less, and they had the ap­pear­ance of hu­man heads, be­neath which a tad­pole-like body swung. He was too as­ton­ished at their strange­ness, too full, in­deed, of strange­ness, to be ser­i­ously alarmed by them. They drove to­wards him, in front of the chill wind that was blow­ing up­hill, much as soap-bubbles drive be­fore a draught. And as he looked at the nearest of those ap­proach­ing, he saw it was in­deed a hu­man head, al­beit with sin­gu­larly large eyes, and wear­ing such an ex­pres­sion of dis­tress and an­guish as he had nev­er seen be­fore upon mor­tal coun­ten­ance. He was sur­prised to find that it did not turn to re­gard him, but seemed to be watch­ing and fol­low­ing some un­seen mov­ing thing. For a mo­ment he was puzzled, and then it oc­curred to him that this creature was watch­ing with its enorm­ous eyes some­thing that was hap­pen­ing in the world he had just left. Near­er it came, and near­er, and he was too as­ton­ished to cry out. It made a very faint fret­ting sound as it came close to him. Then it struck his face with a gentle pat—its touch was very cold—and drove past him, and up­ward to­wards the crest of the hill.

			An ex­traordin­ary con­vic­tion flashed across Plattner’s mind that this head had a strong like­ness to Lid­gett. Then he turned his at­ten­tion to the oth­er heads that were now swarm­ing thickly up the hill­side. None made the slight­est sign of re­cog­ni­tion. One or two, in­deed, came close to his head and al­most fol­lowed the ex­ample of the first, but he dodged con­vuls­ively out of the way. Upon most of them he saw the same ex­pres­sion of un­avail­ing re­gret he had seen upon the first, and heard the same faint sounds of wretched­ness from them. One or two wept, and one rolling swiftly up­hill wore an ex­pres­sion of diabol­ic­al rage. But oth­ers were cold, and sev­er­al had a look of grat­i­fied in­terest in their eyes. One, at least, was al­most in an ec­stasy of hap­pi­ness. Plattner does not re­mem­ber that he re­cog­nised any more like­nesses in those he saw at this time.

			For sev­er­al hours, per­haps, Plattner watched these strange things dis­pers­ing them­selves over the hills, and not till long after they had ceased to is­sue from the clus­ter­ing black build­ings in the gorge, did he re­sume his down­ward climb. The dark­ness about him in­creased so much that he had a dif­fi­culty in step­ping true. Over­head the sky was now a bright, pale green. He felt neither hun­ger nor thirst. Later, when he did, he found a chilly stream run­ning down the centre of the gorge, and the rare moss upon the boulders, when he tried it at last in des­per­a­tion, was good to eat.

			He groped about among the tombs that ran down the gorge, seek­ing vaguely for some clue to these in­ex­plic­able things. After a long time he came to the en­trance of the big mauso­leum-like build­ing from which the heads had is­sued. In this he found a group of green lights burn­ing upon a kind of basalt­ic al­tar, and a bell-rope from a bel­fry over­head hanging down in­to the centre of the place. Round the wall ran a let­ter­ing of fire in a char­ac­ter un­known to him. While he was still won­der­ing at the pur­port of these things, he heard the re­ced­ing tramp of heavy feet echo­ing far down the street. He ran out in­to the dark­ness again, but he could see noth­ing. He had a mind to pull the bell-rope, and fi­nally de­cided to fol­low the foot­steps. But, al­though he ran far, he nev­er over­took them; and his shout­ing was of no avail. The gorge seemed to ex­tend an in­ter­min­able dis­tance. It was as dark as earthly star­light through­out its length, while the ghastly green day lay along the up­per edge of its pre­cip­ices. There were none of the heads, now, be­low. They were all, it seemed, busily oc­cu­pied along the up­per slopes. Look­ing up, he saw them drift­ing hith­er and thith­er, some hov­er­ing sta­tion­ary, some fly­ing swiftly through the air. It re­minded him, he said, of “big snow­flakes”; only these were black and pale green.

			In pur­su­ing the firm, un­devi­at­ing foot­steps that he nev­er over­took, in grop­ing in­to new re­gions of this end­less dev­il’s dyke, in clam­ber­ing up and down the piti­less heights, in wan­der­ing about the sum­mits, and in watch­ing the drift­ing faces, Plattner states that he spent the bet­ter part of sev­en or eight days. He did not keep count, he says. Though once or twice he found eyes watch­ing him, he had word with no liv­ing soul. He slept among the rocks on the hill­side. In the gorge things earthly were in­vis­ible, be­cause, from the earthly stand­point, it was far un­der­ground. On the alti­tudes, so soon as the earthly day began, the world be­came vis­ible to him. He found him­self some­times stum­bling over the dark green rocks, or ar­rest­ing him­self on a pre­cip­it­ous brink, while all about him the green branches of the Sus­sexville lanes were sway­ing; or, again, he seemed to be walk­ing through the Sus­sexville streets, or watch­ing un­seen the private busi­ness of some house­hold. And then it was he dis­covered, that to al­most every hu­man be­ing in our world there per­tained some of these drift­ing heads; that every­one in the world is watched in­ter­mit­tently by these help­less dis­em­bod­i­ments.

			What are they—these Watch­ers of the Liv­ing? Plattner nev­er learned. But two, that presently found and fol­lowed him, were like his child­hood’s memory of his fath­er and moth­er. Now and then oth­er faces turned their eyes upon him: eyes like those of dead people who had swayed him, or in­jured him, or helped him in his youth and man­hood. Whenev­er they looked at him, Plattner was over­come with a strange sense of re­spons­ib­il­ity. To his moth­er he ven­tured to speak; but she made no an­swer. She looked sadly, stead­fastly, and ten­derly—a little re­proach­fully, too, it seemed—in­to his eyes.

			He simply tells this story: he does not en­deav­our to ex­plain. We are left to sur­mise who these Watch­ers of the Liv­ing may be, or, if they are in­deed the Dead, why they should so closely and pas­sion­ately watch a world they have left forever. It may be—in­deed to my mind it seems just—that, when our life has closed, when evil or good is no longer a choice for us, we may still have to wit­ness the work­ing out of the train of con­sequences we have laid. If hu­man souls con­tin­ue after death, then surely hu­man in­terests con­tin­ue after death. But that is merely my own guess at the mean­ing of the things seen. Plattner of­fers no in­ter­pret­a­tion, for none was giv­en him. It is well the read­er should un­der­stand this clearly. Day after day, with his head reel­ing, he wandered about this strange lit world out­side the world, weary and, to­wards the end, weak and hungry. By day—by our earthly day, that is—the ghostly vis­ion of the old fa­mil­i­ar scenery of Sus­sexville, all about him, irked and wor­ried him. He could not see where to put his feet, and ever and again with a chilly touch one of these Watch­ing Souls would come against his face. And after dark the mul­ti­tude of these Watch­ers about him, and their in­tent dis­tress, con­fused his mind bey­ond de­scrib­ing. A great long­ing to re­turn to the earthly life that was so near and yet so re­mote con­sumed him. The un­earth­li­ness of things about him pro­duced a pos­it­ively pain­ful men­tal dis­tress. He was wor­ried bey­ond de­scrib­ing by his own par­tic­u­lar fol­low­ers. He would shout at them to de­sist from star­ing at him, scold at them, hurry away from them. They were al­ways mute and in­tent. Run as he might over the un­even ground, they fol­lowed his des­tinies.

			On the ninth day, to­wards even­ing, Plattner heard the in­vis­ible foot­steps ap­proach­ing, far away down the gorge. He was then wan­der­ing over the broad crest of the same hill upon which he had fallen in his entry in­to this strange Oth­er­world of his. He turned to hurry down in­to the gorge, feel­ing his way hast­ily, and was ar­res­ted by the sight of the thing that was hap­pen­ing in a room in a back street near the school. Both of the people in the room he knew by sight. The win­dows were open, the blinds up, and the set­ting sun shone clearly in­to it, so that it came out quite brightly at first, a vivid ob­long of room, ly­ing like a ma­gic-lan­tern pic­ture upon the black land­scape and the liv­id green dawn. In ad­di­tion to the sun­light, a candle had just been lit in the room.

			On the bed lay a lank man, his ghastly white face ter­rible upon the tumbled pil­low. His clenched hands were raised above his head. A little table be­side the bed car­ried a few medi­cine bottles, some toast and wa­ter, and an empty glass. Every now and then the lank man’s lips fell apart, to in­dic­ate a word he could not ar­tic­u­late. But the wo­man did not no­tice that he wanted any­thing, be­cause she was busy turn­ing out pa­pers from an old-fash­ioned bur­eau in the op­pos­ite corner of the room. At first the pic­ture was very vivid in­deed, but as the green dawn be­hind it grew bright­er and bright­er, so it be­came faint­er and more and more trans­par­ent.

			As the echo­ing foot­steps paced near­er and near­er, those foot­steps that sound so loud in that Oth­er­world and come so si­lently in this, Plattner per­ceived about him a great mul­ti­tude of dim faces gath­er­ing to­geth­er out of the dark­ness and watch­ing the two people in the room. Nev­er be­fore had he seen so many of the Watch­ers of the Liv­ing. A mul­ti­tude had eyes only for the suf­fer­er in the room, an­oth­er mul­ti­tude, in in­fin­ite an­guish, watched the wo­man as she hunted with greedy eyes for some­thing she could not find. They crowded about Plattner, they came across his sight and buf­feted his face, the noise of their un­avail­ing re­grets was all about him. He saw clearly only now and then. At oth­er times the pic­ture quivered dimly, through the veil of green re­flec­tions upon their move­ments. In the room it must have been very still, and Plattner says the candle flame streamed up in­to a per­fectly ver­tic­al line of smoke, but in his ears each foot­fall and its echoes beat like a clap of thun­der. And the faces! Two, more par­tic­u­larly near the wo­man’s: one a wo­man’s also, white and clear-fea­tured, a face which might have once been cold and hard, but which was now softened by the touch of a wis­dom strange to Earth. The oth­er might have been the wo­man’s fath­er. Both were evid­ently ab­sorbed in the con­tem­pla­tion of some act of hate­ful mean­ness, so it seemed, which they could no longer guard against and pre­vent. Be­hind were oth­ers, teach­ers, it may be, who had taught ill, friends whose in­flu­ence had failed. And over the man, too—a mul­ti­tude, but none that seemed to be par­ents or teach­ers! Faces that might once have been coarse, now purged to strength by sor­row! And in the fore­front one face, a girl­ish one, neither angry nor re­morse­ful, but merely pa­tient and weary, and, as it seemed to Plattner, wait­ing for re­lief. His powers of de­scrip­tion fail him at the memory of this mul­ti­tude of ghastly coun­ten­ances. They gathered on the stroke of the bell. He saw them all in the space of a second. It would seem that he was so worked on by his ex­cite­ment that, quite in­vol­un­tar­ily, his rest­less fin­gers took the bottle of green powder out of his pock­et and held it be­fore him. But he does not re­mem­ber that.

			Ab­ruptly the foot­steps ceased. He waited for the next, and there was si­lence, and then sud­denly, cut­ting through the un­ex­pec­ted still­ness like a keen, thin blade, came the first stroke of the bell. At that the mul­ti­tudin­ous faces swayed to and fro, and a louder cry­ing began all about him. The wo­man did not hear; she was burn­ing some­thing now in the candle flame. At the second stroke everything grew dim, and a breath of wind, icy cold, blew through the host of watch­ers. They swirled about him like an eddy of dead leaves in the spring, and at the third stroke some­thing was ex­ten­ded through them to the bed. You have heard of a beam of light. This was like a beam of dark­ness, and look­ing again at it, Plattner saw that it was a shad­owy arm and hand.

			The green sun was now top­ping the black des­ol­a­tions of the ho­ri­zon, and the vis­ion of the room was very faint. Plattner could see that the white of the bed struggled, and was con­vulsed; and that the wo­man looked round over her shoulder at it, startled.

			The cloud of watch­ers lif­ted high like a puff of green dust be­fore the wind, and swept swiftly down­ward to­wards the temple in the gorge. Then sud­denly Plattner un­der­stood the mean­ing of the shad­owy black arm that stretched across his shoulder and clutched its prey. He did not dare turn his head to see the Shad­ow be­hind the arm. With a vi­ol­ent ef­fort, and cov­er­ing his eyes, he set him­self to run, made, per­haps, twenty strides, then slipped on a boulder, and fell. He fell for­ward on his hands; and the bottle smashed and ex­ploded as he touched the ground.

			In an­oth­er mo­ment he found him­self, stunned and bleed­ing, sit­ting face to face with Lid­gett in the old walled garden be­hind the school.

			

			There the story of Plattner’s ex­per­i­ences ends. I have res­isted, I be­lieve suc­cess­fully, the nat­ur­al dis­pos­i­tion of a writer of fic­tion to dress up in­cid­ents of this sort. I have told the thing as far as pos­sible in the or­der in which Plattner told it to me. I have care­fully avoided any at­tempt at style, ef­fect, or con­struc­tion. It would have been easy, for in­stance, to have worked the scene of the deathbed in­to a kind of plot in which Plattner might have been in­volved. But, quite apart from the ob­jec­tion­able­ness of falsi­fy­ing a most ex­traordin­ary true story, any such trite devices would spoil, to my mind, the pe­cu­li­ar ef­fect of this dark world, with its liv­id green il­lu­min­a­tion and its drift­ing Watch­ers of the Liv­ing, which, un­seen and un­ap­proach­able to us, is yet ly­ing all about us.

			It re­mains to add that a death did ac­tu­ally oc­cur in Vin­cent Ter­race, just bey­ond the school garden, and, so far as can be proved, at the mo­ment of Plattner’s re­turn. De­ceased was a rate-col­lect­or and in­sur­ance agent. His wid­ow, who was much young­er than him­self, mar­ried last month a Mr. Whym­per, a veter­in­ary sur­geon of All­beed­ing. As the por­tion of this story giv­en here has in vari­ous forms cir­cu­lated or­ally in Sus­sexville, she has con­sen­ted to my use of her name, on con­di­tion that I make it dis­tinctly known that she em­phat­ic­ally con­tra­dicts every de­tail of Plattner’s ac­count of her hus­band’s last mo­ments. She burnt no will, she says, al­though Plattner nev­er ac­cused her of do­ing so; her hus­band made but one will, and that just after their mar­riage. Cer­tainly, from a man who had nev­er seen it, Plattner’s ac­count of the fur­niture of the room was curi­ously ac­cur­ate.

			One oth­er thing, even at the risk of an irk­some re­pe­ti­tion, I must in­sist upon, lest I seem to fa­vour the cred­u­lous, su­per­sti­tious view. Plattner’s ab­sence from the world for nine days is, I think, proved. But that does not prove his story. It is quite con­ceiv­able that even out­side space hal­lu­cin­a­tions may be pos­sible. That, at least, the read­er must bear dis­tinctly in mind.

		
	
		
			The Story of the Late Mr. Elvesham

			I set this story down, not ex­pect­ing it will be be­lieved, but, if pos­sible, to pre­pare a way of es­cape for the next vic­tim. He, per­haps, may profit by my mis­for­tune. My own case, I know, is hope­less, and I am now in some meas­ure pre­pared to meet my fate.

			My name is Ed­ward George Eden. I was born at Trentham, in Stafford­shire, my fath­er be­ing em­ployed in the gar­dens there. I lost my moth­er when I was three years old, and my fath­er when I was five, my uncle, George Eden, then ad­opt­ing me as his own son. He was a single man, self-edu­cated, and well-known in Birm­ing­ham as an en­ter­pris­ing journ­al­ist; he edu­cated me gen­er­ously, fired my am­bi­tion to suc­ceed in the world, and at his death, which happened four years ago, left me his en­tire for­tune, a mat­ter of about five hun­dred pounds after all out­go­ing charges were paid. I was then eight­een. He ad­vised me in his will to ex­pend the money in com­plet­ing my edu­ca­tion. I had already chosen the pro­fes­sion of medi­cine, and through his posthum­ous gen­er­os­ity and my good for­tune in a schol­ar­ship com­pet­i­tion, I be­came a med­ic­al stu­dent at Uni­ver­sity Col­lege, Lon­don. At the time of the be­gin­ning of my story I lodged at 11A Uni­ver­sity Street in a little up­per room, very shab­bily fur­nished and draughty, over­look­ing the back of Shool­bred’s premises. I used this little room both to live in and sleep in, be­cause I was anxious to eke out my means to the very last shil­lings-worth.

			I was tak­ing a pair of shoes to be men­ded at a shop in the Tot­ten­ham Court Road when I first en­countered the little old man with the yel­low face, with whom my life has now be­come so in­ex­tric­ably en­tangled. He was stand­ing on the kerb, and star­ing at the num­ber on the door in a doubt­ful way, as I opened it. His eyes—they were dull grey eyes, and red­dish un­der the rims—fell to my face, and his coun­ten­ance im­me­di­ately as­sumed an ex­pres­sion of cor­rug­ated ami­ab­il­ity.

			“You come,” he said, “apt to the mo­ment. I had for­got­ten the num­ber of your house. How do you do, Mr. Eden?”

			I was a little as­ton­ished at his fa­mil­i­ar ad­dress, for I had nev­er set eyes on the man be­fore. I was a little an­noyed, too, at his catch­ing me with my boots un­der my arm. He no­ticed my lack of cor­di­al­ity.

			“Won­der who the deuce I am, eh? A friend, let me as­sure you. I have seen you be­fore, though you haven’t seen me. Is there any­where where I can talk to you?”

			I hes­it­ated. The shab­bi­ness of my room up­stairs was not a mat­ter for every stranger. “Per­haps,” said I, “we might walk down the street. I’m un­for­tu­nately pre­ven­ted—” My ges­ture ex­plained the sen­tence be­fore I had spoken it.

			“The very thing,” he said, and faced this way, and then that. “The street? Which way shall we go?” I slipped my boots down in the pas­sage. “Look here!” he said ab­ruptly; “this busi­ness of mine is a rig­mar­ole. Come and lunch with me, Mr. Eden. I’m an old man, a very old man, and not good at ex­plan­a­tions, and what with my pip­ing voice and the clat­ter of the traffic—”

			He laid a per­suas­ive skinny hand that trembled a little upon my arm.

			I was not so old that an old man might not treat me to a lunch. Yet at the same time I was not al­to­geth­er pleased by this ab­rupt in­vit­a­tion. “I had rather—” I began. “But I had rather,” he said, catch­ing me up, “and a cer­tain ci­vil­ity is surely due to my grey hairs.”

			And so I con­sen­ted, and went with him.

			He took me to Blavit­iski’s; I had to walk slowly to ac­com­mod­ate my­self to his paces; and over such a lunch as I had nev­er tasted be­fore, he fended off my lead­ing ques­tion, and I took a bet­ter note of his ap­pear­ance. His clean-shaven face was lean and wrinkled, his shriv­elled, lips fell over a set of false teeth, and his white hair was thin and rather long; he seemed small to me—though in­deed, most people seemed small to me—and his shoulders were roun­ded and bent. And watch­ing him, I could not help but ob­serve that he too was tak­ing note of me, run­ning his eyes, with a curi­ous touch of greed in them, over me, from my broad shoulders to my sun­tanned hands, and up to my freckled face again. “And now,” said he, as we lit our ci­gar­ettes, “I must tell you of the busi­ness in hand.

			“I must tell you, then, that I am an old man, a very old man.” He paused mo­ment­ar­ily. “And it hap­pens that I have money that I must presently be leav­ing, and nev­er a child have I to leave it to.” I thought of the con­fid­ence trick, and re­solved I would be on the alert for the vestiges of my five hun­dred pounds. He pro­ceeded to en­large on his loneli­ness, and the trouble he had to find a prop­er dis­pos­i­tion of his money. “I have weighed this plan and that plan, char­it­ies, in­sti­tu­tions, and schol­ar­ships, and lib­rar­ies, and I have come to this con­clu­sion at last,”—he fixed his eyes on my face—“that I will find some young fel­low, am­bi­tious, pure-minded, and poor, healthy in body and healthy in mind, and, in short, make him my heir, give him all that I have.” He re­peated, “Give him all that I have. So that he will sud­denly be lif­ted out of all the trouble and struggle in which his sym­path­ies have been edu­cated, to free­dom and in­flu­ence.”

			I tried to seem dis­in­ter­ested. With a trans­par­ent hy­po­crisy I said, “And you want my help, my pro­fes­sion­al ser­vices maybe, to find that per­son.”

			He smiled, and looked at me over his ci­gar­ette, and I laughed at his quiet ex­pos­ure of my mod­est pre­tence.

			“What a ca­reer such a man might have!” he said. “It fills me with envy to think how I have ac­cu­mu­lated that an­oth­er man may spend—

			“But there are con­di­tions, of course, bur­dens to be im­posed. He must, for in­stance, take my name. You can­not ex­pect everything without some re­turn. And I must go in­to all the cir­cum­stances of his life be­fore I can ac­cept him. He must be sound. I must know his hered­ity, how his par­ents and grand­par­ents died, have the strict­est in­quir­ies made in­to his private mor­als.”

			This mod­i­fied my secret con­grat­u­la­tions a little.

			“And do I un­der­stand,” said I, “that I—”

			“Yes,” he said, al­most fiercely. “You. You.”

			I answered nev­er a word. My ima­gin­a­tion was dan­cing wildly, my in­nate scep­ti­cism was use­less to modi­fy its trans­ports. There was not a particle of grat­it­ude in my mind—I did not know what to say nor how to say it. “But why me in par­tic­u­lar?” I said at last.

			He had chanced to hear of me from Pro­fess­or Haslar; he said, as a typ­ic­ally sound and sane young man, and he wished, as far as pos­sible, to leave his money where health and in­teg­rity were as­sured.

			That was my first meet­ing with the little old man. He was mys­ter­i­ous about him­self; he would not give his name yet, he said, and after I had answered some ques­tions of his, he left me at the Blavit­iski portal. I no­ticed that he drew a hand­ful of gold coins from his pock­et when it came to pay­ing for the lunch. His in­sist­ence upon bod­ily health was curi­ous. In ac­cord­ance with an ar­range­ment we had made I ap­plied that day for a life policy in the Loy­al In­sur­ance Com­pany for a large sum, and I was ex­haust­ively over­hauled by the med­ic­al ad­visers of that com­pany in the sub­sequent week. Even that did not sat­is­fy him, and he in­sisted I must be reex­amined by the great Doc­tor Hende­r­son.

			It was Fri­day in Whit­sun week be­fore he came to a de­cision. He called me down, quite late in the even­ing—nearly nine it was—from cram­ming chem­ic­al equa­tions for my Pre­lim­in­ary Sci­entif­ic ex­am­in­a­tion. He was stand­ing in the pas­sage un­der the feeble gas-lamp, and his face was a grot­esque in­ter­play of shad­ows. He seemed more bowed than when I had first seen him, and his cheeks had sunk in a little.

			His voice shook with emo­tion. “Everything is sat­is­fact­ory, Mr. Eden,” he said. “Everything is quite, quite sat­is­fact­ory. And this night of all nights, you must dine with me and cel­eb­rate your—ac­ces­sion.” He was in­ter­rup­ted by a cough. “You won’t have long to wait, either,” he said, wip­ing his handker­chief across his lips, and grip­ping my hand with his long bony claw that was dis­en­gaged. “Cer­tainly not very long to wait.”

			We went in­to the street and called a cab. I re­mem­ber every in­cid­ent of that drive vividly, the swift, easy mo­tion, the vivid con­trast of gas and oil and elec­tric light, the crowds of people in the streets, the place in Re­gent Street to which we went, and the sump­tu­ous din­ner we were served with there. I was dis­con­cer­ted at first by the well-dressed waiter’s glances at my rough clothes, bothered by the stones of the olives, but as the cham­pagne warmed my blood, my con­fid­ence re­vived. At first the old man talked of him­self. He had already told me his name in the cab; he was Egbert Elve­sham, the great philo­soph­er, whose name I had known since I was a lad at school. It seemed in­cred­ible to me that this man, whose in­tel­li­gence had so early dom­in­ated mine, this great ab­strac­tion, should sud­denly real­ise it­self as this de­crep­it, fa­mil­i­ar fig­ure. I daresay every young fel­low who has sud­denly fallen among celebrit­ies has felt some­thing of my dis­ap­point­ment. He told me now of the fu­ture that the feeble streams of his life would presently leave dry for me, houses, copy­rights, in­vest­ments; I had nev­er sus­pec­ted that philo­soph­ers were so rich. He watched me drink and eat with a touch of envy. “What a ca­pa­city for liv­ing you have!” he said; and then with a sigh, a sigh of re­lief I could have thought it, “it will not be long.”

			“Ay,” said I, my head swim­ming now with cham­pagne; “I have a fu­ture per­haps—of a passing agree­able sort, thanks to you. I shall now have the hon­our of your name. But you have a past. Such a past as is worth all my fu­ture.”

			He shook his head and smiled, as I thought, with half sad ap­pre­ci­ation of my flat­ter­ing ad­mir­a­tion. “That fu­ture,” he said, “would you in truth change it?” The waiter came with li­queurs. “You will not per­haps mind tak­ing my name, tak­ing my po­s­i­tion, but would you in­deed—will­ingly—take my years?”

			“With your achieve­ments,” said I gal­lantly.

			He smiled again. “Kum­mel—both,” he said to the waiter, and turned his at­ten­tion to a little pa­per pack­et he had taken from his pock­et. “This hour,” said he, “this after-din­ner hour is the hour of small things. Here is a scrap of my un­pub­lished wis­dom.” He opened the pack­et with his shak­ing yel­low fin­gers, and showed a little pink­ish powder on the pa­per. “This,” said he—“well, you must guess what it is. But Kum­mel—put but a dash of this powder in it—is Him­mel.”

			His large grey­ish eyes watched mine with an in­scrut­able ex­pres­sion.

			It was a bit of a shock to me to find this great teach­er gave his mind to the fla­vour of li­queurs. How­ever, I feigned an in­terest in his weak­ness, for I was drunk enough for such small sy­co­phancy.

			He par­ted the powder between the little glasses, and, rising sud­denly, with a strange un­ex­pec­ted dig­nity, held out his hand to­wards me. I im­it­ated his ac­tion, and the glasses rang. “To a quick suc­ces­sion,” said he, and raised his glass to­wards his lips.

			“Not that,” I said hast­ily. “Not that.”

			He paused with the li­queur at the level of his chin, and his eyes blaz­ing in­to mine.

			“To a long life,” said I.

			He hes­it­ated. “To a long life,” said he, with a sud­den bark of laughter, and with eyes fixed on one an­oth­er we tilted the little glasses. His eyes looked straight in­to mine, and as I drained the stuff off, I felt a curi­ously in­tense sen­sa­tion. The first touch of it set my brain in a furi­ous tu­mult; I seemed to feel an ac­tu­al phys­ic­al stir­ring in my skull, and a seeth­ing hum­ming filled my ears. I did not no­tice the fla­vour in my mouth, the aroma that filled my throat; I saw only the grey in­tens­ity of his gaze that burnt in­to mine. The draught, the men­tal con­fu­sion, the noise and stir­ring in my head, seemed to last an in­ter­min­able time. Curi­ous vague im­pres­sions of half-for­got­ten things danced and van­ished on the edge of my con­scious­ness. At last he broke the spell. With a sud­den ex­plos­ive sigh he put down his glass.

			“Well?” he said.

			“It’s glor­i­ous,” said I, though I had not tasted the stuff.

			My head was spin­ning. I sat down. My brain was chaos. Then my per­cep­tion grew clear and minute as though I saw things in a con­cave mir­ror. His man­ner seemed to have changed in­to some­thing nervous and hasty. He pulled out his watch and grim­aced at it. “El­ev­en-sev­en! And to­night I must—Sev­en-twenty-five. Wa­ter­loo! I must go at once.” He called for the bill, and struggled with his coat. Of­fi­cious waiters came to our as­sist­ance. In an­oth­er mo­ment I was wish­ing him good­bye, over the ap­ron of a cab, and still with an ab­surd feel­ing of minute dis­tinct­ness, as though—how can I ex­press it?—I not only saw but felt through an in­ver­ted op­era-glass.

			“That stuff,” he said. He put his hand to his fore­head. “I ought not to have giv­en it to you. It will make your head split to­mor­row. Wait a minute. Here.” He handed me out a little flat thing like a seidlitz-powder. “Take that in wa­ter as you are go­ing to bed. The oth­er thing was a drug. Not till you’re ready to go to bed, mind. It will clear your head. That’s all. One more shake—Fu­tur­us!”

			I gripped his shriv­elled claw. “Good­bye,” he said, and by the droop of his eye­lids I judged he too was a little un­der the in­flu­ence of that brain-twist­ing cor­di­al.

			He re­col­lec­ted some­thing else with a start, felt in his breast-pock­et, and pro­duced an­oth­er pack­et, this time a cyl­in­der the size and shape of a shav­ing-stick. “Here,” said he. “I’d al­most for­got­ten. Don’t open this un­til I come to­mor­row—but take it now.”

			It was so heavy that I well-nigh dropped it. “All ri’!” said I, and he grinned at me through the cab win­dow as the cab­man flicked his horse in­to wake­ful­ness. It was a white pack­et he had giv­en me, with red seals at either end and along its edge. “If this isn’t money,” said I, “it’s plat­in­um or lead.”

			I stuck it with elab­or­ate care in­to my pock­et, and with a whirl­ing brain walked home through the Re­gent Street loiter­ers and the dark back streets bey­ond Port­land Road. I re­mem­ber the sen­sa­tions of that walk very vividly, strange as they were. I was still so far my­self that I could no­tice my strange men­tal state, and won­der wheth­er this stuff I had had was opi­um—a drug bey­ond my ex­per­i­ence. It is hard now to de­scribe the pe­cu­li­ar­ity of my men­tal strange­ness—men­tal doub­ling vaguely ex­presses it. As I was walk­ing up Re­gent Street I found in my mind a queer per­sua­sion that it was Wa­ter­loo Sta­tion, and had an odd im­pulse to get in­to the Poly­tech­nic as a man might get in­to a train. I put a knuckle in my eye, and it was Re­gent Street. How can I ex­press it? You see a skil­ful act­or look­ing quietly at you, he pulls a grim­ace, and lo!—an­oth­er per­son. Is it too ex­tra­vag­ant if I tell you that it seemed to me as if Re­gent Street had, for the mo­ment, done that? Then, be­ing per­suaded it was Re­gent Street again, I was oddly muddled about some fant­ast­ic re­min­is­cences that cropped up. “Thirty years ago,” thought I, “it was here that I quar­relled with my broth­er.” Then I burst out laugh­ing, to the as­ton­ish­ment and en­cour­age­ment of a group of night prowl­ers. Thirty years ago I did not ex­ist, and nev­er in my life had I boas­ted a broth­er. The stuff was surely li­quid folly, for the poignant re­gret for that lost broth­er still clung to me. Along Port­land Road the mad­ness took an­oth­er turn. I began to re­call van­ished shops, and to com­pare the street with what it used to be. Con­fused, troubled think­ing is com­pre­hens­ible enough after the drink I had taken, but what puzzled me were these curi­ously vivid phant­asm memor­ies that had crept in­to my mind, and not only the memor­ies that had crept in, but also the memor­ies that had slipped out. I stopped op­pos­ite Stevens’, the nat­ur­al his­tory deal­er’s, and cudgelled my brains to think what he had to do with me. A bus went by, and soun­ded ex­actly like the rum­bling of a train. I seemed to be dip­ping in­to some dark, re­mote pit for the re­col­lec­tion. “Of course,” said I, at last, “he has prom­ised me three frogs to­mor­row. Odd I should have for­got­ten.”

			Do they still show chil­dren dis­solv­ing views? In those I re­mem­ber one view would be­gin like a faint ghost, and grow and oust an­oth­er. In just that way it seemed to me that a ghostly set of new sen­sa­tions was strug­gling with those of my or­din­ary self.

			I went on through Eu­ston Road to Tot­ten­ham Court Road, puzzled, and a little frightened, and scarcely no­ticed the un­usu­al way I was tak­ing, for com­monly I used to cut through the in­ter­ven­ing net­work of back streets. I turned in­to Uni­ver­sity Street, to dis­cov­er that I had for­got­ten my num­ber. Only by a strong ef­fort did I re­call 11A, and even then it seemed to me that it was a thing some for­got­ten per­son had told me. I tried to steady my mind by re­call­ing the in­cid­ents of the din­ner, and for the life of me I could con­jure up no pic­ture of my host’s face; I saw him only as a shad­owy out­line, as one might see one­self re­flec­ted in a win­dow through which one was look­ing. In his place, how­ever, I had a curi­ous ex­ter­i­or vis­ion of my­self, sit­ting at a table, flushed, bright-eyed, and talk­at­ive.

			“I must take this oth­er powder,” said I. “This is get­ting im­possible.”

			I tried the wrong side of the hall for my candle and the matches, and had a doubt of which land­ing my room might be on. “I’m drunk,” I said, “that’s cer­tain,” and blundered need­lessly on the stair­case to sus­tain the pro­pos­i­tion.

			At the first glance my room seemed un­fa­mil­i­ar. “What rot!” I said, and stared about me. I seemed to bring my­self back by the ef­fort, and the odd phant­as­mal qual­ity passed in­to the con­crete fa­mil­i­ar. There was the old glass still, with my notes on the al­bu­mens stuck in the corner of the frame, my old every­day suit of clothes pitched about the floor. And yet it was not so real after all. I felt an idi­ot­ic per­sua­sion try­ing to creep in­to my mind, as it were, that I was in a rail­way car­riage in a train just stop­ping, that I was peer­ing out of the win­dow at some un­known sta­tion. I gripped the bed-rail firmly to re­as­sure my­self. “It’s clair­voy­ance, per­haps,” I said. “I must write to the Psych­ic­al Re­search So­ci­ety.”

			I put the roul­eau on my dress­ing-table, sat on my bed, and began to take off my boots. It was as if the pic­ture of my present sen­sa­tions was painted over some oth­er pic­ture that was try­ing to show through. “Curse it!” said I; “my wits are go­ing, or am I in two places at once?” Half-un­dressed, I tossed the powder in­to a glass and drank it off. It ef­fer­vesced, and be­came a fluor­es­cent am­ber col­our. Be­fore I was in bed my mind was already tran­quil­lised. I felt the pil­low at my cheek, and thereupon I must have fallen asleep.

			

			I awoke ab­ruptly out of a dream of strange beasts, and found my­self ly­ing on my back. Prob­ably every­one knows that dis­mal, emo­tion­al dream from which one es­capes, awake in­deed, but strangely cowed. There was a curi­ous taste in my mouth, a tired feel­ing in my limbs, a sense of cu­taneous dis­com­fort. I lay with my head mo­tion­less on my pil­low, ex­pect­ing that my feel­ing of strange­ness and ter­ror would pass away, and that I should then doze off again to sleep. But in­stead of that, my un­canny sen­sa­tions in­creased. At first I could per­ceive noth­ing wrong about me. There was a faint light in the room, so faint that it was the very next thing to dark­ness, and the fur­niture stood out in it as vague blots of ab­so­lute dark­ness. I stared with my eyes just over the bed­clothes.

			It came in­to my mind that someone had entered the room to rob me of my roul­eau of money, but after ly­ing for some mo­ments, breath­ing reg­u­larly to sim­u­late sleep, I real­ised this was mere fancy. Nev­er­the­less, the un­easy as­sur­ance of some­thing wrong kept fast hold of me. With an ef­fort I raised my head from the pil­low, and peered about me at the dark. What it was I could not con­ceive. I looked at the dim shapes around me, the great­er and less­er dark­nesses that in­dic­ated cur­tains, table, fire­place, book­shelves, and so forth. Then I began to per­ceive some­thing un­fa­mil­i­ar in the forms of the dark­ness. Had the bed turned round? Yon­der should be the book­shelves, and some­thing shrouded and pal­lid rose there, some­thing that would not an­swer to the book­shelves, how­ever I looked at it. It was far too big to be my shirt thrown on a chair.

			Over­com­ing a child­ish ter­ror, I threw back the bed­clothes and thrust my leg out of bed. In­stead of com­ing out of my truckle-bed upon the floor, I found my foot scarcely reached the edge of the mat­tress. I made an­oth­er step, as it were, and sat up on the edge of the bed. By the side of my bed should be the candle, and the matches upon the broken chair. I put out my hand and touched—noth­ing. I waved my hand in the dark­ness, and it came against some heavy hanging, soft and thick in tex­ture, which gave a rust­ling noise at my touch. I grasped this and pulled it; it ap­peared to be a cur­tain sus­pen­ded over the head of my bed.

			I was now thor­oughly awake, and be­gin­ning to real­ise that I was in a strange room. I was puzzled. I tried to re­call the overnight cir­cum­stances, and I found them now, curi­ously enough, vivid in my memory: the sup­per, my re­cep­tion of the little pack­ages, my won­der wheth­er I was in­tox­ic­ated, my slow un­dress­ing, the cool­ness to my flushed face of my pil­low. I felt a sud­den dis­trust. Was that last night, or the night be­fore? At any rate, this room was strange to me, and I could not ima­gine how I had got in­to it. The dim, pal­lid out­line was grow­ing paler, and I per­ceived it was a win­dow, with the dark shape of an oval toi­let-glass against the weak in­tim­a­tion of the dawn that filtered through the blind. I stood up, and was sur­prised by a curi­ous feel­ing of weak­ness and un­stead­i­ness. With trem­bling hands out­stretched, I walked slowly to­wards the win­dow, get­ting, nev­er­the­less, a bruise on the knee from a chair by the way. I fumbled round the glass, which was large, with hand­some brass sconces, to find the blind cord. I could not find any. By chance I took hold of the tas­sel, and with the click of a spring the blind ran up.

			I found my­self look­ing out upon a scene that was al­to­geth­er strange to me. The night was over­cast, and through the floc­cu­lent grey of the heaped clouds there filtered a faint half-light of dawn. Just at the edge of the sky the cloud-can­opy had a blood-red rim. Be­low, everything was dark and in­dis­tinct, dim hills in the dis­tance, a vague mass of build­ings run­ning up in­to pin­nacles, trees like spilt ink, and be­low the win­dow a tracery of black bushes and pale grey paths. It was so un­fa­mil­i­ar that for the mo­ment I thought my­self still dream­ing. I felt the toi­let-table; it ap­peared to be made of some pol­ished wood, and was rather elab­or­ately fur­nished—there were little cut-glass bottles and a brush upon it. There was also a queer little ob­ject, horse­shoe shape it felt, with smooth, hard pro­jec­tions, ly­ing in a sau­cer. I could find no matches nor can­dle­stick.

			I turned my eyes to the room again. Now the blind was up, faint spectres of its fur­nish­ing came out of the dark­ness. There was a huge cur­tained bed, and the fire­place at its foot had a large white man­tel with some­thing of the shim­mer of marble.

			I leant against the toi­let-table, shut my eyes and opened them again, and tried to think. The whole thing was far too real for dream­ing. I was in­clined to ima­gine there was still some hi­atus in my memory, as a con­sequence of my draught of that strange li­queur; that I had come in­to my in­her­it­ance per­haps, and sud­denly lost my re­col­lec­tion of everything since my good for­tune had been an­nounced. Per­haps if I waited a little, things would be clear­er to me again. Yet my din­ner with old Elve­sham was now sin­gu­larly vivid and re­cent. The cham­pagne, the ob­ser­v­ant waiters, the powder, and the li­queurs—I could have staked my soul it all happened a few hours ago.

			And then oc­curred a thing so trivi­al and yet so ter­rible to me that I shiver now to think of that mo­ment. I spoke aloud. I said, “How the dev­il did I get here?” … And the voice was not my own.

			It was not my own, it was thin, the ar­tic­u­la­tion was slurred, the res­on­ance of my fa­cial bones was dif­fer­ent. Then, to re­as­sure my­self I ran one hand over the oth­er, and felt loose folds of skin, the bony lax­ity of age. “Surely,” I said, in that hor­rible voice that had some­how es­tab­lished it­self in my throat, “surely this thing is a dream!” Al­most as quickly as if I did it in­vol­un­tar­ily, I thrust my fin­gers in­to my mouth. My teeth had gone. My fin­ger­tips ran on the flac­cid sur­face of an even row of shriv­elled gums. I was sick with dis­may and dis­gust.

			I felt then a pas­sion­ate de­sire to see my­self, to real­ise at once in its full hor­ror the ghastly change that had come upon me. I tottered to the man­tel, and felt along it for matches. As I did so, a bark­ing cough sprang up in my throat, and I clutched the thick flan­nel night­dress I found about me. There were no matches there, and I sud­denly real­ised that my ex­tremit­ies were cold. Sniff­ing and cough­ing, whim­per­ing a little, per­haps, I fumbled back to bed. “It is surely a dream,” I whispered to my­self as I clambered back, “surely a dream.” It was a senile re­pe­ti­tion. I pulled the bed­clothes over my shoulders, over my ears, I thrust my withered hand un­der the pil­low, and de­term­ined to com­pose my­self to sleep. Of course it was a dream. In the morn­ing the dream would be over, and I should wake up strong and vig­or­ous again to my youth and stud­ies. I shut my eyes, breathed reg­u­larly, and, find­ing my­self wake­ful, began to count slowly through the powers of three.

			But the thing I de­sired would not come. I could not get to sleep. And the per­sua­sion of the in­ex­or­able real­ity of the change that had happened to me grew stead­ily. Presently I found my­self with my eyes wide open, the powers of three for­got­ten, and my skinny fin­gers upon my shriv­elled gums, I was, in­deed, sud­denly and ab­ruptly, an old man. I had in some un­ac­count­able man­ner fallen through my life and come to old age, in some way I had been cheated of all the best of my life, of love, of struggle, of strength, and hope. I grov­elled in­to the pil­low and tried to per­suade my­self that such hal­lu­cin­a­tion was pos­sible. Im­per­cept­ibly, stead­ily, the dawn grew clear­er.

			At last, des­pair­ing of fur­ther sleep, I sat up in bed and looked about me. A chill twi­light rendered the whole cham­ber vis­ible. It was spa­cious and well-fur­nished, bet­ter fur­nished than any room I had ever slept in be­fore. A candle and matches be­came dimly vis­ible upon a little ped­es­tal in a re­cess. I threw back the bed­clothes, and, shiv­er­ing with the raw­ness of the early morn­ing, al­beit it was sum­mer­time, I got out and lit the candle. Then, trem­bling hor­ribly, so that the ex­tin­guish­er rattled on its spike, I tottered to the glass and saw—Elve­sham’s face! It was none the less hor­rible be­cause I had already dimly feared as much. He had already seemed phys­ic­ally weak and pi­ti­ful to me, but seen now, dressed only in a coarse flan­nel night­dress, that fell apart and showed the stringy neck, seen now as my own body, I can­not de­scribe its des­ol­ate de­crep­itude. The hol­low cheeks, the strag­gling tail of dirty grey hair, the rheumy bleared eyes, the quiv­er­ing, shriv­elled lips, the lower dis­play­ing a gleam of the pink in­teri­or lin­ing, and those hor­rible dark gums show­ing. You who are mind and body to­geth­er, at your nat­ur­al years, can­not ima­gine what this fiendish im­pris­on­ment meant to me. To be young and full of the de­sire and en­ergy of youth, and to be caught, and presently to be crushed in this tot­ter­ing ru­in of a body …

			But I wander from the course of my story. For some time I must have been stunned at this change that had come upon me. It was day­light when I did so far gath­er my­self to­geth­er as to think. In some in­ex­plic­able way I had been changed, though how, short of ma­gic, the thing had been done, I could not say. And as I thought, the diabol­ic­al in­genu­ity of Elve­sham came home to me. It seemed plain to me that as I found my­self in his, so he must be in pos­ses­sion of my body, of my strength, that is, and my fu­ture. But how to prove it? Then, as I thought, the thing be­came so in­cred­ible, even to me, that my mind reeled, and I had to pinch my­self, to feel my tooth­less gums, to see my­self in the glass, and touch the things about me, be­fore I could steady my­self to face the facts again. Was all life hal­lu­cin­a­tion? Was I in­deed Elve­sham, and he me? Had I been dream­ing of Eden overnight? Was there any Eden? But if I was Elve­sham, I should re­mem­ber where I was on the pre­vi­ous morn­ing, the name of the town in which I lived, what happened be­fore the dream began. I struggled with my thoughts. I re­called the queer double­ness of my memor­ies overnight. But now my mind was clear. Not the ghost of any memor­ies but those prop­er to Eden could I raise.

			“This way lies in­san­ity!” I cried in my pip­ing voice. I staggered to my feet, dragged my feeble, heavy limbs to the wash­hand-stand, and plunged my grey head in­to a basin of cold wa­ter. Then, tow­el­ling my­self, I tried again. It was no good. I felt bey­ond all ques­tion that I was in­deed Eden, not Elve­sham. But Eden in Elve­sham’s body!

			Had I been a man of any oth­er age, I might have giv­en my­self up to my fate as one en­chanted. But in these scep­tic­al days mir­acles do not pass cur­rent. Here was some trick of psy­cho­logy. What a drug and a steady stare could do, a drug and a steady stare, or some sim­il­ar treat­ment, could surely undo. Men have lost their memor­ies be­fore. But to ex­change memor­ies as one does um­brel­las! I laughed. Alas! not a healthy laugh, but a wheez­ing, senile tit­ter. I could have fan­cied old Elve­sham laugh­ing at my plight, and a gust of petu­lant an­ger, un­usu­al to me, swept across my feel­ings. I began dress­ing eagerly in the clothes I found ly­ing about on the floor, and only real­ised when I was dressed that it was an even­ing suit I had as­sumed. I opened the ward­robe and found some more or­din­ary clothes, a pair of plaid trousers, and an old-fash­ioned dress­ing-gown. I put a ven­er­able smoking-cap on my ven­er­able head, and, cough­ing a little from my ex­er­tions, tottered out upon the land­ing.

			It was then, per­haps, a quarter to six, and the blinds were closely drawn and the house quite si­lent. The land­ing was a spa­cious one, a broad, richly-car­peted stair­case went down in­to the dark­ness of the hall be­low, and be­fore me a door ajar showed me a writ­ing-desk, a re­volving book­case, the back of a study chair, and a fine ar­ray of bound books, shelf upon shelf.

			“My study,” I mumbled, and walked across the land­ing. Then at the sound of my voice a thought struck me, and I went back to the bed­room and put in the set of false teeth. They slipped in with the ease of old, habit. “That’s bet­ter,” said I, gnash­ing them, and so re­turned to the study.

			The draw­ers of the writ­ing-desk were locked. Its re­volving top was also locked. I could see no in­dic­a­tions of the keys, and there were none in the pock­ets of my trousers. I shuffled back at once to the bed­room, and went through the dress suit, and af­ter­wards the pock­ets of all the gar­ments I could find. I was very eager, and one might have ima­gined that burg­lars had been at work, to see my room when I had done. Not only were there no keys to be found, but not a coin, nor a scrap of pa­per—save only the re­ceipted bill of the overnight din­ner.

			A curi­ous wear­i­ness as­ser­ted it­self. I sat down and stared at the gar­ments flung here and there, their pock­ets turned in­side out. My first frenzy had already flickered out. Every mo­ment I was be­gin­ning to real­ise the im­mense in­tel­li­gence of the plans of my en­emy, to see more and more clearly the hope­less­ness of my po­s­i­tion. With an ef­fort I rose and hur­ried hob­bling in­to the study again. On the stair­case was a house­maid pulling up the blinds. She stared, I think, at the ex­pres­sion of my face. I shut the door of the study be­hind me, and, seiz­ing a poker, began an at­tack upon the desk. That is how they found me. The cov­er of the desk was split, the lock smashed, the let­ters torn out of the pi­geon­holes, and tossed about the room. In my senile rage I had flung about the pens and oth­er such light sta­tion­ery, and over­turned the ink. Moreover, a large vase upon the man­tel had got broken—I do not know how. I could find no cheque­book, no money, no in­dic­a­tions of the slight­est use for the re­cov­ery of my body. I was bat­ter­ing madly at the draw­ers, when the but­ler, backed by two wo­men-ser­vants, in­truded upon me.

			

			That simply is the story of my change. No one will be­lieve my frantic as­ser­tions. I am treated as one de­men­ted, and even at this mo­ment I am un­der re­straint. But I am sane, ab­so­lutely sane, and to prove it I have sat down to write this story minutely as the things happened to me. I ap­peal to the read­er, wheth­er there is any trace of in­san­ity in the style or meth­od, of the story he has been read­ing. I am a young man locked away in an old man’s body. But the clear fact is in­cred­ible to every­one. Nat­ur­ally I ap­pear de­men­ted to those who will not be­lieve this, nat­ur­ally I do not know the names of my sec­ret­ar­ies, of the doc­tors who come to see me, of my ser­vants and neigh­bours, of this town (wherever it is) where I find my­self. Nat­ur­ally I lose my­self in my own house, and suf­fer in­con­veni­ences of every sort. Nat­ur­ally I ask the oddest ques­tions. Nat­ur­ally I weep and cry out, and have par­oxysms of des­pair. I have no money and no cheque­book. The bank will not re­cog­nise my sig­na­ture, for I sup­pose that, al­low­ing for the feeble muscles I now have, my hand­writ­ing is still Eden’s. These people about me will not let me go to the bank per­son­ally. It seems, in­deed, that there is no bank in this town, and that I have an ac­count in some part of Lon­don. It seems that Elve­sham kept the name of his so­li­cit­or secret from all his house­hold. I can as­cer­tain noth­ing. Elve­sham was, of course, a pro­found stu­dent of men­tal sci­ence, and all my de­clar­a­tions of the facts of the case merely con­firm the the­ory that my in­san­ity is the out­come of over­much brood­ing upon psy­cho­logy. Dreams of the per­son­al iden­tity in­deed! Two days ago I was a healthy young­ster, with all life be­fore me; now I am a furi­ous old man, un­kempt, and des­per­ate, and miser­able, prowl­ing about a great, lux­uri­ous, strange house, watched, feared, and avoided as a lun­at­ic by every­one about me. And in Lon­don is Elve­sham be­gin­ning life again in a vig­or­ous body, and with all the ac­cu­mu­lated know­ledge and wis­dom of threescore and ten. He has stolen my life.

			What has happened I do not clearly know. In the study are volumes of ma­nu­script notes re­fer­ring chiefly to the psy­cho­logy of memory, and parts of what may be either cal­cu­la­tions or ciphers in sym­bols ab­so­lutely strange to me. In some pas­sages there are in­dic­a­tions that he was also oc­cu­pied with the philo­sophy of math­em­at­ics. I take it he has trans­ferred the whole of his memor­ies, the ac­cu­mu­la­tion that makes up his per­son­al­ity, from this old withered brain of his to mine, and, sim­il­arly, that he has trans­ferred mine to his dis­carded tene­ment. Prac­tic­ally, that is, he has changed bod­ies. But how such a change may be pos­sible is without the range of my philo­sophy. I have been a ma­ter­i­al­ist for all my think­ing life, but here, sud­denly, is a clear case of man’s de­tach­ab­il­ity from mat­ter.

			One des­per­ate ex­per­i­ment I am about to try. I sit writ­ing here be­fore put­ting the mat­ter to is­sue. This morn­ing, with the help of a table-knife that I had secreted at break­fast, I suc­ceeded in break­ing open a fairly ob­vi­ous secret draw­er in this wrecked writ­ing-desk. I dis­covered noth­ing save a little green glass phi­al con­tain­ing a white powder. Round the neck of the phi­al was a la­bel, and there­on was writ­ten this one word, “Re­lease.” This may be—is most prob­ably—pois­on. I can un­der­stand Elve­sham pla­cing pois­on in my way, and I should be sure that it was his in­ten­tion so to get rid of the only liv­ing wit­ness against him, were it not for this care­ful con­ceal­ment. The man has prac­tic­ally solved the prob­lem of im­mor­tal­ity. Save for the spite of chance, he will live in my body un­til it has aged, and then, again, throw­ing that aside, he will as­sume some oth­er vic­tim’s youth and strength. When one re­mem­bers his heart­less­ness, it is ter­rible to think of the ever-grow­ing ex­per­i­ence that … How long has he been leap­ing from body to body? … But I tire of writ­ing. The powder ap­pears to be sol­uble in wa­ter. The taste is not un­pleas­ant.

			

			There the nar­rat­ive found upon Mr. Elve­sham’s desk ends. His dead body lay between the desk and the chair. The lat­ter had been pushed back, prob­ably by his last con­vul­sions. The story was writ­ten in pen­cil and in a crazy hand, quite un­like his usu­al minute char­ac­ters. There re­main only two curi­ous facts to re­cord. In­dis­put­ably there was some con­nec­tion between Eden and Elve­sham, since the whole of Elve­sham’s prop­erty was be­queathed to the young man. But he nev­er in­her­ited. When Elve­sham com­mit­ted sui­cide, Eden was, strangely enough, already dead. Twenty-four hours be­fore, he had been knocked down by a cab and killed in­stantly, at the crowded cross­ing at the in­ter­sec­tion of Gower Street and Eu­ston Road. So that the only hu­man be­ing who could have thrown light upon this fant­ast­ic nar­rat­ive is bey­ond the reach of ques­tions. Without fur­ther com­ment I leave this ex­traordin­ary mat­ter to the read­er’s in­di­vidu­al judg­ment.

		
	
		
			In the Abyss

			The lieu­ten­ant stood in front of the steel sphere and gnawed a piece of pine splinter. “What do you think of it, Steevens?” he asked.

			“It’s an idea,” said Steevens, in the tone of one who keeps an open mind.

			“I be­lieve it will smash—flat,” said the lieu­ten­ant.

			“He seems to have cal­cu­lated it all out pretty well,” said Steevens, still im­par­tial.

			“But think of the pres­sure,” said the lieu­ten­ant. “At the sur­face of the wa­ter it’s four­teen pounds to the inch, thirty feet down it’s double that; sixty, treble; ninety, four times; nine hun­dred, forty times; five thou­sand, three hun­dred—that’s a mile—it’s two hun­dred and forty times four­teen pounds; that’s—let’s see—thirty hun­dred­weight—a ton and a half, Steevens; a ton and a half to the square inch. And the ocean where he’s go­ing is five miles deep. That’s sev­en and a half—”

			“Sounds a lot,” said Steevens, “but it’s jolly thick steel.”

			The lieu­ten­ant made no an­swer, but re­sumed his pine splinter. The ob­ject of their con­ver­sa­tion was a huge ball of steel, hav­ing an ex­ter­i­or dia­met­er of per­haps nine feet. It looked like the shot for some ti­tan­ic piece of ar­til­lery. It was elab­or­ately nes­ted in a mon­strous scaf­fold­ing built in­to the frame­work of the ves­sel, and the gi­gant­ic spars that were presently to sling it over­board gave the stern of the ship an ap­pear­ance that had raised the curi­os­ity of every de­cent sail­or who had sighted it, from the Pool of Lon­don to the Trop­ic of Capri­corn. In two places, one above the oth­er, the steel gave place to a couple of cir­cu­lar win­dows of enorm­ously thick glass, and one of these, set in a steel frame of great solid­ity, was now par­tially un­screwed. Both the men had seen the in­teri­or of this globe for the first time that morn­ing. It was elab­or­ately pad­ded with air cush­ions, with little studs sunk between bul­ging pil­lows to work the simple mech­an­ism of the af­fair. Everything was elab­or­ately pad­ded, even the My­ers ap­par­at­us which was to ab­sorb car­bon­ic acid and re­place the oxy­gen in­spired by its ten­ant, when he had crept in by the glass man­hole, and had been screwed in. It was so elab­or­ately pad­ded that a man might have been fired from a gun in it with per­fect safety. And it had need to be, for presently a man was to crawl in through that glass man­hole, to be screwed up tightly, and to be flung over­board, and to sink down—down—down, for five miles, even as the lieu­ten­ant said. It had taken the strongest hold of his ima­gin­a­tion; it made him a bore at mess; and he found Steevens, the new ar­rival aboard, a god­send to talk to about it, over and over again.

			“It’s my opin­ion,” said the lieu­ten­ant, “that that glass will simply bend in and bulge and smash, un­der a pres­sure of that sort. Daubrée has made rocks run like wa­ter un­der big pres­sures—and, you mark my words—”

			“If the glass did break in,” said Steevens, “what then?”

			“The wa­ter would shoot in like a jet of iron. Have you ever felt a straight jet of high pres­sure wa­ter? It would hit as hard as a bul­let. It would simply smash him and flat­ten him. It would tear down his throat, and in­to his lungs; it would blow in his ears—”

			“What a de­tailed ima­gin­a­tion you have!” pro­tested Steevens, who saw things vividly.

			“It’s a simple state­ment of the in­ev­it­able,” said the lieu­ten­ant.

			“And the globe?”

			“Would just give out a few little bubbles, and it would settle down com­fort­ably against the day of judg­ment, among the oozes and the bot­tom clay—with poor El­stead spread over his own smashed cush­ions like but­ter over bread.”

			He re­peated this sen­tence as though he liked it very much. “Like but­ter over bread,” he said.

			“Hav­ing a look at the jig­ger?” said a voice, and El­stead stood be­hind them, spick and span in white, with a ci­gar­ette between his teeth, and his eyes smil­ing out of the shad­ow of his ample hat-brim. “What’s that about bread and but­ter, Wey­bridge? Grumbling as usu­al about the in­suf­fi­cient pay of nav­al of­ficers? It won’t be more than a day now be­fore I start. We are to get the slings ready today. This clean sky and gentle swell is just the kind of thing for swinging off a dozen tons of lead and iron; isn’t it?”

			“It won’t af­fect you much,” said Wey­bridge.

			“No. Sev­enty or eighty feet down, and I shall be there in a dozen seconds, there’s not a particle mov­ing, though the wind shriek it­self hoarse up above, and the wa­ter lifts halfway to the clouds. No. Down there”—He moved to the side of the ship and the oth­er two fol­lowed him. All three leant for­ward on their el­bows and stared down in­to the yel­low-green wa­ter.

			“Peace,” said El­stead, fin­ish­ing his thought aloud.

			“Are you dead cer­tain that clock­work will act?” asked Wey­bridge presently.

			“It has worked thirty-five times,” said El­stead. “It’s bound to work.”

			“But if it doesn’t?”

			“Why shouldn’t it?”

			“I wouldn’t go down in that con­foun­ded thing,” said Wey­bridge, “for twenty thou­sand pounds.”

			“Cheer­ful chap you are,” said El­stead, and spat so­ci­ably at a bubble be­low.

			“I don’t un­der­stand yet how you mean to work the thing,” said Steevens.

			“In the first place, I’m screwed in­to the sphere,” said El­stead, “and when I’ve turned the elec­tric light off and on three times to show I’m cheer­ful, I’m swung out over the stern by that crane, with all those big lead sinkers slung be­low me. The top lead weight has a roller car­ry­ing a hun­dred fathoms of strong cord rolled up, and that’s all that joins the sinkers to the sphere, ex­cept the slings that will be cut when the af­fair is dropped. We use cord rather than wire rope be­cause it’s easi­er to cut and more buoy­ant—ne­ces­sary points, as you will see.

			“Through each of these lead weights you no­tice there is a hole, and an iron rod will be run through that and will pro­ject six feet on the lower side. If that rod is rammed up from be­low, it knocks up a lever and sets the clock­work in mo­tion at the side of the cyl­in­der on which the cord winds.

			“Very well. The whole af­fair is lowered gently in­to the wa­ter, and the slings are cut. The sphere floats—with the air in it, it’s light­er than wa­ter—but the lead weights go down straight and the cord runs out. When the cord is all paid out, the sphere will go down too, pulled down by the cord.”

			“But why the cord?” asked Steevens. “Why not fasten the weights dir­ectly to the sphere?”

			“Be­cause of the smash down be­low. The whole af­fair will go rush­ing down, mile after mile, at a head­long pace at last. It would be knocked to pieces on the bot­tom if it wasn’t for that cord. But the weights will hit the bot­tom, and dir­ectly they do, the buoy­ancy of the sphere will come in­to play. It will go on sink­ing slower and slower; come to a stop at last, and then be­gin to float up­ward again.

			“That’s where the clock­work comes in. Dir­ectly the weights smash against the sea bot­tom, the rod will be knocked through and will kick up the clock­work, and the cord will be re­wound on the reel. I shall be lugged down to the sea bot­tom. There I shall stay for half an hour, with the elec­tric light on, look­ing about me. Then the clock­work will re­lease a spring knife, the cord will be cut, and up I shall rush again, like a soda-wa­ter bubble. The cord it­self will help the flot­a­tion.”

			“And if you should chance to hit a ship?” said Wey­bridge.

			“I should come up at such a pace, I should go clean through it,” said El­stead, “like a can­non ball. You needn’t worry about that.”

			“And sup­pose some nimble crus­ta­cean should wriggle in­to your clock­work—”

			“It would be a press­ing sort of in­vit­a­tion for me to stop,” said El­stead, turn­ing his back on the wa­ter and star­ing at the sphere.

			

			They had swung El­stead over­board by el­ev­en o’clock. The day was se­renely bright and calm, with the ho­ri­zon lost in haze. The elec­tric glare in the little up­per com­part­ment beamed cheer­fully three times. Then they let him down slowly to the sur­face of the wa­ter, and a sail­or in the stern chains hung ready to cut the tackle that held the lead weights and the sphere to­geth­er. The globe, which had looked so large on deck, looked the smal­lest thing con­ceiv­able un­der the stern of the ship. It rolled a little, and its two dark win­dows, which floated up­per­most, seemed like eyes turned up in round won­der­ment at the people who crowded the rail. A voice wondered how El­stead liked the rolling. “Are you ready?” sang out the com­mand­er. “Ay, ay, sir!” “Then let her go!”

			The rope of the tackle tightened against the blade and was cut, and an eddy rolled over the globe in a grot­esquely help­less fash­ion. Someone waved a handker­chief, someone else tried an in­ef­fec­tu­al cheer, a middy was count­ing slowly, “Eight, nine, ten!” An­oth­er roll, then with a jerk and a splash the thing righted it­self.

			It seemed to be sta­tion­ary for a mo­ment, to grow rap­idly smal­ler, and then the wa­ter closed over it, and it be­came vis­ible, en­larged by re­frac­tion and dim­mer, be­low the sur­face. Be­fore one could count three it had dis­ap­peared. There was a flick­er of white light far down in the wa­ter, that di­min­ished to a speck and van­ished. Then there was noth­ing but a depth of wa­ter go­ing down in­to black­ness, through which a shark was swim­ming.

			Then sud­denly the screw of the cruis­er began to ro­tate, the wa­ter was crickled, the shark dis­ap­peared in a wrinkled con­fu­sion, and a tor­rent of foam rushed across the crys­tal­line clear­ness that had swal­lowed up El­stead. “What’s the idee?” said one A.B. to an­oth­er.

			“We’re go­ing to lay off about a couple of miles, ’fear he should hit us when he comes up,” said his mate.

			The ship steamed slowly to her new po­s­i­tion. Aboard her al­most every­one who was un­oc­cu­pied re­mained watch­ing the breath­ing swell in­to which the sphere had sunk. For the next half-hour it is doubt­ful if a word was spoken that did not bear dir­ectly or in­dir­ectly on El­stead. The Decem­ber sun was now high in the sky, and the heat very con­sid­er­able.

			“He’ll be cold enough down there,” said Wey­bridge. “They say that be­low a cer­tain depth sea wa­ter’s al­ways just about freez­ing.”

			“Where’ll he come up?” asked Steevens. “I’ve lost my bear­ings.”

			“That’s the spot,” said the com­mand­er, who prided him­self on his om­ni­science. He ex­ten­ded a pre­cise fin­ger south­east­ward. “And this, I reck­on, is pretty nearly the mo­ment,” he said. “He’s been thirty-five minutes.”

			“How long does it take to reach the bot­tom of the ocean?” asked Steevens.

			“For a depth of five miles, and reck­on­ing—as we did—an ac­cel­er­a­tion of two feet per second, both ways, is just about three-quar­ters of a minute.”

			“Then he’s over­due,” said Wey­bridge.

			“Pretty nearly,” said the com­mand­er. “I sup­pose it takes a few minutes for that cord of his to wind in.”

			“I for­got that,” said Wey­bridge, evid­ently re­lieved.

			And then began the sus­pense. A minute slowly dragged it­self out, and no sphere shot out of the wa­ter. An­oth­er fol­lowed, and noth­ing broke the low oily swell. The sail­ors ex­plained to one an­oth­er that little point about the wind­ing-in of the cord. The rig­ging was dot­ted with ex­pect­ant faces. “Come up, El­stead!” called one hairy-ches­ted salt im­pa­tiently, and the oth­ers caught it up, and shouted as though they were wait­ing for the cur­tain of a theatre to rise.

			The com­mand­er glanced ir­rit­ably at them.

			“Of course, if the ac­cel­er­a­tion’s less than two,” he said, “he’ll be all the longer. We aren’t ab­so­lutely cer­tain that was the prop­er fig­ure. I’m no slav­ish be­liev­er in cal­cu­la­tions.”

			Steevens agreed con­cisely. No one on the quar­ter­deck spoke for a couple of minutes. Then Steevens’ watch­case clicked.

			When, twenty-one minutes after, the sun reached the zenith, they were still wait­ing for the globe to re­appear, and not a man aboard had dared to whis­per that hope was dead. It was Wey­bridge who first gave ex­pres­sion to that real­isa­tion. He spoke while the sound of eight bells still hung in the air. “I al­ways dis­trus­ted that win­dow,” he said quite sud­denly to Steevens.

			“Good God!” said Steevens; “you don’t think—?”

			“Well!” said Wey­bridge, and left the rest to his ima­gin­a­tion.

			“I’m no great be­liev­er in cal­cu­la­tions my­self,” said the com­mand­er du­bi­ously, “so that I’m not al­to­geth­er hope­less yet.” And at mid­night the gun­boat was steam­ing slowly in a spir­al round the spot where the globe had sunk, and the white beam of the elec­tric light fled and hal­ted and swept dis­con­ten­tedly on­ward again over the waste of phos­phor­es­cent wa­ters un­der the little stars.

			“If his win­dow hasn’t burst and smashed him,” said Wey­bridge, “then it’s a cursed sight worse, for his clock­work has gone wrong, and he’s alive now, five miles un­der our feet, down there in the cold and dark, anchored in that little bubble of his, where nev­er a ray of light has shone or a hu­man be­ing lived, since the wa­ters were gathered to­geth­er. He’s there without food, feel­ing hungry and thirsty and scared, won­der­ing wheth­er he’ll starve or stifle. Which will it be? The My­ers ap­par­at­us is run­ning out, I sup­pose. How long do they last?”

			“Good heav­ens!” he ex­claimed; “what little things we are! What dar­ing little dev­ils! Down there, miles and miles of wa­ter—all wa­ter, and all this empty wa­ter about us and this sky. Gulfs!” He threw his hands out, and as he did so, a little white streak swept noise­lessly up the sky, trav­elled more slowly, stopped, be­came a mo­tion­less dot, as though a new star had fallen up in­to the sky. Then it went slid­ing back again and lost it­self amidst the re­flec­tions of the stars and the white haze of the sea’s phos­phor­es­cence.

			At the sight he stopped, arm ex­ten­ded and mouth open. He shut his mouth, opened it again, and waved his arms with an im­pa­tient ges­ture. Then he turned, shouted “El-stead ahoy!” to the first watch, and went at a run to Lind­ley and the search­light. “I saw him,” he said. “Star­board there! His light’s on, and he’s just shot out of the wa­ter. Bring the light round. We ought to see him drift­ing, when he lifts on the swell.”

			But they nev­er picked up the ex­plorer un­til dawn. Then they al­most ran him down. The crane was swung out and a boat’s crew hooked the chain to the sphere. When they had shipped the sphere, they un­screwed the man­hole and peered in­to the dark­ness of the in­teri­or (for the elec­tric light cham­ber was in­ten­ded to il­lu­min­ate the wa­ter about the sphere, and was shut off en­tirely from its gen­er­al cav­ity).

			The air was very hot with­in the cav­ity, and the in­diarub­ber at the lip of the man­hole was soft. There was no an­swer to their eager ques­tions and no sound of move­ment with­in. El­stead seemed to be ly­ing mo­tion­less, crumpled up in the bot­tom of the globe. The ship’s doc­tor crawled in and lif­ted him out to the men out­side. For a mo­ment or so they did not know wheth­er El­stead was alive or dead. His face, in the yel­low light of the ship’s lamps, glistened with per­spir­a­tion. They car­ried him down to his own cab­in.

			He was not dead, they found, but in a state of ab­so­lute nervous col­lapse, and be­sides cruelly bruised. For some days he had to lie per­fectly still. It was a week be­fore he could tell his ex­per­i­ences.

			Al­most his first words were that he was go­ing down again. The sphere would have to be altered, he said, in or­der to al­low him to throw off the cord if need be, and that was all. He had had the most mar­vel­lous ex­per­i­ence. “You thought I should find noth­ing but ooze,” he said. “You laughed at my ex­plor­a­tions, and I’ve dis­covered a new world!” He told his story in dis­con­nec­ted frag­ments, and chiefly from the wrong end, so that it is im­possible to re­tell it in his words. But what fol­lows is the nar­rat­ive of his ex­per­i­ence.

			It began at­ro­ciously, he said. Be­fore the cord ran out, the thing kept rolling over. He felt like a frog in a foot­ball. He could see noth­ing but the crane and the sky over­head, with an oc­ca­sion­al glimpse of the people on the ship’s rail. He couldn’t tell a bit which way the thing would roll next. Sud­denly he would find his feet go­ing up, and try to step, and over he went rolling, head over heels, and just any­how, on the pad­ding. Any oth­er shape would have been more com­fort­able, but no oth­er shape was to be re­lied upon un­der the huge pres­sure of the neth­er­most abyss.

			Sud­denly the sway­ing ceased; the globe righted, and when he had picked him­self up, he saw the wa­ter all about him greeny-blue, with an at­ten­u­ated light fil­ter­ing down from above, and a shoal of little float­ing things went rush­ing up past him, as it seemed to him, to­wards the light. And even as he looked, it grew dark­er and dark­er, un­til the wa­ter above was as dark as the mid­night sky, al­beit of a green­er shade, and the wa­ter be­low black. And little trans­par­ent things in the wa­ter de­veloped a faint glint of lu­min­os­ity, and shot past him in faint green­ish streaks.

			And the feel­ing of fall­ing! It was just like the start of a lift, he said, only it kept on. One has to ima­gine what that means, that keep­ing on. It was then of all times that El­stead re­pen­ted of his ad­ven­ture. He saw the chances against him in an al­to­geth­er new light. He thought of the big cut­tle­fish people knew to ex­ist in the middle wa­ters, the kind of things they find half di­ges­ted in whales at times, or float­ing dead and rot­ten and half eaten by fish. Sup­pose one caught hold and wouldn’t let go. And had the clock­work really been suf­fi­ciently tested? But wheth­er he wanted to go on or to go back mattered not the slight­est now.

			In fifty seconds everything was as black as night out­side, ex­cept where the beam from his light struck through the wa­ters, and picked out every now and then some fish or scrap of sink­ing mat­ter. They flashed by too fast for him to see what they were. Once he thinks he passed a shark. And then the sphere began to get hot by fric­tion against the wa­ter. They had un­der­es­tim­ated this, it seems.

			The first thing he no­ticed was that he was per­spir­ing, and then he heard a hiss­ing grow­ing louder un­der his feet, and saw a lot of little bubbles—very little bubbles they were—rush­ing up­ward like a fan through the wa­ter out­side. Steam! He felt the win­dow, and it was hot. He turned on the minute glow-lamp that lit his own cav­ity, looked at the pad­ded watch by the studs, and saw he had been trav­el­ling now for two minutes. It came in­to his head that the win­dow would crack through the con­flict of tem­per­at­ures, for he knew the bot­tom wa­ter is very near freez­ing.

			Then sud­denly the floor of the sphere seemed to press against his feet, the rush of bubbles out­side grew slower and slower, and the hiss­ing di­min­ished. The sphere rolled a little. The win­dow had not cracked, noth­ing had giv­en, and he knew that the dangers of sink­ing, at any rate, were over.

			In an­oth­er minute or so he would be on the floor of the abyss. He thought, he said, of Steevens and Wey­bridge and the rest of them five miles over­head, high­er to him than the very highest clouds that ever floated over land are to us, steam­ing slowly and star­ing down and won­der­ing what had happened to him.

			He peered out of the win­dow. There were no more bubbles now, and the hiss­ing had stopped. Out­side there was a heavy black­ness—as black as black vel­vet—ex­cept where the elec­tric light pierced the empty wa­ter and showed the col­our of it—a yel­low-green. Then three things like shapes of fire swam in­to sight, fol­low­ing each oth­er through the wa­ter. Wheth­er they were little and near or big and far off he could not tell.

			Each was out­lined in a blu­ish light al­most as bright as the lights of a fish­ing smack, a light which seemed to be smoking greatly, and all along the sides of them were specks of this, like the light­er portholes of a ship. Their phos­phor­es­cence seemed to go out as they came in­to the ra­di­ance of his lamp, and he saw then that they were little fish of some strange sort, with huge heads, vast eyes, and dwind­ling bod­ies and tails. Their eyes were turned to­wards him, and he judged they were fol­low­ing him down. He sup­posed they were at­trac­ted by his glare.

			Presently oth­ers of the same sort joined them. As he went on down, he no­ticed that the wa­ter be­came of a pal­lid col­our, and that little specks twinkled in his ray like motes in a sun­beam. This was prob­ably due to the clouds of ooze and mud that the im­pact of his leaden sinkers had dis­turbed.

			By the time he was drawn down to the lead weights he was in a dense fog of white that his elec­tric light failed al­to­geth­er to pierce for more than a few yards, and many minutes elapsed be­fore the hanging sheets of sed­i­ment sub­sided to any ex­tent. Then, lit by his light and by the tran­si­ent phos­phor­es­cence of a dis­tant shoal of fishes, he was able to see un­der the huge black­ness of the su­per­in­cum­bent wa­ter an un­du­lat­ing ex­panse of grey­ish-white ooze, broken here and there by tangled thick­ets of a growth of sea lilies, wav­ing hungry tentacles in the air.

			Farther away were the grace­ful, trans­lu­cent out­lines of a group of gi­gant­ic sponges. About this floor there were scattered a num­ber of brist­ling flat­tish tufts of rich purple and black, which he de­cided must be some sort of sea-urchin, and small, large-eyed or blind things hav­ing a curi­ous re­semb­lance, some to wood­lice, and oth­ers to lob­sters, crawled slug­gishly across the track of the light and van­ished in­to the ob­scur­ity again, leav­ing fur­rowed trails be­hind them.

			Then sud­denly the hov­er­ing swarm of little fishes veered about and came to­wards him as a flight of starlings might do. They passed over him like a phos­phor­es­cent snow, and then he saw be­hind them some lar­ger creature ad­van­cing to­wards the sphere.

			At first he could see it only dimly, a faintly mov­ing fig­ure re­motely sug­gest­ive of a walk­ing man, and then it came in­to the spray of light that the lamp shot out. As the glare struck it, it shut its eyes, dazzled. He stared in ri­gid as­ton­ish­ment.

			It was a strange ver­teb­rated an­im­al. Its dark purple head was dimly sug­gest­ive of a chamele­on, but it had such a high fore­head and such a brain­case as no rep­tile ever dis­played be­fore; the ver­tic­al pitch of its face gave it a most ex­traordin­ary re­semb­lance to a hu­man be­ing.

			Two large and pro­trud­ing eyes pro­jec­ted from sock­ets in chamele­on fash­ion, and it had a broad rep­tili­an mouth with horny lips be­neath its little nos­trils. In the po­s­i­tion of the ears were two huge gill-cov­ers, and out of these floated a branch­ing tree of cor­al­line fil­a­ments, al­most like the tree­like gills that very young rays and sharks pos­sess.

			But the hu­man­ity of the face was not the most ex­traordin­ary thing about the creature. It was a biped; its al­most glob­u­lar body was poised on a tri­pod of two frog-like legs and a long thick tail, and its fore limbs, which grot­esquely ca­ri­ca­tured the hu­man hand, much as a frog’s do, car­ried a long shaft of bone, tipped with cop­per. The col­our of the creature was varie­gated; its head, hands, and legs were purple; but its skin, which hung loosely upon it, even as clothes might do, was a phos­phor­es­cent grey. And it stood there blinded by the light.

			At last this un­known creature of the abyss blinked its eyes open, and, shad­ing them with its dis­en­gaged hand, opened its mouth and gave vent to a shout­ing noise, ar­tic­u­late al­most as speech might be, that pen­et­rated even the steel case and pad­ded jack­et of the sphere. How a shout­ing may be ac­com­plished without lungs El­stead does not pro­fess to ex­plain. It then moved side­ways out of the glare in­to the mys­tery of shad­ow that bordered it on either side, and El­stead felt rather than saw that it was com­ing to­wards him. Fancy­ing the light had at­trac­ted it, he turned the switch that cut off the cur­rent. In an­oth­er mo­ment some­thing soft dabbed upon the steel, and the globe swayed.

			Then the shout­ing was re­peated, and it seemed to him that a dis­tant echo answered it. The dab­bing re­curred, and the globe swayed and ground against the spindle over which the wire was rolled. He stood in the black­ness and peered out in­to the ever­last­ing night of the abyss. And presently he saw, very faint and re­mote, oth­er phos­phor­es­cent quasi-hu­man forms hur­ry­ing to­wards him.

			Hardly know­ing what he did, he felt about in his sway­ing pris­on for the stud of the ex­ter­i­or elec­tric light, and came by ac­ci­dent against his own small glow-lamp in its pad­ded re­cess. The sphere twis­ted, and then threw him down; he heard shouts like shouts of sur­prise, and when he rose to his feet, he saw two pairs of stalked eyes peer­ing in­to the lower win­dow and re­flect­ing his light.

			In an­oth­er mo­ment hands were dab­bing vig­or­ously at his steel cas­ing, and there was a sound, hor­rible enough in his po­s­i­tion, of the met­al pro­tec­tion of the clock­work be­ing vig­or­ously hammered. That, in­deed, sent his heart in­to his mouth, for if these strange creatures suc­ceeded in stop­ping that, his re­lease would nev­er oc­cur. Scarcely had he thought as much when he felt the sphere sway vi­ol­ently, and the floor of it press hard against his feet. He turned off the small glow-lamp that lit the in­teri­or, and sent the ray of the large light in the sep­ar­ate com­part­ment out in­to the wa­ter. The sea-floor and the man­like creatures had dis­ap­peared, and a couple of fish chas­ing each oth­er dropped sud­denly by the win­dow.

			He thought at once that these strange den­iz­ens of the deep sea had broken the rope, and that he had es­caped. He drove up faster and faster, and then stopped with a jerk that sent him fly­ing against the pad­ded roof of his pris­on. For half a minute, per­haps, he was too as­ton­ished to think.

			Then he felt that the sphere was spin­ning slowly, and rock­ing, and it seemed to him that it was also be­ing drawn through the wa­ter. By crouch­ing close to the win­dow, he man­aged to make his weight ef­fect­ive and roll that part of the sphere down­ward, but he could see noth­ing save the pale ray of his light strik­ing down in­ef­fect­ively in­to the dark­ness. It oc­curred to him that he would see more if he turned the lamp off, and al­lowed his eyes to grow ac­cus­tomed to the pro­found ob­scur­ity.

			In this he was wise. After some minutes the vel­vety black­ness be­came a trans­lu­cent black­ness, and then, far away, and as faint as the zo­di­ac­al light of an Eng­lish sum­mer even­ing, he saw shapes mov­ing be­low. He judged these creatures had de­tached his cable, and were tow­ing him along the sea bot­tom.

			And then he saw some­thing faint and re­mote across the un­du­la­tions of the sub­mar­ine plain, a broad ho­ri­zon of pale lu­min­os­ity that ex­ten­ded this way and that way as far as the range of his little win­dow per­mit­ted him to see. To this he was be­ing towed, as a bal­loon might be towed by men out of the open coun­try in­to a town. He ap­proached it very slowly, and very slowly the dim ir­ra­di­ation was gathered to­geth­er in­to more def­in­ite shapes.

			It was nearly five o’clock be­fore he came over this lu­min­ous area, and by that time he could make out an ar­range­ment sug­gest­ive of streets and houses grouped about a vast roof­less erec­tion that was grot­esquely sug­gest­ive of a ruined ab­bey. It was spread out like a map be­low him. The houses were all roof­less en­clos­ures of walls, and their sub­stance be­ing, as he af­ter­wards saw, of phos­phor­es­cent bones, gave the place an ap­pear­ance as if it were built of drowned moon­shine.

			Among the in­ner caves of the place wav­ing trees of crin­oid stretched their tentacles, and tall, slender, glassy sponges shot like shin­ing min­arets and lilies of filmy light out of the gen­er­al glow of the city. In the open spaces of the place he could see a stir­ring move­ment as of crowds of people, but he was too many fathoms above them to dis­tin­guish the in­di­vidu­als in those crowds.

			Then slowly they pulled him down, and as they did so, the de­tails of the place crept slowly upon his ap­pre­hen­sion. He saw that the courses of the cloudy build­ings were marked out with beaded lines of round ob­jects, and then he per­ceived that at sev­er­al points be­low him, in broad open spaces, were forms like the en­crus­ted shapes of ships.

			Slowly and surely he was drawn down, and the forms be­low him be­came bright­er, clear­er, more dis­tinct. He was be­ing pulled down, he per­ceived, to­wards the large build­ing in the centre of the town, and he could catch a glimpse ever and again of the mul­ti­tudin­ous forms that were lug­ging at his cord. He was as­ton­ished to see that the rig­ging of one of the ships, which formed such a prom­in­ent fea­ture of the place, was crowded with a host of ges­tic­u­lat­ing fig­ures re­gard­ing him, and then the walls of the great build­ing rose about him si­lently, and hid the city from his eyes.

			And such walls they were, of wa­ter­logged wood, and twis­ted wire-rope, and iron spars, and cop­per, and the bones and skulls of dead men. The skulls ran in zig­zag lines and spir­als and fant­ast­ic curves over the build­ing; and in and out of their eye-sock­ets, and over the whole sur­face of the place, lurked and played a mul­ti­tude of sil­very little fishes.

			Sud­denly his ears were filled with a low shout­ing and a noise like the vi­ol­ent blow­ing of horns, and this gave place to a fant­ast­ic chant. Down the sphere sank, past the huge poin­ted win­dows, through which he saw vaguely a great num­ber of these strange, ghost­like people re­gard­ing him, and at last he came to rest, as it seemed, on a kind of al­tar that stood in the centre of the place.

			And now he was at such a level that he could see these strange people of the abyss plainly once more. To his as­ton­ish­ment, he per­ceived that they were pros­trat­ing them­selves be­fore him, all save one, dressed as it seemed in a robe of plac­oid scales, and crowned with a lu­min­ous dia­dem, who stood with his rep­tili­an mouth open­ing and shut­ting, as though he led the chant­ing of the wor­ship­pers.

			A curi­ous im­pulse made El­stead turn on his small glow-lamp again, so that he be­came vis­ible to these creatures of the abyss, al­beit the glare made them dis­ap­pear forth­with in­to night. At this sud­den sight of him, the chant­ing gave place to a tu­mult of ex­ult­ant shouts; and El­stead, be­ing anxious to watch them, turned his light off again, and van­ished from be­fore their eyes. But for a time he was too blind to make out what they were do­ing, and when at last he could dis­tin­guish them, they were kneel­ing again. And thus they con­tin­ued wor­ship­ping him, without rest or in­ter­mis­sion, for the space of three hours.

			Most cir­cum­stan­tial was El­stead’s ac­count of this astound­ing city and its people, these people of per­petu­al night, who have nev­er seen sun or moon or stars, green ve­get­a­tion, nor any liv­ing, air-breath­ing creatures, who know noth­ing of fire, nor any light but the phos­phor­es­cent light of liv­ing things.

			Start­ling as is his story, it is yet more start­ling to find that sci­entif­ic men, of such em­in­ence as Adams and Jen­kins, find noth­ing in­cred­ible in it. They tell me they see no reas­on why in­tel­li­gent, wa­ter-breath­ing, ver­teb­rated creatures, in­ured to a low tem­per­at­ure and enorm­ous pres­sure, and of such a heavy struc­ture, that neither alive nor dead would they float, might not live upon the bot­tom of the deep sea, and quite un­sus­pec­ted by us, des­cend­ants like ourselves of the great Theri­o­morpha of the New Red Sand­stone age.

			We should be known to them, how­ever, as strange, met­eor­ic creatures, wont to fall cata­stroph­ic­ally dead out of the mys­ter­i­ous black­ness of their wa­tery sky. And not only we ourselves, but our ships, our metals, our ap­pli­ances, would come rain­ing down out of the night. Some­times sink­ing things would smite down and crush them, as if it were the judg­ment of some un­seen power above, and some­times would come things of the ut­most rar­ity or util­ity, or shapes of in­spir­ing sug­ges­tion. One can un­der­stand, per­haps, some­thing of their be­ha­viour at the des­cent of a liv­ing man, if one thinks what a bar­bar­ic people might do, to whom an en­ha­loed, shin­ing creature came sud­denly out of the sky.

			At one time or an­oth­er El­stead prob­ably told the of­ficers of the Ptar­mig­an every de­tail of his strange twelve hours in the abyss. That he also in­ten­ded to write them down is cer­tain, but he nev­er did, and so un­hap­pily we have to piece to­geth­er the dis­crep­ant frag­ments of his story from the re­min­is­cences of Com­mand­er Sim­mons, Wey­bridge, Steevens, Lind­ley, and the oth­ers.

			We see the thing darkly in frag­ment­ary glimpses—the huge ghostly build­ing, the bow­ing, chant­ing people, with their dark chamele­on-like heads and faintly lu­min­ous cloth­ing, and El­stead, with his light turned on again, vainly try­ing to con­vey to their minds that the cord by which the sphere was held was to be severed. Minute after minute slipped away, and El­stead, look­ing at his watch, was hor­ri­fied to find that he had oxy­gen only for four hours more. But the chant in his hon­our kept on as re­morse­lessly as if it was the march­ing song of his ap­proach­ing death.

			The man­ner of his re­lease he does not un­der­stand, but to judge by the end of cord that hung from the sphere, it had been cut through by rub­bing against the edge of the al­tar. Ab­ruptly the sphere rolled over, and he swept up, out of their world, as an eth­er­e­al creature clothed in a va­cu­um would sweep through our own at­mo­sphere back to its nat­ive eth­er again. He must have torn out of their sight as a hy­dro­gen bubble hastens up­ward from our air. A strange as­cen­sion it must have seemed to them.

			The sphere rushed up with even great­er ve­lo­city than, when weighted with the lead sinkers, it had rushed down. It be­came ex­ceed­ingly hot. It drove up with the win­dows up­per­most, and he re­mem­bers the tor­rent of bubbles froth­ing against the glass. Every mo­ment he ex­pec­ted this to fly. Then sud­denly some­thing like a huge wheel seemed to be re­leased in his head, the pad­ded com­part­ment began spin­ning about him, and he fain­ted. His next re­col­lec­tion was of his cab­in, and of the doc­tor’s voice.

			But that is the sub­stance of the ex­traordin­ary story that El­stead re­lated in frag­ments to the of­ficers of the Ptar­mig­an. He prom­ised to write it all down at a later date. His mind was chiefly oc­cu­pied with the im­prove­ment of his ap­par­at­us, which was ef­fected at Rio.

			It re­mains only to tell that on Feb­ru­ary 2, 1896, he made his second des­cent in­to the ocean abyss, with the im­prove­ments his first ex­per­i­ence sug­ges­ted. What happened we shall prob­ably nev­er know. He nev­er re­turned. The Ptar­mig­an beat about over the point of his sub­mer­sion, seek­ing him in vain for thir­teen days. Then she re­turned to Rio, and the news was tele­graphed to his friends. So the mat­ter re­mains for the present. But it is hardly prob­able that no fur­ther at­tempt will be made to veri­fy his strange story of these hitherto un­sus­pec­ted cit­ies of the deep sea.

		
	
		
			The Apple

			“I must get rid of it,” said the man in the corner of the car­riage, ab­ruptly break­ing the si­lence.

			Mr. Hinch­cliff looked up, hear­ing im­per­fectly. He had been lost in the rapt con­tem­pla­tion of the col­lege cap tied by a string to his port­manteau handles—the out­ward and vis­ible sign of his newly-gained ped­ago­gic po­s­i­tion—in the rapt ap­pre­ci­ation of the col­lege cap and the pleas­ant an­ti­cip­a­tions it ex­cited. For Mr. Hinch­cliff had just ma­tric­u­lated at Lon­don Uni­ver­sity, and was go­ing to be ju­ni­or as­sist­ant at the Holm­wood Gram­mar School—a very en­vi­able po­s­i­tion. He stared across the car­riage at his fel­low-trav­el­ler.

			“Why not give it away?” said this per­son. “Give it away! Why not?”

			He was a tall, dark, sun­burnt man with a pale face. His arms were fol­ded tightly, and his feet were on the seat in front of him. He was pulling at a lank black mous­tache. He stared hard at his toes.

			“Why not?” he said.

			Mr. Hinch­cliff coughed.

			The stranger lif­ted his eyes—they were curi­ous, dark-grey eyes—and stared blankly at Mr. Hinch­cliff for the best part of a minute, per­haps. His ex­pres­sion grew to in­terest.

			“Yes,” he said slowly. “Why not? And end it.”

			“I don’t quite fol­low you, I’m afraid,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, with an­oth­er cough.

			“You don’t quite fol­low me?” said the stranger quite mech­an­ic­ally, his sin­gu­lar eyes wan­der­ing from Mr. Hinch­cliff to the bag with its os­ten­ta­tiously dis­played cap, and back to Mr. Hinch­cliff’s downy face.

			“You’re so ab­rupt, you know,” apo­lo­gised Mr. Hinch­cliff.

			“Why shouldn’t I?” said the stranger, fol­low­ing his thoughts. “You are a stu­dent?” he said, ad­dress­ing Mr. Hinch­cliff.

			“I am—by Cor­res­pond­ence—of the Lon­don Uni­ver­sity,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, with ir­re­press­ible pride, and feel­ing nervously at his tie.

			“In pur­suit of know­ledge,” said the stranger, and sud­denly took his feet off the seat, put his fist on his knees, and stared at Mr. Hinch­cliff as though he had nev­er seen a stu­dent be­fore. “Yes,” he said, and flung out an in­dex fin­ger. Then he rose, took a bag from the hat-rack, and un­locked it. Quite si­lently he drew out some­thing round and wrapped in a quant­ity of sil­ver-pa­per, and un­fol­ded this care­fully. He held it out to­wards Mr. Hinch­cliff—a small, very smooth, golden-yel­low fruit.

			Mr. Hinch­cliff’s eyes and mouth were open. He did not of­fer to take this ob­ject—if he was in­ten­ded to take it.

			“That,” said this fant­ast­ic stranger, speak­ing very slowly, “is the Apple of the Tree of Know­ledge. Look at it—small, and bright, and won­der­ful—Know­ledge—and I am go­ing to give it to you.”

			Mr. Hinch­cliff’s mind worked pain­fully for a minute, and then the suf­fi­cient ex­plan­a­tion, “Mad!” flashed across his brain, and il­lu­min­ated the whole situ­ation. One hu­moured mad­men. He put his head a little on one side.

			“The Apple of the Tree of Know­ledge, eigh!” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, re­gard­ing it with a finely as­sumed air of in­terest, and then look­ing at the in­ter­locutor. “But don’t you want to eat it your­self? And be­sides—how did you come by it?”

			“It nev­er fades. I have had it now three months. And it is ever bright and smooth and ripe and de­sir­able, as you see it.” He laid his hand on his knee and re­garded the fruit mus­ingly. Then he began to wrap it again in the pa­pers, as though he had aban­doned his in­ten­tion of giv­ing it away.

			“But how did you come by it?” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, who had his ar­gu­ment­at­ive side. “And how do you know that it is the Fruit of the Tree?”

			“I bought this fruit,” said the stranger, “three months ago—for a drink of wa­ter and a crust of bread. The man who gave it to me—be­cause I kept the life in him—was an Ar­meni­an. Ar­menia! that won­der­ful coun­try, the first of all coun­tries, where the ark of the Flood re­mains to this day, bur­ied in the gla­ciers of Mount Arar­at. This man, I say, flee­ing with oth­ers from the Kur­ds who had come upon them, went up in­to des­ol­ate places among the moun­tains—places bey­ond the com­mon know­ledge of men. And flee­ing from im­min­ent pur­suit, they came to a slope high among the moun­tain-peaks, green with a grass like knife-blades, that cut and slashed most piti­lessly at any­one who went in­to it. The Kur­ds were close be­hind, and there was noth­ing for it but to plunge in, and the worst of it was that the paths they made through it at the price of their blood served for the Kur­ds to fol­low. Every one of the fu­git­ives was killed save this Ar­meni­an and an­oth­er. He heard the screams and cries of his friends, and the swish of the grass about those who were pur­su­ing them—it was tall grass rising over­head. And then a shout­ing and an­swers, and when presently he paused, everything was still. He pushed out again, not un­der­stand­ing, cut and bleed­ing, un­til he came out on a steep slope of rocks be­low a pre­cip­ice, and then he saw the grass was all on fire, and the smoke of it rose like a veil between him and his en­emies.”

			The stranger paused. “Yes?” said Mr. Hinch­cliff. “Yes?”

			“There he was, all torn and bloody from the knife-blades of the grass, the rocks blaz­ing un­der the af­ter­noon sun—the sky mol­ten brass—and the smoke of the fire driv­ing to­wards him. He dared not stay there. Death he did not mind, but tor­ture! Far away bey­ond the smoke he heard shouts and cries. Wo­men scream­ing. So he went clam­ber­ing up a gorge in the rocks—every­where were bushes with dry branches that stuck out like thorns among the leaves—un­til he clambered over the brow of a ridge that hid him. And then he met his com­pan­ion, a shep­herd, who had also es­caped. And, count­ing cold and fam­ine and thirst as noth­ing against the Kur­ds, they went on in­to the heights, and among the snow and ice. They wandered three whole days.

			“The third day came the vis­ion. I sup­pose hungry men of­ten do see vis­ions, but then there is this fruit.” He lif­ted the wrapped globe in his hand. “And I have heard it, too, from oth­er moun­tain­eers who have known some­thing of the le­gend. It was in the even­ing time, when the stars were in­creas­ing, that they came down a slope of pol­ished rock in­to a huge dark val­ley all set about with strange, con­tor­ted trees, and in these trees hung little globes like glow­worm spheres, strange round yel­low lights.

			“Sud­denly this val­ley was lit far away, many miles away, far down it, with a golden flame march­ing slowly athwart it, that made the stun­ted trees against it black as night, and turned the slopes all about them and their fig­ures to the like­ness of fiery gold. And at the vis­ion they, know­ing the le­gends of the moun­tains, in­stantly knew that it was Eden they saw, or the sen­tinel of Eden, and they fell upon their faces like men struck dead.

			“When they dared to look again the val­ley was dark for a space, and then the light came again—re­turn­ing, a burn­ing am­ber.

			“At that the shep­herd sprang to his feet, and with a shout began to run down to­wards the light, but the oth­er man was too fear­ful to fol­low him. He stood stunned, amazed, and ter­ri­fied, watch­ing his com­pan­ion re­cede to­wards the march­ing glare. And hardly had the shep­herd set out when there came a noise like thun­der, the beat­ing of in­vis­ible wings hur­ry­ing up the val­ley, and a great and ter­rible fear; and at that the man who gave me the fruit turned—if he might still es­cape. And hur­ry­ing head­long up the slope again, with that tu­mult sweep­ing after him, he stumbled against one of these stun­ted bushes, and a ripe fruit came off it in­to his hand. This fruit. Forth­with, the wings and the thun­der rolled all about him. He fell and fain­ted, and when he came to his senses, he was back among the blackened ru­ins of his own vil­lage, and I and the oth­ers were at­tend­ing to the wounded. A vis­ion? But the golden fruit of the tree was still clutched in his hand. There were oth­ers there who knew the le­gend, knew what that strange fruit might be.” He paused. “And this is it,” he said.

			It was a most ex­traordin­ary story to be told in a third-class car­riage on a Sus­sex rail­way. It was as if the real was a mere veil to the fant­ast­ic, and here was the fant­ast­ic pok­ing through. “Is it?” was all Mr. Hinch­cliff could say.

			“The le­gend,” said the stranger, “tells that those thick­ets of dwarfed trees grow­ing about the garden sprang from the apple that Adam car­ried in his hand when he and Eve were driv­en forth. He felt some­thing in his hand, saw the half-eaten apple, and flung it petu­lantly aside. And there they grow, in that des­ol­ate val­ley, girdled round with the ever­last­ing snows, and there the fiery swords keep ward against the Judg­ment Day.”

			“But I thought these things were”—Mr. Hinch­cliff paused—“fables—par­ables rather. Do you mean to tell me that there in Ar­menia—”

			The stranger answered the un­fin­ished ques­tion with the fruit in his open hand.

			“But you don’t know,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, “that that is the fruit of the Tree of Know­ledge. The man may have had—a sort of mirage, say. Sup­pose—”

			“Look at it,” said the stranger.

			It was cer­tainly a strange-look­ing globe, not really an apple, Mr. Hinch­cliff saw, and a curi­ous glow­ing golden col­our, al­most as though light it­self was wrought in­to its sub­stance. As he looked at it, he began to see more vividly the des­ol­ate val­ley among the moun­tains, the guard­ing swords of fire, the strange an­tiquit­ies of the story he had just heard. He rubbed a knuckle in­to his eye. “But—” said he.

			“It has kept like that, smooth and full, three months. Longer than that it is now by some days. No dry­ing, no with­er­ing, no de­cay.”

			“And you your­self,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, “really be­lieve that—”

			“Is the For­bid­den Fruit.”

			There was no mis­tak­ing the earn­est­ness of the man’s man­ner and his per­fect san­ity. “The Fruit of Know­ledge,” he said.

			“Sup­pose it was?” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, after a pause, still star­ing at it. “But after all,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, “it’s not my kind of know­ledge—not the sort of know­ledge. I mean, Adam and Eve have eaten it already.”

			“We in­her­it their sins—not their know­ledge,” said the stranger. “That would make it all clear and bright again. We should see in­to everything, through everything, in­to the deep­est mean­ing of everything—”

			“Why don’t you eat it, then?” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, with an in­spir­a­tion.

			“I took it in­tend­ing to eat it,” said the stranger. “Man has fallen. Merely to eat again could scarcely—”

			“Know­ledge is power,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff.

			“But is it hap­pi­ness? I am older than you—more than twice as old. Time after time I have held this in my hand, and my heart has failed me at the thought of all that one might know, that ter­rible lu­cid­ity—Sup­pose sud­denly all the world be­came piti­lessly clear?”

			“That, I think, would be a great ad­vant­age,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, “on the whole.”

			“Sup­pose you saw in­to the hearts and minds of every­one about you, in­to their most secret re­cesses—people you loved, whose love you val­ued?”

			“You’d soon find out the hum­bugs,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, greatly struck by the idea.

			“And worse—to know your­self, bare of your most in­tim­ate il­lu­sions. To see your­self in your place. All that your lusts and weak­nesses pre­ven­ted your do­ing. No mer­ci­ful per­spect­ive.”

			“That might be an ex­cel­lent thing too. ‘Know thy­self,’ you know.”

			“You are young,” said the stranger.

			“If you don’t care to eat it, and it both­ers you, why don’t you throw it away?”

			“There again, per­haps, you will not un­der­stand me. To me, how could one throw away a thing like that, glow­ing, won­der­ful? Once one has it, one is bound. But, on the oth­er hand, to give it away! To give it away to someone who thirsted after know­ledge, who found no ter­ror in the thought of that clear per­cep­tion—”

			“Of course,” said Mr. Hinch­cliff thought­fully, “it might be some sort of pois­on­ous fruit.”

			And then his eye caught some­thing mo­tion­less, the end of a white board black-lettered out­side the car­riage win­dow. “—mwood,” he saw. He star­ted con­vuls­ively. “Gra­cious!” said Mr. Hinch­cliff. “Holm­wood!”—and the prac­tic­al present blot­ted out the mys­tic real­isa­tions that had been steal­ing upon him.

			In an­oth­er mo­ment he was open­ing the car­riage-door, port­manteau in hand. The guard was already flut­ter­ing his green flag. Mr. Hinch­cliff jumped out. “Here!” said a voice be­hind him, and he saw the dark eyes of the stranger shin­ing and the golden fruit, bright and bare, held out of the open car­riage-door. He took it in­stinct­ively, the train was already mov­ing.

			“No!” shouted the stranger, and made a snatch at it as if to take it back.

			“Stand away,” cried a coun­try port­er, thrust­ing for­ward to close the door. The stranger shouted some­thing Mr. Hinch­cliff did not catch, head and arm thrust ex­citedly out of the win­dow, and then the shad­ow of the bridge fell on him, and in a trice he was hid­den. Mr. Hinch­cliff stood as­ton­ished, star­ing at the end of the last wag­on re­ced­ing round the bend, and with the won­der­ful fruit in his hand. For the frac­tion of a minute his mind was con­fused, and then he be­came aware that two or three people on the plat­form were re­gard­ing him with in­terest. Was he not the new Gram­mar School mas­ter mak­ing his début? It oc­curred to him that, so far as they could tell, the fruit might very well be the na­ive re­fresh­ment of an or­ange. He flushed at the thought, and thrust the fruit in­to his side pock­et, where it bulged un­desir­ably. But there was no help for it, so he went to­wards them, awk­wardly con­ceal­ing his sense of awk­ward­ness, to ask the way to the Gram­mar School, and the means of get­ting his port­manteau and the two tin boxes which lay up the plat­form thith­er. Of all the odd and fant­ast­ic yarns to tell a fel­low!

			His lug­gage could be taken on a truck for six­pence, he found, and he could pre­cede it on foot. He fan­cied an iron­ic­al note in the voices. He was pain­fully aware of his con­tour.

			The curi­ous earn­est­ness of the man in the train, and the glam­our of the story he told, had, for a time, di­ver­ted the cur­rent of Mr. Hinch­cliff’s thoughts. It drove like a mist be­fore his im­me­di­ate con­cerns. Fires that went to and fro! But the pre­oc­cu­pa­tion of his new po­s­i­tion, and the im­pres­sion he was to pro­duce upon Holm­wood gen­er­ally, and the school people in par­tic­u­lar, re­turned upon him with re­in­vig­or­at­ing power be­fore he left the sta­tion and cleared his men­tal at­mo­sphere. But it is ex­traordin­ary what an in­con­veni­ent thing the ad­di­tion of a soft and rather brightly-golden fruit, not three inches in dia­met­er, may prove to a sens­it­ive youth on his best ap­pear­ance. In the pock­et of his black jack­et it bulged dread­fully, spoilt the lines al­to­geth­er. He passed a little old lady in black, and he felt her eye drop upon the ex­cres­cence at once. He was wear­ing one glove and car­ry­ing the oth­er, to­geth­er with his stick, so that to bear the fruit openly was im­possible. In one place, where the road in­to the town seemed suit­ably se­cluded, he took his en­cum­brance out of his pock­et and tried it in his hat. It was just too large, the hat wobbled ludicrously, and just as he was tak­ing it out again, a butcher’s boy came driv­ing round the corner.

			“Con­found it!” said Mr. Hinch­cliff.

			He would have eaten the thing, and at­tained om­ni­science there and then, but it would seem so silly to go in­to the town suck­ing a juicy fruit—and it cer­tainly felt juicy. If one of the boys should come by, it might do him a ser­i­ous in­jury with his dis­cip­line so to be seen. And the juice might make his face sticky and get upon his cuffs—or it might be an acid juice as po­tent as lem­on, and take all the col­our out of his clothes.

			Then round a bend in the lane came two pleas­ant sun­lit girl­ish fig­ures. They were walk­ing slowly to­wards the town and chat­ter­ing—at any mo­ment they might look round and see a hot-faced young man be­hind them car­ry­ing a kind of phos­phor­es­cent yel­low to­mato! They would be sure to laugh.

			“Hang!” said Mr. Hinch­cliff, and with a swift jerk sent the en­cum­brance fly­ing over the stone wall of an orch­ard that there abut­ted on the road. As it van­ished, he felt a faint twinge of loss that las­ted scarcely a mo­ment. He ad­jus­ted the stick and glove in his hand, and walked on, erect and self-con­scious, to pass the girls.

			

			But in the dark­ness of the night Mr. Hinch­cliff had a dream, and saw the val­ley, and the flam­ing swords, and the con­tor­ted trees, and knew that it really was the Apple of the Tree of Know­ledge that he had thrown re­gard­lessly away. And he awoke very un­happy.

			In the morn­ing his re­gret had passed, but af­ter­wards it re­turned and troubled him; nev­er, how­ever, when he was happy or busily oc­cu­pied. At last, one moon­light night about el­ev­en, when all Holm­wood was quiet, his re­grets re­turned with re­doubled force, and there­with an im­pulse to ad­ven­ture. He slipped out of the house and over the play­ground wall, went through the si­lent town to Sta­tion Lane, and climbed in­to the orch­ard where he had thrown the fruit. But noth­ing was to be found of it there among the dewy grass and the faint in­tan­gible globes of dan­deli­on down.

		
	
		
			The Purple Pileus

			Mr. Coombes was sick of life. He walked away from his un­happy home, and, sick not only of his own ex­ist­ence but of every­body else’s, turned aside down Gas­work Lane to avoid the town, and, cross­ing the wooden bridge that goes over the canal to Starling’s Cot­tages, was presently alone in the damp pine woods and out of sight and sound of hu­man hab­it­a­tion. He would stand it no longer. He re­peated aloud with blas­phemies un­usu­al to him that he would stand it no longer.

			He was a pale-faced little man, with dark eyes and a fine and very black mous­tache. He had a very stiff, up­right col­lar slightly frayed, that gave him an il­lus­ory double chin, and his over­coat (al­beit shabby) was trimmed with as­trakhan. His gloves were a bright brown with black stripes over the knuckles, and split at the fin­ger ends. His ap­pear­ance, his wife had said once in the dear, dead days bey­ond re­call—be­fore he mar­ried her, that is—was mil­it­ary. But now she called him—it seems a dread­ful thing to tell of between hus­band and wife, but she called him “a little grub.” It wasn’t the only thing she had called him, either.

			The row had aris­en about that beastly Jen­nie again. Jen­nie was his wife’s friend, and, by no in­vit­a­tion of Mr. Coombes, she came in every blessed Sunday to din­ner, and made a shindy all the af­ter­noon. She was a big, noisy girl, with a taste for loud col­ours and a strident laugh; and this Sunday she had out­done all her pre­vi­ous in­tru­sions by bring­ing in a fel­low with her, a chap as showy as her­self. And Mr. Coombes, in a starchy, clean col­lar and his Sunday frock-coat, had sat dumb and wrath­ful at his own table, while his wife and her guests talked fool­ishly and un­desir­ably, and laughed aloud. Well, he stood that, and after din­ner (which, “as usu­al,” was late), what must Miss Jen­nie do but go to the pi­ano and play banjo tunes, for all the world as if it were a week­day! Flesh and blood could not en­dure such go­ings on. They would hear next door, they would hear in the road, it was a pub­lic an­nounce­ment of their dis­rep­ute. He had to speak.

			He had felt him­self go pale, and a kind of rigour had af­fected his res­pir­a­tion as he de­livered him­self. He had been sit­ting on one of the chairs by the win­dow—the new guest had taken pos­ses­sion of the arm­chair. He turned his head. “Sun Day!” he said over the col­lar, in the voice of one who warns. “Sun Day!” What people call a “nasty” tone, it was.

			Jen­nie had kept on play­ing, but his wife, who was look­ing through some mu­sic that was piled on the top of the pi­ano, had stared at him. “What’s wrong now?” she said; “can’t people en­joy them­selves?”

			“I don’t mind ra­tion­al ’njoy­ment, at all,” said little Coombes, “but I ain’t a-go­ing to have week­day tunes play­ing on a Sunday in this house.”

			“What’s wrong with my play­ing now?” said Jen­nie, stop­ping and twirl­ing round on the mu­sic-stool with a mon­strous rustle of flounces.

			Coombes saw it was go­ing to be a row, and opened too vig­or­ously, as is com­mon with your tim­id, nervous men all the world over. “Steady on with that mu­sic-stool!” said he; “it ain’t made for ’eavy-weights.”

			“Nev­er you mind about weights,” said Jen­nie, in­censed. “What was you say­ing be­hind my back about my play­ing?”

			“Surely you don’t ’old with not hav­ing a bit of mu­sic on a Sunday, Mr. Coombes?” said the new guest, lean­ing back in the arm­chair, blow­ing a cloud of ci­gar­ette smoke and smil­ing in a kind of pity­ing way. And sim­ul­tan­eously his wife said some­thing to Jen­nie about “Nev­er mind ’im. You go on, Jinny.”

			“I do,” said Mr. Coombes, ad­dress­ing the new guest.

			“May I arst why?” said the new guest, evid­ently en­joy­ing both his ci­gar­ette and the pro­spect of an ar­gu­ment. He was, by the by, a lank young man, very styl­ishly dressed in bright drab, with a white cravat and a pearl and sil­ver pin. It had been bet­ter taste to come in a black coat, Mr. Coombes thought.

			“Be­cause,” began Mr. Coombes, “it don’t suit me. I’m a busi­ness man. I ’ave to study my con­nec­tion. Ra­tion­al ’njoy­ment—”

			“His con­nec­tion!” said Mrs. Coombes scorn­fully. “That’s what he’s al­ways a-say­ing. We got to do this, and we got to do that—”

			“If you don’t mean to study my con­nec­tion,” said Mr. Coombes, “what did you marry me for?”

			“I won­der,” said Jen­nie, and turned back to the pi­ano.

			“I nev­er saw such a man as you,” said Mrs. Coombes.

			“You’ve altered all round since we were mar­ried. Be­fore—”

			Then Jen­nie began at the turn, turn, turn again.

			“Look here!” said Mr. Coombes, driv­en at last to re­volt, stand­ing up and rais­ing his voice. “I tell you I won’t have that.” The frock-coat heaved with his in­dig­na­tion.

			“No vi’lence, now,” said the long young man in drab, sit­ting up.

			“Who the juice are you?” said Mr. Coombes fiercely.

			Whereupon they all began talk­ing at once. The new guest said he was Jen­nie’s “in­ten­ded,” and meant to pro­tect her, and Mr. Coombes said he was wel­come to do so any­where but in his (Mr. Coombes’) house; and Mrs. Coombes said he ought to be ashamed of in­sult­ing his guests, and (as I have already men­tioned) that he was get­ting a reg­u­lar little grub; and the end was, that Mr. Coombes ordered his vis­it­ors out of the house, and they wouldn’t go, and so he said he would go him­self. With his face burn­ing and tears of ex­cite­ment in his eyes, he went in­to the pas­sage, and as he struggled with his over­coat—his frock-coat sleeves got con­cer­tinaed up his arm—and gave a brush at his silk hat, Jen­nie began again at the pi­ano, and strummed him in­sult­ingly out of the house. Turn, turn, turn. He slammed the shop door so that the house quivered. That, briefly, was the im­me­di­ate mak­ing of his mood. You will per­haps be­gin to un­der­stand his dis­gust with ex­ist­ence.

			As he walked along the muddy path un­der the firs—it was late Oc­to­ber, and the ditches and heaps of fir needles were gor­geous with clumps of fungi—he re­capit­u­lated the mel­an­choly his­tory of his mar­riage. It was brief and com­mon­place enough. He now per­ceived with suf­fi­cient clear­ness that his wife had mar­ried him out of a nat­ur­al curi­os­ity and in or­der to es­cape from her wor­ry­ing, la­bor­i­ous, and un­cer­tain life in the work­room; and, like the ma­jor­ity of her class, she was far too stu­pid to real­ise that it was her duty to co­oper­ate with him in his busi­ness. She was greedy of en­joy­ment, lo­qua­cious, and so­cially-minded, and evid­ently dis­ap­poin­ted to find the re­straints of poverty still hanging about her. His wor­ries ex­as­per­ated her, and the slight­est at­tempt to con­trol her pro­ceed­ings res­ul­ted in a charge of “grumbling.” Why couldn’t he be nice—as he used to be? And Coombes was such a harm­less little man, too, nour­ished men­tally on Self-Help, and with a mea­gre am­bi­tion of self-deni­al and com­pet­i­tion, that was to end in a “suf­fi­ciency.” Then Jen­nie came in as a fe­male Mephis­topheles, a gab­bling chron­icle of “fellers,” and was al­ways want­ing his wife to go to theatres, and “all that.” And in ad­di­tion were aunts of his wife, and cous­ins (male and fe­male) to eat up cap­it­al, in­sult him per­son­ally, up­set busi­ness ar­range­ments, an­noy good cus­tom­ers, and gen­er­ally blight his life. It was not the first oc­ca­sion by many that Mr. Coombes had fled his home in wrath and in­dig­na­tion, and some­thing like fear, vow­ing furi­ously and even aloud that he wouldn’t stand it, and so froth­ing away his en­ergy along the line of least res­ist­ance. But nev­er be­fore had he been quite so sick of life as on this par­tic­u­lar Sunday af­ter­noon. The Sunday din­ner may have had its share in his des­pair—and the grey­ness of the sky. Per­haps, too, he was be­gin­ning to real­ise his un­en­dur­able frus­tra­tion as a busi­ness man as the con­sequence of his mar­riage. Presently bank­ruptcy, and after that—Per­haps she might have reas­on to re­pent when it was too late. And des­tiny, as I have already in­tim­ated, had planted the path through the wood with evil-smelling fungi, thickly and vari­ously planted it, not only on the right side, but on the left.

			A small shop­man is in such a mel­an­choly po­s­i­tion, if his wife turns out a dis­loy­al part­ner. His cap­it­al is all tied up in his busi­ness, and to leave her means to join the un­em­ployed in some strange part of the Earth. The lux­ur­ies of di­vorce are bey­ond him al­to­geth­er. So that the good old tra­di­tion of mar­riage for bet­ter or worse holds in­ex­or­ably for him, and things work up to tra­gic cul­min­a­tions. Brick­lay­ers kick their wives to death, and dukes be­tray theirs; but it is among the small clerks and shop­keep­ers nowadays that it comes most of­ten to a cut­ting of throats. Un­der the cir­cum­stances it is not so very re­mark­able—and you must take it as char­it­ably as you can—that the mind of Mr. Coombes ran for a while on some such glor­i­ous close to his dis­ap­poin­ted hopes, and that he thought of razors, pis­tols, bread-knives, and touch­ing let­ters to the cor­on­er de­noun­cing his en­emies by name, and pray­ing pi­ously for for­give­ness. After a time his fierce­ness gave way to mel­an­cho­lia. He had been mar­ried in this very over­coat, in his first and only frock-coat that was buttoned up be­neath it. He began to re­call their court­ing along this very walk, his years of pen­uri­ous sav­ing to get cap­it­al, and the bright hope­ful­ness of his mar­ry­ing days. For it all to work out like this! Was there no sym­path­et­ic ruler any­where in the world? He re­ver­ted to death as a top­ic.

			He thought of the canal he had just crossed, and doubted wheth­er he shouldn’t stand with his head out, even in the middle, and it was while drown­ing was in his mind that the purple pileus caught his eye. He looked at it mech­an­ic­ally for a mo­ment, and stopped and stooped to­wards it to pick it up, un­der the im­pres­sion that it was some such small leath­er ob­ject as a purse. Then he saw that it was the purple top of a fungus, a pe­cu­li­arly pois­on­ous-look­ing purple: slimy, shiny, and emit­ting a sour odour. He hes­it­ated with his hand an inch or so from it, and the thought of pois­on crossed his mind. With that he picked the thing, and stood up again with it in his hand.

			The odour was cer­tainly strong—ac­rid, but by no means dis­gust­ing. He broke off a piece, and the fresh sur­face was a creamy white, that changed like ma­gic in the space of ten seconds to a yel­low­ish-green col­our. It was even an in­vit­ing-look­ing change. He broke off two oth­er pieces to see it re­peated. They were won­der­ful things these fungi, thought Mr. Coombes, and all of them the dead­li­est pois­ons, as his fath­er had of­ten told him. Deadly pois­ons!

			There is no time like the present for a rash re­solve. Why not here and now? thought Mr. Coombes. He tasted a little piece, a very little piece in­deed—a mere crumb. It was so pun­gent that he al­most spat it out again, then merely hot and full-fla­voured: a kind of Ger­man mus­tard with a touch of horseradish and—well, mush­room. He swal­lowed it in the ex­cite­ment of the mo­ment. Did he like it or did he not? His mind was curi­ously care­less. He would try an­oth­er bit. It really wasn’t bad—it was good. He for­got his troubles in the in­terest of the im­me­di­ate mo­ment. Play­ing with death it was. He took an­oth­er bite, and then de­lib­er­ately fin­ished a mouth­ful. A curi­ous, tingling sen­sa­tion began in his fin­ger­tips and toes. His pulse began to move faster. The blood in his ears soun­ded like a millrace. “Try bi’ more,” said Mr. Coombes. He turned and looked about him, and found his feet un­steady. He saw, and struggled to­wards, a little patch of purple a dozen yards away. “Jol’ goo’ stuff,” said Mr. Coombes. “E—lo­more ye’.” He pitched for­ward and fell on his face, his hands out­stretched to­wards the cluster of pilei. But he did not eat any more of them. He for­got forth­with.

			He rolled over and sat up with a look of as­ton­ish­ment on his face. His care­fully brushed silk hat had rolled away to­wards the ditch. He pressed his hand to his brow. Some­thing had happened, but he could not rightly de­term­ine what it was. Any­how, he was no longer dull—he felt bright, cheer­ful. And his throat was afire. He laughed in the sud­den gaiety of his heart. Had he been dull? He did not know; but at any rate he would be dull no longer. He got up and stood un­stead­ily, re­gard­ing the uni­verse with an agree­able smile. He began to re­mem­ber. He could not re­mem­ber very well, be­cause of a steam round­about that was be­gin­ning in his head. And he knew he had been dis­agree­able at home, just be­cause they wanted to be happy. They were quite right; life should be as gay as pos­sible. He would go home and make it up, and re­as­sure them. And why not take some of this de­light­ful toad­stool with him, for them to eat? A hat­ful, no less. Some of those red ones with white spots as well, and a few yel­low. He had been a dull dog, an en­emy to mer­ri­ment; he would make up for it. It would be gay to turn his coat-sleeves in­side out, and stick some yel­low gorse in­to his waist­coat pock­ets. Then home—singing—for a jolly even­ing.

			

			After the de­par­ture of Mr. Coombes, Jen­nie dis­con­tin­ued play­ing, and turned round on the mu­sic-stool again. “What a fuss about noth­ing!” said Jen­nie.

			“You see, Mr. Clar­ence, what I’ve got to put up with,” said Mrs. Coombes.

			“He is a bit hasty,” said Mr. Clar­ence ju­di­cially.

			“He ain’t got the slight­est sense of our po­s­i­tion,” said Mrs. Coombes; “that’s what I com­plain of. He cares for noth­ing but his old shop; and if I have a bit of com­pany, or buy any­thing to keep my­self de­cent, or get any little thing I want out of the house­keep­ing money, there’s dis­agree­ables. ‘Eco­nomy’ he says; ‘struggle for life,’ and all that. He lies awake of nights about it, wor­ry­ing how he can screw me out of a shil­ling. He wanted us to eat Dor­set but­ter once. If once I was to give in to him—there!”

			“Of course,” said Jen­nie.

			“If a man val­ues a wo­man,” said Mr. Clar­ence, loun­ging back in the arm­chair, “he must be pre­pared to make sac­ri­fices for her. For my own part,” said Mr. Clar­ence, with his eye on Jen­nie, “I shouldn’t think of mar­ry­ing till I was in a po­s­i­tion to do the thing in style. It’s down­right selfish­ness. A man ought to go through the rough-and-tumble by him­self, and not drag her—”

			“I don’t agree al­to­geth­er with that,” said Jen­nie. “I don’t see why a man shouldn’t have a wo­man’s help, provided he doesn’t treat her meanly, you know. It’s mean­ness—”

			“You wouldn’t be­lieve,” said Mrs. Coombes. “But I was a fool to ’ave ’im. I might ’ave known. If it ’adn’t been for my fath­er, we shouldn’t ’ave ’ad not a car­riage to our wed­ding.”

			“Lord! he didn’t stick out at that?” said Mr. Clar­ence, quite shocked.

			“Said he wanted the money for his stock, or some such rub­bish. Why, he wouldn’t have a wo­man in to help me once a week if it wasn’t for my stand­ing out plucky. And the fusses he makes about money—comes to me, well, pretty near cry­ing, with sheets of pa­per and fig­gers. ‘If only we can tide over this year,’ he says, ‘the busi­ness is bound to go.’ ‘If only we can tide over this year,’ I says; ‘then it’ll be, if only we can tide over next year. I know you,’ I says. ‘And you don’t catch me screw­ing my­self lean and ugly. Why didn’t you marry a slavey?’ I says, ‘if you wanted one—in­stead of a re­spect­able girl,’ I says.”

			So Mrs. Coombes. But we will not fol­low this un­edi­fy­ing con­ver­sa­tion fur­ther. Suf­fice it that Mr. Coombes was very sat­is­fact­or­ily dis­posed of, and they had a snug little time round the fire. Then Mrs. Coombes went to get the tea, and Jen­nie sat coquet­tishly on the arm of Mr. Clar­ence’s chair un­til the tea-things clattered out­side. “What was that I heard?” asked Mrs. Coombes play­fully, as she entered, and there was bad­in­age about kiss­ing. They were just sit­ting down to the little cir­cu­lar table when the first in­tim­a­tion of Mr. Coombes’ re­turn was heard.

			This was a fum­bling at the latch of the front door.

			“ ’Ere’s my lord,” said Mrs. Coombes. “Went out like a li­on and comes back like a lamb, I’ll lay.”

			Some­thing fell over in the shop: a chair, it soun­ded like. Then there was a sound as of some com­plic­ated step ex­er­cise in the pas­sage. Then the door opened and Coombes ap­peared. But it was Coombes trans­figured. The im­macu­late col­lar had been torn care­lessly from his throat. His care­fully-brushed silk hat, half-full of a crush of fungi, was un­der one arm; his coat was in­side out, and his waist­coat ad­orned with bunches of yel­low-blos­somed furze. These little ec­cent­ri­cit­ies of Sunday cos­tume, how­ever, were quite over­shad­owed by the change in his face; it was liv­id white, his eyes were un­nat­ur­ally large and bright, and his pale blue lips were drawn back in a cheer­less grin. “Merry!” he said. He had stopped dan­cing to open the door. “Ra­tion­al ’njoy­ment. Dance.” He made three fant­ast­ic steps in­to the room, and stood bow­ing.

			“Jim!” shrieked Mrs. Coombes, and Mr. Clar­ence sat pet­ri­fied, with a drop­ping lower jaw.

			“Tea,” said Mr. Coombes. “Jol’ thing, tea. Tose-stools, too. Brosh­er.”

			“He’s drunk,” said Jen­nie in a weak voice. Nev­er be­fore had she seen this in­tense pal­lor in a drunk­en man, or such shin­ing, dilated eyes.

			Mr. Coombes held out a hand­ful of scar­let agar­ic to Mr. Clar­ence. “Jo’ stuff,” said he; “ta’ some.”

			At that mo­ment he was gen­i­al. Then at the sight of their startled faces he changed, with the swift trans­ition of in­san­ity, in­to over­bear­ing fury. And it seemed as if he had sud­denly re­called the quar­rel of his de­par­ture. In such a huge voice as Mrs. Coombes had nev­er heard be­fore, he shouted, “My house. I’m mas­ter ’ere. Eat what I give yer!” He bawled this, as it seemed, without an ef­fort, without a vi­ol­ent ges­ture, stand­ing there as mo­tion­less as one who whis­pers, hold­ing out a hand­ful of fungus.

			Clar­ence ap­proved him­self a cow­ard. He could not meet the mad fury in Coombes’ eyes; he rose to his feet, push­ing back his chair, and turned, stoop­ing. At that Coombes rushed at him. Jen­nie saw her op­por­tun­ity, and, with the ghost of a shriek, made for the door.

			Mrs. Coombes fol­lowed her. Clar­ence tried to dodge. Over went the tea-table with a smash as Coombes clutched him by the col­lar and tried to thrust the fungus in­to his mouth. Clar­ence was con­tent to leave his col­lar be­hind him, and shot out in­to the pas­sage with red patches of fly agar­ic still ad­her­ent to his face. “Shut ’im in!” cried Mrs. Coombes, and would have closed the door, but her sup­ports deser­ted her; Jen­nie saw the shop door open, and van­ished thereby, lock­ing it be­hind her, while Clar­ence went on hast­ily in­to the kit­chen. Mr. Coombes came heav­ily against the door, and Mrs. Coombes, find­ing the key was in­side, fled up­stairs and locked her­self in the spare bed­room.

			So the new con­vert to joie de vivre emerged upon the pas­sage, his dec­or­a­tions a little scattered, but that re­spect­able hat­ful of fungi still un­der his arm. He hes­it­ated at the three ways, and de­cided on the kit­chen. Whereupon Clar­ence, who was fum­bling with the key, gave up the at­tempt to im­pris­on his host, and fled in­to the scull­ery, only to be cap­tured be­fore he could open the door in­to the yard. Mr. Clar­ence is sin­gu­larly reti­cent of the de­tails of what oc­curred. It seems that Mr. Coombes’ trans­it­ory ir­rit­a­tion had van­ished again, and he was once more a gen­i­al play­fel­low. And as there were knives and meat chop­pers about, Clar­ence very gen­er­ously re­solved to hu­mour him and so avoid any­thing tra­gic. It is bey­ond dis­pute that Mr. Coombes played with Mr. Clar­ence to his heart’s con­tent; they could not have been more play­ful and fa­mil­i­ar if they had known each oth­er for years. He in­sisted gaily on Clar­ence try­ing the fungi, and, after a friendly tussle, was smit­ten with re­morse at the mess he was mak­ing of his guest’s face. It also ap­pears that Clar­ence was dragged un­der the sink and his face scrubbed with the black­ing brush—he be­ing still re­solved to hu­mour the lun­at­ic at any cost—and that fi­nally, in a some­what dishevelled, chipped, and dis­col­oured con­di­tion, he was as­sisted to his coat and shown out by the back door, the shop­way be­ing barred by Jen­nie. Mr. Coombes’ wan­der­ing thoughts then turned to Jen­nie. Jen­nie had been un­able to un­fasten the shop door, but she shot the bolts against Mr. Coombes’ latch­key, and re­mained in pos­ses­sion of the shop for the rest of the even­ing.

			It would ap­pear that Mr. Coombes then re­turned to the kit­chen, still in pur­suit of gaiety, and, al­beit a strict Good Tem­plar, drank (or spilt down the front of the first and only frock-coat) no less than five bottles of the stout Mrs. Coombes in­sisted upon hav­ing for her health’s sake. He made cheer­ful noises by break­ing off the necks of the bottles with sev­er­al of his wife’s wed­ding-present din­ner-plates, and dur­ing the earli­er part of this great drunk he sang divers merry bal­lads. He cut his fin­ger rather badly with one of the bottles—the only blood­shed in this story—and what with that, and the sys­tem­at­ic con­vul­sion of his in­ex­per­i­enced physiology by the li­quor­ish brand of Mrs. Coombes’ stout, it may be the evil of the fungus pois­on was some­how al­layed. But we prefer to draw a veil over the con­clud­ing in­cid­ents of this Sunday af­ter­noon. They ended in the coal cel­lar, in a deep and heal­ing sleep.

			

			An in­ter­val of five years elapsed. Again it was a Sunday af­ter­noon in Oc­to­ber, and again Mr. Coombes walked through the pine wood bey­ond the canal. He was still the same dark-eyed, black-mous­tached little man that he was at the out­set of the story, but his double chin was now scarcely so il­lus­ory as it had been. His over­coat was new, with a vel­vet lapel, and a styl­ish col­lar with turndown corners, free of any coarse starchi­ness, had re­placed the ori­gin­al all-round art­icle. His hat was glossy, his gloves new­ish—though one fin­ger had split and been care­fully men­ded. And a cas­u­al ob­serv­er would have no­ticed about him a cer­tain rectitude of bear­ing, a cer­tain erect­ness of head that marks the man who thinks well of him­self. He was a mas­ter now, with three as­sist­ants. Be­side him walked a lar­ger sun­burnt par­ody of him­self, his broth­er Tom, just back from Aus­tralia. They were re­capit­u­lat­ing their early struggles, and Mr. Coombes had just been mak­ing a fin­an­cial state­ment.

			“It’s a very nice little busi­ness, Jim,” said broth­er Tom. “In these days of com­pet­i­tion you’re jolly lucky to have worked it up so. And you’re jolly lucky, too, to have a wife who’s will­ing to help like yours does.”

			“Between ourselves,” said Mr. Coombes, “it wasn’t al­ways so. It wasn’t al­ways like this. To be­gin with, the mis­sus was a bit giddy. Girls are funny creatures.”

			“Dear me!”

			“Yes. You’d hardly think it, but she was down­right ex­tra­vag­ant, and al­ways hav­ing slaps at me. I was a bit too easy and lov­ing, and all that, and she thought the whole blessed show was run for her. Turned the ’ouse in­to a reg­u­lar cara­vansery, al­ways hav­ing her re­la­tions and girls from busi­ness in, and their chaps. Com­ic songs a’ Sunday, it was get­ting to, and driv­ing trade away. And she was mak­ing eyes at the chaps, too! I tell you, Tom, the place wasn’t my own.”

			“Shouldn’t ’a’ thought it.”

			“It was so. Well—I reasoned with her. I said, ‘I ain’t a duke, to keep a wife like a pet an­im­al. I mar­ried you for ’elp and com­pany.’ I said, ‘You got to ’elp and pull the busi­ness through.’ She wouldn’t ’ear of it. ‘Very well,’ I says; ‘I’m a mild man till I’m roused,’ I says, ‘and it’s get­ting to that.’ But she wouldn’t ’ear of no warn­ings.”

			“Well?”

			“It’s the way with wo­men. She didn’t think I ’ad it in me to be roused. Wo­men of her sort (between ourselves, Tom) don’t re­spect a man un­til they’re a bit afraid of him. So I just broke out to show her. In comes a girl named Jen­nie, that used to work with her, and her chap. We ’ad a bit of a row, and I came out ’ere—it was just such an­oth­er day as this—and I thought it all out. Then I went back and pitched in­to them.”

			“You did?”

			“I did. I was mad, I can tell you. I wasn’t go­ing to ’it ’er if I could ’elp it, so I went back and licked in­to this chap, just to show ’er what I could do. ’E was a big chap, too. Well, I chucked him, and smashed things about, and gave ’er a scar­ing, and she ran up and locked ’er­self in­to the spare room.”

			“Well?”

			“That’s all. I says to ’er the next morn­ing, ‘Now you know,’ I says, ‘what I’m like when I’m roused.’ And I didn’t have to say any­thing more.”

			“And you’ve been happy ever after, eh?”

			“So to speak. There’s noth­ing like put­ting your foot down with them. If it ’adn’t been for that af­ter­noon I should ’a’ been tramp­ing the roads now, and she’d ’a’ been grumbling at me, and all her fam­ily grumbling for bring­ing her to poverty—I know their little ways. But we’re all right now. And it’s a very de­cent little busi­ness, as you say.”

			They pro­ceeded on their way med­it­at­ively. “Wo­men are funny creatures,” said Broth­er Tom.

			“They want a firm hand,” says Coombes.

			“What a lot of these funguses there are about here!” re­marked Broth­er Tom presently. “I can’t see what use they are in the world.”

			Mr. Coombes looked. “I des­say they’re sent for some wise pur­pose,” said Mr. Coombes.

			And that was as much thanks as the purple pileus ever got for mad­den­ing this ab­surd little man to the pitch of de­cis­ive ac­tion, and so al­ter­ing the whole course of his life.

		
	
		
			The Sea Raiders

			
				I

				Un­til the ex­traordin­ary af­fair at Sid­mouth, the pe­cu­li­ar spe­cies Hap­loteuthis fer­ox was known to sci­ence only gen­er­ic­ally, on the strength of a half-di­ges­ted tentacle ob­tained near the Azores, and a de­cay­ing body pecked by birds and nibbled by fish, found early in 1896 by Mr. Jen­nings, near Land’s End.

				In no de­part­ment of zo­olo­gic­al sci­ence, in­deed, are we quite so much in the dark as with re­gard to the deep-sea ceph­alo­pods. A mere ac­ci­dent, for in­stance, it was that led to the Prince of Monaco’s dis­cov­ery of nearly a dozen new forms in the sum­mer of 1895, a dis­cov­ery in which the be­fore-men­tioned tentacle was in­cluded. It chanced that a cach­alot was killed off Ter­ceira by some sperm whalers, and in its last struggles charged al­most to the Prince’s yacht, missed it, rolled un­der, and died with­in twenty yards of his rud­der. And in its agony it threw up a num­ber of large ob­jects, which the Prince, dimly per­ceiv­ing they were strange and im­port­ant, was, by a happy ex­pedi­ent, able to se­cure be­fore they sank. He set his screws in mo­tion, and kept them circ­ling in the vor­tices thus cre­ated un­til a boat could be lowered. And these spe­ci­mens were whole ceph­alo­pods and frag­ments of ceph­alo­pods, some of gi­gant­ic pro­por­tions, and al­most all of them un­known to sci­ence!

				It would seem, in­deed, that these large and agile creatures, liv­ing in the middle depths of the sea, must, to a large ex­tent, forever re­main un­known to us, since un­der wa­ter they are too nimble for nets, and it is only by such rare, un­looked-for ac­ci­dents that spe­ci­mens can be ob­tained. In the case of Hap­loteuthis fer­ox, for in­stance, we are still al­to­geth­er ig­nor­ant of its hab­it­at, as ig­nor­ant as we are of the breed­ing-ground of the her­ring or the sea­ways of the sal­mon. And zo­olo­gists are al­to­geth­er at a loss to ac­count for its sud­den ap­pear­ance on our coast. Pos­sibly it was the stress of a hun­ger mi­gra­tion that drove it hith­er out of the deep. But it will be, per­haps, bet­ter to avoid ne­ces­sar­ily in­con­clus­ive dis­cus­sion, and to pro­ceed at once with our nar­rat­ive.

				The first hu­man be­ing to set eyes upon a liv­ing Hap­loteuthis—the first hu­man be­ing to sur­vive, that is, for there can be little doubt now that the wave of bathing fatal­it­ies and boat­ing ac­ci­dents that trav­elled along the coast of Corn­wall and Devon in early May was due to this cause—was a re­tired tea-deal­er of the name of Fis­on, who was stop­ping at a Sid­mouth board­ing­house. It was in the af­ter­noon, and he was walk­ing along the cliff path between Sid­mouth and La­d­ram Bay. The cliffs in this dir­ec­tion are very high, but down the red face of them in one place a kind of lad­der stair­case has been made. He was near this when his at­ten­tion was at­trac­ted by what at first he thought to be a cluster of birds strug­gling over a frag­ment of food that caught the sun­light, and glistened pink­ish-white. The tide was right out, and this ob­ject was not only far be­low him, but re­mote across a broad waste of rock reefs covered with dark sea­weed and in­ter­spersed with sil­very shin­ing tid­al pools. And he was, moreover, dazzled by the bright­ness of the fur­ther wa­ter.

				In a minute, re­gard­ing this again, he per­ceived that his judg­ment was in fault, for over this struggle circled a num­ber of birds, jack­daws and gulls for the most part, the lat­ter gleam­ing blind­ingly when the sun­light smote their wings, and they seemed minute in com­par­is­on with it. And his curi­os­ity was, per­haps, aroused all the more strongly be­cause of his first in­suf­fi­cient ex­plan­a­tions.

				As he had noth­ing bet­ter to do than amuse him­self, he de­cided to make this ob­ject, whatever it was, the goal of his af­ter­noon walk, in­stead of La­d­ram Bay, con­ceiv­ing it might per­haps be a great fish of some sort, stran­ded by some chance, and flap­ping about in its dis­tress. And so he hur­ried down the long steep lad­der, stop­ping at in­ter­vals of thirty feet or so to take breath and scan the mys­ter­i­ous move­ment.

				At the foot of the cliff he was, of course, near­er his ob­ject than he had been; but, on the oth­er hand, it now came up against the in­can­des­cent sky, be­neath the sun, so as to seem dark and in­dis­tinct. Whatever was pink­ish of it was now hid­den by a skerry of weedy boulders. But he per­ceived that it was made up of sev­en roun­ded bod­ies dis­tinct or con­nec­ted, and that the birds kept up a con­stant croak­ing and scream­ing, but seemed afraid to ap­proach it too closely.

				Mr. Fis­on, torn by curi­os­ity, began pick­ing his way across the wave-worn rocks, and find­ing the wet sea­weed that covered them thickly rendered them ex­tremely slip­pery, he stopped, re­moved his shoes and socks, and rolled his trousers above his knees. His ob­ject was, of course, merely to avoid stum­bling in­to the rocky pools about him, and per­haps he was rather glad, as all men are, of an ex­cuse to re­sume, even for a mo­ment, the sen­sa­tions of his boy­hood. At any rate, it is to this, no doubt, that he owes his life.

				He ap­proached his mark with all the as­sur­ance which the ab­so­lute se­cur­ity of this coun­try against all forms of an­im­al life gives its in­hab­it­ants. The round bod­ies moved to and fro, but it was only when he sur­moun­ted the skerry of boulders I have men­tioned that he real­ised the hor­rible nature of the dis­cov­ery. It came upon him with some sud­den­ness.

				The roun­ded bod­ies fell apart as he came in­to sight over the ridge, and dis­played the pink­ish ob­ject to be the par­tially de­voured body of a hu­man be­ing, but wheth­er of a man or wo­man he was un­able to say. And the roun­ded bod­ies were new and ghastly-look­ing creatures, in shape some­what re­sem­bling an oc­topus, with huge and very long and flex­ible tentacles, coiled co­pi­ously on the ground. The skin had a glisten­ing tex­ture, un­pleas­ant to see, like shiny leath­er. The down­ward bend of the tentacle-sur­roun­ded mouth, the curi­ous ex­cres­cence at the bend, the tentacles, and the large in­tel­li­gent eyes, gave the creatures a grot­esque sug­ges­tion of a face. They were the size of a fair-sized swine about the body, and the tentacles seemed to him to be many feet in length. There were, he thinks, sev­en or eight at least of the creatures. Twenty yards bey­ond them, amid the surf of the now re­turn­ing tide, two oth­ers were emer­ging from the sea.

				Their bod­ies lay flatly on the rocks, and their eyes re­garded him with evil in­terest; but it does not ap­pear that Mr. Fis­on was afraid, or that he real­ised that he was in any danger. Pos­sibly his con­fid­ence is to be ascribed to the limp­ness of their at­ti­tudes. But he was hor­ri­fied, of course, and in­tensely ex­cited and in­dig­nant, at such re­volt­ing creatures prey­ing upon hu­man flesh. He thought they had chanced upon a drowned body. He shouted to them, with the idea of driv­ing them off, and find­ing they did not budge, cast about him, picked up a big roun­ded lump of rock, and flung it at one.

				And then, slowly un­coil­ing their tentacles, they all began mov­ing to­wards him—creep­ing at first de­lib­er­ately, and mak­ing a soft purring sound to each oth­er.

				In a mo­ment Mr. Fis­on real­ised that he was in danger. He shouted again, threw both his boots, and star­ted off, with a leap, forth­with. Twenty yards off he stopped and faced about, judging them slow, and be­hold! the tentacles of their lead­er were already pour­ing over the rocky ridge on which he had just been stand­ing!

				At that he shouted again, but this time not threat­en­ing, but a cry of dis­may, and began jump­ing, strid­ing, slip­ping, wad­ing across the un­even ex­panse between him and the beach. The tall red cliffs seemed sud­denly at a vast dis­tance, and he saw, as though they were creatures in an­oth­er world, two minute work­men en­gaged in the re­pair of the lad­der-way, and little sus­pect­ing the race for life that was be­gin­ning be­low them. At one time he could hear the creatures splash­ing in the pools not a dozen feet be­hind him, and once he slipped and al­most fell.

				They chased him to the very foot of the cliffs, and de­sisted only when he had been joined by the work­men at the foot of the lad­der-way up the cliff. All three of the men pel­ted them with stones for a time, and then hur­ried to the cliff top and along the path to­wards Sid­mouth, to se­cure as­sist­ance and a boat, and to res­cue the de­sec­rated body from the clutches of these ab­om­in­able creatures.

			
			
				II

				And, as if he had not already been in suf­fi­cient per­il that day, Mr. Fis­on went with the boat to point out the ex­act spot of his ad­ven­ture.

				As the tide was down, it re­quired a con­sid­er­able de­tour to reach the spot, and when at last they came off the lad­der-way, the mangled body had dis­ap­peared. The wa­ter was now run­ning in, sub­mer­ging first one slab of slimy rock and then an­oth­er, and the four men in the boat—the work­men, that is, the boat­man, and Mr. Fis­on—now turned their at­ten­tion from the bear­ings off shore to the wa­ter be­neath the keel.

				At first they could see little be­low them, save a dark jungle of lam­in­aria, with an oc­ca­sion­al dart­ing fish. Their minds were set on ad­ven­ture, and they ex­pressed their dis­ap­point­ment freely. But presently they saw one of the mon­sters swim­ming through the wa­ter sea­ward, with a curi­ous rolling mo­tion that sug­ges­ted to Mr. Fis­on the spin­ning roll of a cap­tive bal­loon. Al­most im­me­di­ately after, the wav­ing stream­ers of lam­in­aria were ex­traordin­ar­ily per­turbed, par­ted for a mo­ment, and three of these beasts be­came darkly vis­ible, strug­gling for what was prob­ably some frag­ment of the drowned man. In a mo­ment the co­pi­ous olive-green rib­bons had poured again over this writh­ing group.

				At that all four men, greatly ex­cited, began beat­ing the wa­ter with oars and shout­ing, and im­me­di­ately they saw a tu­mul­tu­ous move­ment among the weeds. They de­sisted to see more clearly, and as soon as the wa­ter was smooth, they saw, as it seemed to them, the whole sea bot­tom among the weeds set with eyes.

				“Ugly swine!” cried one of the men. “Why, there’s dozens!”

				And forth­with the things began to rise through the wa­ter about them. Mr. Fis­on has since de­scribed to the writer this start­ling erup­tion out of the wav­ing lam­in­aria mead­ows. To him it seemed to oc­cupy a con­sid­er­able time, but it is prob­able that really it was an af­fair of a few seconds only. For a time noth­ing but eyes, and then he speaks of tentacles stream­ing out and part­ing the weed fronds this way and that. Then these things, grow­ing lar­ger, un­til at last the bot­tom was hid­den by their in­ter­coil­ing forms, and the tips of tentacles rose darkly here and there in­to the air above the swell of the wa­ters.

				One came up boldly to the side of the boat, and cling­ing to this with three of its suck­er-set tentacles, threw four oth­ers over the gun­wale, as if with an in­ten­tion either of over­set­ting the boat or of clam­ber­ing in­to it. Mr. Fis­on at once caught up the boat-hook, and, jab­bing furi­ously at the soft tentacles, forced it to de­sist. He was struck in the back and al­most pitched over­board by the boat­man, who was us­ing his oar to res­ist a sim­il­ar at­tack on the oth­er side of the boat. But the tentacles on either side at once re­laxed their hold, slid out of sight, and splashed in­to the wa­ter.

				“We’d bet­ter get out of this,” said Mr. Fis­on, who was trem­bling vi­ol­ently. He went to the tiller, while the boat­man and one of the work­men seated them­selves and began row­ing. The oth­er work­man stood up in the fore part of the boat, with the boat-hook, ready to strike any more tentacles that might ap­pear. Noth­ing else seems to have been said. Mr. Fis­on had ex­pressed the com­mon feel­ing bey­ond amend­ment. In a hushed, scared mood, with faces white and drawn, they set about es­cap­ing from the po­s­i­tion in­to which they had so reck­lessly blundered.

				But the oars had scarcely dropped in­to the wa­ter be­fore dark, taper­ing, ser­pent­ine ropes had bound them, and were about the rud­der; and creep­ing up the sides of the boat with a loop­ing mo­tion came the suck­ers again. The men gripped their oars and pulled, but it was like try­ing to move a boat in a float­ing raft of weeds. “Help here!” cried the boat­man, and Mr. Fis­on and the second work­man rushed to help lug at the oar.

				Then the man with the boat-hook—his name was Ewan, or Ewen—sprang up with a curse and began strik­ing down­ward over the side, as far as he could reach, at the bank of tentacles that now clustered along the boat’s bot­tom. And, at the same time, the two row­ers stood up to get a bet­ter pur­chase for the re­cov­ery of their oars. The boat­man handed his to Mr. Fis­on, who lugged des­per­ately, and, mean­while, the boat­man opened a big clasp-knife, and lean­ing over the side of the boat, began hack­ing at the spir­ing arms upon the oar shaft.

				Mr. Fis­on, stag­ger­ing with the quiv­er­ing rock­ing of the boat, his teeth set, his breath com­ing short, and the veins start­ing on his hands as he pulled at his oar, sud­denly cast his eyes sea­ward. And there, not fifty yards off, across the long rollers of the in­com­ing tide, was a large boat stand­ing in to­wards them, with three wo­men and a little child in it. A boat­man was row­ing, and a little man in a pink-ribboned straw hat and whites stood in the stern hail­ing them. For a mo­ment, of course, Mr. Fis­on thought of help, and then he thought of the child. He aban­doned his oar forth­with, threw up his arms in a frantic ges­ture, and screamed to the party in the boat to keep away “for God’s sake!” It says much for the mod­esty and cour­age of Mr. Fis­on that he does not seem to be aware that there was any qual­ity of hero­ism in his ac­tion at this junc­ture. The oar he had aban­doned was at once drawn un­der, and presently re­appeared float­ing about twenty yards away.

				At the same mo­ment Mr. Fis­on felt the boat un­der him lurch vi­ol­ently, and a hoarse scream, a pro­longed cry of ter­ror from Hill, the boat­man, caused him to for­get the party of ex­cur­sion­ists al­to­geth­er. He turned, and saw Hill crouch­ing by the for­ward row­lock, his face con­vulsed with ter­ror, and his right arm over the side and drawn tightly down. He gave now a suc­ces­sion of short, sharp cries, “Oh! oh! oh!—oh!” Mr. Fis­on be­lieves that he must have been hack­ing at the tentacles be­low the wa­ter­line, and have been grasped by them, but, of course, it is quite im­possible to say now cer­tainly what had happened. The boat was heel­ing over, so that the gun­wale was with­in ten inches of the wa­ter, and both Ewan and the oth­er la­bour­er were strik­ing down in­to the wa­ter, with oar and boat-hook, on either side of Hill’s arm. Mr. Fis­on in­stinct­ively placed him­self to coun­ter­poise them.

				Then Hill, who was a burly, power­ful man, made a strenu­ous ef­fort, and rose al­most to a stand­ing po­s­i­tion. He lif­ted his arm, in­deed, clean out of the wa­ter. Hanging to it was a com­plic­ated tangle of brown ropes, and the eyes of one of the brutes that had hold of him, glar­ing straight and res­ol­ute, showed mo­ment­ar­ily above the sur­face. The boat heeled more and more, and the green-brown wa­ter came pour­ing in a cas­cade over the side. Then Hill slipped and fell with his ribs across the side, and his arm and the mass of tentacles about it splashed back in­to the wa­ter. He rolled over; his boot kicked Mr. Fis­on’s knee as that gen­tle­man rushed for­ward to seize him, and in an­oth­er mo­ment fresh tentacles had whipped about his waist and neck, and after a brief, con­vuls­ive struggle, in which the boat was nearly cap­sized, Hill was lugged over­board. The boat righted with a vi­ol­ent jerk that all but sent Mr. Fis­on over the oth­er side, and hid the struggle in the wa­ter from his eyes.

				He stood stag­ger­ing to re­cov­er his bal­ance for a mo­ment, and as he did so he be­came aware that the struggle and the in­flow­ing tide had car­ried them close upon the weedy rocks again. Not four yards off a table of rock still rose in rhythmic move­ments above the in-wash of the tide. In a mo­ment Mr. Fis­on seized the oar from Ewan, gave one vig­or­ous stroke, then drop­ping it, ran to the bows and leapt. He felt his feet slide over the rock, and, by a frantic ef­fort, leapt again to­wards a fur­ther mass. He stumbled over this, came to his knees, and rose again.

				“Look out!” cried someone, and a large drab body struck him. He was knocked flat in­to a tid­al pool by one of the work­men, and as he went down he heard smothered, chok­ing cries, that he be­lieved at the time came from Hill. Then he found him­self mar­vel­ling at the shrill­ness and vari­ety of Hill’s voice. Someone jumped over him, and a curving rush of foamy wa­ter poured over him, and passed. He scrambled to his feet drip­ping, and without look­ing sea­ward, ran as fast as his ter­ror would let him shore­ward. Be­fore him, over the flat space of scattered rocks, stumbled the two work­men—one a dozen yards in front of the oth­er.

				He looked over his shoulder at last, and see­ing that he was not pur­sued, faced about. He was as­ton­ished. From the mo­ment of the rising of the ceph­alo­pods out of the wa­ter he had been act­ing too swiftly to fully com­pre­hend his ac­tions. Now it seemed to him as if he had sud­denly jumped out of an evil dream.

				For there were the sky, cloud­less and blaz­ing with the af­ter­noon sun, the sea wel­ter­ing un­der its piti­less bright­ness, the soft creamy foam of the break­ing wa­ter, and the low, long, dark ridges of rock. The righted boat floated, rising and fall­ing gently on the swell about a dozen yards from shore. Hill and the mon­sters, all the stress and tu­mult of that fierce fight for life, had van­ished as though they had nev­er been.

				Mr. Fis­on’s heart was beat­ing vi­ol­ently; he was throb­bing to the fin­ger­tips, and his breath came deep.

				There was some­thing miss­ing. For some seconds he could not think clearly enough what this might be. Sun, sky, sea, rocks—what was it? Then he re­membered the boat­load of ex­cur­sion­ists. It had van­ished. He wondered wheth­er he had ima­gined it. He turned, and saw the two work­men stand­ing side by side un­der the pro­ject­ing masses of the tall pink cliffs. He hes­it­ated wheth­er he should make one last at­tempt to save the man Hill. His phys­ic­al ex­cite­ment seemed to desert him sud­denly, and leave him aim­less and help­less. He turned shore­ward, stum­bling and wad­ing to­wards his two com­pan­ions.

				He looked back again, and there were now two boats float­ing, and the one farthest out at sea pitched clum­sily, bot­tom up­ward.

			
			
				III

				So it was Hap­loteuthis fer­ox made its ap­pear­ance upon the Devon­shire coast. So far, this has been its most ser­i­ous ag­gres­sion. Mr. Fis­on’s ac­count, taken to­geth­er with the wave of boat­ing and bathing cas­u­al­ties to which I have already al­luded, and the ab­sence of fish from the Cornish coasts that year, points clearly to a shoal of these vo­ra­cious deep-sea mon­sters prowl­ing slowly along the sub-tid­al coast­line. Hun­ger mi­gra­tion has, I know, been sug­ges­ted as the force that drove them hith­er; but, for my own part, I prefer to be­lieve the al­tern­at­ive the­ory of Hems­ley. Hems­ley holds that a pack or shoal of these creatures may have be­come en­am­oured of hu­man flesh by the ac­ci­dent of a foundered ship sink­ing among them, and have wandered in search of it out of their ac­cus­tomed zone; first way­lay­ing and fol­low­ing ships, and so com­ing to our shores in the wake of the At­lantic traffic. But to dis­cuss Hems­ley’s co­gent and ad­mir­ably-stated ar­gu­ments would be out of place here.

				It would seem that the ap­pet­ites of the shoal were sat­is­fied by the catch of el­ev­en people—for, so far as can be as­cer­tained, there were ten people in the second boat, and cer­tainly these creatures gave no fur­ther signs of their pres­ence off Sid­mouth that day. The coast between Seaton and Budleigh Salt­er­ton was patrolled all that even­ing and night by four Pre­vent­ive Ser­vice boats, the men in which were armed with har­poons and cut­lasses, and as the even­ing ad­vanced, a num­ber of more or less sim­il­arly equipped ex­ped­i­tions, or­gan­ised by private in­di­vidu­als, joined them. Mr. Fis­on took no part in any of these ex­ped­i­tions.

				About mid­night ex­cited hails were heard from a boat about a couple of miles out at sea to the south­east of Sid­mouth, and a lan­tern was seen wav­ing in a strange man­ner to and fro and up and down. The near­er boats at once hur­ried to­wards the alarm. The ven­ture­some oc­cu­pants of the boat—a sea­man, a cur­ate, and two school­boys—had ac­tu­ally seen the mon­sters passing un­der their boat. The creatures, it seems, like most deep-sea or­gan­isms, were phos­phor­es­cent, and they had been float­ing, five fathoms deep or so, like creatures of moon­shine through the black­ness of the wa­ter, their tentacles re­trac­ted and as if asleep, rolling over and over, and mov­ing slowly in a wedge-like form­a­tion to­wards the south­east.

				These people told their story in ges­tic­u­lated frag­ments, as first one boat drew along­side and then an­oth­er. At last there was a little fleet of eight or nine boats col­lec­ted to­geth­er, and from them a tu­mult, like the chat­ter of a mar­ket­place, rose in­to the still­ness of the night. There was little or no dis­pos­i­tion to pur­sue the shoal, the people had neither weapons nor ex­per­i­ence for such a du­bi­ous chase, and presently—even with a cer­tain re­lief, it may be—the boats turned shore­ward.

				And now to tell what is per­haps the most as­ton­ish­ing fact in this whole as­ton­ish­ing raid. We have not the slight­est know­ledge of the sub­sequent move­ments of the shoal, al­though the whole south­w­est coast was now alert for it. But it may, per­haps, be sig­ni­fic­ant that a cach­alot was stran­ded off Sark on June 3. Two weeks and three days after this Sid­mouth af­fair, a liv­ing Hap­loteuthis came ashore on Cal­ais sands. It was alive, be­cause sev­er­al wit­nesses saw its tentacles mov­ing in a con­vuls­ive way. But it is prob­able that it was dy­ing. A gen­tle­man named Pouchet ob­tained a rifle and shot it.

				That was the last ap­pear­ance of a liv­ing Hap­loteuthis. No oth­ers were seen on the French coast. On the 15th of June a dead car­cass, al­most com­plete, was washed ashore near Torquay, and a few days later a boat from the Mar­ine Bio­lo­gic­al sta­tion, en­gaged in dredging off Ply­mouth, picked up a rot­ting spe­ci­men, slashed deeply with a cut­lass wound. How the former had come by its death it is im­possible to say. And on the last day of June, Mr. Egbert Caine, an artist, bathing near Newlyn, threw up his arms, shrieked, and was drawn un­der. A friend bathing with him made no at­tempt to save him, but swam at once for the shore. This is the last fact to tell of this ex­traordin­ary raid from the deep­er sea. Wheth­er it is really the last of these hor­rible creatures it is, as yet, pre­ma­ture to say. But it is be­lieved, and cer­tainly it is to be hoped, that they have re­turned now, and re­turned for good, to the sun­less depths of the middle seas, out of which they have so strangely and so mys­ter­i­ously aris­en.

			
		
	
		
			The Crystal Egg

			There was, un­til a year ago, a little and very grimy-look­ing shop near Sev­en Di­als, over which, in weather­worn yel­low let­ter­ing, the name of “C. Cave, Nat­ur­al­ist and Deal­er in An­tiquit­ies,” was in­scribed. The con­tents of its win­dow were curi­ously varie­gated. They com­prised some ele­phant tusks and an im­per­fect set of chess­men, beads and weapons, a box of eyes, two skulls of ti­gers and one hu­man, sev­er­al moth-eaten stuffed mon­keys (one hold­ing a lamp), an old-fash­ioned cab­in­et, a flyblown os­trich egg or so, some fish­ing-tackle, and an ex­traordin­ar­ily dirty, empty glass fish-tank. There was also, at the mo­ment the story be­gins, a mass of crys­tal, worked in­to the shape of an egg and bril­liantly pol­ished. And at that two people, who stood out­side the win­dow, were look­ing, one of them a tall, thin cler­gy­man, the oth­er a black-bearded young man of dusky com­plex­ion and un­ob­trus­ive cos­tume. The dusky young man spoke with eager ges­tic­u­la­tion, and seemed anxious for his com­pan­ion to pur­chase the art­icle.

			While they were there, Mr. Cave came in­to his shop, his beard still wag­ging with the bread and but­ter of his tea. When he saw these men and the ob­ject of their re­gard, his coun­ten­ance fell. He glanced guiltily over his shoulder, and softly shut the door. He was a little old man, with pale face and pe­cu­li­ar wa­tery blue eyes; his hair was a dirty grey, and he wore a shabby blue frock coat, an an­cient silk hat, and car­pet slip­pers very much down at heel. He re­mained watch­ing the two men as they talked. The cler­gy­man went deep in­to his trouser pock­et, ex­amined a hand­ful of money, and showed his teeth in an agree­able smile. Mr. Cave seemed still more de­pressed when they came in­to the shop.

			The cler­gy­man, without any ce­re­mony, asked the price of the crys­tal egg. Mr. Cave glanced nervously to­wards the door lead­ing in­to the par­lour, and said five pounds. The cler­gy­man pro­tested that the price was high, to his com­pan­ion as well as to Mr. Cave—it was, in­deed, very much more than Mr. Cave had in­ten­ded to ask, when he had stocked the art­icle—and an at­tempt at bar­gain­ing en­sued. Mr. Cave stepped to the shop-door, and held it open. “Five pounds is my price,” he said, as though he wished to save him­self the trouble of un­prof­it­able dis­cus­sion. As he did so, the up­per por­tion of a wo­man’s face ap­peared above the blind in the glass up­per pan­el of the door lead­ing in­to the par­lour, and stared curi­ously at the two cus­tom­ers. “Five pounds is my price,” said Mr. Cave, with a quiver in his voice.

			The swarthy young man had so far re­mained a spec­tat­or, watch­ing Cave keenly. Now he spoke. “Give him five pounds,” he said. The cler­gy­man glanced at him to see if he were in earn­est, and, when he looked at Mr. Cave again, he saw that the lat­ter’s face was white. “It’s a lot of money,” said the cler­gy­man, and, diving in­to his pock­et, began count­ing his re­sources. He had little more than thirty shil­lings, and he ap­pealed to his com­pan­ion, with whom he seemed to be on terms of con­sid­er­able in­tim­acy. This gave Mr. Cave an op­por­tun­ity of col­lect­ing his thoughts, and he began to ex­plain in an agit­ated man­ner that the crys­tal was not, as a mat­ter of fact, en­tirely free for sale. His two cus­tom­ers were nat­ur­ally sur­prised at this, and in­quired why he had not thought of that be­fore he began to bar­gain. Mr. Cave be­came con­fused, but he stuck to his story, that the crys­tal was not in the mar­ket that af­ter­noon, that a prob­able pur­chaser of it had already ap­peared. The two, treat­ing this as an at­tempt to raise the price still fur­ther, made as if they would leave the shop. But at this point the par­lour door opened, and the own­er of the dark fringe and the little eyes ap­peared.

			She was a coarse-fea­tured, cor­pu­lent wo­man, young­er and very much lar­ger than Mr. Cave; she walked heav­ily, and her face was flushed. “That crys­tal is for sale,” she said. “And five pounds is a good enough price for it. I can’t think what you’re about, Cave, not to take the gen­tle­man’s of­fer!”

			Mr. Cave, greatly per­turbed by the ir­rup­tion, looked an­grily at her over the rims of his spec­tacles, and, without ex­cess­ive as­sur­ance, as­ser­ted his right to man­age his busi­ness in his own way. An al­ter­ca­tion began. The two cus­tom­ers watched the scene with in­terest and some amuse­ment, oc­ca­sion­ally as­sist­ing Mrs. Cave with sug­ges­tions. Mr. Cave, hard driv­en, per­sisted in a con­fused and im­possible story of an en­quiry for the crys­tal that morn­ing, and his agit­a­tion be­came pain­ful. But he stuck to his point with ex­traordin­ary per­sist­ence. It was the young Ori­ent­al who ended this curi­ous con­tro­versy. He pro­posed that they should call again in the course of two days—so as to give the al­leged en­quirer a fair chance. “And then we must in­sist,” said the cler­gy­man, “Five pounds.” Mrs. Cave took it on her­self to apo­lo­gise for her hus­band, ex­plain­ing that he was some­times “a little odd,” and as the two cus­tom­ers left, the couple pre­pared for a free dis­cus­sion of the in­cid­ent in all its bear­ings.

			Mrs. Cave talked to her hus­band with sin­gu­lar dir­ect­ness. The poor little man, quiv­er­ing with emo­tion, muddled him­self between his stor­ies, main­tain­ing on the one hand that he had an­oth­er cus­tom­er in view, and on the oth­er as­sert­ing that the crys­tal was hon­estly worth ten guineas. “Why did you ask five pounds?” said his wife. “Do let me man­age my busi­ness my own way!” said Mr. Cave.

			Mr. Cave had liv­ing with him a step­daugh­ter and a stepson, and at sup­per that night the trans­ac­tion was re-dis­cussed. None of them had a high opin­ion of Mr. Cave’s busi­ness meth­ods, and this ac­tion seemed a cul­min­at­ing folly.

			“It’s my opin­ion he’s re­fused that crys­tal be­fore,” said the stepson, a loose-limbed lout of eight­een.

			“But five pounds!” said the step­daugh­ter, an ar­gu­ment­at­ive young wo­man of six-and-twenty.

			Mr. Cave’s an­swers were wretched; he could only mumble weak as­ser­tions that he knew his own busi­ness best. They drove him from his half-eaten sup­per in­to the shop, to close it for the night, his ears aflame and tears of vex­a­tion be­hind his spec­tacles. “Why had he left the crys­tal in the win­dow so long? The folly of it!” That was the trouble closest in his mind. For a time he could see no way of evad­ing sale.

			After sup­per his step­daugh­ter and stepson smartened them­selves up and went out and his wife re­tired up­stairs to re­flect upon the busi­ness as­pects of the crys­tal, over a little sug­ar and lem­on and so forth in hot wa­ter. Mr. Cave went in­to the shop, and stayed there un­til late, os­tens­ibly to make or­na­ment­al rock­er­ies for gold­fish cases but really for a private pur­pose that will be bet­ter ex­plained later. The next day Mrs. Cave found that the crys­tal had been re­moved from the win­dow, and was ly­ing be­hind some second­hand books on angling. She re­placed it in a con­spicu­ous po­s­i­tion. But she did not ar­gue fur­ther about it, as a nervous head­ache dis­in­clined her from de­bate. Mr. Cave was al­ways dis­in­clined. The day passed dis­agree­ably. Mr. Cave was, if any­thing, more ab­sent­minded than usu­al, and un­com­monly ir­rit­able with­al. In the af­ter­noon, when his wife was tak­ing her cus­tom­ary sleep, he re­moved the crys­tal from the win­dow again.

			The next day Mr. Cave had to de­liv­er a con­sign­ment of dog­fish at one of the hos­pit­al schools, where they were needed for dis­sec­tion. In his ab­sence Mrs. Cave’s mind re­ver­ted to the top­ic of the crys­tal, and the meth­ods of ex­pendit­ure suit­able to a wind­fall of five pounds. She had already de­vised some very agree­able ex­pedi­ents, among oth­ers a dress of green silk for her­self and a trip to Rich­mond, when a jangling of the front door bell summoned her in­to the shop. The cus­tom­er was an ex­am­in­a­tion coach who came to com­plain of the non-de­liv­ery of cer­tain frogs asked for the pre­vi­ous day. Mrs. Cave did not ap­prove of this par­tic­u­lar branch of Mr. Cave’s busi­ness, and the gen­tle­man, who had called in a some­what ag­gress­ive mood, re­tired after a brief ex­change of words—en­tirely civil so far as he was con­cerned. Mrs. Cave’s eye then nat­ur­ally turned to the win­dow; for the sight of the crys­tal was an as­sur­ance of the five pounds and of her dreams. What was her sur­prise to find it gone!

			She went to the place be­hind the lock­er on the counter, where she had dis­covered it the day be­fore. It was not there; and she im­me­di­ately began an eager search about the shop.

			When Mr. Cave re­turned from his busi­ness with the dog­fish, about a quarter to two in the af­ter­noon, he found the shop in some con­fu­sion, and his wife, ex­tremely ex­as­per­ated and on her knees be­hind the counter, rout­ing among his taxi­derm­ic ma­ter­i­al. Her face came up hot and angry over the counter, as the jangling bell an­nounced his re­turn, and she forth­with ac­cused him of “hid­ing it.”

			“Hid what?” asked Mr. Cave.

			“The crys­tal!”

			At that Mr. Cave, ap­par­ently much sur­prised, rushed to the win­dow. “Isn’t it here?” he said. “Great Heav­ens! what has be­come of it?”

			Just then, Mr. Cave’s stepson re-entered the shop from the in­ner room—he had come home a minute or so be­fore Mr. Cave—and he was blas­phem­ing freely. He was ap­pren­ticed to a second­hand fur­niture deal­er down the road, but he had his meals at home, and he was nat­ur­ally an­noyed to find no din­ner ready.

			But, when he heard of the loss of the crys­tal, he for­got his meal, and his an­ger was di­ver­ted from his moth­er to his step­fath­er. Their first idea, of course, was that he had hid­den it. But Mr. Cave stoutly denied all know­ledge of its fate—freely of­fer­ing his be­dabbled af­fi­davit in the mat­ter—and at last was worked up to the point of ac­cus­ing, first, his wife and then his stepson of hav­ing taken it with a view to a private sale. So began an ex­ceed­ingly ac­ri­mo­ni­ous and emo­tion­al dis­cus­sion, which ended for Mrs. Cave in a pe­cu­li­ar nervous con­di­tion mid­way between hys­ter­ics and amuck, and caused the stepson to be half-an-hour late at the fur­niture es­tab­lish­ment in the af­ter­noon. Mr. Cave took refuge from his wife’s emo­tions in the shop.

			In the even­ing the mat­ter was re­sumed, with less pas­sion and in a ju­di­cial spir­it, un­der the pres­id­ency of the step­daugh­ter. The sup­per passed un­hap­pily and cul­min­ated in a pain­ful scene. Mr. Cave gave way at last to ex­treme ex­as­per­a­tion, and went out banging the front door vi­ol­ently. The rest of the fam­ily, hav­ing dis­cussed him with the free­dom his ab­sence war­ran­ted, hunted the house from gar­ret to cel­lar, hop­ing to light upon the crys­tal.

			The next day the two cus­tom­ers called again. They were re­ceived by Mrs. Cave al­most in tears. It tran­spired that no one could ima­gine all that she had stood from Cave at vari­ous times in her mar­ried pil­grim­age … She also gave a garbled ac­count of the dis­ap­pear­ance. The cler­gy­man and the Ori­ent­al laughed si­lently at one an­oth­er, and said it was very ex­traordin­ary. As Mrs. Cave seemed dis­posed to give them the com­plete his­tory of her life they made to leave the shop. Thereupon Mrs. Cave, still cling­ing to hope, asked for the cler­gy­man’s ad­dress, so that, if she could get any­thing out of Cave, she might com­mu­nic­ate it. The ad­dress was duly giv­en, but ap­par­ently was af­ter­wards mis­laid. Mrs. Cave can re­mem­ber noth­ing about it.

			In the even­ing of that day, the Caves seem to have ex­hausted their emo­tions, and Mr. Cave, who had been out in the af­ter­noon, supped in a gloomy isol­a­tion that con­tras­ted pleas­antly with the im­pas­sioned con­tro­versy of the pre­vi­ous days. For some time mat­ters were very badly strained in the Cave house­hold, but neither crys­tal nor cus­tom­er re­appeared.

			Now, without min­cing the mat­ter, we must ad­mit that Mr. Cave was a li­ar. He knew per­fectly well where the crys­tal was. It was in the rooms of Mr. Jac­oby Wace, As­sist­ant Demon­strat­or at St. Cath­er­ine’s Hos­pit­al, West­bourne Street. It stood on the side­board par­tially covered by a black vel­vet cloth, and be­side a de­canter of Amer­ic­an whisky. It is from Mr. Wace, in­deed, that the par­tic­u­lars upon which this nar­rat­ive is based were de­rived. Cave had taken off the thing to the hos­pit­al hid­den in the dog­fish sack, and there had pressed the young in­vest­ig­at­or to keep it for him. Mr. Wace was a little du­bi­ous at first. His re­la­tion­ship to Cave was pe­cu­li­ar. He had a taste for sin­gu­lar char­ac­ters, and he had more than once in­vited the old man to smoke and drink in his rooms, and to un­fold his rather amus­ing views of life in gen­er­al and of his wife in par­tic­u­lar. Mr. Wace had en­countered Mrs. Cave, too, on oc­ca­sions when Mr. Cave was not at home to at­tend to him. He knew the con­stant in­ter­fer­ence to which Cave was sub­jec­ted, and hav­ing weighed the story ju­di­cially, he de­cided to give the crys­tal a refuge. Mr. Cave prom­ised to ex­plain the reas­ons for his re­mark­able af­fec­tion for the crys­tal more fully on a later oc­ca­sion, but he spoke dis­tinctly of see­ing vis­ions therein. He called on Mr. Wace the same even­ing.

			He told a com­plic­ated story. The crys­tal he said had come in­to his pos­ses­sion with oth­er odd­ments at the forced sale of an­oth­er curi­os­ity deal­er’s ef­fects, and not know­ing what its value might be, he had tick­eted it at ten shil­lings. It had hung upon his hands at that price for some months, and he was think­ing of “re­du­cing the fig­ure,” when he made a sin­gu­lar dis­cov­ery.

			At that time his health was very bad—and it must be borne in mind that, through­out all this ex­per­i­ence, his phys­ic­al con­di­tion was one of ebb—and he was in con­sid­er­able dis­tress by reas­on of the neg­li­gence, the pos­it­ive ill-treat­ment even, he re­ceived from his wife and stepchil­dren. His wife was vain, ex­tra­vag­ant, un­feel­ing, and had a grow­ing taste for private drink­ing; his step­daugh­ter was mean and over­reach­ing; and his stepson had con­ceived a vi­ol­ent dis­like for him, and lost no chance of show­ing it. The re­quire­ments of his busi­ness pressed heav­ily upon him, and Mr. Wace does not think that he was al­to­geth­er free from oc­ca­sion­al in­tem­per­ance. He had be­gun life in a com­fort­able po­s­i­tion, he was a man of fair edu­ca­tion, and he suffered, for weeks at a stretch, from mel­an­cho­lia and in­som­nia. Afraid to dis­turb his fam­ily, he would slip quietly from his wife’s side, when his thoughts be­came in­tol­er­able, and wander about the house. And about three o’clock one morn­ing, late in Au­gust, chance dir­ec­ted him in­to the shop.

			The dirty little place was im­pen­et­rably black ex­cept in one spot, where he per­ceived an un­usu­al glow of light. Ap­proach­ing this, he dis­covered it to be the crys­tal egg, which was stand­ing on the corner of the counter to­wards the win­dow. A thin ray smote through a crack in the shut­ters, im­pinged upon the ob­ject, and seemed as it were to fill its en­tire in­teri­or.

			It oc­curred to Mr. Cave that this was not in ac­cord­ance with the laws of op­tics as he had known them in his young­er days. He could un­der­stand the rays be­ing re­frac­ted by the crys­tal and com­ing to a fo­cus in its in­teri­or, but this dif­fu­sion jarred with his phys­ic­al con­cep­tions. He ap­proached the crys­tal nearly, peer­ing in­to it and round it, with a tran­si­ent re­viv­al of the sci­entif­ic curi­os­ity that in his youth had de­term­ined his choice of a call­ing. He was sur­prised to find the light not steady, but writh­ing with­in the sub­stance of the egg, as though that ob­ject was a hol­low sphere of some lu­min­ous va­pour. In mov­ing about to get dif­fer­ent points of view, he sud­denly found that he had come between it and the ray, and that the crys­tal none the less re­mained lu­min­ous. Greatly as­ton­ished, he lif­ted it out of the light ray and car­ried it to the darkest part of the shop. It re­mained bright for some four or five minutes, when it slowly faded and went out. He placed it in the thin streak of day­light, and its lu­min­ous­ness was al­most im­me­di­ately re­stored.

			So far, at least, Mr. Wace was able to veri­fy the re­mark­able story of Mr. Cave. He has him­self re­peatedly held this crys­tal in a ray of light (which had to be of a less dia­met­er than one mil­li­metre). And in a per­fect dark­ness, such as could be pro­duced by vel­vet wrap­ping, the crys­tal did un­doubtedly ap­pear very faintly phos­phor­es­cent. It would seem, how­ever, that the lu­min­ous­ness was of some ex­cep­tion­al sort, and not equally vis­ible to all eyes; for Mr. Har­binger—whose name will be fa­mil­i­ar to the sci­entif­ic read­er in con­nec­tion with the Pas­teur In­sti­tute—was quite un­able to see any light whatever. And Mr. Wace’s own ca­pa­city for its ap­pre­ci­ation was out of com­par­is­on in­feri­or to that of Mr. Cave’s. Even with Mr. Cave the power var­ied very con­sid­er­ably: his vis­ion was most vivid dur­ing states of ex­treme weak­ness and fa­tigue.

			Now, from the out­set this light in the crys­tal ex­er­cised a curi­ous fas­cin­a­tion upon Mr. Cave. And it says more for his loneli­ness of soul than a volume of pathet­ic writ­ing could do, that he told no hu­man be­ing of his curi­ous ob­ser­va­tions. He seems to have been liv­ing in such an at­mo­sphere of petty spite that to ad­mit the ex­ist­ence of a pleas­ure would have been to risk the loss of it. He found that as the dawn ad­vanced, and the amount of dif­fused light in­creased, the crys­tal be­came to all ap­pear­ance non-lu­min­ous. And for some time he was un­able to see any­thing in it, ex­cept at night­time, in dark corners of the shop.

			But the use of an old vel­vet cloth, which he used as a back­ground for a col­lec­tion of min­er­als, oc­curred to him, and by doub­ling this, and put­ting it over his head and hands, he was able to get a sight of the lu­min­ous move­ment with­in the crys­tal even in the day­time. He was very cau­tious lest he should be thus dis­covered by his wife, and he prac­tised this oc­cu­pa­tion only in the af­ter­noons, while she was asleep up­stairs, and then cir­cum­spectly in a hol­low un­der the counter. And one day, turn­ing the crys­tal about in his hands, he saw some­thing. It came and went like a flash, but it gave him the im­pres­sion that the ob­ject had for a mo­ment opened to him the view of a wide and spa­cious and strange coun­try; and, turn­ing it about, he did, just as the light faded, see the same vis­ion again.

			Now, it would be te­di­ous and un­ne­ces­sary to state all the phases of Mr. Cave’s dis­cov­ery from this point. Suf­fice that the ef­fect was this: the crys­tal, be­ing peered in­to at an angle of about 137 de­grees from the dir­ec­tion of the il­lu­min­at­ing ray, gave a clear and con­sist­ent pic­ture of a wide and pe­cu­li­ar coun­tryside. It was not dream­like at all: it pro­duced a def­in­ite im­pres­sion of real­ity, and the bet­ter the light the more real and sol­id it seemed. It was a mov­ing pic­ture: that is to say, cer­tain ob­jects moved in it, but slowly in an or­derly man­ner like real things, and, ac­cord­ing as the dir­ec­tion of the light­ing and vis­ion changed, the pic­ture changed also. It must, in­deed, have been like look­ing through an oval glass at a view, and turn­ing the glass about to get at dif­fer­ent as­pects.

			Mr. Cave’s state­ments, Mr. Wace as­sures me, were ex­tremely cir­cum­stan­tial, and en­tirely free from any of that emo­tion­al qual­ity that taints hal­lu­cin­at­ory im­pres­sions. But it must be re­membered that all the ef­forts of Mr. Wace to see any sim­il­ar clar­ity in the faint opales­cence of the crys­tal were wholly un­suc­cess­ful, try as he would. The dif­fer­ence in in­tens­ity of the im­pres­sions re­ceived by the two men was very great, and it is quite con­ceiv­able that what was a view to Mr. Cave was a mere blurred nebu­los­ity to Mr. Wace.

			The view, as Mr. Cave de­scribed it, was in­vari­ably of an ex­tens­ive plain, and he seemed al­ways to be look­ing at it from a con­sid­er­able height, as if from a tower or a mast. To the east and to the west the plain was bounded at a re­mote dis­tance by vast red­dish cliffs, which re­minded him of those he had seen in some pic­ture; but what the pic­ture was Mr. Wace was un­able to as­cer­tain. These cliffs passed north and south—he could tell the points of the com­pass by the stars that were vis­ible of a night—re­ced­ing in an al­most il­lim­it­able per­spect­ive and fad­ing in­to the mists of the dis­tance be­fore they met. He was near­er the east­ern set of cliffs, on the oc­ca­sion of his first vis­ion the sun was rising over them, and black against the sun­light and pale against their shad­ow ap­peared a mul­ti­tude of soar­ing forms that Mr. Cave re­garded as birds. A vast range of build­ings spread be­low him; he seemed to be look­ing down upon them; and, as they ap­proached the blurred and re­frac­ted edge of the pic­ture, they be­came in­dis­tinct. There were also trees curi­ous in shape, and in col­our­ing, a deep mossy green and an ex­quis­ite grey, be­side a wide and shin­ing canal. And some­thing great and bril­liantly col­oured flew across the pic­ture. But the first time Mr. Cave saw these pic­tures he saw only in flashes, his hands shook, his head moved, the vis­ion came and went, and grew foggy and in­dis­tinct. And at first he had the greatest dif­fi­culty in find­ing the pic­ture again once the dir­ec­tion of it was lost.

			His next clear vis­ion, which came about a week after the first, the in­ter­val hav­ing yiel­ded noth­ing but tan­tal­ising glimpses and some use­ful ex­per­i­ence, showed him the view down the length of the val­ley. The view was dif­fer­ent, but he had a curi­ous per­sua­sion, which his sub­sequent ob­ser­va­tions abund­antly con­firmed, that he was re­gard­ing this strange world from ex­actly the same spot, al­though he was look­ing in a dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tion. The long façade of the great build­ing, whose roof he had looked down upon be­fore, was now re­ced­ing in per­spect­ive. He re­cog­nised the roof. In the front of the façade was a ter­race of massive pro­por­tions and ex­traordin­ary length, and down the middle of the ter­race, at cer­tain in­ter­vals, stood huge but very grace­ful masts, bear­ing small shiny ob­jects which re­flec­ted the set­ting sun. The im­port of these small ob­jects did not oc­cur to Mr. Cave un­til some time after, as he was de­scrib­ing the scene to Mr. Wace. The ter­race over­hung a thick­et of the most lux­uri­ant and grace­ful ve­get­a­tion, and bey­ond this was a wide grassy lawn on which cer­tain broad creatures, in form like beetles but enorm­ously lar­ger, re­posed. Bey­ond this again was a richly dec­or­ated cause­way of pink­ish stone; and bey­ond that, and lined with dense red weeds, and passing up the val­ley ex­actly par­al­lel with the dis­tant cliffs, was a broad and mir­ror-like ex­panse of wa­ter. The air seemed full of squad­rons of great birds, man­oeuv­ring in stately curves; and across the river was a mul­ti­tude of splen­did build­ings, richly col­oured and glit­ter­ing with metal­lic tracery and fa­cets, among a forest of moss-like and lichen­ous trees. And sud­denly some­thing flapped re­peatedly across the vis­ion, like the flut­ter­ing of a jew­elled fan or the beat­ing of a wing, and a face, or rather the up­per part of a face with very large eyes, came as it were close to his own and as if on the oth­er side of the crys­tal. Mr. Cave was so startled and so im­pressed by the ab­so­lute real­ity of these eyes, that he drew his head back from the crys­tal to look be­hind it. He had be­come so ab­sorbed in watch­ing that he was quite sur­prised to find him­self in the cool dark­ness of his little shop, with its fa­mil­i­ar odour of methyl, musti­ness, and de­cay. And, as he blinked about him, the glow­ing crys­tal faded, and went out.

			Such were the first gen­er­al im­pres­sions of Mr. Cave. The story is curi­ously dir­ect and cir­cum­stan­tial. From the out­set, when the val­ley first flashed mo­ment­ar­ily on his senses, his ima­gin­a­tion was strangely af­fected, and, as he began to ap­pre­ci­ate the de­tails of the scene he saw, his won­der rose to the point of a pas­sion. He went about his busi­ness list­less and dis­traught, think­ing only of the time when he should be able to re­turn to his watch­ing. And then a few weeks after his first sight of the val­ley came the two cus­tom­ers, the stress and ex­cite­ment of their of­fer, and the nar­row es­cape of the crys­tal from sale, as I have already told.

			Now, while the thing was Mr. Cave’s secret, it re­mained a mere won­der, a thing to creep to cov­ertly and peep at, as a child might peep upon a for­bid­den garden. But Mr. Wace has, for a young sci­entif­ic in­vest­ig­at­or, a par­tic­u­larly lu­cid and con­sec­ut­ive habit of mind. Dir­ectly the crys­tal and its story came to him, and he had sat­is­fied him­self, by see­ing the phos­phor­es­cence with his own eyes, that there really was a cer­tain evid­ence for Mr. Cave’s state­ments, he pro­ceeded to de­vel­op the mat­ter sys­tem­at­ic­ally. Mr. Cave was only too eager to come and feast his eyes on this won­der­land he saw, and he came every night from half-past eight un­til half-past ten, and some­times, in Mr. Wace’s ab­sence, dur­ing the day. On Sunday af­ter­noons, also, he came. From the out­set Mr. Wace made co­pi­ous notes, and it was due to his sci­entif­ic meth­od that the re­la­tion between the dir­ec­tion from which the ini­ti­at­ing ray entered the crys­tal and the ori­ent­a­tion of the pic­ture were proved. And, by cov­er­ing the crys­tal in a box per­for­ated only with a small aper­ture to ad­mit the ex­cit­ing ray, and by sub­sti­tut­ing black hol­land for his buff blinds, he greatly im­proved the con­di­tions of the ob­ser­va­tions; so that in a little while they were able to sur­vey the val­ley in any dir­ec­tion they de­sired.

			So hav­ing cleared the way, we may give a brief ac­count of this vis­ion­ary world with­in the crys­tal. The things were in all cases seen by Mr. Cave, and the meth­od of work­ing was in­vari­ably for him to watch the crys­tal and re­port what he saw, while Mr. Wace (who as a sci­ence stu­dent had learnt the trick of writ­ing in the dark) wrote a brief note of his re­port. When the crys­tal faded, it was put in­to its box in the prop­er po­s­i­tion and the elec­tric light turned on. Mr. Wace asked ques­tions, and sug­ges­ted ob­ser­va­tions to clear up dif­fi­cult points. Noth­ing, in­deed, could have been less vis­ion­ary and more mat­ter-of-fact.

			The at­ten­tion of Mr. Cave had been speedily dir­ec­ted to the bird­like creatures he had seen so abund­antly present in each of his earli­er vis­ions. His first im­pres­sion was soon cor­rec­ted, and he con­sidered for a time that they might rep­res­ent a di­urn­al spe­cies of bat. Then he thought, grot­esquely enough, that they might be cher­ubs. Their heads were round, and curi­ously hu­man, and it was the eyes of one of them that had so startled him on his second ob­ser­va­tion. They had broad, sil­very wings, not feathered, but glisten­ing al­most as bril­liantly as new-killed fish and with the same subtle play of col­our, and these wings were not built on the plan of bird-wing or bat, Mr. Wace learned, but sup­por­ted by curved ribs ra­di­at­ing from the body. (A sort of but­ter­fly wing with curved ribs seems best to ex­press their ap­pear­ance.) The body was small, but fit­ted with two bunches of pre­hensile or­gans, like long tentacles, im­me­di­ately un­der the mouth. In­cred­ible as it ap­peared to Mr. Wace, the per­sua­sion at last be­came ir­res­ist­ible, that it was these creatures which owned the great quasi-hu­man build­ings and the mag­ni­fi­cent garden that made the broad val­ley so splen­did. And Mr. Cave per­ceived that the build­ings, with oth­er pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies, had no doors, but that the great cir­cu­lar win­dows, which opened freely, gave the creatures egress and en­trance. They would alight upon their tentacles, fold their wings to a small­ness al­most rod-like, and hop in­to the in­teri­or. But among them was a mul­ti­tude of smal­ler-winged creatures, like great dragon­flies and moths and fly­ing beetles, and across the green­sward bril­liantly-col­oured gi­gant­ic ground-beetles crawled lazily to and fro. Moreover, on the cause­ways and ter­races, large-headed creatures sim­il­ar to the great­er winged flies, but wing­less, were vis­ible, hop­ping busily upon their hand-like tangle of tentacles.

			Al­lu­sion has already been made to the glit­ter­ing ob­jects upon masts that stood upon the ter­race of the near­er build­ing. It dawned upon Mr. Cave, after re­gard­ing one of these masts very fix­edly on one par­tic­u­larly vivid day, that the glit­ter­ing ob­ject there was a crys­tal ex­actly like that in­to which he peered. And a still more care­ful scru­tiny con­vinced him that each one in a vista of nearly twenty car­ried a sim­il­ar ob­ject.

			Oc­ca­sion­ally one of the large fly­ing creatures would flut­ter up to one, and, fold­ing its wings and coil­ing a num­ber of its tentacles about the mast, would re­gard the crys­tal fix­edly for a space—some­times for as long as fif­teen minutes. And a series of ob­ser­va­tions, made at the sug­ges­tion of Mr. Wace, con­vinced both watch­ers that, so far as this vis­ion­ary world was con­cerned, the crys­tal in­to which they peered ac­tu­ally stood at the sum­mit of the end­most mast on the ter­race, and that on one oc­ca­sion at least one of these in­hab­it­ants of this oth­er world had looked in­to Mr. Cave’s face while he was mak­ing these ob­ser­va­tions.

			So much for the es­sen­tial facts of this very sin­gu­lar story. Un­less we dis­miss it all as the in­geni­ous fab­ric­a­tion of Mr. Wace, we have to be­lieve one of two things: either that Mr. Cave’s crys­tal was in two worlds at once, and that, while it was car­ried about in one, it re­mained sta­tion­ary in the oth­er, which seems al­to­geth­er ab­surd; or else that it had some pe­cu­li­ar re­la­tion of sym­pathy with an­oth­er and ex­actly sim­il­ar crys­tal in this oth­er world, so that what was seen in the in­teri­or of the one in this world was, un­der suit­able con­di­tions, vis­ible to an ob­serv­er in the cor­res­pond­ing crys­tal in the oth­er world; and vice versa. At present, in­deed, we do not know of any way in which two crys­tals could so come en rap­port, but nowadays we know enough to un­der­stand that the thing is not al­to­geth­er im­possible. This view of the crys­tals as en rap­port was the sup­pos­i­tion that oc­curred to Mr. Wace, and to me at least it seems ex­tremely plaus­ible.

			And where was this oth­er world? On this, also, the alert in­tel­li­gence of Mr. Wace speedily threw light. After sun­set, the sky darkened rap­idly—there was a very brief twi­light in­ter­val in­deed—and the stars shone out. They were re­cog­nis­ably the same as those we see, ar­ranged in the same con­stel­la­tions. Mr. Cave re­cog­nised the Bear, the Plei­ades, Alde­baran, and Siri­us: so that the oth­er world must be some­where in the sol­ar sys­tem, and, at the ut­most, only a few hun­dreds of mil­lions of miles from our own. Fol­low­ing up this clue, Mr. Wace learned that the mid­night sky was a dark­er blue even than our mid­winter sky, and that the sun seemed a little smal­ler. And there were two small moons! “like our moon but smal­ler, and quite dif­fer­ently marked” one of which moved so rap­idly that its mo­tion was clearly vis­ible as one re­garded it. These moons were nev­er high in the sky, but van­ished as they rose: that is, every time they re­volved they were ec­lipsed be­cause they were so near their primary plan­et. And all this an­swers quite com­pletely, al­though Mr. Cave did not know it, to what must be the con­di­tion of things on Mars.

			In­deed, it seems an ex­ceed­ingly plaus­ible con­clu­sion that peer­ing in­to this crys­tal Mr. Cave did ac­tu­ally see the plan­et Mars and its in­hab­it­ants. And, if that be the case, then the even­ing star that shone so bril­liantly in the sky of that dis­tant vis­ion, was neither more nor less than our own fa­mil­i­ar Earth.

			For a time the Mar­tians—if they were Mar­tians—do not seem to have known of Mr. Cave’s in­spec­tion. Once or twice one would come to peer, and go away very shortly to some oth­er mast, as though the vis­ion was un­sat­is­fact­ory. Dur­ing this time Mr. Cave was able to watch the pro­ceed­ings of these winged people without be­ing dis­turbed by their at­ten­tions, and, al­though his re­port is ne­ces­sar­ily vague and frag­ment­ary, it is nev­er­the­less very sug­gest­ive. Ima­gine the im­pres­sion of hu­man­ity a Mar­tian ob­serv­er would get who, after a dif­fi­cult pro­cess of pre­par­a­tion and with con­sid­er­able fa­tigue to the eyes, was able to peer at Lon­don from the steeple of St. Mar­tin’s Church for stretches, at longest, of four minutes at a time. Mr. Cave was un­able to as­cer­tain if the winged Mar­tians were the same as the Mar­tians who hopped about the cause­ways and ter­races, and if the lat­ter could put on wings at will. He sev­er­al times saw cer­tain clumsy bi­peds, dimly sug­gest­ive of apes, white and par­tially trans­lu­cent, feed­ing among cer­tain of the lichen­ous trees, and once some of these fled be­fore one of the hop­ping, round-headed Mar­tians. The lat­ter caught one in its tentacles, and then the pic­ture faded sud­denly and left Mr. Cave most tan­tal­isingly in the dark. On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion a vast thing, that Mr. Cave thought at first was some gi­gant­ic in­sect, ap­peared ad­van­cing along the cause­way be­side the canal with ex­traordin­ary rapid­ity. As this drew near­er Mr. Cave per­ceived that it was a mech­an­ism of shin­ing metals and of ex­traordin­ary com­plex­ity. And then, when he looked again, it had passed out of sight.

			After a time Mr. Wace as­pired to at­tract the at­ten­tion of the Mar­tians, and the next time that the strange eyes of one of them ap­peared close to the crys­tal Mr. Cave cried out and sprang away, and they im­me­di­ately turned on the light and began to ges­tic­u­late in a man­ner sug­gest­ive of sig­nalling. But when at last Mr. Cave ex­amined the crys­tal again the Mar­tian had de­par­ted.

			Thus far these ob­ser­va­tions had pro­gressed in early Novem­ber, and then Mr. Cave, feel­ing that the sus­pi­cions of his fam­ily about the crys­tal were al­layed, began to take it to and fro with him in or­der that, as oc­ca­sion arose in the day­time or night, he might com­fort him­self with what was fast be­com­ing the most real thing in his ex­ist­ence.

			In Decem­ber Mr. Wace’s work in con­nec­tion with a forth­com­ing ex­am­in­a­tion be­came heavy, the sit­tings were re­luct­antly sus­pen­ded for a week, and for ten or el­ev­en days—he is not quite sure which—he saw noth­ing of Cave. He then grew anxious to re­sume these in­vest­ig­a­tions, and, the stress of his sea­son­al la­bours be­ing abated, he went down to Sev­en Di­als. At the corner he no­ticed a shut­ter be­fore a bird fan­ci­er’s win­dow, and then an­oth­er at a cob­bler’s. Mr. Cave’s shop was closed.

			He rapped and the door was opened by the stepson in black. He at once called Mrs. Cave, who was, Mr. Wace could not but ob­serve, in cheap but ample wid­ow’s weeds of the most im­pos­ing pat­tern. Without any very great sur­prise Mr. Wace learnt that Cave was dead and already bur­ied. She was in tears, and her voice was a little thick. She had just re­turned from Highg­ate. Her mind seemed oc­cu­pied with her own pro­spects and the hon­our­able de­tails of the ob­sequies, but Mr. Wace was at last able to learn the par­tic­u­lars of Cave’s death. He had been found dead in his shop in the early morn­ing, the day after his last vis­it to Mr. Wace, and the crys­tal had been clasped in his stone-cold hands. His face was smil­ing, said Mrs. Cave, and the vel­vet cloth from the min­er­als lay on the floor at his feet. He must have been dead five or six hours when he was found.

			This came as a great shock to Wace, and he began to re­proach him­self bit­terly for hav­ing neg­lected the plain symp­toms of the old man’s ill-health. But his chief thought was of the crys­tal. He ap­proached that top­ic in a gingerly man­ner, be­cause he knew Mrs. Cave’s pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies. He was dumb­foun­ded to learn that it was sold.

			Mrs. Cave’s first im­pulse, dir­ectly Cave’s body had been taken up­stairs, had been to write to the mad cler­gy­man who had offered five pounds for the crys­tal, in­form­ing him of its re­cov­ery; but after a vi­ol­ent hunt in which her daugh­ter joined her, they were con­vinced of the loss of his ad­dress. As they were without the means re­quired to mourn and bury Cave in the elab­or­ate style the dig­nity of an old Sev­en Di­als in­hab­it­ant de­mands, they had ap­pealed to a friendly fel­low-trades­man in Great Port­land Street. He had very kindly taken over a por­tion of the stock at a valu­ation. The valu­ation was his own and the crys­tal egg was in­cluded in one of the lots. Mr. Wace, after a few suit­able con­sol­at­ory ob­ser­va­tions, a little off­han­dedly proffered per­haps, hur­ried at once to Great Port­land Street. But there he learned that the crys­tal egg had already been sold to a tall, dark man in grey. And there the ma­ter­i­al facts in this curi­ous, and to me at least very sug­gest­ive, story come ab­ruptly to an end. The Great Port­land Street deal­er did not know who the tall dark man in grey was, nor had he ob­served him with suf­fi­cient at­ten­tion to de­scribe him minutely. He did not even know which way this per­son had gone after leav­ing the shop. For a time Mr. Wace re­mained in the shop, try­ing the deal­er’s pa­tience with hope­less ques­tions, vent­ing his own ex­as­per­a­tion. And at last, real­ising ab­ruptly that the whole thing had passed out of his hands, had van­ished like a vis­ion of the night, he re­turned to his own rooms, a little as­ton­ished to find the notes he had made still tan­gible and vis­ible upon his un­tidy table.

			His an­noy­ance and dis­ap­point­ment were nat­ur­ally very great. He made a second call (equally in­ef­fec­tu­al) upon the Great Port­land Street deal­er, and he re­sor­ted to ad­vert­ise­ments in such peri­od­ic­als as were likely to come in­to the hands of a bric-a-brac col­lect­or. He also wrote let­ters to The Daily Chron­icle and Nature, but both those peri­od­ic­als, sus­pect­ing a hoax, asked him to re­con­sider his ac­tion be­fore they prin­ted, and he was ad­vised that such a strange story, un­for­tu­nately so bare of sup­port­ing evid­ence, might im­per­il his repu­ta­tion as an in­vest­ig­at­or. Moreover, the calls of his prop­er work were ur­gent. So that after a month or so, save for an oc­ca­sion­al re­mind­er to cer­tain deal­ers, he had re­luct­antly to aban­don the quest for the crys­tal egg, and from that day to this it re­mains un­dis­covered. Oc­ca­sion­ally, how­ever, he tells me, and I can quite be­lieve him, he has bursts of zeal, in which he aban­dons his more ur­gent oc­cu­pa­tion and re­sumes the search.

			Wheth­er or not it will re­main lost forever, with the ma­ter­i­al and ori­gin of it, are things equally spec­u­lat­ive at the present time. If the present pur­chaser is a col­lect­or, one would have ex­pec­ted the en­quir­ies of Mr. Wace to have reached him through the deal­ers. He has been able to dis­cov­er Mr. Cave’s cler­gy­man and “Ori­ent­al”—no oth­er than the Rev. James Park­er and the young Prince of Bosso-Kuni in Java. I am ob­liged to them for cer­tain par­tic­u­lars. The ob­ject of the Prince was simply curi­os­ity—and ex­tra­vag­ance. He was so eager to buy, be­cause Cave was so oddly re­luct­ant to sell. It is just as pos­sible that the buy­er in the second in­stance was simply a cas­u­al pur­chaser and not a col­lect­or at all, and the crys­tal egg, for all I know, may at the present mo­ment be with­in a mile of me, dec­or­at­ing a draw­ing-room or serving as a pa­per­weight—its re­mark­able func­tions all un­known. In­deed, it is partly with the idea of such a pos­sib­il­ity that I have thrown this nar­rat­ive in­to a form that will give it a chance of be­ing read by the or­din­ary con­sumer of fic­tion.

			My own ideas in the mat­ter are prac­tic­ally identic­al with those of Mr. Wace. I be­lieve the crys­tal on the mast in Mars and the crys­tal egg of Mr. Cave’s to be in some phys­ic­al, but at present quite in­ex­plic­able, way en rap­port, and we both be­lieve fur­ther that the ter­restri­al crys­tal must have been—pos­sibly at some re­mote date—sent hith­er from that plan­et, in or­der to give the Mar­tians a near view of our af­fairs. Pos­sibly the fel­lows to the crys­tals in the oth­er masts are also on our globe. No the­ory of hal­lu­cin­a­tion suf­fices for the facts.

		
	
		
			The Lost Inheritance

			“My uncle,” said the man with the glass eye, “was what you might call a hemi-semi-demi mil­lion­aire. He was worth about a hun­dred and twenty thou­sand. Quite. And he left me all his money.”

			I glanced at the shiny sleeve of his coat, and my eye trav­elled up to the frayed col­lar.

			“Every penny,” said the man with the glass eye, and I caught the act­ive pu­pil look­ing at me with a touch of of­fence.

			“I’ve nev­er had any wind­falls like that,” I said, try­ing to speak en­vi­ously and pro­pi­ti­ate him.

			“Even a leg­acy isn’t al­ways a bless­ing,” he re­marked with a sigh, and with an air of philo­soph­ic­al resig­na­tion he put the red nose and the wiry mous­tache in­to his tank­ard for a space.

			“Per­haps not,” I said.

			“He was an au­thor, you see, and he wrote a lot of books.”

			“In­deed!”

			“That was the trouble of it all.” He stared at me with the avail­able eye to see if I grasped his state­ment, then aver­ted his face a little and pro­duced a tooth­pick.

			“You see,” he said, smack­ing his lips after a pause, “it was like this. He was my uncle—my ma­ter­nal uncle. And he had—what shall I call it?—a weak­ness for writ­ing edi­fy­ing lit­er­at­ure. Weak­ness is hardly the word—down­right mania is near­er the mark. He’d been lib­rar­i­an in a Poly­tech­nic, and as soon as the money came to him he began to in­dulge his am­bi­tion. It’s a simply ex­traordin­ary and in­com­pre­hens­ible thing to me. Here was a man of thirty-sev­en sud­denly dropped in­to a per­fect pile of gold, and he didn’t go—not a day’s bust on it. One would think a chap would go and get him­self dressed a bit de­cent—say a couple of dozen pairs of trousers at a West End tail­or’s; but he nev­er did. You’d hardly be­lieve it, but when he died he hadn’t even a gold watch. It seems wrong for people like that to have money. All he did was just to take a house, and or­der in pretty nearly five tons of books and ink and pa­per, and set to writ­ing edi­fy­ing lit­er­at­ure as hard as ever he could write. I can’t un­der­stand it! But he did. The money came to him, curi­ously enough, through a ma­ter­nal uncle of his, un­ex­pec­ted like, when he was sev­en-and-thirty. My moth­er, it happened, was his only re­la­tion in the wide, wide world, ex­cept some second cous­ins of his. And I was her only son. You fol­low all that? The second cous­ins had one only son, too, but they brought him to see the old man too soon. He was rather a spoilt young­ster, was this son of theirs, and dir­ectly he set eyes on my uncle, he began bawl­ing out as hard as he could. ‘Take ’im away—er,’ he says, ‘take ’im away,’ and so did for him­self en­tirely. It was pretty straight sail­ing, you’d think, for me, eh? And my moth­er, be­ing a sens­ible, care­ful wo­man, settled the busi­ness in her own mind long be­fore he did.

			“He was a curi­ous little chap, was my uncle, as I re­mem­ber him. I don’t won­der at the kid be­ing scared. Hair, just like these Ja­pan­ese dolls they sell, black and straight and stiff all round the brim and none in the middle, and be­low, a whit­ish kind of face and rather large dark grey eyes mov­ing about be­hind his spec­tacles. He used to at­tach a great deal of im­port­ance to dress, and al­ways wore a flap­ping over­coat and a big-brimmed felt hat of a most ex­traordin­ary size. He looked a rummy little beg­gar, I can tell you. In­doors it was, as a rule, a dirty red flan­nel dress­ing-gown and a black skullcap he had. That black skullcap made him look like the por­traits of all kinds of cel­eb­rated people. He was al­ways mov­ing about from house to house, was my uncle, with his chair which had be­longed to Sav­age Landor, and his two writ­ing-tables, one of Carlyle’s and the oth­er of Shel­ley’s, so the deal­er told him, and the com­pletest port­able ref­er­ence lib­rary in Eng­land, he said he had—and he lugged the whole cara­van, now to a house at Down, near Dar­win’s old place, then to Reigate, near Meredith, then off to Haslemere, then back to Chelsea for a bit, and then up to Hamp­stead. He knew there was some­thing wrong with his stuff, but he nev­er knew there was any­thing wrong with his brains. It was al­ways the air, or the wa­ter, or the alti­tude, or some tommyrot like that. ‘So much de­pends on en­vir­on­ment,’ he used to say, and stare at you hard, as if he half sus­pec­ted you were hid­ing a grin at him some­where un­der your face. ‘So much de­pends on en­vir­on­ment to a sens­it­ive mind like mine.’

			“What was his name? You wouldn’t know it if I told you. He wrote noth­ing that any­one has ever read—noth­ing. No one could read it. He wanted to be a great teach­er, he said, and he didn’t know what he wanted to teach any more than a child. So he just blethered at large about Truth and Right­eous­ness, and the Spir­it of His­tory, and all that. Book after book he wrote and pub­lished at his own ex­pense. He wasn’t quite right in his head, you know, really; and to hear him go on at the crit­ics—not be­cause they slated him, mind you—he liked that—but be­cause they didn’t take any no­tice of him at all. ‘What do the na­tions want?’ he would ask, hold­ing out his brown old claw. ‘Why, teach­ing—guid­ance! They are scattered upon the hills like sheep without a shep­herd. There is War and Ru­mours of War, the un­laid Spir­it of Dis­cord abroad in the land, Ni­hil­ism, Vi­vi­sec­tion, Vac­cin­a­tion, Drunk­en­ness, Pen­ury, Want, So­cial­ist­ic Er­ror, Selfish Cap­it­al! Do you see the clouds, Ted?’—My name, you know—‘Do you see the clouds lower­ing over the land? and be­hind it all—the Mon­gol waits!’ He was al­ways very great on Mon­gols and the Spectre of So­cial­ism, and such­like things.

			“Then out would come his fin­ger at me, and with his eyes all afire and his skullcap askew, he would whis­per: ‘And here am I. What do I want? Na­tions to teach. Na­tions! I say it with all mod­esty, Ted, I could. I would guide them; nay! but I will guide them to a safe haven, to the land of Right­eous­ness, flow­ing with milk and honey.’

			“That’s how he used to go on. Ramble, rave about the na­tions, and right­eous­ness, and that kind of thing. Kind of mince­meat of Bible and bleth­ers. From four­teen up to three-and-twenty, when I might have been im­prov­ing my mind, my moth­er used to wash me and brush my hair (at least in the earli­er years of it), with a nice part­ing down the middle, and take me, once or twice a week, to hear this old lun­at­ic jab­ber about things he had read of in the morn­ing pa­pers, try­ing to do it as much like Carlyle as he could, and I used to sit ac­cord­ing to in­struc­tions, and look in­tel­li­gent and nice, and pre­tend to be tak­ing it all in. Af­ter­wards I used to go of my own free will, out of a re­gard for the leg­acy. I was the only per­son that used to go and see him. He wrote, I be­lieve, to every man who made the slight­est stir in the world, send­ing him a copy or so of his books, and in­vit­ing him to come and talk about the na­tions to him; but half of them didn’t an­swer, and none ever came. And when the girl let you in—she was an art­ful bit of goods, that girl—there were heaps of let­ters on the hall-seat wait­ing to go off, ad­dressed to Prince Bis­mark, the Pres­id­ent of the United States, and such­like people. And one went up the stair­case and along the cob­webby pas­sage—the house­keep­er drank like fury, and his pas­sages were al­ways cob­webby—and found him at last, with books turned down all over the room, and heaps of torn pa­per on the floor, and tele­grams and news­pa­pers littered about, and empty cof­fee-cups and half-eaten bits of toast on the desk and the man­tel. You’d see his back humped up, and his hair would be stick­ing out quite straight between the col­lar of that dress­ing-gown thing and the edge of the skullcap.

			“ ‘A mo­ment!’ he would say. ‘A mo­ment!’ over his shoulder. ‘The mot juste, you know, Ted, le mot juste. Right­eous thought right­eously ex­pressed—Aah!—con­cat­en­a­tion. And now, Ted,’ he’d say, spin­ning round in his study chair, ‘how’s Young Eng­land?’ That was his silly name for me.

			“Well, that was my uncle, and that was how he talked—to me, at any rate. With oth­ers about he seemed a bit shy. And he not only talked to me, but he gave me his books, books of six hun­dred pages or so, with cock­eyed head­ings, ‘The Shriek­ing Sis­ter­hood,’ ‘The Be­hemoth of Bigotry,’ ‘Cru­cibles and Cul­lenders,’ and so on. All very strong, and none of them ori­gin­al. The very last time but one that I saw him he gave me a book. He was feel­ing ill even then, and his hand shook and he was des­pond­ent. I no­ticed it be­cause I was nat­ur­ally on the lookout for those little symp­toms. ‘My last book, Ted,’ he said. ‘My last book, my boy; my last word to the deaf and hardened na­tions;’ and I’m hanged if a tear didn’t go rolling down his yel­low old cheek. He was reg­u­lar cry­ing be­cause it was so nearly over, and he hadn’t only writ­ten about fifty-three books of rub­bish. ‘I’ve some­times thought, Ted’—he said, and stopped.

			“ ‘Per­haps I’ve been a bit hasty and angry with this stiff-necked gen­er­a­tion. A little more sweet­ness, per­haps, and a little less blind­ing light. I’ve some­times thought—I might have swayed them. But I’ve done my best, Ted.’

			“And then, with a burst, for the first and last time in his life he owned him­self a fail­ure. It showed he was really ill. He seemed to think for a minute, and then he spoke quietly and low, as sane and sober as I am now. ‘I’ve been a fool, Ted,’ he said. ‘I’ve been flap­ping non­sense all my life. Only He who reade­th the heart knows wheth­er this is any­thing more than van­ity. Ted, I don’t. But He knows, He knows, and if I have done fool­ishly and vainly, in my heart—in my heart’—

			“Just like that he spoke, re­peat­ing him­self, and he stopped quite short and handed the book to me, trem­bling. Then the old shine came back in­to his eye. I re­mem­ber it all fairly well, be­cause I re­peated it and ac­ted it to my old moth­er when I got home, to cheer her up a bit. ‘Take this book and read it,’ he said. ‘It’s my last word, my very last word. I’ve left all my prop­erty to you, Ted, and may you use it bet­ter than I have done.’ And then he fell a-cough­ing.

			“I re­mem­ber that quite well even now, and how I went home cock-a-hoop, and how he was in bed the next time I called. The house­keep­er was down­stairs drunk, and I fooled about—as a young man will—with the girl in the pas­sage be­fore I went to him. He was sink­ing fast. But even then his van­ity clung to him.

			“ ‘Have you read it?’ he whispered.

			“ ‘Sat up all night read­ing it,’ I said in his ear to cheer him. ‘It’s the last,’ said I, and then, with a memory of some po­etry or oth­er in my head, ‘but it’s the bravest and best.’

			“He smiled a little and tried to squeeze my hand as a wo­man might do, and left off squeez­ing in the middle, and lay still. ‘The bravest and the best,’ said I again, see­ing it pleased him. But he didn’t an­swer. I heard the girl giggle out­side the door, for oc­ca­sion­ally we’d had just a bit of in­no­cent laughter, you know, at his ways. I looked at his face, and his eyes were closed, and it was just as if some­body had punched in his nose on either side. But he was still smil­ing. It’s queer to think of—he lay dead, lay dead there, an ut­ter fail­ure, with the smile of suc­cess on his face.

			“That was the end of my uncle. You can ima­gine me and my moth­er saw that he had a de­cent fu­ner­al. Then, of course, came the hunt for the will. We began de­cent and re­spect­ful at first, and be­fore the day was out we were rip­ping chairs, and smash­ing bur­eau pan­els, and sound­ing walls. Every hour we ex­pec­ted those oth­ers to come in. We asked the house­keep­er, and found she’d ac­tu­ally wit­nessed a will—on an or­din­ary half-sheet of note­pa­per it was writ­ten, and very short, she said—not a month ago. The oth­er wit­ness was the garden­er, and he bore her out word for word. But I’m hanged if there was that or any oth­er will to be found. The way my moth­er talked must have made him turn in his grave. At last a law­yer at Reigate sprang one on us that had been made years ago dur­ing some tem­por­ary quar­rel with my moth­er. I’m blest if that wasn’t the only will to be dis­covered any­where, and it left every penny he pos­sessed to that ‘Take ’im away’ young­ster of his second cous­in’s—a chap who’d nev­er had to stand his talk­ing not for one af­ter­noon of his life.”

			The man with the glass eye stopped.

			“I thought you said”—I began.

			“Half a minute,” said the man with the glass eye. “I had to wait for the end of the story till this very morn­ing, and I was a blessed sight more in­ter­ested than you are. You just wait a bit too. They ex­ecuted the will, and the oth­er chap in­her­ited, and dir­ectly he was one-and-twenty he began to blew it. How he did blew it, to be sure! He bet, he drank, he got in the pa­pers for this and that. I tell you, it makes me wriggle to think of the times he had. He blewed every ha’penny of it be­fore he was thirty, and the last I heard of him was—Hol­lo­way! Three years ago.

			“Well, I nat­ur­ally fell on hard times, be­cause, as you see, the only trade I knew was leg­acy-cadging. All my plans were wait­ing over to be­gin, so to speak, when the old chap died. I’ve had my ups and downs since then. Just now it’s a peri­od of de­pres­sion. I tell you frankly, I’m on the lookout for help. I was hunt­ing round my room to find some­thing to raise a bit on for im­me­di­ate ne­ces­sit­ies, and the sight of all those present­a­tion volumes—no one will buy them, not to wrap but­ter in, even—well, they an­noyed me. I’d prom­ised him not to part with them, and I nev­er kept a prom­ise easi­er. I let out at them with my boot, and sent them shoot­ing across the room. One lif­ted at the kick, and spun through the air. And out of it flapped—You guess?

			“It was the will. He’d giv­en it me him­self in that very last volume of all.”

			He fol­ded his arms on the table, and looked sadly with the act­ive eye at his empty tank­ard. He shook his head slowly, and said softly, “I’d nev­er opened the book, much more cut a page!” Then he looked up, with a bit­ter laugh, for my sym­pathy. “Fancy hid­ing it there! Eigh? Of all places.”

			He began to fish ab­sently for a dead fly with his fin­ger. “It just shows you the van­ity of au­thors,” he said, look­ing up at me. “It wasn’t no trick of his. He’d meant per­fectly fair. He’d really thought I was really go­ing home to read that blessed book of his through. But it shows you, don’t it?”—his eye went down to the tank­ard again—“It shows you, too, how we poor hu­man be­ings fail to un­der­stand one an­oth­er.”

			But there was no mis­un­der­stand­ing the elo­quent thirst of his eye. He ac­cep­ted with ill-feigned sur­prise. He said, in the usu­al subtle for­mula, that he didn’t mind if he did.

		
	
		
			A Story of the Stone Age

			
				
					I

					Ugh-Lo­mi and Uya

				
				This story is of a time bey­ond the memory of man, be­fore the be­gin­ning of his­tory, a time when one might have walked dry­shod from France (as we call it now) to Eng­land, and when a broad and slug­gish Thames flowed through its marshes to meet its fath­er Rhine, flow­ing through a wide and level coun­try that is un­der wa­ter in these lat­ter days, and which we know by the name of the North Sea. In that re­mote age the val­ley which runs along the foot of the Downs did not ex­ist, and the south of Sur­rey was a range of hills, fir-clad on the middle slopes, and snow-capped for the bet­ter part of the year. The cores of its sum­mits still re­main as Leith Hill, and Pitch Hill, and Hind­head. On the lower slopes of the range, be­low the grassy spaces where the wild horses grazed, were forests of yew and sweet-chest­nut and elm, and the thick­ets and dark places hid the grizzly bear and the hy­ena, and the grey apes clambered through the branches. And still lower amidst the wood­land and marsh and open grass along the Wey did this little drama play it­self out to the end that I have to tell. Fifty thou­sand years ago it was, fifty thou­sand years—if the reck­on­ing of geo­lo­gists is cor­rect.

				And in those days the spring­time was as joy­ful as it is now, and sent the blood cours­ing in just the same fash­ion. The af­ter­noon sky was blue with piled white clouds sail­ing through it, and the south­w­est wind came like a soft caress. The new-come swal­lows drove to and fro. The reaches of the river were spangled with white ra­nun­cu­lus, the marshy places were starred with lady’s-smock and lit with marsh­mal­low wherever the re­gi­ments of the sedges lowered their swords, and the north­ward-mov­ing hip­po­pot­ami, shiny black mon­sters, sport­ing clum­sily, came flounder­ing and blun­der­ing through it all, re­joicing dimly and pos­sessed with one clear idea, to splash the river muddy.

				Up the river and well in sight of the hip­po­pot­ami, a num­ber of little buff-col­oured an­im­als dabbled in the wa­ter. There was no fear, no rivalry, and no enmity between them and the hip­po­pot­ami. As the great bulks came crash­ing through the reeds and smashed the mir­ror of the wa­ter in­to sil­very splashes, these little creatures shouted and ges­tic­u­lated with glee. It was the surest sign of high spring. “Bo­loo!” they cried. “Baayah. Bo­loo!” They were the chil­dren of the men folk, the smoke of whose en­camp­ment rose from the knoll at the river’s bend. Wild-eyed young­sters they were, with mat­ted hair and little broad-nosed imp­ish faces, covered (as some chil­dren are covered even nowadays) with a del­ic­ate down of hair. They were nar­row in the loins and long in the arms. And their ears had no lobes, and had little poin­ted tips, a thing that still, in rare in­stances, sur­vives. Stark-na­ked vivid little gip­sies, as act­ive as mon­keys and as full of chat­ter, though a little want­ing in words.

				Their eld­ers were hid­den from the wal­low­ing hip­po­pot­ami by the crest of the knoll. The hu­man squat­ting-place was a trampled area among the dead brown fronds of Roy­al Fern, through which the cro­siers of this year’s growth were un­rolling to the light and warmth. The fire was a smoul­der­ing heap of char, light grey and black, re­plen­ished by the old wo­men from time to time with brown leaves. Most of the men were asleep—they slept sit­ting with their fore­heads on their knees. They had killed that morn­ing a good quarry, enough for all, a deer that had been wounded by hunt­ing dogs; so that there had been no quar­rel­ling among them, and some of the wo­men were still gnaw­ing the bones that lay scattered about. Oth­ers were mak­ing a heap of leaves and sticks to feed Broth­er Fire when the dark­ness came again, that he might grow strong and tall there­with, and guard them against the beasts. And two were pil­ing flints that they brought, an arm­ful at a time, from the bend of the river where the chil­dren were at play.

				None of these buff-skinned sav­ages were clothed, but some wore about their hips rude girdles of ad­der-skin or crack­ling un­dressed hide, from which de­pended little bags, not made, but torn from the paws of beasts, and car­ry­ing the rudely-dressed flints that were men’s chief weapons and tools. And one wo­man, the mate of Uya the Cun­ning Man, wore a won­der­ful neck­lace of per­for­ated fossils—that oth­ers had worn be­fore her. Be­side some of the sleep­ing men lay the big antlers of the elk, with the tines chipped to sharp edges, and long sticks, hacked at the ends with flints in­to sharp points. There was little else save these things and the smoul­der­ing fire to mark these hu­man be­ings off from the wild an­im­als that ranged the coun­try. But Uya the Cun­ning did not sleep, but sat with a bone in his hand and scraped busily there­on with a flint, a thing no an­im­al would do. He was the old­est man in the tribe, beetle-browed, pro­gnathous, lank-armed; he had a beard and his cheeks were hairy, and his chest and arms were black with thick hair. And by vir­tue both of his strength and cun­ning he was mas­ter of the tribe, and his share was al­ways the most and the best.

				Eu­dena had hid­den her­self among the alders, be­cause she was afraid of Uya. She was still a girl, and her eyes were bright and her smile pleas­ant to see. He had giv­en her a piece of the liv­er, a man’s piece, and a won­der­ful treat for a girl to get; but as she took it the oth­er wo­man with the neck­lace had looked at her, an evil glance, and Ugh-lo­mi had made a noise in his throat. At that, Uya had looked at him long and stead­fastly, and Ugh-lo­mi’s face had fallen. And then Uya had looked at her. She was frightened and she had stolen away, while the feed­ing was still go­ing on, and Uya was busy with the mar­row of a bone. Af­ter­wards he had wandered about as if look­ing for her. And now she crouched among the alders, won­der­ing migh­tily what Uya might be do­ing with the flint and the bone. And Ugh-lo­mi was not to be seen.

				Presently a squir­rel came leap­ing through the alders, and she lay so quiet the little man was with­in six feet of her be­fore he saw her. Whereupon he dashed up a stem in a hurry and began to chat­ter and scold her. “What are you do­ing here,” he asked, “away from the oth­er men beasts?” “Peace,” said Eu­dena, but he only chattered more, and then she began to break off the little black cones to throw at him. He dodged and de­fied her, and she grew ex­cited and rose up to throw bet­ter, and then she saw Uya com­ing down the knoll. He had seen the move­ment of her pale arm amidst the thick­et—he was very keen-eyed.

				At that she for­got the squir­rel and set off through the alders and reeds as fast as she could go. She did not care where she went so long as she es­caped Uya. She splashed nearly knee-deep through a swampy place, and saw in front of her a slope of ferns—grow­ing more slender and green as they passed up out of the light in­to the shade of the young chest­nuts. She was soon amidst the trees—she was very fleet of foot, and she ran on and on un­til the forest was old and the vales great, and the vines about their stems where the light came were thick as young trees, and the ropes of ivy stout and tight. On she went, and she doubled and doubled again, and then at last lay down amidst some ferns in a hol­low place near a thick­et, and listened with her heart beat­ing in her ears.

				She heard foot­steps presently rust­ling among the dead leaves, far off, and they died away and everything was still again, ex­cept the scan­dal­ising of the midges—for the even­ing was draw­ing on—and the in­cess­ant whis­per of the leaves. She laughed si­lently to think the cun­ning Uya should go by her. She was not frightened. Some­times, play­ing with the oth­er girls and lads, she had fled in­to the wood, though nev­er so far as this. It was pleas­ant to be hid­den and alone.

				She lay a long time there, glad of her es­cape, and then she sat up listen­ing.

				It was a rap­id pat­ter­ing grow­ing louder and com­ing to­wards her, and in a little while she could hear grunt­ing noises and the snap­ping of twigs. It was a drove of lean grisly wild swine. She turned about her, for a boar is an ill fel­low to pass too closely, on ac­count of the side­way slash of his tusks, and she made off slant­ingly through the trees. But the pat­ter came near­er, they were not feed­ing as they wandered, but go­ing fast—or else they would not over­take her—and she caught the limb of a tree, swung on to it, and ran up the stem with some­thing of the agil­ity of a mon­key.

				Down be­low the sharp brist­ling backs of the swine were already passing when she looked. And she knew the short, sharp grunts they made meant fear. What were they afraid of? A man? They were in a great hurry for just a man.

				And then, so sud­denly it made her grip on the branch tight­en in­vol­un­tar­ily, a fawn star­ted in the brake and rushed after the swine. Some­thing else went by, low and grey, with a long body; she did not know what it was, in­deed she saw it only mo­ment­ar­ily through the in­ter­stices of the young leaves; and then there came a pause.

				She re­mained stiff and ex­pect­ant, as ri­gid al­most as though she was a part of the tree she clung to, peer­ing down.

				Then, far away among the trees, clear for a mo­ment, then hid­den, then vis­ible knee-deep in ferns, then gone again, ran a man. She knew it was young Ugh-lo­mi by the fair col­our of his hair, and there was red upon his face. Some­how his frantic flight and that scar­let mark made her feel sick. And then near­er, run­ning heav­ily and breath­ing hard, came an­oth­er man. At first she could not see, and then she saw, fore­shortened and clear to her, Uya, run­ning with great strides and his eyes star­ing. He was not go­ing after Ugh-lo­mi. His face was white. It was Uya—afraid! He passed, and was still loud hear­ing, when some­thing else, some­thing large and with grizzled fur, swinging along with soft swift strides, came rush­ing in pur­suit of him.

				Eu­dena sud­denly be­came ri­gid, ceased to breathe, her clutch con­vuls­ive, and her eyes start­ing.

				She had nev­er seen the thing be­fore, she did not even see him clearly now, but she knew at once it was the Ter­ror of the Wood­shade. His name was a le­gend, the chil­dren would fright­en one an­oth­er, fright­en even them­selves with his name, and run scream­ing to the squat­ting-place. No man had ever killed any of his kind. Even the mighty mam­moth feared his an­ger. It was the grizzly bear, the lord of the world as the world went then.

				As he ran he made a con­tinu­ous growl­ing grumble. “Men in my very lair! Fight­ing and blood. At the very mouth of my lair. Men, men, men. Fight­ing and blood.” For he was the lord of the wood and of the caves.

				Long after he had passed she re­mained, a girl of stone, star­ing down through the branches. All her power of ac­tion had gone from her. She gripped by in­stinct with hands and knees and feet. It was some time be­fore she could think, and then only one thing was clear in her mind, that the Ter­ror was between her and the tribe—that it would be im­possible to des­cend.

				Presently when her fear was a little abated she clambered in­to a more com­fort­able po­s­i­tion, where a great branch forked. The trees rose about her, so that she could see noth­ing of Broth­er Fire, who is black by day. Birds began to stir, and things that had gone in­to hid­ing for fear of her move­ments crept out …

				After a time the taller branches flamed out at the touch of the sun­set. High over­head the rooks, who were wiser than men, went caw­ing home to their squat­ting-places among the elms. Look­ing down, things were clear­er and dark­er. Eu­dena thought of go­ing back to the squat­ting-place; she let her­self down some way, and then the fear of the Ter­ror of the Wood­shade came again. While she hes­it­ated a rab­bit squealed dis­mally, and she dared not des­cend farther.

				The shad­ows gathered, and the deeps of the forest began stir­ring. Eu­dena went up the tree again to be near­er the light. Down be­low the shad­ows came out of their hid­ing-places and walked abroad. Over­head the blue deepened. A dread­ful still­ness came, and then the leaves began whis­per­ing.

				Eu­dena shivered and thought of Broth­er Fire.

				The shad­ows now were gath­er­ing in the trees, they sat on the branches and watched her. Branches and leaves were turned to omin­ous, quiet black shapes that would spring on her if she stirred. Then the white owl, flit­ting si­lently, came ghostly through the shades. Dark­er grew the world and dark­er, un­til the leaves and twigs against the sky were black, and the ground was hid­den.

				She re­mained there all night, an age-long vi­gil, strain­ing her ears for the things that went on be­low in the dark­ness, and keep­ing mo­tion­less lest some stealthy beast should dis­cov­er her. Man in those days was nev­er alone in the dark, save for such rare ac­ci­dents as this. Age after age he had learnt the les­son of its ter­ror—a les­son we poor chil­dren of his have nowadays pain­fully to un­learn. Eu­dena, though in age a wo­man, was in heart like a little child. She kept as still, poor little an­im­al, as a hare be­fore it is star­ted.

				The stars gathered and watched her—her one grain of com­fort. In one bright one she fan­cied there was some­thing like Ugh-lo­mi. Then she fan­cied it was Ugh-lo­mi. And near him, red and duller, was Uya, and as the night passed Ugh-lo­mi fled be­fore him up the sky.

				She tried to see Broth­er Fire, who guarded the squat­ting-place from beasts, but he was not in sight. And far away she heard the mam­moths trum­pet­ing as they went down to the drink­ing-place, and once some huge bulk with heavy paces hur­ried along, mak­ing a noise like a calf, but what it was she could not see. But she thought from the voice it was Yaaa the rhino­cer­os, who stabs with his nose, goes al­ways alone, and rages without cause.

				At last the little stars began to hide, and then the lar­ger ones. It was like all the an­im­als van­ish­ing be­fore the Ter­ror. The Sun was com­ing, lord of the sky, as the grizzly was lord of the forest. Eu­dena wondered what would hap­pen if one star stayed be­hind. And then the sky paled to the dawn.

				When the day­light came the fear of lurk­ing things passed, and she could des­cend. She was stiff, but not so stiff as you would have been, dear young lady (by vir­tue of your up­bring­ing), and as she had not been trained to eat at least once in three hours, but in­stead had of­ten fas­ted three days, she did not feel un­com­fort­ably hungry. She crept down the tree very cau­tiously, and went her way stealth­ily through the wood, and not a squir­rel sprang or deer star­ted but the ter­ror of the grizzly bear froze her mar­row.

				Her de­sire was now to find her people again. Her dread of Uya the Cun­ning was con­sumed by a great­er dread of loneli­ness. But she had lost her dir­ec­tion. She had run heed­lessly overnight, and she could not tell wheth­er the squat­ting-place was sun­ward or where it lay. Ever and again she stopped and listened, and at last, very far away, she heard a meas­ured chink­ing. It was so faint even in the morn­ing still­ness that she could tell it must be far away. But she knew the sound was that of a man sharpen­ing a flint.

				Presently the trees began to thin out, and then came a re­gi­ment of nettles bar­ring the way. She turned aside, and then she came to a fallen tree that she knew, with a noise of bees about it. And so presently she was in sight of the knoll, very far off, and the river un­der it, and the chil­dren and the hip­po­pot­ami just as they had been yes­ter­day, and the thin spire of smoke sway­ing in the morn­ing breeze. Far away by the river was the cluster of alders where she had hid­den. And at the sight of that the fear of Uya re­turned, and she crept in­to a thick­et of brack­en, out of which a rab­bit scuttled, and lay awhile to watch the squat­ting-place.

				The men were mostly out of sight, sav­ing Wau, the flint-chop­per; and at that she felt safer. They were away hunt­ing food, no doubt. Some of the wo­men, too, were down in the stream, stoop­ing in­tent, seek­ing mus­sels, cray­fish, and wa­ter-snails, and at the sight of their oc­cu­pa­tion Eu­dena felt hungry. She rose, and ran through the fern, design­ing to join them. As she went she heard a voice among the brack­en call­ing softly. She stopped. Then sud­denly she heard a rustle be­hind her, and turn­ing, saw Ugh-lo­mi rising out of the fern. There were streaks of brown blood and dirt on his face, and his eyes were fierce, and the white stone of Uya, the white Fire Stone, that none but Uya dared to touch, was in his hand. In a stride he was be­side her, and gripped her arm. He swung her about, and thrust her be­fore him to­wards the woods. “Uya,” he said, and waved his arms about. She heard a cry, looked back, and saw all the wo­men stand­ing up, and two wad­ing out of the stream. Then came a near­er howl­ing, and the old wo­man with the beard, who watched the fire on the knoll, was wav­ing her arms, and Wau, the man who had been chip­ping the flint, was get­ting to his feet. The little chil­dren too were hur­ry­ing and shout­ing.

				“Come!” said Ugh-lo­mi, and dragged her by the arm.

				She still did not un­der­stand.

				“Uya has called the death word,” said Ugh-lo­mi, and she glanced back at the scream­ing curve of fig­ures, and un­der­stood.

				Wau and all the wo­men and chil­dren were com­ing to­wards them, a scattered ar­ray of buff shock-headed fig­ures, howl­ing, leap­ing, and cry­ing. Over the knoll two youths hur­ried. Down among the ferns to the right came a man, head­ing them off from the wood. Ugh-lo­mi left her arm, and the two began run­ning side by side, leap­ing the brack­en and step­ping clear and wide. Eu­dena, know­ing her fleet­ness and the fleet­ness of Ugh-lo­mi, laughed aloud at the un­equal chase. They were an ex­cep­tion­ally straight-limbed couple for those days.

				They soon cleared the open, and drew near the wood of chest­nut-trees again—neither afraid now be­cause neither was alone. They slackened their pace, already not ex­cess­ive. And sud­denly Eu­dena cried and swerved aside, point­ing, and look­ing up through the tree-stems. Ugh-lo­mi saw the feet and legs of men run­ning to­wards him. Eu­dena was already run­ning off at a tan­gent. And as he too turned to fol­low her they heard the voice of Uya com­ing through the trees, and roar­ing out his rage at them.

				Then ter­ror came in their hearts, not the ter­ror that numbs, but the ter­ror that makes one si­lent and swift. They were cut off now on two sides. They were in a sort of corner of pur­suit. On the right hand, and near by them, came the men swift and heavy, with bearded Uya, antler in hand, lead­ing them; and on the left, scattered as one scat­ters corn, yel­low dashes among the fern and grass, ran Wau and the wo­men; and even the little chil­dren from the shal­low had joined the chase. The two parties con­verged upon them. Off they went, with Eu­dena ahead.

				They knew there was no mercy for them. There was no hunt­ing so sweet to these an­cient men as the hunt­ing of men. Once the fierce pas­sion of the chase was lit, the feeble be­gin­nings of hu­man­ity in them were thrown to the winds. And Uya in the night had marked Ugh-lo­mi with the death word. Ugh-lo­mi was the day’s quarry, the ap­poin­ted feast.

				They ran straight—it was their only chance—tak­ing whatever ground came in the way—a spread of sting­ing nettles, an open glade, a clump of grass out of which a hy­ena fled snarling. Then woods again, long stretches of shady leaf-mould and moss un­der the green trunks. Then a stiff slope, tree-clad, and long vis­tas of trees, a glade, a suc­cu­lent green area of black mud, a wide open space again, and then a clump of la­cer­at­ing brambles, with beast tracks through it. Be­hind them the chase trailed out and scattered, with Uya ever at their heels. Eu­dena kept the first place, run­ning light and with her breath easy, for Ugh-lo­mi car­ried the Fire Stone in his hand.

				It told on his pace—not at first, but after a time. His foot­steps be­hind her sud­denly grew re­mote. Glan­cing over her shoulder as they crossed an­oth­er open space, Eu­dena saw that Ugh-lo­mi was many yards be­hind her, and Uya close upon him, with antler already raised in the air to strike him down. Wau and the oth­ers were but just emer­ging from the shad­ow of the woods.

				See­ing Ugh-lo­mi in per­il, Eu­dena ran side­ways, look­ing back, threw up her arms and cried aloud, just as the antler flew. And young Ugh-lo­mi, ex­pect­ing this and un­der­stand­ing her cry, ducked his head, so that the mis­sile merely struck his scalp lightly, mak­ing but a trivi­al wound, and flew over him. He turned forth­with, the quartzite Fire Stone in both hands, and hurled it straight at Uya’s body as he ran loose from the throw. Uya shouted, but could not dodge it. It took him un­der the ribs, heavy and flat, and he reeled and went down without a cry. Ugh-lo­mi caught up the antler—one tine of it was tipped with his own blood—and came run­ning on again with a red trickle just com­ing out of his hair.

				Uya rolled over twice, and lay a mo­ment be­fore he got up, and then he did not run fast. The col­our of his face was changed. Wau over­took him, and then oth­ers, and he coughed and la­boured in his breath. But he kept on.

				At last the two fu­git­ives gained the bank of the river, where the stream ran deep and nar­row, and they still had fifty yards in hand of Wau, the fore­most pur­suer, the man who made the smit­ing-stones. He car­ried one, a large flint, the shape of an oyster and double the size, chipped to a chisel edge, in either hand.

				They sprang down the steep bank in­to the stream, rushed through the wa­ter, swam the deep cur­rent in two or three strokes, and came out wad­ing again, drip­ping and re­freshed, to clam­ber up the farther bank. It was un­der­mined, and with wil­lows grow­ing thickly there­from, so that it needed clam­ber­ing. And while Eu­dena was still among the sil­very branches and Ugh-lo­mi still in the wa­ter—for the antler had en­cumbered him—Wau came up against the sky on the op­pos­ite bank, and the smit­ing-stone, thrown cun­ningly, took the side of Eu­dena’s knee. She struggled to the top and fell.

				They heard the pur­suers shout to one an­oth­er, and Ugh-lo­mi climb­ing to her and mov­ing jerkily to mar Wau’s aim, felt the second smit­ing-stone graze his ear, and heard the wa­ter splash be­low him.

				Then it was Ugh-lo­mi, the strip­ling, proved him­self to have come to man’s es­tate. For run­ning on, he found Eu­dena fell be­hind, limp­ing, and at that he turned, and cry­ing sav­agely and with a face ter­rible with sud­den wrath and trick­ling blood, ran swiftly past her back to the bank, whirl­ing the antler round his head. And Eu­dena kept on, run­ning stoutly still, though she must needs limp at every step, and the pain was already sharp.

				So that Wau, rising over the edge and clutch­ing the straight wil­low branches, saw Ugh-lo­mi tower­ing over him, gi­gant­ic against the blue; saw his whole body swing round, and the grip of his hands upon the antler. The edge of the antler came sweep­ing through the air, and he saw no more. The wa­ter un­der the os­iers whirled and ed­died and went crim­son six feet down the stream. Uya fol­low­ing stopped knee-high across the stream, and the man who was swim­ming turned about.

				The oth­er men who trailed after—they were none of them very mighty men (for Uya was more cun­ning than strong, brook­ing no sturdy rivals)—slackened mo­ment­ar­ily at the sight of Ugh-lo­mi stand­ing there above the wil­lows, bloody and ter­rible, between them and the halt­ing girl, with the huge antler wav­ing in his hand. It seemed as though he had gone in­to the wa­ter a youth, and come out of it a man full grown.

				He knew what there was be­hind him. A broad stretch of grass, and then a thick­et, and in that Eu­dena could hide. That was clear in his mind, though his think­ing powers were too feeble to see what should hap­pen there­after. Uya stood knee-deep, un­de­cided and un­armed. His heavy mouth hung open, show­ing his can­ine teeth, and he panted heav­ily. His side was flushed and bruised un­der the hair. The oth­er man be­side him car­ried a sharpened stick. The rest of the hunters came up one by one to the top of the bank, hairy, long-armed men clutch­ing flints and sticks. Two ran off along the bank down stream, and then clambered to the wa­ter, where Wau had come to the sur­face strug­gling weakly. Be­fore they could reach him he went un­der again. Two oth­ers threatened Ugh-lo­mi from the bank.

				He answered back, shouts, vague in­sults, ges­tures. Then Uya, who had been hes­it­at­ing, roared with rage, and whirl­ing his fists plunged in­to the wa­ter. His fol­low­ers splashed after him.

				Ugh-lo­mi glanced over his shoulder and found Eu­dena already van­ished in­to the thick­et. He would per­haps have waited for Uya, but Uya pre­ferred to spar in the wa­ter be­low him un­til the oth­ers were be­side him. Hu­man tac­tics in those days, in all ser­i­ous fight­ing, were the tac­tics of the pack. Prey that turned at bay they gathered around and rushed. Ugh-lo­mi felt the rush com­ing, and hurl­ing the antler at Uya, turned about and fled.

				When he hal­ted to look back from the shad­ow of the thick­et, he found only three of his pur­suers had fol­lowed him across the river, and they were go­ing back again. Uya, with a bleed­ing mouth, was on the farther side of the stream again, but lower down, and hold­ing his hand to his side. The oth­ers were in the river drag­ging some­thing to shore. For a time at least the chase was in­ter­mit­ted.

				Ugh-lo­mi stood watch­ing for a space, and snarled at the sight of Uya. Then he turned and plunged in­to the thick­et.

				In a minute, Eu­dena came hasten­ing to join him, and they went on hand in hand. He dimly per­ceived the pain she suffered from the cut and bruised knee, and chose the easi­er ways. But they went on all that day, mile after mile, through wood and thick­et, un­til at last they came to the chalk­land, open grass with rare woods of beech, and the birch grow­ing near wa­ter, and they saw the Wealden moun­tains near­er, and groups of horses graz­ing to­geth­er. They went cir­cum­spectly, keep­ing al­ways near thick­et and cov­er, for this was a strange re­gion—even its ways were strange. Stead­ily the ground rose, un­til the chest­nut forests spread wide and blue be­low them, and the Thames marshes shone sil­very, high and far. They saw no men, for in those days men were still only just come in­to this part of the world, and were mov­ing but slowly along the river-ways. To­wards even­ing they came on the river again, but now it ran in a gorge, between high cliffs of white chalk that some­times over­hung it. Down the cliffs was a scrub of birches and there were many birds there. And high up the cliff was a little shelf by a tree, where­on they clambered to pass the night.

				They had had scarcely any food; it was not the time of year for ber­ries, and they had no time to go aside to snare or way­lay. They tramped in a hungry weary si­lence, gnaw­ing at twigs and leaves. But over the sur­face of the cliffs were a mul­ti­tude of snails, and in a bush were the freshly laid eggs of a little bird, and then Ugh-lo­mi threw at and killed a squir­rel in a beech-tree, so that at last they fed well. Ugh-lo­mi watched dur­ing the night, his chin on his knees; and he heard young foxes cry­ing hard by, and the noise of mam­moths down the gorge, and the hy­en­as yelling and laugh­ing far away. It was chilly, but they dared not light a fire. Whenev­er he dozed, his spir­it went abroad, and straight­way met with the spir­it of Uya, and they fought. And al­ways Ugh-lo­mi was para­lysed so that he could not smite nor run, and then he would awake sud­denly. Eu­dena, too, dreamt evil things of Uya, so that they both awoke with the fear of him in their hearts, and by the light of the dawn they saw a woolly rhino­cer­os go blun­der­ing down the val­ley.

				Dur­ing the day they caressed one an­oth­er and were glad of the sun­shine, and Eu­dena’s leg was so stiff she sat on the ledge all day. Ugh-lo­mi found great flints stick­ing out of the cliff face, great­er than any he had seen, and he dragged some to the ledge and began chip­ping, so as to be armed against Uya when he came again. And at one he laughed heart­ily, and Eu­dena laughed, and they threw it about in de­ri­sion. It had a hole in it. They stuck their fin­gers through it, it was very funny in­deed. Then they peeped at one an­oth­er through it. Af­ter­wards, Ugh-lo­mi got him­self a stick, and thrust­ing by chance at this fool­ish flint, the stick went in and stuck there. He had rammed it in too tightly to with­draw it. That was still stranger—scarcely funny, ter­rible al­most, and for a time Ugh-lo­mi did not greatly care to touch the thing. It was as if the flint had bit and held with its teeth. But then he got fa­mil­i­ar with the odd com­bin­a­tion. He swung it about, and per­ceived that the stick with the heavy stone on the end struck a bet­ter blow than any­thing he knew. He went to and fro swinging it, and strik­ing with it; but later he tired of it and threw it aside. In the af­ter­noon he went up over the brow of the white cliff, and lay watch­ing by a rab­bit-war­ren un­til the rab­bits came out to play. There were no men there­abouts, and the rab­bits were heed­less. He threw a smit­ing-stone he had made and got a kill.

				That night they made a fire from flint sparks and brack­en fronds, and talked and caressed by it. And in their sleep Uya’s spir­it came again, and sud­denly, while Ugh-lo­mi was try­ing to fight vainly, the fool­ish flint on the stick came in­to his hand, and he struck Uya with it, and be­hold! it killed him. But af­ter­wards came oth­er dreams of Uya—for spir­its take a lot of killing, and he had to be killed again. Then after that the stone would not keep on the stick. He awoke tired and rather gloomy, and was sulky all the forenoon, in spite of Eu­dena’s kind­li­ness, and in­stead of hunt­ing he sat chip­ping a sharp edge to the sin­gu­lar flint, and look­ing strangely at her. Then he bound the per­for­ated flint on to the stick with strips of rab­bit skin. And af­ter­wards he walked up and down the ledge, strik­ing with it, and mut­ter­ing to him­self, and think­ing of Uya. It felt very fine and heavy in the hand.

				Sev­er­al days, more than there was any count­ing in those days, five days, it may be, or six, did Ugh-lo­mi and Eu­dena stay on that shelf in the gorge of the river, and they lost all fear of men, and their fire burnt redly of a night. And they were very merry to­geth­er; there was food every day, sweet wa­ter, and no en­emies. Eu­dena’s knee was well in a couple of days, for those an­cient sav­ages had quick-heal­ing flesh. In­deed, they were very happy.

				On one of those days Ugh-lo­mi dropped a chunk of flint over the cliff. He saw it fall, and go bound­ing across the river bank in­to the river, and after laugh­ing and think­ing it over a little he tried an­oth­er. This smashed a bush of hazel in the most in­ter­est­ing way. They spent all the morn­ing drop­ping stones from the ledge, and in the af­ter­noon they dis­covered this new and in­ter­est­ing pas­time was also pos­sible from the cliff­brow. The next day they had for­got­ten this de­light. Or at least, it seemed they had for­got­ten.

				But Uya came in dreams to spoil the para­dise. Three nights he came fight­ing Ugh-lo­mi. In the morn­ing after these dreams Ugh-lo­mi would walk up and down, threat­en­ing him and swinging the axe, and at last came the night after Ugh-lo­mi brained the ot­ter, and they had feasted. Uya went too far. Ugh-lo­mi awoke, scowl­ing un­der his heavy brows, and he took his axe, and ex­tend­ing his hand to­wards Eu­dena he bade her wait for him upon the ledge. Then he clambered down the white de­cliv­ity, glanced up once from the foot of it and flour­ished his axe, and without look­ing back again went strid­ing along the river bank un­til the over­hanging cliff at the bend hid him.

				Two days and nights did Eu­dena sit alone by the fire on the ledge wait­ing, and in the night the beasts howled over the cliffs and down the val­ley, and on the cliff over against her the hunched hy­en­as prowled black against the sky. But no evil thing came near her save fear. Once, far away, she heard the roar­ing of a li­on, fol­low­ing the horses as they came north­ward over the grass lands with the spring. All that time she waited—the wait­ing that is pain.

				And the third day Ugh-lo­mi came back, up the river. The plumes of a raven were in his hair. The first axe was red-stained, and had long dark hairs upon it, and he car­ried the neck­lace that had marked the fa­vour­ite of Uya in his hand. He walked in the soft places, giv­ing no heed to his trail. Save a raw cut be­low his jaw there was not a wound upon him. “Uya!” cried Ugh-lo­mi ex­ult­ant, and Eu­dena saw it was well. He put the neck­lace on Eu­dena, and they ate and drank to­geth­er. And after eat­ing he began to re­hearse the whole story from the be­gin­ning, when Uya had cast his eyes on Eu­dena, and Uya and Ugh-lo­mi, fight­ing in the forest, had been chased by the bear, ek­ing out his scanty words with abund­ant pan­to­mime, spring­ing to his feet and whirl­ing the stone axe round when it came to the fight­ing. The last fight was a mighty one, stamp­ing and shout­ing, and once a blow at the fire that sent a tor­rent of sparks up in­to the night. And Eu­dena sat red in the light of the fire, gloat­ing on him, her face flushed and her eyes shin­ing, and the neck­lace Uya had made about her neck. It was a splen­did time, and the stars that look down on us looked down on her, our an­cest­or—who has been dead now these fifty thou­sand years.

			
			
				
					II

					The Cave Bear

				
				In the days when Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi fled from the people of Uya to­wards the fir-clad moun­tains of the Weald, across the forests of sweet chest­nut and the grass-clad chalk­land, and hid them­selves at last in the gorge of the river between the chalk cliffs, men were few and their squat­ting-places far between. The nearest men to them were those of the tribe, a full day’s jour­ney down the river, and up the moun­tains there were none. Man was in­deed a new­comer to this part of the world in that an­cient time, com­ing slowly along the rivers, gen­er­a­tion after gen­er­a­tion, from one squat­ting-place to an­oth­er, from the south­west­ward. And the an­im­als that held the land, the hip­po­pot­amus and rhino­cer­os of the river val­leys, the horses of the grass plains, the deer and swine of the woods, the grey apes in the branches, the cattle of the up­lands, feared him but little—let alone the mam­moths in the moun­tains and the ele­phants that came through the land in the sum­mer­time out of the south. For why should they fear him, with but the rough, chipped flints that he had not learnt to haft and which he threw but ill, and the poor spear of sharpened wood, as all the weapons he had against hoof and horn, tooth and claw?

				An­doo, the huge cave bear, who lived in the cave up the gorge, had nev­er even seen a man in all his wise and re­spect­able life, un­til mid­way through one night, as he was prowl­ing down the gorge along the cliff edge, he saw the glare of Eu­dena’s fire upon the ledge, and Eu­dena red and shin­ing, and Ugh-lo­mi, with a gi­gant­ic shad­ow mock­ing him upon the white cliff, go­ing to and fro, shak­ing his mane of hair, and wav­ing the axe of stone—the first axe of stone—while he chanted of the killing of Uya. The cave bear was far up the gorge, and he saw the thing slant­ing-ways and far off. He was so sur­prised he stood quite still upon the edge, sniff­ing the nov­el odour of burn­ing brack­en, and won­der­ing wheth­er the dawn was com­ing up in the wrong place.

				He was the lord of the rocks and caves, was the cave bear, as his slight­er broth­er, the grizzly, was lord of the thick woods be­low, and as the dappled li­on—the li­on of those days was dappled—was lord of the thorn-thick­ets, reed-beds, and open plains. He was the greatest of all meat-eat­ers; he knew no fear, none preyed on him, and none gave him battle; only the rhino­cer­os was bey­ond his strength. Even the mam­moth shunned his coun­try. This in­va­sion per­plexed him. He no­ticed these new beasts were shaped like mon­keys, and sparsely hairy like young pigs. “Mon­key and young pig,” said the cave bear. “It might not be so bad. But that red thing that jumps, and the black thing jump­ing with it yon­der! Nev­er in my life have I seen such things be­fore!”

				He came slowly along the brow of the cliff to­wards them, stop­ping thrice to sniff and peer, and the reek of the fire grew stronger. A couple of hy­en­as also were so in­tent upon the thing be­low that An­doo, com­ing soft and easy, was close upon them be­fore they knew of him or he of them. They star­ted guiltily and went lurch­ing off. Com­ing round in a wheel, a hun­dred yards off, they began yelling and call­ing him names to re­venge them­selves for the start they had had. “Ya-ha!” they cried. “Who can’t grub his own bur­row? Who eats roots like a pig? … Ya-ha!” for even in those days the hy­ena’s man­ners were just as of­fens­ive as they are now.

				“Who an­swers the hy­ena?” growled An­doo, peer­ing through the mid­night dim­ness at them, and then go­ing to look at the cliff edge.

				There was Ugh-lo­mi still telling his story, and the fire get­ting low, and the scent of the burn­ing hot and strong.

				An­doo stood on the edge of the chalk cliff for some time, shift­ing his vast weight from foot to foot, and sway­ing his head to and fro, with his mouth open, his ears erect and twitch­ing, and the nos­trils of his big, black muzzle sniff­ing. He was very curi­ous, was the cave bear, more curi­ous than any of the bears that live now, and the flick­er­ing fire and the in­com­pre­hens­ible move­ments of the man, let alone the in­tru­sion in­to his in­dis­put­able province, stirred him with a sense of strange new hap­pen­ings. He had been after red deer fawn that night, for the cave bear was a mis­cel­laneous hunter, but this quite turned him from that en­ter­prise.

				“Ya-ha!” yelled the hy­en­as be­hind. “Ya-ha-ha!”

				Peer­ing through the star­light, An­doo saw there were now three or four go­ing to and fro against the grey hill­side. “They will hang about me now all the night … un­til I kill,” said An­doo. “Filth of the world!” And mainly to an­noy them, he re­solved to watch the red flick­er in the gorge un­til the dawn came to drive the hy­ena scum home. And after a time they van­ished, and he heard their voices, like a party of Cock­ney bean­feasters, away in the beech­woods. Then they came slink­ing near again. An­doo yawned and went on along the cliff, and they fol­lowed. Then he stopped and went back.

				It was a splen­did night, be­set with shin­ing con­stel­la­tions, the same stars, but not the same con­stel­la­tions we know, for since those days all the stars have had time to move in­to new places. Far away across the open space bey­ond where the heavy-shouldered, lean-bod­ied hy­en­as blundered and howled, was a beech­wood, and the moun­tain slopes rose bey­ond, a dim mys­tery, un­til their snow-capped sum­mits came out white and cold and clear, touched by the first rays of the yet un­seen moon. It was a vast si­lence, save when the yell of the hy­en­as flung a van­ish­ing dis­cord­ance across its peace, or when from down the hills the trum­pet­ing of the new-come ele­phants came faintly on the faint breeze. And be­low now, the red flick­er had dwindled and was steady, and shone a deep­er red, and Ugh-lo­mi had fin­ished his story and was pre­par­ing to sleep, and Eu­dena sat and listened to the strange voices of un­known beasts, and watched the dark east­ern sky grow­ing deeply lu­min­ous at the ad­vent of the moon. Down be­low, the river talked to it­self, and things un­seen went to and fro.

				After a time the bear went away, but in an hour he was back again. Then, as if struck by a thought, he turned, and went up the gorge …

				The night passed, and Ugh-lo­mi slept on. The wan­ing moon rose and lit the gaunt white cliff over­head with a light that was pale and vague. The gorge re­mained in a deep­er shad­ow and seemed all the dark­er. Then by im­per­cept­ible de­grees, the day came steal­ing in the wake of the moon­light. Eu­dena’s eyes wandered to the cliff brow over­head once, and then again. Each time the line was sharp and clear against the sky, and yet she had a dim per­cep­tion of some­thing lurk­ing there. The red of the fire grew deep­er and deep­er, grey scales spread upon it, its ver­tic­al column of smoke be­came more and more vis­ible, and up and down the gorge things that had been un­seen grew clear in a col­our­less il­lu­min­a­tion. She may have dozed.

				Sud­denly she star­ted up from her squat­ting po­s­i­tion, erect and alert, scru­tin­ising the cliff up and down.

				She made the faintest sound, and Ugh-lo­mi too, light-sleep­ing like an an­im­al, was in­stantly awake. He caught up his axe and came noise­lessly to her side.

				The light was still dim, the world now all in black and dark grey, and one sickly star still lingered over­head. The ledge they were on was a little grassy space, six feet wide, per­haps, and twenty feet long, slop­ing out­wardly, and with a hand­ful of St. John’s wort grow­ing near the edge. Be­low it the soft, white rock fell away in a steep slope of nearly fifty feet to the thick bush of hazel that fringed the river. Down the river this slope in­creased, un­til some way off a thin grass held its own right up to the crest of the cliff. Over­head, forty or fifty feet of rock bulged in­to the great masses char­ac­ter­ist­ic of chalk, but at the end of the ledge a gully, a pre­cip­it­ous groove of dis­col­oured rock, slashed the face of the cliff, and gave a foot­ing to a scrubby growth, by which Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi went up and down.

				They stood as noise­less as startled deer, with every sense ex­pect­ant. For a minute they heard noth­ing, and then came a faint rat­tling of dust down the gully, and the creak­ing of twigs.

				Ugh-lo­mi gripped his axe, and went to the edge of the ledge, for the bulge of the chalk over­head had hid­den the up­per part of the gully. And forth­with, with a sud­den con­trac­tion of the heart, he saw the cave bear halfway down from the brow, and mak­ing a gingerly back­ward step with his flat hind-foot. His hindquar­ters were to­wards Ugh-lo­mi, and he clawed at the rocks and bushes so that he seemed flattened against the cliff. He looked none the less for that. From his shin­ing snout to his stumpy tail he was a li­on and a half, the length of two tall men. He looked over his shoulder, and his huge mouth was open with the ex­er­tion of hold­ing up his great car­case, and his tongue lay out …

				He got his foot­ing, and came down slowly, a yard near­er.

				“Bear,” said Ugh-lo­mi, look­ing round with his face white.

				But Eu­dena, with ter­ror in her eyes, was point­ing down the cliff.

				Ugh-lo­mi’s mouth fell open. For down be­low, with her big fore­feet against the rock, stood an­oth­er big brown-grey bulk—the she-bear. She was not so big as An­doo, but she was big enough for all that.

				Then sud­denly Ugh-lo­mi gave a cry, and catch­ing up a hand­ful of the lit­ter of ferns that lay scattered on the ledge, he thrust it in­to the pal­lid ash of the fire. “Broth­er Fire!” he cried, “Broth­er Fire!” And Eu­dena, start­ing in­to activ­ity, did like­wise. “Broth­er Fire! Help, help! Broth­er Fire!”

				Broth­er Fire was still red in his heart, but he turned to grey as they scattered him. “Broth­er Fire!” they screamed. But he whispered and passed, and there was noth­ing but ashes. Then Ugh-lo­mi danced with an­ger and struck the ashes with his fist. But Eu­dena began to ham­mer the fire­stone against a flint. And the eyes of each were turn­ing ever and again to­wards the gully by which An­doo was climb­ing down. Broth­er Fire!

				Sud­denly the huge furry hindquar­ters of the bear came in­to view, be­neath the bulge of the chalk that had hid­den him. He was still clam­ber­ing gingerly down the nearly ver­tic­al sur­face. His head was yet out of sight, but they could hear him talk­ing to him­self. “Pig and mon­key,” said the cave bear. “It ought to be good.”

				Eu­dena struck a spark and blew at it; it twinkled bright­er and then—went out. At that she cast down flint and fire­stone and stared blankly. Then she sprang to her feet and scrambled a yard or so up the cliff above the ledge. How she hung on even for a mo­ment I do not know, for the chalk was ver­tic­al and without grip for a mon­key. In a couple of seconds she had slid back to the ledge again with bleed­ing hands.

				Ugh-lo­mi was mak­ing frantic rushes about the ledge—now he would go to the edge, now to the gully. He did not know what to do, he could not think. The she-bear looked smal­ler than her mate—much. If they rushed down on her to­geth­er, one might live. “Ugh?” said the cave bear, and Ugh-lo­mi turned again and saw his little eyes peer­ing un­der the bulge of the chalk.

				Eu­dena, cower­ing at the end of the ledge, began to scream like a gripped rab­bit.

				At that a sort of mad­ness came upon Ugh-lo­mi. With a mighty cry, he caught up his axe and ran to­wards An­doo. The mon­ster gave a grunt of sur­prise. In a mo­ment Ugh-lo­mi was cling­ing to a bush right un­der­neath the bear, and in an­oth­er he was hanging to its back half bur­ied in fur, with one fist clutched in the hair un­der its jaw. The bear was too as­ton­ished at this fant­ast­ic at­tack to do more than cling pass­ive. And then the axe, the first of all axes, rang on its skull.

				The bear’s head twis­ted from side to side, and he began a petu­lant scold­ing growl. The axe bit with­in an inch of the left eye, and the hot blood blinded that side. At that the brute roared with sur­prise and an­ger, and his teeth gnashed six inches from Ugh-lo­mi’s face. Then the axe, clubbed close, came down heav­ily on the corner of the jaw.

				The next blow blinded the right side and called forth a roar, this time of pain. Eu­dena saw the huge, flat feet slip­ping and slid­ing, and sud­denly the bear gave a clumsy leap side­ways, as if for the ledge. Then everything van­ished, and the hazels smashed, and a roar of pain and a tu­mult of shouts and growls came up from far be­low.

				Eu­dena screamed and ran to the edge and peered over. For a mo­ment, man and bears were a heap to­geth­er, Ugh-lo­mi up­per­most; and then he had sprung clear and was scal­ing the gully again, with the bears rolling and strik­ing at one an­oth­er among the hazels. But he had left his axe be­low, and three knob-ended streaks of car­mine were shoot­ing down his thigh. “Up!” he cried, and in a mo­ment Eu­dena was lead­ing the way to the top of the cliff.

				In half a minute they were at the crest, their hearts pump­ing nois­ily, with An­doo and his wife far and safe be­low them. An­doo was sit­ting on his haunches, both paws at work, try­ing with quick ex­as­per­ated move­ments to wipe the blind­ness out of his eyes, and the she-bear stood on all-fours a little way off, ruffled in ap­pear­ance and growl­ing an­grily. Ugh-lo­mi flung him­self flat on the grass, and lay pant­ing and bleed­ing with his face on his arms.

				For a second Eu­dena re­garded the bears, then she came and sat be­side him, look­ing at him …

				Presently she put forth her hand tim­idly and touched him, and made the gut­tur­al sound that was his name. He turned over and raised him­self on his arm. His face was pale, like the face of one who is afraid. He looked at her stead­fastly for a mo­ment, and then sud­denly he laughed. “Waugh!” he said ex­ult­antly.

				“Waugh!” said she—a simple but ex­press­ive con­ver­sa­tion.

				Then Ugh-lo­mi came and knelt be­side her, and on hands and knees peered over the brow and ex­amined the gorge. His breath was steady now, and the blood on his leg had ceased to flow, though the scratches the she-bear had made were open and wide. He squat­ted up and sat star­ing at the foot­marks of the great bear as they came to the gully—they were as wide as his head and twice as long. Then he jumped up and went along the cliff face un­til the ledge was vis­ible. Here he sat down for some time think­ing, while Eu­dena watched him. Presently she saw the bears had gone.

				At last Ugh-lo­mi rose, as one whose mind is made up. He re­turned to­wards the gully, Eu­dena keep­ing close by him, and to­geth­er they clambered to the ledge. They took the fire­stone and a flint, and then Ugh-lo­mi went down to the foot of the cliff very cau­tiously, and found his axe. They re­turned to the cliff as quietly as they could, and set off at a brisk walk. The ledge was a home no longer, with such callers in the neigh­bour­hood. Ugh-lo­mi car­ried the axe and Eu­dena the fire­stone. So simple was a Pa­laeo­lith­ic re­mov­al.

				They went up­stream, al­though it might lead to the very lair of the cave bear, be­cause there was no oth­er way to go. Down the stream was the tribe, and had not Ugh-lo­mi killed Uya and Wau? By the stream they had to keep—be­cause of drink­ing.

				So they marched through beech trees, with the gorge deep­en­ing un­til the river flowed, a froth­ing rap­id, five hun­dred feet be­low them. Of all the change­ful things in this world of change, the courses of rivers in deep val­leys change least. It was the river Wey, the river we know today, and they marched over the very spots where nowadays stand little Guild­ford and Godalm­ing—the first hu­man be­ings to come in­to the land. Once a grey ape chattered and van­ished, and all along the cliff edge, vast and even, ran the spoor of the great cave bear.

				And then the spoor of the bear fell away from the cliff, show­ing, Ugh-lo­mi thought, that he came from some place to the left, and keep­ing to the cliff’s edge, they presently came to an end. They found them­selves look­ing down on a great semi­cir­cu­lar space caused by the col­lapse of the cliff. It had smashed right across the gorge, bank­ing the up­stream wa­ter back in a pool which over­flowed in a rap­id. The slip had happened long ago. It was grassed over, but the face of the cliffs that stood about the semi­circle was still al­most fresh-look­ing and white as on the day when the rock must have broken and slid down. Starkly ex­posed and black un­der the foot of these cliffs were the mouths of sev­er­al caves. And as they stood there, look­ing at the space, and dis­in­clined to skirt it, be­cause they thought the bears’ lair lay some­where on the left in the dir­ec­tion they must needs take, they saw sud­denly first one bear and then two com­ing up the grass slope to the right and go­ing across the am­phi­theatre to­wards the caves. An­doo was first; he dropped a little on his fore­foot and his mien was des­pond­ent, and the she-bear came shuff­ling be­hind.

				Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi stepped back from the cliff un­til they could just see the bears over the verge. Then Ugh-lo­mi stopped. Eu­dena pulled his arm, but he turned with a for­bid­ding ges­ture, and her hand dropped. Ugh-lo­mi stood watch­ing the bears, with his axe in his hand, un­til they had van­ished in­to the cave. He growled softly, and shook the axe at the she-bear’s re­ced­ing quar­ters. Then to Eu­dena’s ter­ror, in­stead of creep­ing off with her, he lay flat down and crawled for­ward in­to such a po­s­i­tion that he could just see the cave. It was bears—and he did it as calmly as if it had been rab­bits he was watch­ing!

				He lay still, like a barked log, sun-dappled, in the shad­ow of the trees. He was think­ing. And Eu­dena had learnt, even when a little girl, that when Ugh-lo­mi be­came still like that, jawbone on fist, nov­el things presently began to hap­pen.

				It was an hour be­fore the think­ing was over; it was noon when the two little sav­ages had found their way to the cliff brow that over­hung the bears’ cave. And all the long af­ter­noon they fought des­per­ately with a great boulder of chalk; trundling it, with noth­ing but their un­aided sturdy muscles, from the gully where it had hung like a loose tooth, to­wards the cliff top. It was full two yards about, it stood as high as Eu­dena’s waist, it was ob­tuse-angled and toothed with flints. And when the sun set it was poised, three inches from the edge, above the cave of the great cave bear.

				In the cave con­ver­sa­tion lan­guished dur­ing that af­ter­noon. The she-bear snoozed sulkily in her corner—for she was fond of pig and mon­key—and An­doo was busy lick­ing the side of his paw and smear­ing his face to cool the smart and in­flam­ma­tion of his wounds. Af­ter­wards he went and sat just with­in the mouth of the cave, blink­ing out at the af­ter­noon sun with his un­injured eye, and think­ing.

				“I nev­er was so startled in my life,” he said at last. “They are the most ex­traordin­ary beasts. At­tack­ing me!”

				“I don’t like them,” said the she-bear, out of the dark­ness be­hind.

				“A feebler sort of beast I nev­er saw. I can’t think what the world is com­ing to. Scraggy, weedy legs … Won­der how they keep warm in winter?”

				“Very likely they don’t,” said the she-bear.

				“I sup­pose it’s a sort of mon­key gone wrong.”

				“It’s a change,” said the she-bear.

				A pause.

				“The ad­vant­age he had was merely ac­ci­dent­al,” said An­doo. “These things will hap­pen at times.”

				“I can’t un­der­stand why you let go,” said the she-bear.

				That mat­ter had been dis­cussed be­fore, and settled. So An­doo, be­ing a bear of ex­per­i­ence, re­mained si­lent for a space. Then he re­sumed upon a dif­fer­ent as­pect of the mat­ter. “He has a sort of claw—a long claw that he seemed to have first on one paw and then on the oth­er. Just one claw. They’re very odd things. The bright thing, too, they seemed to have—like that glare that comes in the sky in day­time—only it jumps about—it’s really worth see­ing. It’s a thing with a root, too—like grass when it is windy.”

				“Does it bite?” asked the she-bear. “If it bites it can’t be a plant.”

				“No—I don’t know,” said An­doo. “But it’s curi­ous, any­how.”

				“I won­der if they are good eat­ing?” said the she-bear.

				“They look it,” said An­doo, with ap­pet­ite—for the cave bear, like the po­lar bear, was an in­cur­able car­ni­vore—no roots or honey for him.

				The two bears fell in­to a med­it­a­tion for a space. Then An­doo re­sumed his simple at­ten­tions to his eye. The sun­light up the green slope be­fore the cave mouth grew warm­er in tone and warm­er, un­til it was a ruddy am­ber.

				“Curi­ous sort of thing—day,” said the cave bear. “Lot too much of it, I think. Quite un­suit­able for hunt­ing. Dazzles me al­ways. I can’t smell nearly so well by day.”

				The she-bear did not an­swer, but there came a meas­ured crunch­ing sound out of the dark­ness. She had turned up a bone. An­doo yawned. “Well,” he said. He strolled to the cave mouth and stood with his head pro­ject­ing, sur­vey­ing the am­phi­theatre. He found he had to turn his head com­pletely round to see ob­jects on his right-hand side. No doubt that eye would be all right to­mor­row.

				He yawned again. There was a tap over­head, and a big mass of chalk flew out from the cliff face, dropped a yard in front of his nose, and starred in­to a dozen un­equal frag­ments. It startled him ex­tremely.

				When he had re­covered a little from his shock, he went and sniffed curi­ously at the rep­res­ent­at­ive pieces of the fallen pro­jectile. They had a dis­tinct­ive fla­vour, oddly re­min­is­cent of the two drab an­im­als of the ledge. He sat up and pawed the lar­ger lump, and walked round it sev­er­al times, try­ing to find a man about it some­where …

				When night had come he went off down the river gorge to see if he could cut off either of the ledge’s oc­cu­pants. The ledge was empty, there were no signs of the red thing, but as he was rather hungry he did not loiter long that night, but pushed on to pick up a red deer fawn. He for­got about the drab an­im­als. He found a fawn, but the doe was close by and made an ugly fight for her young. An­doo had to leave the fawn, but as her blood was up she stuck to the at­tack, and at last he got in a blow of his paw on her nose, and so got hold of her. More meat but less del­ic­acy, and the she-bear, fol­low­ing, had her share. The next af­ter­noon, curi­ously enough, the very fel­low of the first white rock fell, and smashed pre­cisely ac­cord­ing to pre­ced­ent.

				The aim of the third, that fell the night after, how­ever, was bet­ter. It hit An­doo’s un­spec­u­lat­ive skull with a crack that echoed up the cliff, and the white frag­ments went dan­cing to all the points of the com­pass. The she-bear com­ing after him and sniff­ing curi­ously at him, found him ly­ing in an odd sort of at­ti­tude, with his head wet and all out of shape. She was a young she-bear, and in­ex­per­i­enced, and hav­ing sniffed about him for some time and licked him a little, and so forth, she de­cided to leave him un­til the odd mood had passed, and went on her hunt­ing alone.

				She looked up the fawn of the red doe they had killed two nights ago, and found it. But it was lonely hunt­ing without An­doo, and she re­turned cave­ward be­fore dawn. The sky was grey and over­cast, the trees up the gorge were black and un­fa­mil­i­ar, and in­to her ursine mind came a dim sense of strange and dreary hap­pen­ings. She lif­ted up her voice and called An­doo by name. The sides of the gorge reechoed her.

				As she ap­proached the caves she saw in the half light, and heard a couple of jack­als scuttle off, and im­me­di­ately after a hy­ena howled and a dozen clumsy bulks went lum­ber­ing up the slope, and stopped and yelled de­ri­sion. “Lord of the rocks and caves—ya-ha!” came down the wind. The dis­mal feel­ing in the she-bear’s mind be­came sud­denly acute. She shuffled across the am­phi­theatre.

				“Ya-ha!” said the hy­en­as, re­treat­ing. “Ya-ha!”

				The cave bear was not ly­ing quite in the same at­ti­tude, be­cause the hy­en­as had been busy, and in one place his ribs showed white. Dot­ted over the turf about him lay the smashed frag­ments of the three great lumps of chalk. And the air was full of the scent of death.

				The she-bear stopped dead. Even now, that the great and won­der­ful An­doo was killed was bey­ond her be­liev­ing. Then she heard far over­head a sound, a queer sound, a little like the shout of a hy­ena but fuller and lower in pitch. She looked up, her little dawn-blinded eyes see­ing little, her nos­trils quiv­er­ing. And there, on the cliff edge, far above her against the bright pink of dawn, were two little shaggy round dark things, the heads of Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi, as they shouted de­ri­sion at her. But though she could not see them very dis­tinctly she could hear, and dimly she began to ap­pre­hend. A nov­el feel­ing as of im­min­ent strange evils came in­to her heart.

				She began to ex­am­ine the smashed frag­ments of chalk that lay about An­doo. For a space she stood still, look­ing about her and mak­ing a low con­tinu­ous sound that was al­most a moan. Then she went back in­cred­u­lously to An­doo to make one last ef­fort to rouse him.

			
			
				
					III

					The First Horse­man

				
				In the days be­fore Ugh-lo­mi there was little trouble between the horses and men. They lived apart—the men in the river swamps and thick­ets, the horses on the wide grassy up­lands between the chest­nuts and the pines. Some­times a pony would come stray­ing in­to the clog­ging marshes to make a flint-hacked meal, and some­times the tribe would find one, the kill of a li­on, and drive off the jack­als, and feast heart­ily while the sun was high. These horses of the old time were clumsy at the fet­lock and dun-col­oured, with a rough tail and big head. They came every spring­time north­west­ward in­to the coun­try, after the swal­lows and be­fore the hip­po­pot­ami, as the grass on the wide down­land stretches grew long. They came only in small bod­ies thus far, each herd, a stal­lion and two or three mares and a foal or so, hav­ing its own stretch of coun­try, and they went again when the chest­nut-trees were yel­low and the wolves came down the Wealden moun­tains.

				It was their cus­tom to graze right out in the open, go­ing in­to cov­er only in the heat of the day. They avoided the long stretches of thorn and beech­wood, pre­fer­ring an isol­ated group of trees void of am­bus­cade, so that it was hard to come upon them. They were nev­er fight­ers; their heels and teeth were for one an­oth­er, but in the clear coun­try, once they were star­ted, no liv­ing thing came near them, though per­haps the ele­phant might have done so had he felt the need. And in those days man seemed a harm­less thing enough. No whis­per of proph­et­ic in­tel­li­gence told the spe­cies of the ter­rible slavery that was to come, of the whip and spur and bear­ing-rein, the clumsy load and the slip­pery street, the in­suf­fi­cient food, and the knack­er’s yard, that was to re­place the wide grass­land and the free­dom of the Earth.

				Down in the Wey marshes Ugh-lo­mi and Eu­dena had nev­er seen the horses closely, but now they saw them every day as the two of them raided out from their lair on the ledge in the gorge, raid­ing to­geth­er in search of food. They had re­turned to the ledge after the killing of An­doo; for of the she-bear they were not afraid. The she-bear had be­come afraid of them, and when she win­ded them she went aside. The two went to­geth­er every­where; for since they had left the tribe Eu­dena was not so much Ugh-lo­mi’s wo­man as his mate; she learnt to hunt even—as much, that is, as any wo­man could. She was in­deed a mar­vel­lous wo­man. He would lie for hours watch­ing a beast, or plan­ning catches in that shock head of his, and she would stay be­side him, with her bright eyes upon him, of­fer­ing no ir­rit­at­ing sug­ges­tions—as still as any man. A won­der­ful wo­man!

				At the top of the cliff was an open grassy lawn and then beech­woods, and go­ing through the beech­woods one came to the edge of the rolling grassy ex­panse, and in sight of the horses. Here, on the edge of the wood and brack­en, were the rab­bit-bur­rows, and here among the fronds Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi would lie with their throw­ing-stones ready, un­til the little people came out to nibble and play in the sun­set. And while Eu­dena would sit, a si­lent fig­ure of watch­ful­ness, re­gard­ing the bur­rows, Ugh-lo­mi’s eyes were ever away across the green­sward at those won­der­ful graz­ing strangers.

				In a dim way he ap­pre­ci­ated their grace and their supple nimble­ness. As the sun de­clined in the even­ing-time, and the heat of the day passed, they would be­come act­ive, would start chas­ing one an­oth­er, neigh­ing, dodging, shak­ing their manes, com­ing round in great curves, some­times so close that the pound­ing of the turf soun­ded like hur­ried thun­der. It looked so fine that Ugh-lo­mi wanted to join in badly. And some­times one would roll over on the turf, kick­ing four hoofs heav­en­ward, which seemed for­mid­able and was cer­tainly much less al­lur­ing.

				Dim ima­gin­ings ran through Ugh-lo­mi’s mind as he watched—by vir­tue of which two rab­bits lived the longer. And sleep­ing, his brains were clear­er and bolder—for that was the way in those days. He came near the horses, he dreamt, and fought, smit­ing-stone against hoof, but then the horses changed to men, or, at least, to men with horses’ heads, and he awoke in a cold sweat of ter­ror.

				Yet the next day in the morn­ing, as the horses were graz­ing, one of the mares whin­nied, and they saw Ugh-lo­mi com­ing up the wind. They all stopped their eat­ing and watched him. Ugh-lo­mi was not com­ing to­wards them, but strolling ob­liquely across the open, look­ing at any­thing in the world but horses. He had stuck three fern-fronds in­to the mat of his hair, giv­ing him a re­mark­able ap­pear­ance, and he walked very slowly. “What’s up now?” said the Mas­ter Horse, who was cap­able, but in­ex­per­i­enced.

				“It looks more like the first half of an an­im­al than any­thing else in the world,” he said. “Fore­legs and no hind.”

				“It’s only one of those pink mon­key things,” said the Eld­est Mare. “They’re a sort of river mon­key. They’re quite com­mon on the plains.”

				Ugh-lo­mi con­tin­ued his ob­lique ad­vance. The Eld­est Mare was struck with the want of motive in his pro­ceed­ings.

				“Fool!” said the Eld­est Mare, in a quick con­clus­ive way she had. She re­sumed her graz­ing. The Mas­ter Horse and the Second Mare fol­lowed suit.

				“Look! he’s near­er,” said the Foal with a stripe.

				One of the young­er foals made un­easy move­ments. Ugh-lo­mi squat­ted down, and sat re­gard­ing the horses fix­edly. In a little while he was sat­is­fied that they meant neither flight nor hos­til­it­ies. He began to con­sider his next pro­ced­ure. He did not feel anxious to kill, but he had his axe with him, and the spir­it of sport was upon him. How would one kill one of these creatures?—these great beau­ti­ful creatures!

				Eu­dena, watch­ing him with a fear­ful ad­mir­a­tion from the cov­er of the brack­en, saw him presently go on all fours, and so pro­ceed again. But the horses pre­ferred him a biped to a quad­ruped, and the Mas­ter Horse threw up his head and gave the word to move. Ugh-lo­mi thought they were off for good, but after a minute’s gal­lop they came round in a wide curve, and stood wind­ing him. Then, as a rise in the ground hid him, they tailed out, the Mas­ter Horse lead­ing, and ap­proached him spir­ally.

				He was as ig­nor­ant of the pos­sib­il­it­ies of a horse as they were of his. And at this stage it would seem he funked. He knew this kind of stalk­ing would make red deer or buf­falo charge, if it were per­sisted in. At any rate Eu­dena saw him jump up and come walk­ing to­wards her with the fern plumes held in his hand.

				She stood up, and he grinned to show that the whole thing was an im­mense lark, and that what he had done was just what he had planned to do from the very be­gin­ning. So that in­cid­ent ended. But he was very thought­ful all that day.

				The next day this fool­ish drab creature with the le­on­ine mane, in­stead of go­ing about the graz­ing or hunt­ing he was made for, was prowl­ing round the horses again. The Eld­est Mare was all for si­lent con­tempt. “I sup­pose he wants to learn some­thing from us,” she said, and “Let him.” The next day he was at it again. The Mas­ter Horse de­cided he meant ab­so­lutely noth­ing. But as a mat­ter of fact, Ugh-lo­mi, the first of men to feel that curi­ous spell of the horse that binds us even to this day, meant a great deal. He ad­mired them un­re­servedly. There was a rudi­ment of the snob in him, I am afraid, and he wanted to be near these beau­ti­fully-curved an­im­als. Then there were vague con­cep­tions of a kill. If only they would let him come near them! But they drew the line, he found, at fifty yards. If he came near­er than that they moved off—with dig­nity. I sup­pose it was the way he had blinded An­doo that made him think of leap­ing on the back of one of them. But though Eu­dena after a time came out in the open too, and they did some un­ob­trus­ive stalk­ing, things stopped there.

				Then one mem­or­able day a new idea came to Ugh-lo­mi. The horse looks down and level, but he does not look up. No an­im­als look up—they have too much com­mon sense. It was only that fant­ast­ic creature, man, could waste his wits sky­ward. Ugh-lo­mi made no philo­soph­ic­al de­duc­tions, but he per­ceived the thing was so. So he spent a weary day in a beech that stood in the open, while Eu­dena stalked. Usu­ally the horses went in­to the shade in the heat of the af­ter­noon, but that day the sky was over­cast, and they would not, in spite of Eu­dena’s so­li­citude.

				It was two days after that that Ugh-lo­mi had his de­sire. The day was blaz­ing hot, and the mul­tiply­ing flies as­ser­ted them­selves. The horses stopped graz­ing be­fore mid­day, and came in­to the shad­ow be­low him, and stood in couples nose to tail, flap­ping.

				The Mas­ter Horse, by vir­tue of his heels, came closest to the tree. And sud­denly there was a rustle and a creak, a thud … Then a sharp chipped flint bit him on the cheek. The Mas­ter Horse stumbled, came on one knee, rose to his feet, and was off like the wind. The air was full of the whirl of limbs, the prance of hoofs, and snorts of alarm. Ugh-lo­mi was pitched a foot in the air, came down again, up again, his stom­ach was hit vi­ol­ently, and then his knees got a grip of some­thing between them. He found him­self clutch­ing with knees, feet, and hands, ca­reer­ing vi­ol­ently with ex­traordin­ary os­cil­la­tion through the air—his axe gone heav­en knows whith­er. “Hold tight,” said Moth­er In­stinct, and he did.

				He was aware of a lot of coarse hair in his face, some of it between his teeth, and of green turf stream­ing past in front of his eyes. He saw the shoulder of the Mas­ter Horse, vast and sleek, with the muscles flow­ing swiftly un­der the skin. He per­ceived that his arms were round the neck, and that the vi­ol­ent jerkings he ex­per­i­enced had a sort of rhythm.

				Then he was in the midst of a wild rush of tree-stems, and then there were fronds of brack­en about, and then more open turf. Then a stream of pebbles rush­ing past, little pebbles fly­ing side­ways athwart the stream from the blow of the swift hoofs. Ugh-lo­mi began to feel fright­fully sick and giddy, but he was not the stuff to leave go simply be­cause he was un­com­fort­able.

				He dared not leave his grip, but he tried to make him­self more com­fort­able. He re­leased his hug on the neck, grip­ping the mane in­stead. He slipped his knees for­ward, and push­ing back, came in­to a sit­ting po­s­i­tion where the quar­ters broaden. It was nervous work, but he man­aged it, and at last he was fairly seated astride, breath­less in­deed, and un­cer­tain, but with that fright­ful pound­ing of his body at any rate re­lieved.

				Slowly the frag­ments of Ugh-lo­mi’s mind got in­to or­der again. The pace seemed to him ter­rif­ic, but a kind of ex­ulta­tion was be­gin­ning to oust his first frantic ter­ror. The air rushed by, sweet and won­der­ful, the rhythm of the hoofs changed and broke up and re­turned in­to it­self again. They were on turf now, a wide glade—the beech-trees a hun­dred yards away on either side, and a suc­cu­lent band of green starred with pink blos­som and shot with sil­ver wa­ter here and there, me­andered down the middle. Far off was a glimpse of blue val­ley—far away. The ex­ulta­tion grew. It was man’s first taste of pace.

				Then came a wide space dappled with fly­ing fal­low deer scat­ter­ing this way and that, and then a couple of jack­als, mis­tak­ing Ugh-lo­mi for a li­on, came hur­ry­ing after him. And when they saw it was not a li­on they still came on out of curi­os­ity. On gal­loped the horse, with his one idea of es­cape, and after him the jack­als, with pricked ears and quickly-barked re­marks. “Which kills which?” said the first jack­al. “It’s the horse be­ing killed,” said the second. They gave the howl of fol­low­ing, and the horse answered to it as a horse an­swers nowadays to the spur.

				On they rushed, a little tor­nado through the quiet day, put­ting up startled birds, send­ing a dozen un­ex­pec­ted things dart­ing to cov­er, rais­ing a myri­ad of in­dig­nant dung-flies, smash­ing little blos­soms, flower­ing com­pla­cently, back in­to their par­ent­al turf. Trees again, and then splash, splash across a tor­rent; then a hare shot out of a tuft of grass un­der the very hoofs of the Mas­ter Horse, and the jack­als left them in­con­tin­ently. So presently they broke in­to the open again, a wide ex­panse of turfy hill­side—the very grassy downs that fall north­ward nowadays from the Ep­som Stand.

				The first hot bolt of the Mas­ter Horse was long since over. He was fall­ing in­to a meas­ured trot, and Ugh-lo­mi, al­beit bruised ex­ceed­ingly and quite un­cer­tain of the fu­ture, was in a state of glor­i­ous en­joy­ment. And now came a new de­vel­op­ment. The pace broke again, the Mas­ter Horse came round on a short curve, and stopped dead …

				Ugh-lo­mi be­came alert. He wished he had a flint, but the throw­ing-flint he had car­ried in a thong about his waist was—like the axe—heav­en knows where. The Mas­ter Horse turned his head, and Ugh-lo­mi be­came aware of an eye and teeth. He whipped his leg in­to a po­s­i­tion of se­cur­ity, and hit at the cheek with his fist. Then the head went down some­where out of ex­ist­ence ap­par­ently, and the back he was sit­ting on flew up in­to a dome. Ugh-lo­mi be­came a thing of in­stinct again—strictly pre­hensile; he held by knees and feet, and his head seemed slid­ing to­wards the turf. His fin­gers were twis­ted in­to the shock of mane, and the rough hair of the horse saved him. The gradi­ent he was on lowered again, and then—“Whup!” said Ugh-lo­mi as­ton­ished, and the slant was the oth­er way up. But Ugh-lo­mi was a thou­sand gen­er­a­tions near­er the prim­or­di­al than man: no mon­key could have held on bet­ter. And the li­on had been train­ing the horse for count­less gen­er­a­tions against the tac­tics of rolling and rear­ing back. But he kicked like a mas­ter, and buck-jumped rather neatly. In five minutes Ugh-lo­mi lived a life­time. If he came off the horse would kill him, he felt as­sured.

				Then the Mas­ter Horse de­cided to stick to his old tac­tics again, and sud­denly went off at a gal­lop. He headed down the slope, tak­ing the steep places at a rush, swerving neither to the right nor to the left, and, as they rode down, the wide ex­panse of val­ley sank out of sight be­hind the ap­proach­ing skir­mish­ers of oak and hawthorn. They skir­ted a sud­den hol­low with the pool of a spring, rank weeds and sil­ver bushes. The ground grew softer and the grass taller, and on the right-hand side and the left came scattered bushes of May—still splashed with be­lated blos­som. Presently the bushes thickened un­til they lashed the passing rider, and little flashes and gouts of blood came out on horse and man. Then the way opened again.

				And then came a won­der­ful ad­ven­ture. A sud­den squeal of un­reas­on­able an­ger rose amidst the bushes, the squeal of some creature bit­terly wronged. And crash­ing after them ap­peared a big, grey-blue shape. It was Yaaa the big-horned rhino­cer­os, in one of those fits of fury of his, char­ging full tilt, after the man­ner of his kind. He had been startled at his feed­ing, and someone, it did not mat­ter who, was to be ripped and trampled there­fore. He was bear­ing down on them from the left, with his wicked little eye red, his great horn down and his tail like a jury-mast be­hind him. For a minute Ugh-lo­mi was minded to slip off and dodge, and then be­hold! the stac­cato of the hoofs grew swifter, and the rhino­cer­os and his stumpy hur­ry­ing little legs seemed to slide out at the back corner of Ugh-lo­mi’s eye. In two minutes they were through the bushes of May, and out in the open, go­ing fast. For a space he could hear the pon­der­ous paces in pur­suit re­ced­ing be­hind him, and then it was just as if Yaaa had not lost his tem­per, as if Yaaa had nev­er ex­is­ted.

				The pace nev­er faltered, on they rode and on.

				Ugh-lo­mi was now all ex­ulta­tion. To ex­ult in those days was to in­sult. “Ya-ha! big nose!” he said, try­ing to crane back and see some re­mote speck of a pur­suer. “Why don’t you carry your smit­ing-stone in your fist?” he ended with a frantic whoop.

				But that whoop was un­for­tu­nate, for com­ing close to the ear of the horse, and be­ing quite un­ex­pec­ted, it startled the stal­lion ex­tremely. He shied vi­ol­ently. Ugh-lo­mi sud­denly found him­self un­com­fort­able again. He was hanging on to the horse, he found, by one arm and one knee.

				The rest of the ride was hon­our­able but un­pleas­ant. The view was chiefly of blue sky, and that was com­bined with the most un­pleas­ant phys­ic­al sen­sa­tions. Fi­nally, a bush of thorn lashed him and he let go.

				He hit the ground with his cheek and shoulder, and then, after a com­plic­ated and ex­traordin­ar­ily rap­id move­ment, hit it again with the end of his back­bone. He saw splashes and sparks of light and col­our. The ground seemed boun­cing about just like the horse had done. Then he found he was sit­ting on turf, six yards bey­ond the bush. In front of him was a space of grass, grow­ing green­er and green­er, and a num­ber of hu­man be­ings in the dis­tance, and the horse was go­ing round at a smart gal­lop quite a long way off to the right.

				The hu­man be­ings were on the op­pos­ite side of the river, some still in the wa­ter, but they were all run­ning away as hard as they could go. The ad­vent of a mon­ster that took to pieces was not the sort of nov­elty they cared for. For quite a minute Ugh-lo­mi sat re­gard­ing them in a purely spec­tac­u­lar spir­it. The bend of the river, the knoll among the reeds and roy­al ferns, the thin streams of smoke go­ing up to Heav­en, were all per­fectly fa­mil­i­ar to him. It was the squat­ting-place of the Sons of Uya, of Uya from whom he had fled with Eu­dena, and whom he had way­laid in the chest­nut woods and killed with the First Axe.

				He rose to his feet, still dazed from his fall, and as he did so the scat­ter­ing fu­git­ives turned and re­garded him. Some poin­ted to the re­ced­ing horse and chattered. He walked slowly to­wards them, star­ing. He for­got the horse, he for­got his own bruises, in the grow­ing in­terest of this en­counter. There were few­er of them than there had been—he sup­posed the oth­ers must have hid—the heap of fern for the night fire was not so high. By the flint heaps should have sat Wau—but then he re­membered he had killed Wau. Sud­denly brought back to this fa­mil­i­ar scene, the gorge and the bears and Eu­dena seemed things re­mote, things dreamt of.

				He stopped at the bank and stood re­gard­ing the tribe. His math­em­at­ic­al abil­it­ies were of the slight­est, but it was cer­tain there were few­er. The men might be away, but there were few­er wo­men and chil­dren. He gave the shout of home­com­ing. His quar­rel had been with Uya and Wau—not with the oth­ers. “Chil­dren of Uya!” he cried. They answered with his name, a little fear­fully be­cause of the strange way he had come.

				For a space they spoke to­geth­er. Then an old wo­man lif­ted a shrill voice and answered him. “Our Lord is a Li­on.”

				Ugh-lo­mi did not un­der­stand that say­ing. They answered him again sev­er­al to­geth­er, “Uya comes again. He comes as a Li­on. Our Lord is a Li­on. He comes at night. He slays whom he will. But none oth­er may slay us, Ugh-lo­mi, none oth­er may slay us.”

				Still Ugh-lo­mi did not un­der­stand.

				“Our Lord is a Li­on. He speaks no more to men.”

				Ugh-lo­mi stood re­gard­ing them. He had had dreams—he knew that though he had killed Uya, Uya still ex­is­ted. And now they told him Uya was a Li­on.

				The shriv­elled old wo­man, the mis­tress of the fire-mind­ers, sud­denly turned and spoke softly to those next to her. She was a very old wo­man in­deed, she had been the first of Uya’s wives, and he had let her live bey­ond the age to which it is seemly a wo­man should be per­mit­ted to live. She had been cun­ning from the first, cun­ning to please Uya and to get food. And now she was great in coun­sel. She spoke softly, and Ugh-lo­mi watched her shriv­elled form across the river with a curi­ous dis­taste. Then she called aloud, “Come over to us, Ugh-lo­mi.”

				A girl sud­denly lif­ted up her voice. “Come over to us, Ugh-lo­mi,” she said. And they all began cry­ing, “Come over to us, Ugh-lo­mi.”

				It was strange how their man­ner changed after the old wo­man called.

				He stood quite still watch­ing them all. It was pleas­ant to be called, and the girl who had called first was a pretty one. But she made him think of Eu­dena.

				“Come over to us, Ugh-lo­mi,” they cried, and the voice of the shriv­elled old wo­man rose above them all. At the sound of her voice his hes­it­a­tion re­turned.

				He stood on the river bank, Ugh-lo­mi—Ugh the Thinker—with his thoughts slowly tak­ing shape. Presently one and then an­oth­er paused to see what he would do. He was minded to go back, he was minded not to. Sud­denly his fear or his cau­tion got the up­per hand. Without an­swer­ing them he turned, and walked back to­wards the dis­tant thorn-trees, the way he had come. Forth­with the whole tribe star­ted cry­ing to him again very eagerly. He hes­it­ated and turned, then he went on, then he turned again, and then once again, re­gard­ing them with troubled eyes as they called. The last time he took two paces back, be­fore his fear stopped him. They saw him stop once more, and sud­denly shake his head and van­ish among the hawthorn-trees.

				Then all the wo­men and chil­dren lif­ted up their voices to­geth­er, and called to him in one last vain ef­fort.

				Far down the river the reeds were stir­ring in the breeze, where, con­veni­ent for his new sort of feed­ing, the old li­on, who had taken to man-eat­ing, had made his lair.

				The old wo­man turned her face that way, and poin­ted to the hawthorn thick­ets. “Uya,” she screamed, “there goes thine en­emy! There goes thine en­emy, Uya! Why do you de­vour us nightly? We have tried to snare him! There goes thine en­emy, Uya!”

				But the li­on who preyed upon the tribe was tak­ing his si­esta. The cry went un­heard. That day he had dined on one of the plump­er girls, and his mood was a com­fort­able pla­cid­ity. He really did not un­der­stand that he was Uya or that Ugh-lo­mi was his en­emy.

				So it was that Ugh-lo­mi rode the horse, and heard first of Uya the li­on, who had taken the place of Uya the Mas­ter, and was eat­ing up the tribe. And as he hur­ried back to the gorge his mind was no longer full of the horse, but of the thought that Uya was still alive, to slay or be slain. Over and over again he saw the shrunken band of wo­men and chil­dren cry­ing that Uya was a li­on. Uya was a li­on!

				And presently, fear­ing the twi­light might come upon him, Ugh-lo­mi began run­ning.

			
			
				
					IV

					Uya the Li­on

				
				The old li­on was in luck. The tribe had a cer­tain pride in their ruler, but that was all the sat­is­fac­tion they got out of it. He came the very night that Ugh-lo­mi killed Uya the Cun­ning, and so it was they named him Uya. It was the old wo­man, the fire-mind­er, who first named him Uya. A shower had lowered the fires to a glow, and made the night dark. And as they con­versed to­geth­er, and peered at one an­oth­er in the dark­ness, and wondered fear­fully what Uya would do to them in their dreams now that he was dead, they heard the mount­ing re­ver­ber­a­tions of the li­on’s roar close at hand. Then everything was still.

				They held their breath, so that al­most the only sounds were the pat­ter of the rain and the hiss of the rain­drops in the ashes. And then, after an in­ter­min­able time, a crash, and a shriek of fear, and a growl­ing. They sprang to their feet, shout­ing, scream­ing, run­ning this way and that, but brands would not burn, and in a minute the vic­tim was be­ing dragged away through the ferns. It was Irk, the broth­er of Wau.

				So the li­on came.

				The ferns were still wet from the rain the next night, and he came and took Click with the red hair. That suf­ficed for two nights. And then in the dark between the moons he came three nights, night after night, and that though they had good fires. He was an old li­on with stumpy teeth, but very si­lent and very cool; he knew of fires be­fore; these were not the first of man­kind that had min­istered to his old age. The third night he came between the out­er fire and the in­ner, and he leapt the flint heap, and pulled down Irm the son of Irk, who had seemed like to be the lead­er. That was a dread­ful night, be­cause they lit great flares of fern and ran scream­ing, and the li­on missed his hold of Irm. By the glare of the fire they saw Irm struggle up, and run a little way to­wards them, and then the li­on in two bounds had him down again. That was the last of Irm.

				So fear came, and all the de­light of spring passed out of their lives. Already there were five gone out of the tribe, and four nights ad­ded three more to the num­ber. Food-seek­ing be­came spir­it­less, none knew who might go next, and all day the wo­men toiled, even the fa­vour­ite wo­men, gath­er­ing lit­ter and sticks for the night fires. And the hunters hunted ill: in the warm spring­time hun­ger came again as though it was still winter. The tribe might have moved, had they had a lead­er, but they had no lead­er, and none knew where to go that the li­on could not fol­low them. So the old li­on waxed fat and thanked heav­en for the kindly race of men. Two of the chil­dren and a youth died while the moon was still new, and then it was the shriv­elled old fire-mind­er first be­thought her­self in a dream of Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi, and of the way Uya had been slain. She had lived in fear of Uya all her days, and now she lived in fear of the li­on. That Ugh-lo­mi could kill Uya for good—Ugh-lo­mi whom she had seen born—was im­possible. It was Uya still seek­ing his en­emy!

				And then came the strange re­turn of Ugh-lo­mi, a won­der­ful an­im­al seen gal­lop­ing far across the river, that sud­denly changed in­to two an­im­als, a horse and a man. Fol­low­ing this portent, the vis­ion of Ugh-lo­mi on the farther bank of the river … Yes, it was all plain to her. Uya was pun­ish­ing them, be­cause they had not hunted down Ugh-lo­mi and Eu­dena.

				The men came strag­gling back to the chances of the night while the sun was still golden in the sky. They were re­ceived with the story of Ugh-lo­mi. She went across the river with them and showed them his spoor hes­it­at­ing on the farther bank. Siss the Track­er knew the feet for Ugh-lo­mi’s. “Uya needs Ugh-lo­mi,” cried the old wo­man, stand­ing on the left of the bend, a ges­tic­u­lat­ing fig­ure of flar­ing bronze in the sun­set. Her cries were strange sounds, flit­ting to and fro on the bor­der­land of speech, but this was the sense they car­ried: “The li­on needs Eu­dena. He comes night after night seek­ing Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi. When he can­not find Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi, he grows angry and he kills. Hunt Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi, Eu­dena whom he pur­sued, and Ugh-lo­mi for whom he gave the death-word! Hunt Eu­dena and Ugh-lo­mi!”

				She turned to the dis­tant reed-bed, as some­times she had turned to Uya in his life. “Is it not so, my lord?” she cried. And, as if in an­swer, the tall reeds bowed be­fore a breath of wind.

				Far in­to the twi­light the sound of hack­ing was heard from the squat­ting-places. It was the men sharpen­ing their ashen spears against the hunt­ing of the mor­row. And in the night, early be­fore the moon rose, the li­on came and took the girl of Siss the Track­er.

				In the morn­ing be­fore the sun had ris­en, Siss the Track­er, and the lad Wau-Hau, who now chipped flints, and One Eye, and Bo, and the Snail-eat­er, the two red-haired men, and Cat’s-skin and Snake, all the men that were left alive of the Sons of Uya, tak­ing their ash spears and their smit­ing-stones, and with throw­ing-stones in the beast-paw bags, star­ted forth upon the trail of Ugh-lo­mi through the hawthorn thick­ets where Yaaa the Rhino­cer­os and his broth­ers were feed­ing, and up the bare down­land to­wards the beech­woods.

				That night the fires burnt high and fierce, as the wax­ing moon set, and the li­on left the crouch­ing wo­men and chil­dren in peace.

				And the next day, while the sun was still high, the hunters re­turned—all save One Eye, who lay dead with a smashed skull at the foot of the ledge. (When Ugh-lo­mi came back that even­ing from stalk­ing the horses, he found the vul­tures already busy over him.) And with them the hunters brought Eu­dena bruised and wounded, but alive. That had been the strange or­der of the shriv­elled old wo­man, that she was to be brought alive—“She is no kill for us. She is for Uya the Li­on.” Her hands were tied with thongs, as though she had been a man, and she came weary and droop­ing—her hair over her eyes and mat­ted with blood. They walked about her, and ever and again the Snail-eat­er, whose name she had giv­en, would laugh and strike her with his ashen spear. And after he had struck her with his spear, he would look over his shoulder like one who had done an over­bold deed. The oth­ers, too, looked over their shoulders ever and again, and all were in a hurry save Eu­dena. When the old wo­man saw them com­ing, she cried aloud with joy.

				They made Eu­dena cross the river with her hands tied, al­though the cur­rent was strong and when she slipped the old wo­man screamed, first with joy and then for fear she might be drowned. And when they had dragged Eu­dena to shore, she could not stand for a time, al­beit they beat her sore. So they let her sit with her feet touch­ing the wa­ter, and her eyes star­ing be­fore her, and her face set, whatever they might do or say. All the tribe came down to the squat­ting-place, even curly little Haha, who as yet could scarcely toddle, and stood star­ing at Eu­dena and the old wo­man, as now we should stare at some strange wounded beast and its captor.

				The old wo­man tore off the neck­lace of Uya that was about Eu­dena’s neck, and put it on her­self—she had been the first to wear it. Then she tore at Eu­dena’s hair, and took a spear from Siss and beat her with all her might. And when she had ven­ted the warmth of her heart on the girl she looked closely in­to her face. Eu­dena’s eyes were closed and her fea­tures were set, and she lay so still that for a mo­ment the old wo­man feared she was dead. And then her nos­trils quivered. At that the old wo­man slapped her face and laughed and gave the spear to Siss again, and went a little way off from her and began to talk and jeer at her after her man­ner.

				The old wo­man had more words than any in the tribe. And her talk was a ter­rible thing to hear. Some­times she screamed and moaned in­co­her­ently, and some­times the shape of her gut­tur­al cries was the mere phantom of thoughts. But she con­veyed to Eu­dena, nev­er­the­less, much of the things that were yet to come, of the Li­on and of the tor­ment he would do her. “And Ugh-lo­mi! Ha, ha! Ugh-lo­mi is slain?”

				And sud­denly Eu­dena’s eyes opened and she sat up again, and her look met the old wo­man’s fair and level. “No,” she said slowly, like one try­ing to re­mem­ber, “I did not see my Ugh-lo­mi slain. I did not see my Ugh-lo­mi slain.”

				“Tell her,” cried the old wo­man. “Tell her—he that killed him. Tell her how Ugh-lo­mi was slain.”

				She looked, and all the wo­men and chil­dren there looked, from man to man.

				None answered her. They stood shame­faced.

				“Tell her,” said the old wo­man. The men looked at one an­oth­er.

				Eu­dena’s face sud­denly lit.

				“Tell her,” she said. “Tell her, mighty men! Tell her the killing of Ugh-lo­mi.”

				The old wo­man rose and struck her sharply across her mouth.

				“We could not find Ugh-lo­mi,” said Siss the Track­er, slowly. “Who hunts two, kills none.”

				Then Eu­dena’s heart leapt, but she kept her face hard. It was as well, for the old wo­man looked at her sharply, with murder in her eyes.

				Then the old wo­man turned her tongue upon the men be­cause they had feared to go on after Ugh-lo­mi. She dreaded no one now Uya was slain. She scol­ded them as one scolds chil­dren. And they scowled at her, and began to ac­cuse one an­oth­er. Un­til sud­denly Siss the Track­er raised his voice and bade her hold her peace.

				And so when the sun was set­ting they took Eu­dena and went—though their hearts sank with­in them—along the trail the old li­on had made in the reeds. All the men went to­geth­er. At one place was a group of alders, and here they hast­ily bound Eu­dena where the li­on might find her when he came abroad in the twi­light, and hav­ing done so they hur­ried back un­til they were near the squat­ting-place. Then they stopped. Siss stopped first and looked back again at the alders. They could see her head even from the squat­ting-place, a little black shock un­der the limb of the lar­ger tree. That was as well.

				All the wo­men and chil­dren stood watch­ing upon the crest of the mound. And the old wo­man stood and screamed for the li­on to take her whom he sought, and coun­selled him on the tor­ments he might do her.

				Eu­dena was very weary now, stunned by beat­ings and fa­tigue and sor­row, and only the fear of the thing that was still to come up­held her. The sun was broad and blood-red between the stems of the dis­tant chest­nuts, and the west was all on fire; the even­ing breeze had died to a warm tran­quil­lity. The air was full of midge swarms, the fish in the river hard by would leap at times, and now and again a cockchafer would drone through the air. Out of the corner of her eye Eu­dena could see a part of the squat­ting-knoll, and little fig­ures stand­ing and star­ing at her. And—a very little sound but very clear—she could hear the beat­ing of the fire­stone. Dark and near to her and still was the reed-fringed thick­et of the lair.

				Presently the fire­stone ceased. She looked for the sun and found he had gone, and over­head and grow­ing bright­er was the wax­ing moon. She looked to­wards the thick­et of the lair, seek­ing shapes in the reeds, and then sud­denly she began to wriggle and wriggle, weep­ing and call­ing upon Ugh-lo­mi.

				But Ugh-lo­mi was far away. When they saw her head mov­ing with her struggles, they shouted to­geth­er on the knoll, and she de­sisted and was still. And then came the bats, and the star that was like Ugh-lo­mi crept out of its blue hid­ing-place in the west. She called to it, but softly, be­cause she feared the li­on. And all through the com­ing of the twi­light the thick­et was still.

				So the dark crept upon Eu­dena, and the moon grew bright, and the shad­ows of things that had fled up the hill­side and van­ished with the even­ing came back to them short and black. And the dark shapes in the thick­et of reeds and alders where the li­on lay, gathered, and a faint stir began there. But noth­ing came out there­from all through the gath­er­ing of the dark­ness.

				She looked at the squat­ting-place and saw the fires glow­ing smoky-red, and the men and wo­men go­ing to and fro. The oth­er way, over the river, a white mist was rising. Then far away came the whim­per­ing of young foxes and the yell of a hy­ena.

				There were long gaps of aching wait­ing. After a long time some an­im­al splashed in the wa­ter, and seemed to cross the river at the ford bey­ond the lair, but what an­im­al it was she could not see. From the dis­tant drink­ing-pools she could hear the sound of splash­ing, and the noise of ele­phants—so still was the night.

				The Earth was now a col­our­less ar­range­ment of white re­flec­tions and im­pen­et­rable shad­ows, un­der the blue sky. The sil­very moon was already spot­ted with the fili­gree crests of the chest­nut woods, and over the shad­owy east­ward hills the stars were mul­tiply­ing. The knoll fires were bright red now, and black fig­ures stood wait­ing against them. They were wait­ing for a scream … Surely it would be soon.

				The night sud­denly seemed full of move­ment. She held her breath. Things were passing—one, two, three—subtly sneak­ing shad­ows … Jack­als.

				Then a long wait­ing again.

				Then, as­sert­ing it­self as real at once over all the sounds her mind had ima­gined, came a stir in the thick­et, then a vig­or­ous move­ment. There was a snap. The reeds crashed heav­ily, once, twice, thrice, and then everything was still save a meas­ured swish­ing. She heard a low trem­u­lous growl, and then everything was still again. The still­ness lengthened—would it nev­er end? She held her breath; she bit her lips to stop scream­ing. Then some­thing scuttled through the un­der­growth. Her scream was in­vol­un­tary. She did not hear the an­swer­ing yell from the mound.

				Im­me­di­ately the thick­et woke up to vig­or­ous move­ment again. She saw the grass stems wav­ing in the light of the set­ting moon, the alders sway­ing. She struggled vi­ol­ently—her last struggle. But noth­ing came to­wards her. A dozen mon­sters seemed rush­ing about in that little place for a couple of minutes, and then again came si­lence. The moon sank be­hind the dis­tant chest­nuts and the night was dark.

				Then an odd sound, a sob­bing pant­ing, that grew faster and faint­er. Yet an­oth­er si­lence, and then dim sounds and the grunt­ing of some an­im­al.

				Everything was still again. Far away east­wards an ele­phant trum­peted, and from the woods came a snarling and yelp­ing that died away.

				In the long in­ter­val the moon shone out again, between the stems of the trees on the ridge, send­ing two great bars of light and a bar of dark­ness across the reedy waste. Then came a steady rust­ling, a splash, and the reeds swayed wider and wider apart. And at last they broke open, cleft from root to crest … The end had come.

				She looked to see the thing that had come out of the reeds. For a mo­ment it seemed cer­tainly the great head and jaw she ex­pec­ted, and then it dwindled and changed. It was a dark low thing, that re­mained si­lent, but it was not the li­on. It be­came still—everything be­came still. She peered. It was like some gi­gant­ic frog, two limbs and a slant­ing body. Its head moved about search­ing the shad­ows …

				A rustle, and it moved clum­sily, with a sort of hop­ping. And as it moved it gave a low groan.

				The blood rush­ing through her veins was sud­denly joy. “Ugh-lo­mi!” she whispered.

				The thing stopped. “Eu­dena,” he answered softly with pain in his voice, and peer­ing in­to the alders.

				He moved again, and came out of the shad­ow bey­ond the reeds in­to the moon­light. All his body was covered with dark smears. She saw he was drag­ging his legs, and that he gripped his axe, the first axe, in one hand. In an­oth­er mo­ment he had struggled in­to the po­s­i­tion of all fours, and had staggered over to her. “The li­on,” he said in a strange ming­ling of ex­ulta­tion and an­guish. “Wau!—I have slain a li­on. With my own hand. Even as I slew the great bear.” He moved to em­phas­ise his words, and sud­denly broke off with a faint cry. For a space he did not move.

				“Let me free,” whispered Eu­dena …

				He answered her no words but pulled him­self up from his crawl­ing at­ti­tude by means of the alder stem, and hacked at her thongs with the sharp edge of his axe. She heard him sob at each blow. He cut away the thongs about her chest and arms, and then his hand dropped. His chest struck against her shoulder and he slipped down be­side her and lay still.

				But the rest of her re­lease was easy. Very hast­ily she freed her­self. She made one step from the tree, and her head was spin­ning. Her last con­scious move­ment was to­wards him. She reeled, and dropped. Her hand fell upon his thigh. It was soft and wet, and gave way un­der her pres­sure; he cried out at her touch, and writhed and lay still again.

				Presently a dark dog­like shape came very softly through the reeds. Then stopped dead and stood sniff­ing, hes­it­ated, and at last turned and slunk back in­to the shad­ows.

				Long was the time they re­mained there mo­tion­less, with the light of the set­ting moon shin­ing on their limbs. Very slowly, as slowly as the set­ting of the moon, did the shad­ow of the reeds to­wards the mound flow over them. Presently their legs were hid­den, and Ugh-lo­mi was but a bust of sil­ver. The shad­ow crept to his neck, crept over his face, and so at last the dark­ness of the night swal­lowed them up.

				The shad­ow be­came full of in­stinct­ive stir­rings. There was a pat­ter of feet, and a faint snarling—the sound of a blow.

				

				There was little sleep that night for the wo­men and chil­dren at the squat­ting-place un­til they heard Eu­dena scream. But the men were weary and sat doz­ing. When Eu­dena screamed they felt as­sured of their safety, and hur­ried to get the nearest places to the fires. The old wo­man laughed at the scream, and laughed again be­cause Si, the little friend of Eu­dena, whimpered. Dir­ectly the dawn came they were all alert and look­ing to­wards the alders. They could see that Eu­dena had been taken. They could not help feel­ing glad to think that Uya was ap­peased. But across the minds of the men the thought of Ugh-lo­mi fell like a shad­ow. They could un­der­stand re­venge, for the world was old in re­venge, but they did not think of res­cue. Sud­denly a hy­ena fled out of the thick­et, and came gal­lop­ing across the reed space. His muzzle and paws were dark-stained. At that sight all the men shouted and clutched at throw­ing-stones and ran to­wards him, for no an­im­al is so pi­ti­ful a cow­ard as the hy­ena by day. All men hated the hy­ena be­cause he preyed on chil­dren, and would come and bite when one was sleep­ing on the edge of the squat­ting-place. And Cat’s-skin, throw­ing fair and straight, hit the brute shrewdly on the flank, where­at the whole tribe yelled with de­light.

				At the noise they made there came a flap­ping of wings from the lair of the li­on, and three white-headed vul­tures rose slowly and circled and came to rest amidst the branches of an alder, over­look­ing the lair. “Our lord is abroad,” said the old wo­man, point­ing. “The vul­tures have their share of Eu­dena.” For a space they re­mained there, and then first one and then an­oth­er dropped back in­to the thick­et.

				Then over the east­ern woods, and touch­ing the whole world to life and col­our, poured, with the ex­al­ta­tion of a trum­pet blast, the light of the rising sun. At the sight of him the chil­dren shouted to­geth­er, and clapped their hands and began to race off to­wards the wa­ter. Only little Si lagged be­hind and looked won­der­ingly at the alders where she had seen the head of Eu­dena overnight.

				But Uya, the old li­on, was not abroad, but at home, and he lay very still, and a little on one side. He was not in his lair, but a little way from it in a place of trampled grass. Un­der one eye was a little wound, the feeble little bite of the first axe. But all the ground be­neath his chest was ruddy brown with a vivid streak, and in his chest was a little hole that had been made by Ugh-lo­mi’s stabbing-spear. Along his side and at his neck the vul­tures had marked their claims. For so Ugh-lo­mi had slain him, ly­ing stricken un­der his paw and thrust­ing haphaz­ard at his chest. He had driv­en the spear in with all his strength and stabbed the gi­ant to the heart. So it was the reign of the li­on, of the second in­carn­a­tion of Uya the Mas­ter, came to an end.

				From the knoll the bustle of pre­par­a­tion grew, the hack­ing of spears and throw­ing-stones. None spake the name of Ugh-lo­mi for fear that it might bring him. The men were go­ing to keep to­geth­er, close to­geth­er, in the hunt­ing for a day or so. And their hunt­ing was to be Ugh-lo­mi, lest in­stead he should come a-hunt­ing them.

				But Ugh-lo­mi was ly­ing very still and si­lent, out­side the li­on’s lair, and Eu­dena squat­ted be­side him, with the ash spear, all smeared with li­on’s blood, gripped in her hand.

			
			
				
					V

					The Fight in the Li­on’s Thick­et

				
				Ugh-lo­mi lay still, his back against an alder, and his thigh was a red mass ter­rible to see. No civ­il­ised man could have lived who had been so sorely wounded, but Eu­dena got him thorns to close his wounds, and squat­ted be­side him day and night, smit­ing the flies from him with a fan of reeds by day, and in the night threat­en­ing the hy­en­as with the first axe in her hand; and in a little while he began to heal. It was high sum­mer, and there was no rain. Little food they had dur­ing the first two days his wounds were open. In the low place where they hid were no roots nor little beasts, and the stream, with its wa­ter-snails and fish, was in the open a hun­dred yards away. She could not go abroad by day for fear of the tribe, her broth­ers and sis­ters, nor by night for fear of the beasts, both on his ac­count and hers. So they shared the li­on with the vul­tures. But there was a trickle of wa­ter near by, and Eu­dena brought him plenty in her hands.

				Where Ugh-lo­mi lay was well hid­den from the tribe by a thick­et of alders, and all fenced about with bul­rushes and tall reeds. The dead li­on he had killed lay near his old lair on a place of trampled reeds fifty yards away, in sight through the reed-stems, and the vul­tures fought each oth­er for the choicest pieces and kept the jack­als off him. Very soon a cloud of flies that looked like bees hung over him, and Ugh-lo­mi could hear their hum­ming. And when Ugh-lo­mi’s flesh was already heal­ing—and it was not many days be­fore that began—only a few bones of the li­on re­mained scattered and shin­ing white.

				For the most part Ugh-lo­mi sat still dur­ing the day, look­ing be­fore him at noth­ing, some­times he would mut­ter of the horses and bears and lions, and some­times he would beat the ground with the first axe and say the names of the tribe—he seemed to have no fear of bring­ing the tribe—for hours to­geth­er. But chiefly he slept, dream­ing little be­cause of his loss of blood and the slight­ness of his food. Dur­ing the short sum­mer night both kept awake. All the while the dark­ness las­ted things moved about them, things they nev­er saw by day. For some nights the hy­en­as did not come, and then one moon­less night near a dozen came and fought for what was left of the li­on. The night was a tu­mult of growl­ing, and Ugh-lo­mi and Eu­dena could hear the bones snap in their teeth. But they knew the hy­ena dare not at­tack any creature alive and awake, and so they were not greatly afraid.

				Of a day­time Eu­dena would go along the nar­row path the old li­on had made in the reeds un­til she was bey­ond the bend, and then she would creep in­to the thick­et and watch the tribe. She would lie close by the alders where they had bound her to of­fer her up to the li­on, and thence she could see them on the knoll by the fire, small and clear, as she had seen them that night. But she told Ugh-lo­mi little of what she saw, be­cause she feared to bring them by their names. For so they be­lieved in those days, that nam­ing called.

				She saw the men pre­pare stabbing-spears and throw­ing-stones on the morn­ing after Ugh-lo­mi had slain the li­on, and go out to hunt him, leav­ing the wo­men and chil­dren on the knoll. Little they knew how near he was as they tracked off in single file to­wards the hills, with Siss the Track­er lead­ing them. And she watched the wo­men and chil­dren, after the men had gone, gath­er­ing fern-fronds and twigs for the night fire, and the boys and girls run­ning and play­ing to­geth­er. But the very old wo­man made her feel afraid. To­wards noon, when most of the oth­ers were down at the stream by the bend, she came and stood on the hith­er side of the knoll, a gnarled brown fig­ure, and ges­tic­u­lated so that Eu­dena could scarce be­lieve she was not seen. Eu­dena lay like a hare in its form, with shin­ing eyes fixed on the bent witch away there, and presently she dimly un­der­stood it was the li­on the old wo­man was wor­ship­ping—the li­on Ugh-lo­mi had slain.

				And the next day the hunters came back weary, car­ry­ing a fawn, and Eu­dena watched the feast en­vi­ously. And then came a strange thing. She saw—dis­tinctly she heard—the old wo­man shriek­ing and ges­tic­u­lat­ing and point­ing to­wards her. She was afraid, and crept like a snake out of sight again. But presently curi­os­ity over­came her and she was back at her spy­ing-place, and as she peered her heart stopped, for there were all the men, with their weapons in their hands, walk­ing to­geth­er to­wards her from the knoll.

				She dared not move lest her move­ment should be seen, but she pressed her­self close to the ground. The sun was low and the golden light was in the faces of the men. She saw they car­ried a piece of rich red meat thrust through by an ashen stake. Presently they stopped. “Go on!” screamed the old wo­man. Cat’s-skin grumbled, and they came on, search­ing the thick­et with sun-dazzled eyes. “Here!” said Siss. And they took the ashen stake with the meat upon it and thrust it in­to the ground. “Uya!” cried Siss, “be­hold thy por­tion. And Ugh-lo­mi we have slain. Of a truth we have slain Ugh-lo­mi. This day we slew Ugh-lo­mi, and to­mor­row we will bring his body to you.” And the oth­ers re­peated the words.

				They looked at each oth­er and be­hind them, and partly turned and began go­ing back. At first they walked half turned to the thick­et, then fa­cing the mound they walked faster look­ing over their shoulders, then faster; soon they ran, it was a race at last, un­til they were near the knoll. Then Siss who was hind­most was first to slack­en his pace.

				The sun­set passed and the twi­light came, the fires glowed red against the hazy blue of the dis­tant chest­nut-trees, and the voices over the mound were merry. Eu­dena lay scarcely stir­ring, look­ing from the mound to the meat and then to the mound. She was hungry, but she was afraid. At last she crept back to Ugh-lo­mi.

				He looked round at the little rustle of her ap­proach. His face was in shad­ow. “Have you got me some food?” he said.

				She said she could find noth­ing, but that she would seek fur­ther, and went back along the li­on’s path un­til she could see the mound again, but she could not bring her­self to take the meat; she had the brute’s in­stinct of a snare. She felt very miser­able.

				She crept back at last to­wards Ugh-lo­mi and heard him stir­ring and moan­ing. She turned back to the mound again; then she saw some­thing in the dark­ness near the stake, and peer­ing dis­tin­guished a jack­al. In a flash she was brave and angry; she sprang up, cried out, and ran to­wards the of­fer­ing. She stumbled and fell, and heard the growl­ing of the jack­al go­ing off.

				When she arose only the ashen stake lay on the ground, the meat was gone. So she went back, to fast through the night with Ugh-lo­mi; and Ugh-lo­mi was angry with her, be­cause she had no food for him; but she told him noth­ing of the things she had seen.

				Two days passed and they were near starving, when the tribe slew a horse. Then came the same ce­re­mony, and a haunch was left on the ashen stake; but this time Eu­dena did not hes­it­ate.

				By act­ing and words she made Ugh-lo­mi un­der­stand, but he ate most of the food be­fore he un­der­stood; and then as her mean­ing passed to him he grew merry with his food. “I am Uya,” he said; “I am the Li­on. I am the Great Cave Bear, I who was only Ugh-lo­mi. I am Wau the Cun­ning. It is well that they should feed me, for presently I will kill them all.”

				Then Eu­dena’s heart was light, and she laughed with him; and af­ter­wards she ate what he had left of the horse­flesh with glad­ness.

				After that it was he had a dream, and the next day he made Eu­dena bring him the li­on’s teeth and claws—so much of them as she could find—and hack him a club of alder. And he put the teeth and claws very cun­ningly in­to the wood so that the points were out­ward. Very long it took him, and he blun­ted two of the teeth ham­mer­ing them in, and was very angry and threw the thing away; but af­ter­wards he dragged him­self to where he had thrown it and fin­ished it—a club of a new sort set with teeth. That day there was more meat for them both, an of­fer­ing to the li­on from the tribe.

				It was one day—more than a hand’s fin­gers of days, more than any­one had skill to count—after Ugh-lo­mi had made the club, that Eu­dena while he was asleep was ly­ing in the thick­et watch­ing the squat­ting-place. There had been no meat for three days. And the old wo­man came and wor­shipped after her man­ner. Now while she wor­shipped, Eu­dena’s little friend Si and an­oth­er, the child of the first girl Siss had loved, came over the knoll and stood re­gard­ing her skinny fig­ure, and presently they began to mock her. Eu­dena found this en­ter­tain­ing, but sud­denly the old wo­man turned on them quickly and saw them. For a mo­ment she stood and they stood mo­tion­less, and then with a shriek of rage, she rushed to­wards them, and all three dis­ap­peared over the crest of the knoll.

				Presently the chil­dren re­appeared among the ferns bey­ond the shoulder of the hill. Little Si ran first, for she was an act­ive girl, and the oth­er child ran squeal­ing with the old wo­man close upon her. And over the knoll came Siss with a bone in his hand, and Bo and Cat’s-skin ob­sequiously be­hind him, each hold­ing a piece of food, and they laughed aloud and shouted to see the old wo­man so angry. And with a shriek the child was caught and the old wo­man set to work slap­ping and the child scream­ing, and it was very good after-din­ner fun for them. Little Si ran on a little way and stopped at last between fear and curi­os­ity.

				And sud­denly came the moth­er of the child, with hair stream­ing, pant­ing, and with a stone in her hand, and the old wo­man turned about like a wild cat. She was the equal of any wo­man, was the chief of the fire-mind­ers, in spite of her years; but be­fore she could do any­thing Siss shouted to her and the clam­our rose loud. Oth­er shock heads came in­to sight. It seemed the whole tribe was at home and feast­ing. But the old wo­man dared not go on wreak­ing her­self on the child Siss be­friended.

				Every­one made noises and called names—even little Si. Ab­ruptly the old wo­man let go of the child she had caught and made a swift run at Si for Si had no friends; and Si, real­ising her danger when it was al­most upon her, made off head­long, with a faint cry of ter­ror, not heed­ing whith­er she ran, straight to the lair of the li­on. She swerved aside in­to the reeds presently, real­ising now whith­er she went.

				But the old wo­man was a won­der­ful old wo­man, as act­ive as she was spite­ful, and she caught Si by the stream­ing hair with­in thirty yards of Eu­dena. All the tribe now was run­ning down the knoll and shout­ing and laugh­ing ready to see the fun.

				Then some­thing stirred in Eu­dena; some­thing that had nev­er stirred in her be­fore; and, think­ing all of little Si and noth­ing of her fear, she sprang up from her am­bush and ran swiftly for­ward. The old wo­man did not see her, for she was busy beat­ing little Si’s face with her hand, beat­ing with all her heart, and sud­denly some­thing hard and heavy struck her cheek. She went reel­ing, and saw Eu­dena with flam­ing eyes and cheeks between her and little Si. She shrieked with as­ton­ish­ment and ter­ror, and little Si, not un­der­stand­ing, set off to­wards the gap­ing tribe. They were quite close now, for the sight of Eu­dena had driv­en their fad­ing fear of the li­on out of their heads.

				In a mo­ment Eu­dena had turned from the cower­ing old wo­man and over­taken Si. “Si!” she cried, “Si!” She caught the child up in her arms as it stopped, pressed the nail-lined face to hers, and turned about to run to­wards her lair, the lair of the old li­on. The old wo­man stood waist-high in the reeds, and screamed foul things and in­ar­tic­u­late rage, but did not dare to in­ter­cept her; and at the bend of the path Eu­dena looked back and saw all the men of the tribe cry­ing to one an­oth­er and Siss com­ing at a trot along the li­on’s trail.

				She ran straight along the nar­row way through the reeds to the shady place where Ugh-lo­mi sat with his heal­ing thigh, just awakened by the shout­ing and rub­bing his eyes. She came to him, a wo­man, with little Si in her arms. Her heart throbbed in her throat. “Ugh-lo­mi!” she cried, “Ugh-lo­mi, the tribe comes!”

				Ugh-lo­mi sat star­ing in stu­pid as­ton­ish­ment at her and Si.

				She poin­ted with Si in one arm. She sought among her feeble store of words to ex­plain. She could hear the men call­ing. Ap­par­ently they had stopped out­side. She put down Si and caught up the new club with the li­on’s teeth, and put it in­to Ugh-lo­mi’s hand, and ran three yards and picked up the first axe.

				“Ah!” said Ugh-lo­mi, wav­ing the new club, and sud­denly he per­ceived the oc­ca­sion and, rolling over, began to struggle to his feet.

				He stood but clum­sily. He sup­por­ted him­self by one hand against the tree, and just touched the ground gingerly with the toe of his wounded leg. In the oth­er hand he gripped the new club. He looked at his heal­ing thigh; and sud­denly the reeds began whis­per­ing, and ceased and whispered again, and com­ing cau­tiously along the track, bend­ing down and hold­ing his fire-hardened stabbing-stick of ash in his hand, ap­peared Siss. He stopped dead, and his eyes met Ugh-lo­mi’s.

				Ugh-lo­mi for­got he had a wounded leg. He stood firmly on both feet. Some­thing trickled. He glanced down and saw a little gout of blood had oozed out along the edge of the heal­ing wound. He rubbed his hand there to give him the grip of his club, and fixed his eyes again on Siss.

				“Wau!” he cried, and sprang for­ward, and Siss, still stoop­ing and watch­ful, drove his stabbing-stick up very quickly in an ugly thrust. It ripped Ugh-lo­mi’s guard­ing arm and the club came down in a counter that Siss was nev­er to un­der­stand. He fell, as an ox falls to the poleaxe, at Ugh-lo­mi’s feet.

				To Bo it seemed the strangest thing. He had a com­fort­ing sense of tall reeds on either side, and an im­preg­nable ram­part, Siss, between him and any danger. Snail-eat­er was close be­hind and there was no danger there. He was pre­pared to shove be­hind and send Siss to death or vic­tory. That was his place as second man. He saw the butt of the spear Siss car­ried leap away from him, and sud­denly a dull whack and the broad back fell away for­ward, and he looked Ugh-lo­mi in the face over his pros­trate lead­er. It felt to Bo as if his heart had fallen down a well. He had a throw­ing-stone in one hand and an ashen stabbing-stick in the oth­er. He did not live to the end of his mo­ment­ary hes­it­a­tion which to use.

				Snail-eat­er was a read­i­er man, and be­sides Bo did not fall for­ward as Siss had done, but gave at his knees and hips, crump­ling up with the toothed club upon his head. The Snail-eat­er drove his spear for­ward swift and straight, and took Ugh-lo­mi in the muscle of the shoulder, and then he drove him hard with the smit­ing-stone in his oth­er hand, shout­ing out as he did so. The new club swished in­ef­fec­tu­ally through the reeds. Eu­dena saw Ugh-lo­mi come stag­ger­ing back from the nar­row path in­to the open space, trip­ping over Siss and with a foot of ashen stake stick­ing out of him over his arm. And then the Snail-eat­er, whose name she had giv­en, had his fi­nal in­jury from her, as his ex­ult­ant face came out of the reeds after his spear. For she swung the first axe swift and high, and hit him fair and square on the temple; and down he went on Siss at pros­trate Ugh-lo­mi’s feet.

				But be­fore Ugh-lo­mi could get up, the two red-haired men were tum­bling out of the reeds, spears and smit­ing-stones ready, and Snake hard be­hind them. One she struck on the neck, but not to fell him, and he blundered aside and spoilt his broth­er’s blow at Ugh-lo­mi’s head. In a mo­ment Ugh-lo­mi dropped his club and had his as­sail­ant by the waist, and had pitched him side­ways sprawl­ing. He snatched at his club again and re­covered it. The man Eu­dena had hit stabbed at her with his spear as he stumbled from her blow, and in­vol­un­tar­ily she gave ground to avoid him. He hes­it­ated between her and Ugh-lo­mi, half turned, gave a vague cry at find­ing Ugh-lo­mi so near, and in a mo­ment Ugh-lo­mi had him by the throat, and the club had its third vic­tim. As he went down Ugh-lo­mi shouted—no words, but an ex­ult­ant cry.

				The oth­er red-haired man was six feet from her with his back to her, and a dark­er red streak­ing his head. He was strug­gling to his feet. She had an ir­ra­tion­al im­pulse to stop his rising. She flung the axe at him, missed, saw his face in pro­file, and he had swerved bey­ond little Si, and was run­ning through the reeds. She had a trans­it­ory vis­ion of Snake stand­ing in the throat of the path, half turned away from her, and then she saw his back. She saw the club whirl­ing through the air, and the shock head of Ugh-lo­mi, with blood in the hair and blood upon the shoulder, van­ish­ing be­low the reeds in pur­suit. Then she heard Snake scream like a wo­man.

				She ran past Si to where the handle of the axe stuck out of a clump of fern, and turn­ing, found her­self pant­ing and alone with three mo­tion­less bod­ies. The air was full of shouts and screams. For a space she was sick and giddy, and then it came in­to her head that Ugh-lo­mi was be­ing killed along the reed-path, and with an in­ar­tic­u­late cry she leapt over the body of Bo and hur­ried after him. Snake’s feet lay across the path, and his head was among the reeds. She fol­lowed the path un­til it bent round and opened out by the alders, and thence she saw all that was left of the tribe in the open, scat­ter­ing like dead leaves be­fore a gale, and go­ing back over the knoll. Ugh-lo­mi was hard upon Cat’s-skin.

				But Cat’s-skin was fleet of foot and got away, and so did young Wau-Hau when Ugh-lo­mi turned upon him, and Ugh-lo­mi pur­sued Wau-Hau far bey­ond the knoll be­fore he de­sisted. He had the rage of battle on him now, and the wood thrust through his shoulder stung him like a spur. When she saw he was in no danger she stopped run­ning and stood pant­ing, watch­ing the dis­tant act­ive fig­ures run up and van­ish one by one over the knoll. In a little time she was alone again. Everything had happened very swiftly. The smoke of Broth­er Fire rose straight and steady from the squat­ting-place, just as it had done ten minutes ago, when the old wo­man had stood yon­der wor­ship­ping the li­on.

				And after a long time, as it seemed, Ugh-lo­mi re­appeared over the knoll, and came back to Eu­dena, tri­umphant and breath­ing heav­ily. She stood, her hair about her eyes and hot-faced, with the blood­stained axe in her hand, at the place where the tribe had offered her as a sac­ri­fice to the li­on. “Wau!” cried Ugh-lo­mi at the sight of her, his face alight with the fel­low­ship of battle, and he waved his new club, red now and hairy; and at the sight of his glow­ing face her tense pose re­laxed some­what, and she stood sob­bing and re­joicing.

				Ugh-lo­mi had a queer un­ac­count­able pang at the sight of her tears; but he only shouted “Wau!” the louder and shook the axe east and west. He called man­fully to her to fol­low him and turned back, strid­ing, with the club swinging in his hand, to­wards the squat­ting-place, as if he had nev­er left the tribe; and she ceased her weep­ing and fol­lowed quickly as a wo­man should.

				So Ugh-lo­mi and Eu­dena came back to the squat­ting-place from which they had fled many days be­fore from the face of Uya; and by the squat­ting-place lay a deer half eaten, just as there had been be­fore Ugh-lo­mi was man or Eu­dena wo­man. So Ugh-lo­mi sat down to eat, and Eu­dena be­side him like a man, and the rest of the tribe watched them from safe hid­ing-places. And after a time one of the eld­er girls came back timor­ously, car­ry­ing little Si in her arms, and Eu­dena called to them by name, and offered them food. But the eld­er girl was afraid and would not come, though Si struggled to come to Eu­dena. Af­ter­wards, when Ugh-lo­mi had eaten, he sat doz­ing, and at last he slept, and slowly the oth­ers came out of the hid­ing-places and drew near. And when Ugh-lo­mi woke, save that there were no men to be seen, it seemed as though he had nev­er left the tribe.

				Now, there is a thing strange but true: that all through this fight Ugh-lo­mi for­got that he was lame, and was not lame, and after he had res­ted be­hold! he was a lame man; and he re­mained a lame man to the end of his days.

				Cat’s-skin and the second red-haired man and Wau-Hau, who chipped flints cun­ningly, as his fath­er had done be­fore him, fled from the face of Ugh-lo­mi, and none knew where they hid. But two days after they came and squat­ted a good way off from the knoll among the brack­en un­der the chest­nuts and watched. Ugh-lo­mi’s rage had gone, he moved to go against them and did not, and at sun­down they went away. That day, too, they found the old wo­man among the ferns, where Ugh-lo­mi had blundered upon her when he had pur­sued Wau-Hau. She was dead and more ugly than ever, but whole. The jack­als and vul­tures had tried her and left her;—she was ever a won­der­ful old wo­man.

				The next day the three men came again and squat­ted near­er, and Wau-Hau had two rab­bits to hold up, and the red-haired man a wood-pi­geon, and Ugh-lo­mi stood be­fore the wo­men and mocked them.

				The next day they sat again near­er—without stones or sticks, and with the same of­fer­ings, and Cat’s-skin had a trout. It was rare men caught fish in those days, but Cat’s-skin would stand si­lently in the wa­ter for hours and catch them with his hand. And the fourth day Ugh-lo­mi suffered these three to come to the squat­ting-place in peace, with the food they had with them. Ugh-lo­mi ate the trout. There­after for many moons Ugh-lo­mi was mas­ter and had his will in peace. And on the full­ness of time he was killed and eaten even as Uya had been slain.

			
		
	
		
			A Story of the Days to Come

			
				
					I

					The Cure for Love

				
				The ex­cel­lent Mr. Mor­ris was an Eng­lish­man, and he lived in the days of Queen Vic­tor­ia the Good. He was a pros­per­ous and very sens­ible man; he read the Times and went to church, and as he grew to­wards middle age an ex­pres­sion of quiet con­ten­ted con­tempt for all who were not as him­self settled on his face. He was one of those people who do everything that is right and prop­er and sens­ible with in­ev­it­able reg­u­lar­ity. He al­ways wore just the right and prop­er clothes, steer­ing the nar­row way between the smart and the shabby, al­ways sub­scribed to the right char­it­ies, just the ju­di­cious com­prom­ise between os­ten­ta­tion and mean­ness, and nev­er failed to have his hair cut to ex­actly the prop­er length.

				Everything that it was right and prop­er for a man in his po­s­i­tion to pos­sess, he pos­sessed; and everything that it was not right and prop­er for a man in his po­s­i­tion to pos­sess, he did not pos­sess.

				And among oth­er right and prop­er pos­ses­sions, this Mr. Mor­ris had a wife and chil­dren. They were the right sort of wife, and the right sort and num­ber of chil­dren, of course; noth­ing ima­gin­at­ive or highty-flighty about any of them, so far as Mr. Mor­ris could see; they wore per­fectly cor­rect cloth­ing, neither smart nor hy­gien­ic nor faddy in any way, but just sens­ible; and they lived in a nice sens­ible house in the later Vic­tori­an sham Queen Anne style of ar­chi­tec­ture, with sham half-tim­ber­ing of chocol­ate-painted plaster in the gables, Lin­crusta Walton sham carved oak pan­els, a ter­race of terra cotta to im­it­ate stone, and cathed­ral glass in the front door. His boys went to good sol­id schools, and were put to re­spect­able pro­fes­sions; his girls, in spite of a fant­ast­ic protest or so, were all mar­ried to suit­able, steady, old­ish young men with good pro­spects. And when it was a fit and prop­er thing for him to do so, Mr. Mor­ris died. His tomb was of marble, and, without any art non­sense or laud­at­ory in­scrip­tion, quietly im­pos­ing—such be­ing the fash­ion of his time.

				He un­der­went vari­ous changes ac­cord­ing to the ac­cep­ted cus­tom in these cases, and long be­fore this story be­gins his bones even had be­come dust, and were scattered to the four quar­ters of heav­en. And his sons and his grand­sons and his great-grand­sons and his great-great-grand­sons, they too were dust and ashes, and were scattered like­wise. It was a thing he could not have ima­gined, that a day would come when even his great-great-grand­sons would be scattered to the four winds of heav­en. If any­one had sug­ges­ted it to him he would have re­sen­ted it. He was one of those worthy people who take no in­terest in the fu­ture of man­kind at all. He had grave doubts, in­deed, if there was any fu­ture for man­kind after he was dead.

				It seemed quite im­possible and quite un­in­ter­est­ing to ima­gine any­thing hap­pen­ing after he was dead. Yet the thing was so, and when even his great-great-grand­son was dead and de­cayed and for­got­ten, when the sham half-timbered house had gone the way of all shams, and the Times was ex­tinct, and the silk hat a ri­dicu­lous an­tiquity, and the mod­estly im­pos­ing stone that had been sac­red to Mr. Mor­ris had been burnt to make lime for mor­tar, and all that Mr. Mor­ris had found real and im­port­ant was sere and dead, the world was still go­ing on, and people were still go­ing about it, just as heed­less and im­pa­tient of the fu­ture, or, in­deed, of any­thing but their own selves and prop­erty, as Mr. Mor­ris had been.

				And, strange to tell, and much as Mr. Mor­ris would have been angered if any­one had fore­shad­owed it to him, all over the world there were scattered a mul­ti­tude of people, filled with the breath of life, in whose veins the blood of Mr. Mor­ris flowed. Just as some day the life which is gathered now in the read­er of this very story may also be scattered far and wide about this world, and mingled with a thou­sand ali­en strains, bey­ond all thought and tra­cing.

				And among the des­cend­ants of this Mr. Mor­ris was one al­most as sens­ible and clear­headed as his an­cest­or. He had just the same stout, short frame as that an­cient man of the nine­teenth cen­tury, from whom his name of Mor­ris—he spelt it Mwres—came; he had the same half-con­temp­tu­ous ex­pres­sion of face. He was a pros­per­ous per­son, too, as times went, and he dis­liked the “new­fangled,” and both­ers about the fu­ture and the lower classes, just as much as the an­ces­tral Mor­ris had done. He did not read the Times: in­deed, he did not know there ever had been a Times—that in­sti­tu­tion had foundered some­where in the in­ter­ven­ing gulf of years; but the phono­graph ma­chine, that talked to him as he made his toi­let of a morn­ing, might have been the voice of a re­in­carn­ated Blow­itz when it dealt with the world’s af­fairs. This phono­graph­ic ma­chine was the size and shape of a Dutch clock, and down the front of it were elec­tric ba­ro­met­ric in­dic­at­ors, and an elec­tric clock and cal­en­dar, and auto­mat­ic en­gage­ment re­mind­ers, and where the clock would have been was the mouth of a trum­pet. When it had news the trum­pet gobbled like a tur­key, “Gal­loop, gal­loop,” and then brayed out its mes­sage as, let us say, a trum­pet might bray. It would tell Mwres in full, rich, throaty tones about the overnight ac­ci­dents to the om­ni­bus fly­ing-ma­chines that plied around the world, the latest ar­rivals at the fash­ion­able re­sorts in Tibet, and of all the great mono­pol­ist com­pany meet­ings of the day be­fore, while he was dress­ing. If Mwres did not like hear­ing what it said, he had only to touch a stud, and it would choke a little and talk about some­thing else.

				Of course his toi­let differed very much from that of his an­cest­or. It is doubt­ful which would have been the more shocked and pained to find him­self in the cloth­ing of the oth­er. Mwres would cer­tainly have soon­er gone forth to the world stark na­ked than in the silk hat, frock coat, grey trousers and watch-chain that had filled Mr. Mor­ris with sombre self-re­spect in the past. For Mwres there was no shav­ing to do: a skil­ful op­er­at­or had long ago re­moved every hair-root from his face. His legs he en­cased in pleas­ant pink and am­ber gar­ments of an air­tight ma­ter­i­al, which with the help of an in­geni­ous little pump he dis­ten­ded so as to sug­gest enorm­ous muscles. Above this he also wore pneu­mat­ic gar­ments be­neath an am­ber silk tu­nic, so that he was clothed in air and ad­mir­ably pro­tec­ted against sud­den ex­tremes of heat or cold. Over this he flung a scar­let cloak with its edge fant­ast­ic­ally curved. On his head, which had been skil­fully de­prived of every scrap of hair, he ad­jus­ted a pleas­ant little cap of bright scar­let, held on by suc­tion and in­flated with hy­dro­gen, and curi­ously like the comb of a cock. So his toi­let was com­plete; and, con­scious of be­ing soberly and be­com­ingly at­tired, he was ready to face his fel­low-be­ings with a tran­quil eye.

				This Mwres—the ci­vil­ity of “Mr.” had van­ished ages ago—was one of the of­fi­cials un­der the Wind Vane and Wa­ter­fall Trust, the great com­pany that owned every wind wheel and wa­ter­fall in the world, and which pumped all the wa­ter and sup­plied all the elec­tric en­ergy that people in these lat­ter days re­quired. He lived in a vast hotel near that part of Lon­don called Sev­enth Way, and had very large and com­fort­able apart­ments on the sev­en­teenth floor. House­holds and fam­ily life had long since dis­ap­peared with the pro­gress­ive re­fine­ment of man­ners; and in­deed the steady rise in rents and land val­ues, the dis­ap­pear­ance of do­mest­ic ser­vants, the elab­or­a­tion of cook­ery, had rendered the sep­ar­ate dom­i­cile of Vic­tori­an times im­possible, even had any­one de­sired such a sav­age se­clu­sion. When his toi­let was com­pleted he went to­wards one of the two doors of his apart­ment—there were doors at op­pos­ite ends, each marked with a huge ar­row point­ing one one way and one the oth­er—touched a stud to open it, and emerged on a wide pas­sage, the centre of which bore chairs and was mov­ing at a steady pace to the left. On some of these chairs were seated gaily-dressed men and wo­men. He nod­ded to an ac­quaint­ance—it was not in those days etiquette to talk be­fore break­fast—and seated him­self on one of these chairs, and in a few seconds he had been car­ried to the doors of a lift, by which he des­cen­ded to the great and splen­did hall in which his break­fast would be auto­mat­ic­ally served.

				It was a very dif­fer­ent meal from a Vic­tori­an break­fast. The rude masses of bread need­ing to be carved and smeared over with an­im­al fat be­fore they could be made pal­at­able, the still re­cog­nis­able frag­ments of re­cently killed an­im­als, hideously charred and hacked, the eggs torn ruth­lessly from be­neath some protest­ing hen—such things as these, though they con­sti­tuted the or­din­ary fare of Vic­tori­an times, would have awakened only hor­ror and dis­gust in the re­fined minds of the people of these lat­ter days. In­stead were pastes and cakes of agree­able and varie­gated design, without any sug­ges­tion in col­our or form of the un­for­tu­nate an­im­als from which their sub­stance and juices were de­rived. They ap­peared on little dishes slid­ing out upon a rail from a little box at one side of the table. The sur­face of the table, to judge by touch and eye, would have ap­peared to a nine­teenth-cen­tury per­son to be covered with fine white dam­ask, but this was really an ox­id­ised metal­lic sur­face, and could be cleaned in­stantly after a meal. There were hun­dreds of such little tables in the hall, and at most of them were oth­er lat­ter-day cit­izens singly or in groups. And as Mwres seated him­self be­fore his el­eg­ant re­past, the in­vis­ible or­ches­tra, which had been rest­ing dur­ing an in­ter­val, re­sumed and filled the air with mu­sic.

				But Mwres did not dis­play any great in­terest either in his break­fast or the mu­sic; his eye wandered in­cess­antly about the hall, as though he ex­pec­ted a be­lated guest. At last he rose eagerly and waved his hand, and sim­ul­tan­eously across the hall ap­peared a tall dark fig­ure in a cos­tume of yel­low and olive green. As this per­son, walk­ing amidst the tables with meas­ured steps, drew near, the pal­lid earn­est­ness of his face and the un­usu­al in­tens­ity of his eyes be­came ap­par­ent. Mwres re­seated him­self and poin­ted to a chair be­side him.

				“I feared you would nev­er come,” he said. In spite of the in­ter­ven­ing space of time, the Eng­lish lan­guage was still al­most ex­actly the same as it had been in Eng­land un­der Vic­tor­ia the Good. The in­ven­tion of the phono­graph and such­like means of re­cord­ing sound, and the gradu­al re­place­ment of books by such con­triv­ances, had not only saved the hu­man eye­sight from de­cay, but had also by the es­tab­lish­ment of a sure stand­ard ar­res­ted the pro­cess of change in ac­cent that had hitherto been so in­ev­it­able.

				“I was delayed by an in­ter­est­ing case,” said the man in green and yel­low. “A prom­in­ent politi­cian—ahem!—suf­fer­ing from over­work.” He glanced at the break­fast and seated him­self. “I have been awake for forty hours.”

				“Eh dear!” said Mwres: “fancy that! You hyp­not­ists have your work to do.”

				The hyp­not­ist helped him­self to some at­tract­ive am­ber-col­oured jelly. “I hap­pen to be a good deal in re­quest,” he said mod­estly.

				“Heav­en knows what we should do without you.”

				“Oh! we’re not so in­dis­pens­able as all that,” said the hyp­not­ist, ru­min­at­ing the fla­vour of the jelly. “The world did very well without us for some thou­sands of years. Two hun­dred years ago even—not one! In prac­tice, that is. Phys­i­cians by the thou­sand, of course—fright­fully clumsy brutes for the most part, and fol­low­ing one an­oth­er like sheep—but doc­tors of the mind, ex­cept a few em­pir­ic­al floun­der­ers there were none.”

				He con­cen­trated his mind on the jelly.

				“But were people so sane—?” began Mwres.

				The hyp­not­ist shook his head. “It didn’t mat­ter then if they were a bit silly or faddy. Life was so easy­going then. No com­pet­i­tion worth speak­ing of—no pres­sure. A hu­man be­ing had to be very lop­sided be­fore any­thing happened. Then, you know, they clapped ’em away in what they called a lun­at­ic asylum.”

				“I know,” said Mwres. “In these con­foun­ded his­tor­ic­al ro­mances that every­one is listen­ing to, they al­ways res­cue a beau­ti­ful girl from an asylum or some­thing of the sort. I don’t know if you at­tend to that rub­bish.”

				“I must con­fess I do,” said the hyp­not­ist. “It car­ries one out of one­self to hear of those quaint, ad­ven­tur­ous, half-civ­il­ised days of the nine­teenth cen­tury, when men were stout and wo­men simple. I like a good swag­ger­ing story be­fore all things. Curi­ous times they were, with their smutty rail­ways and puff­ing old iron trains, their rum little houses and their horse vehicles. I sup­pose you don’t read books?”

				“Dear, no!” said Mwres, “I went to a mod­ern school and we had none of that old-fash­ioned non­sense. Phono­graphs are good enough for me.”

				“Of course,” said the hyp­not­ist, “of course”; and sur­veyed the table for his next choice. “You know,” he said, help­ing him­self to a dark blue con­fec­tion that prom­ised well, “in those days our busi­ness was scarcely thought of. I daresay if any­one had told them that in two hun­dred years’ time a class of men would be en­tirely oc­cu­pied in im­press­ing things upon the memory, ef­fa­cing un­pleas­ant ideas, con­trolling and over­com­ing in­stinct­ive but un­desir­able im­pulses, and so forth, by means of hyp­not­ism, they would have re­fused to be­lieve the thing pos­sible. Few people knew that an or­der made dur­ing a mes­mer­ic trance, even an or­der to for­get or an or­der to de­sire, could be giv­en so as to be obeyed after the trance was over. Yet there were men alive then who could have told them the thing was as ab­so­lutely cer­tain to come about as—well, the trans­it of Venus.”

				“They knew of hyp­not­ism, then?”

				“Oh, dear, yes! They used it—for pain­less dentistry and things like that! This blue stuff is con­foun­dedly good: what is it?”

				“Haven’t the faintest idea,” said Mwres, “but I ad­mit it’s very good. Take some more.”

				The hyp­not­ist re­peated his praises, and there was an ap­pre­ci­at­ive pause.

				“Speak­ing of these his­tor­ic­al ro­mances,” said Mwres, with an at­tempt at an easy, off­hand man­ner, “brings me—ah—to the mat­ter I—ah—had in mind when I asked you—when I ex­pressed a wish to see you.” He paused and took a deep breath.

				The hyp­not­ist turned an at­tent­ive eye upon him, and con­tin­ued eat­ing.

				“The fact is,” said Mwres, “I have a—in fact a—daugh­ter. Well, you know I have giv­en her—ah—every edu­ca­tion­al ad­vant­age. Lec­tures—not a sol­it­ary lec­turer of abil­ity in the world but she has had a tele­phone dir­ect, dan­cing, de­port­ment, con­ver­sa­tion, philo­sophy, art cri­ti­cism …” He in­dic­ated cath­ol­ic cul­ture by a ges­ture of his hand. “I had in­ten­ded her to marry a very good friend of mine—Bindon of the Light­ing Com­mis­sion—plain little man, you know, and a bit un­pleas­ant in some of his ways, but an ex­cel­lent fel­low really—an ex­cel­lent fel­low.”

				“Yes,” said the hyp­not­ist, “go on. How old is she?”

				“Eight­een.”

				“A dan­ger­ous age. Well?”

				“Well: it seems that she has been in­dul­ging in these his­tor­ic­al ro­mances—ex­cess­ively. Ex­cess­ively. Even to the neg­lect of her philo­sophy. Filled her mind with un­ut­ter­able non­sense about sol­diers who fight—what is it?—Etruscans?”

				“Egyp­tians.”

				“Egyp­tians—very prob­ably. Hack about with swords and re­volvers and things—blood­shed galore—hor­rible!—and about young men on tor­pedo catch­ers who blow up—Span­iards, I fancy—and all sorts of ir­reg­u­lar ad­ven­tur­ers. And she has got it in­to her head that she must marry for Love, and that poor little Bindon—”

				“I’ve met sim­il­ar cases,” said the hyp­not­ist. “Who is the oth­er young man?”

				Mwres main­tained an ap­pear­ance of resigned calm. “You may well ask,” he said. “He is”—and his voice sank with shame—“a mere at­tend­ant upon the stage on which the fly­ing-ma­chines from Par­is alight. He has—as they say in the ro­mances—good looks. He is quite young and very ec­cent­ric. Af­fects the an­tique—he can read and write! So can she. And in­stead of com­mu­nic­at­ing by tele­phone, like sens­ible people, they write and de­liv­er—what is it?”

				“Notes?”

				“No—not notes … Ah—poems.”

				The hyp­not­ist raised his eye­brows. “How did she meet him?”

				“Tripped com­ing down from the fly­ing-ma­chine from Par­is—and fell in­to his arms. The mis­chief was done in a mo­ment!”

				“Yes?”

				“Well—that’s all. Things must be stopped. That is what I want to con­sult you about. What must be done? What can be done? Of course I’m not a hyp­not­ist; my know­ledge is lim­ited. But you—?”

				“Hyp­not­ism is not ma­gic,” said the man in green, put­ting both arms on the table.

				“Oh, pre­cisely! But still—!”

				“People can­not be hyp­not­ised without their con­sent. If she is able to stand out against mar­ry­ing Bindon, she will prob­ably stand out against be­ing hyp­not­ised. But if once she can be hyp­not­ised—even by some­body else—the thing is done.”

				“You can—?”

				“Oh, cer­tainly! Once we get her amen­able, then we can sug­gest that she must marry Bindon—that that is her fate; or that the young man is re­puls­ive, and that when she sees him she will be giddy and faint, or any little thing of that sort. Or if we can get her in­to a suf­fi­ciently pro­found trance we can sug­gest that she should for­get him al­to­geth­er—”

				“Pre­cisely.”

				“But the prob­lem is to get her hyp­not­ised. Of course no sort of pro­pos­al or sug­ges­tion must come from you—be­cause no doubt she already dis­trusts you in the mat­ter.”

				The hyp­not­ist leant his head upon his arm and thought.

				“It’s hard a man can­not dis­pose of his own daugh­ter,” said Mwres ir­rel­ev­antly.

				“You must give me the name and ad­dress of the young lady,” said the hyp­not­ist, “and any in­form­a­tion bear­ing upon the mat­ter. And, by the by, is there any money in the af­fair?”

				Mwres hes­it­ated.

				“There’s a sum—in fact, a con­sid­er­able sum—in­ves­ted in the Pat­ent Road Com­pany. From her moth­er. That’s what makes the thing so ex­as­per­at­ing.”

				“Ex­actly,” said the hyp­not­ist. And he pro­ceeded to cross-ex­am­ine Mwres on the en­tire af­fair.

				It was a lengthy in­ter­view.

				And mean­while “Elize­beθ Mwres,” as she spelt her name, or “Eliza­beth Mor­ris” as a nine­teenth-cen­tury per­son would have put it, was sit­ting in a quiet wait­ing-place be­neath the great stage upon which the fly­ing-ma­chine from Par­is des­cen­ded. And be­side her sat her slender, hand­some lov­er read­ing her the poem he had writ­ten that morn­ing while on duty upon the stage. When he had fin­ished they sat for a time in si­lence; and then, as if for their spe­cial en­ter­tain­ment, the great ma­chine that had come fly­ing through the air from Amer­ica that morn­ing rushed down out of the sky.

				At first it was a little ob­long, faint and blue amidst the dis­tant fleecy clouds; and then it grew swiftly large and white, and lar­ger and whiter, un­til they could see the sep­ar­ate tiers of sails, each hun­dreds of feet wide, and the lank body they sup­por­ted, and at last even the swinging seats of the pas­sen­gers in a dot­ted row. Al­though it was fall­ing it seemed to them to be rush­ing up the sky, and over the roof-spaces of the city be­low its shad­ow leapt to­wards them. They heard the whist­ling rush of the air about it and its yelling siren, shrill and swell­ing, to warn those who were on its land­ing-stage of its ar­rival. And ab­ruptly the note fell down a couple of octaves, and it had passed, and the sky was clear and void, and she could turn her sweet eyes again to Denton at her side.

				Their si­lence ended; and Denton, speak­ing in a little lan­guage of broken Eng­lish that was, they fan­cied, their private pos­ses­sion—though lov­ers have used such little lan­guages since the world began—told her how they too would leap in­to the air one morn­ing out of all the obstacles and dif­fi­culties about them, and fly to a sun­lit city of de­light he knew of in Ja­pan, halfway about the world.

				She loved the dream, but she feared the leap; and she put him off with “Some day, dearest one, some day,” to all his plead­ing that it might be soon; and at last came a shrill­ing of whistles, and it was time for him to go back to his du­ties on the stage. They par­ted—as lov­ers have been wont to part for thou­sands of years. She walked down a pas­sage to a lift, and so came to one of the streets of that lat­ter-day Lon­don, all glazed in with glass from the weath­er, and with in­cess­ant mov­ing plat­forms that went to all parts of the city. And by one of these she re­turned to her apart­ments in the Hotel for Wo­men where she lived, the apart­ments that were in tele­phon­ic com­mu­nic­a­tion with all the best lec­tur­ers in the world. But the sun­light of the fly­ing stage was in her heart, and the wis­dom of all the best lec­tur­ers in the world seemed folly in that light.

				She spent the middle part of the day in the gym­nas­i­um, and took her mid­day meal with two oth­er girls and their com­mon chap­er­one—for it was still the cus­tom to have a chap­er­one in the case of moth­er­less girls of the more pros­per­ous classes. The chap­er­one had a vis­it­or that day, a man in green and yel­low, with a white face and vivid eyes, who talked amaz­ingly. Among oth­er things, he fell to prais­ing a new his­tor­ic­al ro­mance that one of the great pop­u­lar storytellers of the day had just put forth. It was, of course, about the spa­cious times of Queen Vic­tor­ia; and the au­thor, among oth­er pleas­ing nov­el­ties, made a little ar­gu­ment be­fore each sec­tion of the story, in im­it­a­tion of the chapter head­ings of the old-fash­ioned books: as for ex­ample, “How the Cab­men of Pimlico stopped the Vic­tor­ia Om­ni­buses, and of the Great Fight in Palace Yard,” and “How the Pic­ca­dilly Po­lice­man was slain in the midst of his Duty.” The man in green and yel­low praised this in­nov­a­tion. “These pithy sen­tences,” he said, “are ad­mir­able. They show at a glance those head­long, tu­mul­tu­ous times, when men and an­im­als jostled in the filthy streets, and death might wait for one at every corner. Life was life then! How great the world must have seemed then! How mar­vel­lous! They were still parts of the world ab­so­lutely un­ex­plored. Nowadays we have al­most ab­ol­ished won­der, we lead lives so trim and or­derly that cour­age, en­dur­ance, faith, all the noble vir­tues seem fad­ing from man­kind.”

				And so on, tak­ing the girls’ thoughts with him, un­til the life they led, life in the vast and in­tric­ate Lon­don of the twenty-second cen­tury, a life in­ter­spersed with soar­ing ex­cur­sions to every part of the globe, seemed to them a mono­ton­ous misery com­pared with the daedal past.

				At first Eliza­beth did not join in the con­ver­sa­tion, but after a time the sub­ject be­came so in­ter­est­ing that she made a few shy in­ter­pol­a­tions. But he scarcely seemed to no­tice her as he talked. He went on to de­scribe a new meth­od of en­ter­tain­ing people. They were hyp­not­ised, and then sug­ges­tions were made to them so skil­fully that they seemed to be liv­ing in an­cient times again. They played out a little ro­mance in the past as vivid as real­ity, and when at last they awakened they re­membered all they had been through as though it were a real thing.

				“It is a thing we have sought to do for years and years,” said the hyp­not­ist. “It is prac­tic­ally an ar­ti­fi­cial dream. And we know the way at last. Think of all it opens out to us—the en­rich­ment of our ex­per­i­ence, the re­cov­ery of ad­ven­ture, the refuge it of­fers from this sor­did, com­pet­it­ive life in which we live! Think!”

				“And you can do that!” said the chap­er­one eagerly.

				“The thing is pos­sible at last,” the hyp­not­ist said. “You may or­der a dream as you wish.”

				The chap­er­one was the first to be hyp­not­ised, and the dream, she said, was won­der­ful, when she came to again.

				The oth­er two girls, en­cour­aged by her en­thu­si­asm, also placed them­selves in the hands of the hyp­not­ist and had plunges in­to the ro­mantic past. No one sug­ges­ted that Eliza­beth should try this nov­el en­ter­tain­ment; it was at her own re­quest at last that she was taken in­to that land of dreams where there is neither any free­dom of choice nor will …

				And so the mis­chief was done.

				One day, when Denton went down to that quiet seat be­neath the fly­ing stage, Eliza­beth was not in her wonted place. He was dis­ap­poin­ted, and a little angry. The next day she did not come, and the next also. He was afraid. To hide his fear from him­self, he set to work to write son­nets for her when she should come again …

				For three days he fought against his dread by such dis­trac­tion, and then the truth was be­fore him clear and cold, and would not be denied. She might be ill, she might be dead; but he would not be­lieve that he had been be­trayed. There fol­lowed a week of misery. And then he knew she was the only thing on Earth worth hav­ing, and that he must seek her, how­ever hope­less the search, un­til she was found once more.

				He had some small private means of his own, and so he threw over his ap­point­ment on the fly­ing stage, and set him­self to find this girl who had be­come at last all the world to him. He did not know where she lived, and little of her cir­cum­stances; for it had been part of the de­light of her girl­ish ro­mance that he should know noth­ing of her, noth­ing of the dif­fer­ence of their sta­tion. The ways of the city opened be­fore him east and west, north and south. Even in Vic­tori­an days Lon­don was a maze, that little Lon­don with its poor four mil­lions of people; but the Lon­don he ex­plored, the Lon­don of the twenty-second cen­tury, was a Lon­don of thirty mil­lion souls. At first he was en­er­get­ic and head­long, tak­ing time neither to eat nor sleep. He sought for weeks and months, he went through every ima­gin­able phase of fa­tigue and des­pair, over-ex­cite­ment and an­ger. Long after hope was dead, by the sheer in­er­tia of his de­sire he still went to and fro, peer­ing in­to faces and look­ing this way and that, in the in­cess­ant ways and lifts and pas­sages of that in­ter­min­able hive of men.

				At last chance was kind to him, and he saw her.

				It was in a time of fest­iv­ity. He was hungry; he had paid the in­clus­ive fee and had gone in­to one of the gi­gant­ic din­ing-places of the city; he was push­ing his way among the tables and scru­tin­ising by mere force of habit every group he passed.

				He stood still, robbed of all power of mo­tion, his eyes wide, his lips apart. Eliza­beth sat scarcely twenty yards away from him, look­ing straight at him. Her eyes were as hard to him, as hard and ex­pres­sion­less and void of re­cog­ni­tion, as the eyes of a statue.

				She looked at him for a mo­ment, and then her gaze passed bey­ond him.

				Had he had only her eyes to judge by he might have doubted if it was in­deed Eliza­beth, but he knew her by the ges­ture of her hand, by the grace of a wan­ton little curl that floated over her ear as she moved her head. Some­thing was said to her, and she turned smil­ing tol­er­antly to the man be­side her, a little man in fool­ish raiment knobbed and spiked like some odd rep­tile with pneu­mat­ic horns—the Bindon of her fath­er’s choice.

				For a mo­ment Denton stood white and wild-eyed; then came a ter­rible faint­ness, and he sat be­fore one of the little tables. He sat down with his back to her, and for a time he did not dare to look at her again. When at last he did, she and Bindon and two oth­er people were stand­ing up to go. The oth­ers were her fath­er and her chap­er­one.

				He sat as if in­cap­able of ac­tion un­til the four fig­ures were re­mote and small, and then he rose up pos­sessed with the one idea of pur­suit. For a space he feared he had lost them, and then he came upon Eliza­beth and her chap­er­one again in one of the streets of mov­ing plat­forms that in­ter­sec­ted the city. Bindon and Mwres had dis­ap­peared.

				He could not con­trol him­self to pa­tience. He felt he must speak to her forth­with, or die. He pushed for­ward to where they were seated, and sat down be­side them. His white face was con­vulsed with half-hys­ter­ic­al ex­cite­ment.

				He laid his hand on her wrist. “Eliza­beth?” he said.

				She turned in un­feigned as­ton­ish­ment. Noth­ing but the fear of a strange man showed in her face.

				“Eliza­beth,” he cried, and his voice was strange to him: “dearest—you know me?”

				Eliza­beth’s face showed noth­ing but alarm and per­plex­ity. She drew her­self away from him. The chap­er­one, a little grey-headed wo­man with mo­bile fea­tures, leant for­ward to in­ter­vene. Her res­ol­ute bright eyes ex­amined Denton. “What do you say?” she asked.

				“This young lady,” said Denton—“she knows me.”

				“Do you know him, dear?”

				“No,” said Eliza­beth in a strange voice, and with a hand to her fore­head, speak­ing al­most as one who re­peats a les­son. “No, I do not know him. I know—I do not know him.”

				“But—but … Not know me! It is I—Denton. Denton! To whom you used to talk. Don’t you re­mem­ber the fly­ing stages? The little seat in the open air? The verses—”

				“No,” cried Eliza­beth—“no. I do not know him. I do not know him. There is some­thing … But I don’t know. All I know is that I do not know him.” Her face was a face of in­fin­ite dis­tress.

				The sharp eyes of the chap­er­one flit­ted to and fro from the girl to the man. “You see?” she said, with the faint shad­ow of a smile. “She does not know you.”

				“I do not know you,” said Eliza­beth. “Of that I am sure.”

				“But, dear—the songs—the little verses—”

				“She does not know you,” said the chap­er­one. “You must not … You have made a mis­take. You must not go on talk­ing to us after that. You must not an­noy us on the pub­lic ways.”

				“But—” said Denton, and for a mo­ment his miser­ably hag­gard face ap­pealed against fate.

				“You must not per­sist, young man,” pro­tested the chap­er­one.

				“Eliza­beth!” he cried.

				Her face was the face of one who is tor­men­ted. “I do not know you,” she cried, hand to brow. “Oh, I do not know you!”

				For an in­stant Denton sat stunned. Then he stood up and groaned aloud.

				He made a strange ges­ture of ap­peal to­wards the re­mote glass roof of the pub­lic way, then turned and went plunging reck­lessly from one mov­ing plat­form to an­oth­er, and van­ished amidst the swarms of people go­ing to and fro there­on. The chap­er­one’s eyes fol­lowed him, and then she looked at the curi­ous faces about her.

				“Dear,” asked Eliza­beth, clasp­ing her hand, and too deeply moved to heed ob­ser­va­tion, “who was that man? Who was that man?”

				The chap­er­one raised her eye­brows. She spoke in a clear, aud­ible voice. “Some half-wit­ted creature. I have nev­er set eyes on him be­fore.”

				“Nev­er?”

				“Nev­er, dear. Do not trouble your mind about a thing like this.”

				

				And soon after this the cel­eb­rated hyp­not­ist who dressed in green and yel­low had an­oth­er cli­ent. The young man paced his con­sult­ing-room, pale and dis­ordered. “I want to for­get,” he cried. “I must for­get.”

				The hyp­not­ist watched him with quiet eyes, stud­ied his face and clothes and bear­ing. “To for­get any­thing—pleas­ure or pain—is to be, by so much—less. How­ever, you know your own con­cern. My fee is high.”

				“If only I can for­get—”

				“That’s easy enough with you. You wish it. I’ve done much harder things. Quite re­cently. I hardly ex­pec­ted to do it: the thing was done against the will of the hyp­not­ised per­son. A love af­fair too—like yours. A girl. So rest as­sured.”

				The young man came and sat be­side the hyp­not­ist. His man­ner was a forced calm. He looked in­to the hyp­not­ist’s eyes. “I will tell you. Of course you will want to know what it is. There was a girl. Her name was Eliza­beth Mwres. Well—”

				He stopped. He had seen the in­stant sur­prise on the hyp­not­ist’s face. In that in­stant he knew. He stood up. He seemed to dom­in­ate the seated fig­ure by his side. He gripped the shoulder of green and gold. For a time he could not find words.

				“Give her me back!” he said at last. “Give her me back!”

				“What do you mean?” gasped the hyp­not­ist.

				“Give her me back.”

				“Give whom?”

				“Eliza­beth Mwres—the girl—”

				The hyp­not­ist tried to free him­self; he rose to his feet. Denton’s grip tightened.

				“Let go!” cried the hyp­not­ist, thrust­ing an arm against Denton’s chest.

				In a mo­ment the two men were locked in a clumsy wrestle. Neither had the slight­est train­ing—for ath­leti­cism, ex­cept for ex­hib­i­tion and to af­ford op­por­tun­ity for bet­ting, had faded out of the Earth—but Denton was not only the young­er but the stronger of the two. They swayed across the room, and then the hyp­not­ist had gone down un­der his ant­ag­on­ist. They fell to­geth­er …

				Denton leaped to his feet, dis­mayed at his own fury; but the hyp­not­ist lay still, and sud­denly from a little white mark where his fore­head had struck a stool shot a hur­ry­ing band of red. For a space Denton stood over him ir­res­ol­ute, trem­bling.

				A fear of the con­sequences entered his gently nur­tured mind. He turned to­wards the door. “No,” he said aloud, and came back to the middle of the room. Over­com­ing the in­stinct­ive re­pug­nance of one who had seen no act of vi­ol­ence in all his life be­fore, he knelt down be­side his ant­ag­on­ist and felt his heart. Then he peered at the wound. He rose quietly and looked about him. He began to see more of the situ­ation.

				When presently the hyp­not­ist re­covered his senses, his head ached severely, his back was against Denton’s knees and Denton was spon­ging his face.

				The hyp­not­ist did not speak. But presently he in­dic­ated by a ges­ture that in his opin­ion he had been sponged enough. “Let me get up,” he said.

				“Not yet,” said Denton.

				“You have as­saul­ted me, you scoun­drel!”

				“We are alone,” said Denton, “and the door is se­cure.”

				There was an in­ter­val of thought.

				“Un­less I sponge,” said Denton, “your fore­head will de­vel­op a tre­mend­ous bruise.”

				“You can go on spon­ging,” said the hyp­not­ist sulkily.

				There was an­oth­er pause.

				“We might be in the Stone Age,” said the hyp­not­ist. “Vi­ol­ence! Struggle!”

				“In the Stone Age no man dared to come between man and wo­man,” said Denton.

				The hyp­not­ist thought again.

				“What are you go­ing to do?” he asked.

				“While you were in­sens­ible I found the girl’s ad­dress on your tab­lets. I did not know it be­fore. I tele­phoned. She will be here soon. Then—”

				“She will bring her chap­er­one.”

				“That is all right.”

				“But what—? I don’t see. What do you mean to do?”

				“I looked about for a weapon also. It is an as­ton­ish­ing thing how few weapons there are nowadays. If you con­sider that in the Stone Age men owned scarcely any­thing but weapons. I hit at last upon this lamp. I have wrenched off the wires and things, and I hold it so.” He ex­ten­ded it over the hyp­not­ist’s shoulders. “With that I can quite eas­ily smash your skull. I will—un­less you do as I tell you.”

				“Vi­ol­ence is no rem­edy,” said the hyp­not­ist, quot­ing from the Mod­ern Man’s Book of Mor­al Max­ims.

				“It’s an un­desir­able dis­ease,” said Denton.

				“Well?”

				“You will tell that chap­er­one you are go­ing to or­der the girl to marry that knobby little brute with the red hair and fer­rety eyes. I be­lieve that’s how things stand?”

				“Yes—that’s how things stand.”

				“And, pre­tend­ing to do that, you will re­store her memory of me.”

				“It’s un­pro­fes­sion­al.”

				“Look here! If I can­not have that girl I would rather die than not. I don’t pro­pose to re­spect your little fan­cies. If any­thing goes wrong you shall not live five minutes. This is a rude make­shift of a weapon, and it may quite con­ceiv­ably be pain­ful to kill you. But I will. It is un­usu­al, I know, nowadays to do things like this—mainly be­cause there is so little in life that is worth be­ing vi­ol­ent about.”

				“The chap­er­one will see you dir­ectly she comes—”

				“I shall stand in that re­cess. Be­hind you.”

				The hyp­not­ist thought. “You are a de­term­ined young man,” he said, “and only half civ­il­ised. I have tried to do my duty to my cli­ent, but in this af­fair you seem likely to get your own way …”

				“You mean to deal straightly.”

				“I’m not go­ing to risk hav­ing my brains scattered in a petty af­fair like this.”

				“And af­ter­wards?”

				“There is noth­ing a hyp­not­ist or doc­tor hates so much as a scan­dal. I at least am no sav­age. I am an­noyed … But in a day or so I shall bear no malice …”

				“Thank you. And now that we un­der­stand each oth­er, there is no ne­ces­sity to keep you sit­ting any longer on the floor.”

			
			
				
					II

					The Va­cant Coun­try

				
				The world, they say, changed more between the year 1800 and the year 1900 than it had done in the pre­vi­ous five hun­dred years. That cen­tury, the nine­teenth cen­tury, was the dawn of a new epoch in the his­tory of man­kind—the epoch of the great cit­ies, the end of the old or­der of coun­try life.

				In the be­gin­ning of the nine­teenth cen­tury the ma­jor­ity of man­kind still lived upon the coun­tryside, as their way of life had been for count­less gen­er­a­tions. All over the world they dwelt in little towns and vil­lages then, and en­gaged either dir­ectly in ag­ri­cul­ture, or in oc­cu­pa­tions that were of ser­vice to the ag­ri­cul­tur­ist. They trav­elled rarely, and dwelt close to their work, be­cause swift means of trans­it had not yet come. The few who trav­elled went either on foot, or in slow sail­ing-ships, or by means of jog­ging horses in­cap­able of more than sixty miles a day. Think of it!—sixty miles a day. Here and there, in those slug­gish times, a town grew a little lar­ger than its neigh­bours, as a port or as a centre of gov­ern­ment; but all the towns in the world with more than a hun­dred thou­sand in­hab­it­ants could be coun­ted on a man’s fin­gers. So it was in the be­gin­ning of the nine­teenth cen­tury. By the end, the in­ven­tion of rail­ways, tele­graphs, steam­ships, and com­plex ag­ri­cul­tur­al ma­chinery, had changed all these things: changed them bey­ond all hope of re­turn. The vast shops, the var­ied pleas­ures, the count­less con­veni­ences of the lar­ger towns were sud­denly pos­sible, and no soon­er ex­is­ted than they were brought in­to com­pet­i­tion with the homely re­sources of the rur­al centres. Man­kind were drawn to the cit­ies by an over­whelm­ing at­trac­tion. The de­mand for la­bour fell with the in­crease of ma­chinery, the loc­al mar­kets were en­tirely su­per­seded, and there was a rap­id growth of the lar­ger centres at the ex­pense of the open coun­try.

				The flow of pop­u­la­tion town­ward was the con­stant pre­oc­cu­pa­tion of Vic­tori­an writers. In Great Bri­tain and New Eng­land, in In­dia and China, the same thing was re­marked: every­where a few swollen towns were vis­ibly re­pla­cing the an­cient or­der. That this was an in­ev­it­able res­ult of im­proved means of travel and trans­port—that, giv­en swift means of trans­it, these things must be—was real­ised by few; and the most pu­erile schemes were de­vised to over­come the mys­ter­i­ous mag­net­ism of the urb­an centres, and keep the people on the land.

				Yet the de­vel­op­ments of the nine­teenth cen­tury were only the dawn­ing of the new or­der. The first great cit­ies of the new time were hor­ribly in­con­veni­ent, darkened by smoky fogs, in­san­it­ary and noisy; but the dis­cov­ery of new meth­ods of build­ing, new meth­ods of heat­ing, changed all this. Between 1900 and 2000 the march of change was still more rap­id; and between 2000 and 2100 the con­tinu­ally ac­cel­er­ated pro­gress of hu­man in­ven­tion made the reign of Vic­tor­ia the Good seem at last an al­most in­cred­ible vis­ion of idyll­ic tran­quil days.

				The in­tro­duc­tion of rail­ways was only the first step in that de­vel­op­ment of those means of lo­co­motion which fi­nally re­volu­tion­ised hu­man life. By the year 2000 rail­ways and roads had van­ished to­geth­er. The rail­ways, robbed of their rails, had be­come weedy ridges and ditches upon the face of the world; the old roads, strange bar­bar­ic tracks of flint and soil, hammered by hand or rolled by rough iron rollers, strewn with mis­cel­laneous filth, and cut by iron hoofs and wheels in­to ruts and puddles of­ten many inches deep, had been re­placed by pat­ent tracks made of a sub­stance called Eadham­ite. This Eadham­ite—it was named after its pat­entee—ranks with the in­ven­tion of print­ing and steam as one of the epoch-mak­ing dis­cov­er­ies of the world’s his­tory.

				When Eadham dis­covered the sub­stance, he prob­ably thought of it as a mere cheap sub­sti­tute for in­dia rub­ber; it cost a few shil­lings a ton. But you can nev­er tell all an in­ven­tion will do. It was the geni­us of a man named Warm­ing that poin­ted to the pos­sib­il­ity of us­ing it, not only for the tires of wheels, but as a road sub­stance, and who or­gan­ised the enorm­ous net­work of pub­lic ways that speedily covered the world.

				These pub­lic ways were made with lon­git­ud­in­al di­vi­sions. On the out­er on either side went foot cyc­lists and con­vey­ances trav­el­ling at a less speed than twenty-five miles an hour; in the middle, mo­tors cap­able of speed up to a hun­dred; and the in­ner, Warm­ing (in the face of enorm­ous ri­dicule) re­served for vehicles trav­el­ling at speeds of a hun­dred miles an hour and up­ward.

				For ten years his in­ner ways were va­cant. Be­fore he died they were the most crowded of all, and vast light frame­works with wheels of twenty and thirty feet in dia­met­er, hurled along them at paces that year after year rose stead­ily to­wards two hun­dred miles an hour. And by the time this re­volu­tion was ac­com­plished, a par­al­lel re­volu­tion had trans­formed the ever-grow­ing cit­ies. Be­fore the de­vel­op­ment of prac­tic­al sci­ence the fogs and filth of Vic­tori­an times van­ished. Elec­tric heat­ing re­placed fires (in 2013 the light­ing of a fire that did not ab­so­lutely con­sume its own smoke was made an in­dict­able nuis­ance), and all the city ways, all pub­lic squares and places, were covered in with a re­cently in­ven­ted glass-like sub­stance. The roof­ing of Lon­don be­came prac­tic­ally con­tinu­ous. Cer­tain short­sighted and fool­ish le­gis­la­tion against tall build­ings was ab­ol­ished, and Lon­don, from a squat ex­panse of petty houses—feebly ar­cha­ic in design—rose stead­ily to­wards the sky. To the mu­ni­cip­al re­spons­ib­il­ity for wa­ter, light, and drain­age, was ad­ded an­oth­er, and that was vent­il­a­tion.

				But to tell of all the changes in hu­man con­veni­ence that these two hun­dred years brought about, to tell of the long fore­seen in­ven­tion of fly­ing, to de­scribe how life in house­holds was stead­ily sup­planted by life in in­ter­min­able ho­tels, how at last even those who were still con­cerned in ag­ri­cul­tur­al work came to live in the towns and to go to and fro to their work every day, to de­scribe how at last in all Eng­land only four towns re­mained, each with many mil­lions of people, and how there were left no in­hab­ited houses in all the coun­tryside: to tell all this would take us far from our story of Denton and his Eliza­beth. They had been sep­ar­ated and re­united, and still they could not marry. For Denton—it was his only fault—had no money. Neither had Eliza­beth un­til she was twenty-one, and as yet she was only eight­een. At twenty-one all the prop­erty of her moth­er would come to her, for that was the cus­tom of the time. She did not know that it was pos­sible to an­ti­cip­ate her for­tune, and Denton was far too del­ic­ate a lov­er to sug­gest such a thing. So things stuck hope­lessly between them. Eliza­beth said that she was very un­happy, and that nobody un­der­stood her but Denton, and that when she was away from him she was wretched; and Denton said that his heart longed for her day and night. And they met as of­ten as they could to en­joy the dis­cus­sion of their sor­rows.

				They met one day at their little seat upon the fly­ing stage. The pre­cise site of this meet­ing was where in Vic­tori­an times the road from Wimble­don came out upon the com­mon. They were, how­ever, five hun­dred feet above that point. Their seat looked far over Lon­don. To con­vey the ap­pear­ance of it all to a nine­teenth-cen­tury read­er would have been dif­fi­cult. One would have had to tell him to think of the Crys­tal Palace, of the newly built “mam­moth” ho­tels—as those little af­fairs were called—of the lar­ger rail­way sta­tions of his time, and to ima­gine such build­ings en­larged to vast pro­por­tions and run to­geth­er and con­tinu­ous over the whole met­ro­pol­it­an area. If then he was told that this con­tinu­ous roof-space bore a huge forest of ro­tat­ing wind-wheels, he would have be­gun very dimly to ap­pre­ci­ate what to these young people was the com­mon­est sight in their lives.

				To their eyes it had some­thing of the qual­ity of a pris­on, and they were talk­ing, as they had talked a hun­dred times be­fore, of how they might es­cape from it and be at last happy to­geth­er: es­cape from it, that is, be­fore the ap­poin­ted three years were at an end. It was, they both agreed, not only im­possible but al­most wicked, to wait three years. “Be­fore that,” said Denton—and the notes of his voice told of a splen­did chest—“we might both be dead!”

				Their vig­or­ous young hands had to grip at this, and then Eliza­beth had a still more poignant thought that brought the tears from her whole­some eyes and down her healthy cheeks. “One of us,” she said, “one of us might be—”

				She choked; she could not say the word that is so ter­rible to the young and happy.

				Yet to marry and be very poor in the cit­ies of that time was—for any­one who had lived pleas­antly—a very dread­ful thing. In the old ag­ri­cul­tur­al days that had drawn to an end in the eight­eenth cen­tury there had been a pretty pro­verb of love in a cot­tage; and in­deed in those days the poor of the coun­tryside had dwelt in flower-covered, dia­mond-win­dowed cot­tages of thatch and plaster, with the sweet air and earth about them, amidst tangled hedges and the song of birds, and with the ever-chan­ging sky over­head. But all this had changed (the change was already be­gin­ning in the nine­teenth cen­tury), and a new sort of life was open­ing for the poor—in the lower quar­ters of the city.

				In the nine­teenth cen­tury the lower quar­ters were still be­neath the sky; they were areas of land on clay or oth­er un­suit­able soil, li­able to floods or ex­posed to the smoke of more for­tu­nate dis­tricts, in­suf­fi­ciently sup­plied with wa­ter, and as in­san­it­ary as the great fear of in­fec­tious dis­eases felt by the wealth­i­er classes per­mit­ted. In the twenty-second cen­tury, how­ever, the growth of the city storey above storey, and the co­ales­cence of build­ings, had led to a dif­fer­ent ar­range­ment. The pros­per­ous people lived in a vast series of sump­tu­ous ho­tels in the up­per storeys and halls of the city fab­ric; the in­dus­tri­al pop­u­la­tion dwelt be­neath in the tre­mend­ous ground-floor and base­ment, so to speak, of the place.

				In the re­fine­ment of life and man­ners these lower classes differed little from their an­cest­ors, the East-En­ders of Queen Vic­tor­ia’s time; but they had de­veloped a dis­tinct dia­lect of their own. In these un­der ways they lived and died, rarely as­cend­ing to the sur­face ex­cept when work took them there. Since for most of them this was the sort of life to which they had been born, they found no great misery in such cir­cum­stances; but for people like Denton and Eliza­beth, such a plunge would have seemed more ter­rible than death.

				“And yet what else is there?” asked Eliza­beth.

				Denton pro­fessed not to know. Apart from his own feel­ing of del­ic­acy, he was not sure how Eliza­beth would like the idea of bor­row­ing on the strength of her ex­pect­a­tions.

				The pas­sage from Lon­don to Par­is even, said Eliza­beth, was bey­ond their means; and in Par­is, as in any oth­er city in the world, life would be just as costly and im­possible as in Lon­don.

				Well might Denton cry aloud: “If only we had lived in those days, dearest! If only we had lived in the past!” For to their eyes even nine­teenth-cen­tury White­chapel was seen through a mist of ro­mance.

				“Is there noth­ing?” cried Eliza­beth, sud­denly weep­ing. “Must we really wait for those three long years? Fancy three years—six-and-thirty months!” The hu­man ca­pa­city for pa­tience had not grown with the ages.

				Then sud­denly Denton was moved to speak of some­thing that had already flickered across his mind. He had hit upon it at last. It seemed to him so wild a sug­ges­tion that he made it only half ser­i­ously. But to put a thing in­to words has ever a way of mak­ing it seem more real and pos­sible than it seemed be­fore. And so it was with him.

				“Sup­pose,” he said, “we went in­to the coun­try?”

				She looked at him to see if he was ser­i­ous in pro­pos­ing such an ad­ven­ture.

				“The coun­try?”

				“Yes—bey­ond there. Bey­ond the hills.”

				“How could we live?” she said. “Where could we live?”

				“It is not im­possible,” he said. “People used to live in the coun­try.”

				“But then there were houses.”

				“There are the ru­ins of vil­lages and towns now. On the clay lands they are gone, of course. But they are still left on the graz­ing land, be­cause it does not pay the Food Com­pany to re­move them. I know that—for cer­tain. Be­sides, one sees them from the fly­ing ma­chines, you know. Well, we might shel­ter in some one of these, and re­pair it with our hands. Do you know, the thing is not so wild as it seems. Some of the men who go out every day to look after the crops and herds might be paid to bring us food …”

				She stood in front of him. “How strange it would be if one really could …”

				“Why not?”

				“But no one dares.”

				“That is no reas­on.”

				“It would be—oh! it would be so ro­mantic and strange. If only it were pos­sible.”

				“Why not pos­sible?”

				“There are so many things. Think of all the things we have, things that we should miss.”

				“Should we miss them? After all, the life we lead is very un­real—very ar­ti­fi­cial.” He began to ex­pand his idea, and as he warmed to his ex­pos­i­tion the fant­ast­ic qual­ity of his first pro­pos­al faded away.

				She thought. “But I have heard of prowl­ers—es­caped crim­in­als.”

				He nod­ded. He hes­it­ated over his an­swer be­cause he thought it soun­ded boy­ish. He blushed. “I could get someone I know to make me a sword.”

				She looked at him with en­thu­si­asm grow­ing in her eyes. She had heard of swords, had seen one in a mu­seum; she thought of those an­cient days when men wore them as a com­mon thing. His sug­ges­tion seemed an im­possible dream to her, and per­haps for that reas­on she was eager for more de­tail. And in­vent­ing for the most part as he went along, he told her, how they might live in the coun­try as the old-world people had done. With every de­tail her in­terest grew, for she was one of those girls for whom ro­mance and ad­ven­ture have a fas­cin­a­tion.

				His sug­ges­tion seemed, I say, an im­possible dream to her on that day, but the next day they talked about it again, and it was strangely less im­possible.

				“At first we should take food,” said Denton. “We could carry food for ten or twelve days.” It was an age of com­pact ar­ti­fi­cial nour­ish­ment, and such a pro­vi­sion had none of the un­wieldy sug­ges­tion it would have had in the nine­teenth cen­tury.

				“But—un­til our house,” she asked—“un­til it was ready, where should we sleep?”

				“It is sum­mer.”

				“But … What do you mean?”

				“There was a time when there were no houses in the world; when all man­kind slept al­ways in the open air.”

				“But for us! The empti­ness! No walls—no ceil­ing!”

				“Dear,” he said, “in Lon­don you have many beau­ti­ful ceil­ings. Artists paint them and stud them with lights. But I have seen a ceil­ing more beau­ti­ful than any in Lon­don …”

				“But where?”

				“It is the ceil­ing un­der which we two would be alone …”

				“You mean … ?”

				“Dear,” he said, “it is some­thing the world has for­got­ten. It is Heav­en and all the host of stars.”

				Each time they talked the thing seemed more pos­sible and more de­sir­able to them. In a week or so it was quite pos­sible. An­oth­er week, and it was the in­ev­it­able thing they had to do. A great en­thu­si­asm for the coun­try seized hold of them and pos­sessed them. The sor­did tu­mult of the town, they said, over­whelmed them. They mar­velled that this simple way out of their troubles had nev­er come upon them be­fore.

				One morn­ing near Mid­sum­mer-day, there was a new minor of­fi­cial upon the fly­ing stage, and Denton’s place was to know him no more.

				Our two young people had secretly mar­ried, and were go­ing forth man­fully out of the city in which they and their an­cest­ors be­fore them had lived all their days. She wore a new dress of white cut in an old-fash­ioned pat­tern, and he had a bundle of pro­vi­sions strapped athwart his back, and in his hand he car­ried—rather shame­facedly it is true, and un­der his purple cloak—an im­ple­ment of ar­cha­ic form, a cross-hil­ted thing of tempered steel.

				Ima­gine that go­ing forth! In their days the sprawl­ing sub­urbs of Vic­tori­an times with their vile roads, petty houses, fool­ish little gar­dens of shrub and gerani­um, and all their fu­tile, pre­ten­tious pri­va­cies, had dis­ap­peared: the tower­ing build­ings of the new age, the mech­an­ic­al ways, the elec­tric and wa­ter mains, all came to an end to­geth­er, like a wall, like a cliff, near four hun­dred feet in height, ab­rupt and sheer. All about the city spread the car­rot, swede, and turnip fields of the Food Com­pany, ve­get­ables that were the basis of a thou­sand var­ied foods, and weeds and hedgerow tangles had been ut­terly ex­tirp­ated. The in­cess­ant ex­pense of weed­ing that went on year after year in the petty, waste­ful and bar­bar­ic farm­ing of the an­cient days, the Food Com­pany had eco­nom­ised forever more by a cam­paign of ex­term­in­a­tion. Here and there, how­ever, neat rows of bramble stand­ards and apple trees with white­washed stems, in­ter­sec­ted the fields, and at places groups of gi­gant­ic teazles reared their fa­voured spikes. Here and there huge ag­ri­cul­tur­al ma­chines hunched un­der wa­ter­proof cov­ers. The mingled wa­ters of the Wey and Mole and Wandle ran in rect­an­gu­lar chan­nels; and wherever a gentle el­ev­a­tion of the ground per­mit­ted a foun­tain of de­odor­ised sewage dis­trib­uted its be­ne­fits athwart the land and made a rain­bow of the sun­light.

				By a great arch­way in that enorm­ous city wall emerged the Eadham­ite road to Ports­mouth, swarm­ing in the morn­ing sun­shine with an enorm­ous traffic bear­ing the blue-clad ser­vants of the Food Com­pany to their toil. A rush­ing traffic, be­side which they seemed two scarce-mov­ing dots. Along the out­er tracks hummed and rattled the tardy little old-fash­ioned mo­tors of such as had du­ties with­in twenty miles or so of the city; the in­ner ways were filled with vaster mech­an­isms—swift mono­cycles bear­ing a score of men, lank mul­ti­cycles, quad­ri­cycles sag­ging with heavy loads, empty gi­gant­ic pro­duce carts that would come back again filled be­fore the sun was set­ting, all with throb­bing en­gines and noise­less wheels and a per­petu­al wild melody of horns and gongs.

				Along the very verge of the out­er­most way our young people went in si­lence, newly wed and oddly shy of one an­oth­er’s com­pany. Many were the things shouted to them as they tramped along, for in 2100 a foot-pas­sen­ger on an Eng­lish road was al­most as strange a sight as a mo­tor car would have been in 1800. But they went on with stead­fast eyes in­to the coun­try, pay­ing no heed to such cries.

				Be­fore them in the south rose the Downs, blue at first, and as they came near­er chan­ging to green, sur­moun­ted by the row of gi­gant­ic wind-wheels that sup­ple­men­ted the wind-wheels upon the roof-spaces of the city, and broken and rest­less with the long morn­ing shad­ows of those whirl­ing vanes. By mid­day they had come so near that they could see here and there little patches of pal­lid dots—the sheep the Meat De­part­ment of the Food Com­pany owned. In an­oth­er hour they had passed the clay and the root crops and the single fence that hedged them in, and the pro­hib­i­tion against tres­pass no longer held: the lev­elled road­way plunged in­to a cut­ting with all its traffic, and they could leave it and walk over the green­sward and up the open hill­side.

				Nev­er had these chil­dren of the lat­ter days been to­geth­er in such a lonely place.

				They were both very hungry and foot­sore—for walk­ing was a rare ex­er­cise—and presently they sat down on the weed­less, close-cropped grass, and looked back for the first time at the city from which they had come, shin­ing wide and splen­did in the blue haze of the val­ley of the Thames. Eliza­beth was a little afraid of the un­en­closed sheep away up the slope—she had nev­er been near big un­res­trained an­im­als be­fore—but Denton re­as­sured her. And over­head a white-winged bird circled in the blue.

				They talked but little un­til they had eaten, and then their tongues were loosened. He spoke of the hap­pi­ness that was now cer­tainly theirs, of the folly of not break­ing soon­er out of that mag­ni­fi­cent pris­on of lat­ter-day life, of the old ro­mantic days that had passed from the world forever. And then he be­came boast­ful. He took up the sword that lay on the ground be­side him, and she took it from his hand and ran a trem­u­lous fin­ger along the blade.

				“And you could,” she said, “you—could raise this and strike a man?”

				“Why not? If there were need.”

				“But,” she said, “it seems so hor­rible. It would slash … There would be”—her voice sank—“blood.”

				“In the old ro­mances you have read of­ten enough …”

				“Oh, I know: in those—yes. But that is dif­fer­ent. One knows it is not blood, but just a sort of red ink … And you—killing!”

				She looked at him doubt­fully, and then handed him back the sword.

				After they had res­ted and eaten, they rose up and went on their way to­wards the hills. They passed quite close to a huge flock of sheep, who stared and bleated at their un­ac­cus­tomed fig­ures. She had nev­er seen sheep be­fore, and she shivered to think such gentle things must needs be slain for food. A sheep­dog barked from a dis­tance, and then a shep­herd ap­peared amidst the sup­ports of the wind-wheels, and came down to­wards them.

				When he drew near he called out ask­ing whith­er they were go­ing.

				Denton hes­it­ated, and told him briefly that they sought some ruined house among the Downs, in which they might live to­geth­er. He tried to speak in an off­hand man­ner, as though it was a usu­al thing to do. The man stared in­cred­u­lously.

				“Have you done any­thing?” he asked.

				“Noth­ing,” said Denton. “Only we don’t want to live in a city any longer. Why should we live in cit­ies?”

				The shep­herd stared more in­cred­u­lously than ever. “You can’t live here,” he said.

				“We mean to try.”

				The shep­herd stared from one to the oth­er. “You’ll go back to­mor­row,” he said. “It looks pleas­ant enough in the sun­light … Are you sure you’ve done noth­ing? We shep­herds are not such great friends of the po­lice.”

				Denton looked at him stead­fastly. “No,” he said. “But we are too poor to live in the city, and we can’t bear the thought of wear­ing clothes of blue can­vas and do­ing drudgery. We are go­ing to live a simple life here, like the people of old.”

				The shep­herd was a bearded man with a thought­ful face. He glanced at Eliza­beth’s fra­gile beauty.

				“They had simple minds,” he said.

				“So have we,” said Denton.

				The shep­herd smiled.

				“If you go along here,” he said, “along the crest be­neath the wind-wheels, you will see a heap of mounds and ru­ins on your right-hand side. That was once a town called Ep­som. There are no houses there, and the bricks have been used for a sheep pen. Go on, and an­oth­er heap on the edge of the root-land is Leath­er­head; and then the hill turns away along the bor­der of a val­ley, and there are woods of beech. Keep along the crest. You will come to quite wild places. In some parts, in spite of all the weed­ing that is done, ferns and blue­bells and oth­er such use­less plants are grow­ing still. And through it all un­der­neath the wind-wheels runs a straight lane paved with stones, a road­way of the Ro­mans two thou­sand years old. Go to the right of that, down in­to the val­ley and fol­low it along by the banks of the river. You come presently to a street of houses, many with the roofs still sound upon them. There you may find shel­ter.”

				They thanked him.

				“But it’s a quiet place. There is no light after dark there, and I have heard tell of rob­bers. It is lonely. Noth­ing hap­pens there. The phono­graphs of the storytellers, the kin­emato­graph en­ter­tain­ments, the news ma­chines—none of them are to be found there. If you are hungry there is no food, if you are ill no doc­tor—” He stopped.

				“We shall try it,” said Denton, mov­ing to go on. Then a thought struck him, and he made an agree­ment with the shep­herd, and learnt where they might find him, to buy and bring them any­thing of which they stood in need, out of the city.

				And in the even­ing they came to the deser­ted vil­lage, with its houses that seemed so small and odd to them: they found it golden in the glory of the sun­set, and des­ol­ate and still. They went from one deser­ted house to an­oth­er, mar­vel­ling at their quaint sim­pli­city, and de­bat­ing which they should choose. And at last, in a sun­lit corner of a room that had lost its out­er wall, they came upon a wild flower, a little flower of blue that the weed­ers of the Food Com­pany had over­looked.

				That house they de­cided upon; but they did not re­main in it long that night, be­cause they were re­solved to feast upon nature. And moreover the houses be­came very gaunt and shad­owy after the sun­light had faded out of the sky. So after they had res­ted a little time they went to the crest of the hill again to see with their own eyes the si­lence of heav­en set with stars, about which the old po­ets had had so many things to tell. It was a won­der­ful sight, and Denton talked like the stars, and when they went down the hill at last the sky was pale with dawn. They slept but little, and in the morn­ing when they woke a thrush was singing in a tree.

				So these young people of the twenty-second cen­tury began their ex­ile. That morn­ing they were very busy ex­plor­ing the re­sources of this new home in which they were go­ing to live the simple life. They did not ex­plore very fast or very far, be­cause they went every­where hand-in-hand; but they found the be­gin­nings of some fur­niture. Bey­ond the vil­lage was a store of winter fod­der for the sheep of the Food Com­pany, and Denton dragged great arm­fuls to the house to make a bed; and in sev­er­al of the houses were old fungus-eaten chairs and tables—rough, bar­bar­ic, clumsy fur­niture, it seemed to them, and made of wood. They re­peated many of the things they had said on the pre­vi­ous day, and to­wards even­ing they found an­oth­er flower, a hare­bell. In the late af­ter­noon some Com­pany shep­herds went down the river val­ley rid­ing on a big mul­ti­cycle; but they hid from them, be­cause their pres­ence, Eliza­beth said, seemed to spoil the ro­mance of this old-world place al­to­geth­er.

				In this fash­ion they lived a week. For all that week the days were cloud­less, and the nights nights of starry glory, that were in­vaded each a little more by a cres­cent moon.

				Yet some­thing of the first splend­our of their com­ing faded—faded im­per­cept­ibly day after day; Denton’s elo­quence be­came fit­ful, and lacked fresh top­ics of in­spir­a­tion; the fa­tigue of their long march from Lon­don told in a cer­tain stiff­ness of the limbs, and each suffered from a slight un­ac­count­able cold. Moreover, Denton be­came aware of un­oc­cu­pied time. In one place among the care­lessly heaped lum­ber of the old times he found a rust-eaten spade, and with this he made a fit­ful at­tack on the razed and grass-grown garden—though he had noth­ing to plant or sow. He re­turned to Eliza­beth with a sweat-stream­ing face, after half an hour of such work.

				“There were gi­ants in those days,” he said, not un­der­stand­ing what wont and train­ing will do. And their walk that day led them along the hills un­til they could see the city shim­mer­ing far away in the val­ley. “I won­der how things are go­ing on there,” he said.

				And then came a change in the weath­er. “Come out and see the clouds,” she cried; and be­hold! they were a sombre purple in the north and east, stream­ing up to ragged edges at the zenith. And as they went up the hill these hur­ry­ing stream­ers blot­ted out the sun­set. Sud­denly the wind set the beech-trees sway­ing and whis­per­ing, and Eliza­beth shivered. And then far away the light­ning flashed, flashed like a sword that is drawn sud­denly, and the dis­tant thun­der marched about the sky, and even as they stood as­ton­ished, pat­ter­ing upon them came the first head­long rain­drops of the storm. In an in­stant the last streak of sun­set was hid­den by a fall­ing cur­tain of hail, and the light­ning flashed again, and the voice of the thun­der roared louder, and all about them the world scowled dark and strange.

				Seiz­ing hands, these chil­dren of the city ran down the hill to their home, in in­fin­ite as­ton­ish­ment. And ere they reached it, Eliza­beth was weep­ing with dis­may, and the dark­ling ground about them was white and brittle and act­ive with the pelt­ing hail.

				Then began a strange and ter­rible night for them. For the first time in their civ­il­ised lives they were in ab­so­lute dark­ness; they were wet and cold and shiv­er­ing, all about them hissed the hail, and through the long neg­lected ceil­ings of the derel­ict home came noisy spouts of wa­ter and formed pools and rivu­lets on the creak­ing floors. As the gusts of the storm struck the worn-out build­ing, it groaned and shuddered, and now a mass of plaster from the wall would slide and smash, and now some loosened tile would rattle down the roof and crash in­to the empty green­house be­low. Eliza­beth shuddered, and was still; Denton wrapped his gay and flimsy city cloak about her, and so they crouched in the dark­ness. And ever the thun­der broke louder and near­er, and ever more lur­id flashed the light­ning, jerking in­to a mo­ment­ary gaunt clear­ness the steam­ing, drip­ping room in which they sheltered.

				Nev­er be­fore had they been in the open air save when the sun was shin­ing. All their time had been spent in the warm and airy ways and halls and rooms of the lat­ter-day city. It was to them that night as if they were in some oth­er world, some dis­ordered chaos of stress and tu­mult, and al­most bey­ond hop­ing that they should ever see the city ways again.

				The storm seemed to last in­ter­min­ably, un­til at last they dozed between the thun­der­claps, and then very swiftly it fell and ceased. And as the last pat­ter of the rain died away they heard an un­fa­mil­i­ar sound.

				“What is that?” cried Eliza­beth.

				It came again. It was the bark­ing of dogs. It drove down the desert lane and passed; and through the win­dow, whiten­ing the wall be­fore them and throw­ing upon it the shad­ow of the win­dow-frame and of a tree in black sil­hou­ette, shone the light of the wax­ing moon …

				Just as the pale dawn was draw­ing the things about them in­to sight, the fit­ful bark­ing of dogs came near again, and stopped. They listened. After a pause they heard the quick pat­ter­ing of feet seek­ing round the house, and short, half-smothered barks. Then again everything was still.

				“Ssh!” whispered Eliza­beth, and poin­ted to the door of their room.

				Denton went halfway to­wards the door, and stood listen­ing. He came back with a face of af­fected un­con­cern. “They must be the sheep­dogs of the Food Com­pany,” he said. “They will do us no harm.”

				He sat down again be­side her. “What a night it has been!” he said, to hide how keenly he was listen­ing.

				“I don’t like dogs,” answered Eliza­beth, after a long si­lence.

				“Dogs nev­er hurt any­one,” said Denton. “In the old days—in the nine­teenth cen­tury—every­body had a dog.”

				“There was a ro­mance I heard once. A dog killed a man.”

				“Not this sort of dog,” said Denton con­fid­ently. “Some of those ro­mances—are ex­ag­ger­ated.”

				Sud­denly a half bark and a pat­ter­ing up the stair­case; the sound of pant­ing. Denton sprang to his feet and drew the sword out of the damp straw upon which they had been ly­ing. Then in the door­way ap­peared a gaunt sheep­dog, and hal­ted there. Be­hind it stared an­oth­er. For an in­stant man and brute faced each oth­er, hes­it­at­ing.

				Then Denton, be­ing ig­nor­ant of dogs, made a sharp step for­ward. “Go away,” he said, with a clumsy mo­tion of his sword.

				The dog star­ted and growled. Denton stopped sharply. “Good dog!” he said.

				The growl­ing jerked in­to a bark.

				“Good dog!” said Denton. The second dog growled and barked. A third out of sight down the stair­case took up the bark­ing also. Out­side oth­ers gave tongue—a large num­ber it seemed to Denton.

				“This is an­noy­ing,” said Denton, without tak­ing his eye off the brutes be­fore him. “Of course the shep­herds won’t come out of the city for hours yet. Nat­ur­ally these dogs don’t quite make us out.”

				“I can’t hear,” shouted Eliza­beth. She stood up and came to him.

				Denton tried again, but the bark­ing still drowned his voice. The sound had a curi­ous ef­fect upon his blood. Odd dis­used emo­tions began to stir; his face changed as he shouted. He tried again; the bark­ing seemed to mock him, and one dog danced a pace for­ward, brist­ling. Sud­denly he turned, and ut­ter­ing cer­tain words in the dia­lect of the un­der­ways, words in­com­pre­hens­ible to Eliza­beth, he made for the dogs. There was a sud­den ces­sa­tion of the bark­ing, a growl and a snap­ping. Eliza­beth saw the snarling head of the fore­most dog, its white teeth and re­trac­ted ears, and the flash of the thrust blade. The brute leapt in­to the air and was flung back.

				Then Denton, with a shout, was driv­ing the dogs be­fore him. The sword flashed above his head with a sud­den new free­dom of ges­ture, and then he van­ished down the stair­case. She made six steps to fol­low him, and on the land­ing there was blood. She stopped, and hear­ing the tu­mult of dogs and Denton’s shouts pass out of the house, ran to the win­dow.

				Nine wolfish sheep­dogs were scat­ter­ing, one writhed be­fore the porch; and Denton, tast­ing that strange de­light of com­bat that slum­bers still in the blood of even the most civ­il­ised man, was shout­ing and run­ning across the garden space. And then she saw some­thing that for a mo­ment he did not see. The dogs circled round this way and that, and came again. They had him in the open.

				In an in­stant she di­vined the situ­ation. She would have called to him. For a mo­ment she felt sick and help­less, and then, obey­ing a strange im­pulse, she gathered up her white skirt and ran down­stairs. In the hall was the rust­ing spade. That was it! She seized it and ran out.

				She came none too soon. One dog rolled be­fore him, well-nigh slashed in half; but a second had him by the thigh, a third gripped his col­lar be­hind, and a fourth had the blade of the sword between its teeth, tast­ing its own blood. He par­ried the leap of a fifth with his left arm.

				It might have been the first cen­tury in­stead of the twenty-second, so far as she was con­cerned. All the gen­tle­ness of her eight­een years of city life van­ished be­fore this prim­or­di­al need. The spade smote hard and sure, and cleft a dog’s skull. An­oth­er, crouch­ing for a spring, yelped with dis­may at this un­ex­pec­ted ant­ag­on­ist, and rushed aside. Two wasted pre­cious mo­ments on the bind­ing of a fem­in­ine skirt.

				The col­lar of Denton’s cloak tore and par­ted as he staggered back; and that dog too felt the spade, and ceased to trouble him. He sheathed his sword in the brute at his thigh.

				“To the wall!” cried Eliza­beth; and in three seconds the fight was at an end, and our young people stood side by side, while a rem­nant of five dogs, with ears and tails of dis­aster, fled shame­fully from the stricken field.

				For a mo­ment they stood pant­ing and vic­tori­ous, and then Eliza­beth, drop­ping her spade, covered her face, and sank to the ground in a par­oxysm of weep­ing. Denton looked about him, thrust the point of his sword in­to the ground so that it was at hand, and stooped to com­fort her.

				

				At last their more tu­mul­tu­ous emo­tions sub­sided, and they could talk again. She leant upon the wall, and he sat upon it so that he could keep an eye open for any re­turn­ing dogs. Two, at any rate, were up on the hill­side and keep­ing up a vex­a­tious bark­ing.

				She was tear-stained, but not very wretched now, be­cause for half an hour he had been re­peat­ing that she was brave and had saved his life. But a new fear was grow­ing in her mind.

				“They are the dogs of the Food Com­pany,” she said. “There will be trouble.”

				“I am afraid so. Very likely they will pro­sec­ute us for tres­pass.”

				A pause.

				“In the old times,” he said, “this sort of thing happened day after day.”

				“Last night!” she said. “I could not live through an­oth­er such night.”

				He looked at her. Her face was pale for want of sleep, and drawn and hag­gard. He came to a sud­den res­ol­u­tion. “We must go back,” he said.

				She looked at the dead dogs, and shivered. “We can­not stay here,” she said.

				“We must go back,” he re­peated, glan­cing over his shoulder to see if the en­emy kept their dis­tance. “We have been happy for a time … But the world is too civ­il­ised. Ours is the age of cit­ies. More of this will kill us.”

				“But what are we to do? How can we live there?”

				Denton hes­it­ated. His heel kicked against the wall on which he sat. “It’s a thing I haven’t men­tioned be­fore,” he said, and coughed; “but—”

				“Yes?”

				“You could raise money on your ex­pect­a­tions,” he said.

				“Could I?” she said eagerly.

				“Of course you could. What a child you are!”

				She stood up, and her face was bright. “Why did you not tell me be­fore?” she asked. “And all this time we have been here!”

				He looked at her for a mo­ment, and smiled. Then the smile van­ished. “I thought it ought to come from you,” he said. “I didn’t like to ask for your money. And be­sides—at first I thought this would be rather fine.”

				There was a pause.

				“It has been fine,” he said; and glanced once more over his shoulder. “Un­til all this began.”

				“Yes,” she said, “those first days. The first three days.”

				They looked for a space in­to one an­oth­er’s faces, and then Denton slid down from the wall and took her hand.

				“To each gen­er­a­tion,” he said, “the life of its time. I see it all plainly now. In the city—that is the life to which we were born. To live in any oth­er fash­ion … Com­ing here was a dream, and this—is the awaken­ing.”

				“It was a pleas­ant dream,” she said—“in the be­gin­ning.”

				For a long space neither spoke.

				“If we would reach the city be­fore the shep­herds come here, we must start,” said Denton. “We must get our food out of the house and eat as we go.”

				Denton glanced about him again, and, giv­ing the dead dogs a wide berth, they walked across the garden space and in­to the house to­geth­er. They found the wal­let with their food, and des­cen­ded the blood­stained stairs again. In the hall Eliza­beth stopped. “One minute,” she said. “There is some­thing here.”

				She led the way in­to the room in which that one little blue flower was bloom­ing. She stooped to it, she touched it with her hand.

				“I want it,” she said; and then, “I can­not take it …”

				Im­puls­ively she stooped and kissed its petals.

				Then si­lently, side by side, they went across the empty garden-space in­to the old high road, and set their faces res­ol­utely to­wards the dis­tant city—to­wards the com­plex mech­an­ic­al city of those lat­ter days, the city that had swal­lowed up man­kind.

			
			
				
					III

					The Ways of the City

				
				Prom­in­ent if not para­mount among world-chan­ging in­ven­tions in the his­tory of man is that series of con­triv­ances in lo­co­motion that began with the rail­way and ended for a cen­tury or more with the mo­tor and the pat­ent road. That these con­triv­ances, to­geth­er with the device of lim­ited li­ab­il­ity joint stock com­pan­ies and the su­per­ses­sion of ag­ri­cul­tur­al la­bour­ers by skilled men with in­geni­ous ma­chinery, would ne­ces­sar­ily con­cen­trate man­kind in cit­ies of un­par­al­lelled mag­nitude and work an en­tire re­volu­tion in hu­man life, be­came, after the event, a thing so ob­vi­ous that it is a mat­ter of as­ton­ish­ment it was not more clearly an­ti­cip­ated. Yet that any steps should be taken to an­ti­cip­ate the miser­ies such a re­volu­tion might en­tail does not ap­pear even to have been sug­ges­ted; and the idea that the mor­al pro­hib­i­tions and sanc­tions, the priv­ileges and con­ces­sions, the con­cep­tion of prop­erty and re­spons­ib­il­ity, of com­fort and beauty, that had rendered the mainly ag­ri­cul­tur­al states of the past pros­per­ous and happy, would fail in the rising tor­rent of nov­el op­por­tun­it­ies and nov­el stim­u­la­tions, nev­er seems to have entered the nine­teenth-cen­tury mind. That a cit­izen, kindly and fair in his or­din­ary life, could as a share­hold­er be­come al­most mur­der­ously greedy; that com­mer­cial meth­ods that were reas­on­able and hon­our­able on the old-fash­ioned coun­tryside, should on an en­larged scale be deadly and over­whelm­ing; that an­cient char­ity was mod­ern pau­per­isa­tion, and an­cient em­ploy­ment mod­ern sweat­ing; that, in fact, a re­vi­sion and en­large­ment of the du­ties and rights of man had be­come ur­gently ne­ces­sary, were things it could not en­ter­tain, nour­ished as it was on an ar­cha­ic sys­tem of edu­ca­tion and pro­foundly ret­ro­spect­ive and leg­al in all its habits of thought. It was known that the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of men in cit­ies in­volved un­pre­ced­en­ted dangers of pes­ti­lence; there was an en­er­get­ic de­vel­op­ment of san­it­a­tion; but that the dis­eases of gambling and usury, of lux­ury and tyranny should be­come en­dem­ic, and pro­duce hor­rible con­sequences was bey­ond the scope of nine­teenth-cen­tury thought. And so, as if it were some in­or­gan­ic pro­cess, prac­tic­ally un­hindered by the cre­at­ive will of man, the growth of the swarm­ing un­happy cit­ies that mark the twenty-first cen­tury ac­com­plished it­self.

				The new so­ci­ety was di­vided in­to three main classes. At the sum­mit slumbered the prop­erty own­er, enorm­ously rich by ac­ci­dent rather than design, po­tent save for the will and aim, the last avatar of Ham­let in the world. Be­low was the enorm­ous mul­ti­tude of work­ers em­ployed by the gi­gant­ic com­pan­ies that mono­pol­ised con­trol; and between these two the dwind­ling middle class, of­fi­cials of in­nu­mer­able sorts, fore­men, man­agers, the med­ic­al, leg­al, artist­ic, and schol­ast­ic classes, and the minor rich, a middle class whose mem­bers led a life of in­sec­ure lux­ury and pre­cari­ous spec­u­la­tion amidst the move­ments of the great man­agers.

				Already the love story and the mar­ry­ing of two per­sons of this middle class have been told: how they over­came the obstacles between them, and how they tried the simple old-fash­ioned way of liv­ing on the coun­tryside and came back speedily enough in­to the city of Lon­don. Denton had no means, so Eliza­beth bor­rowed money on the se­cur­it­ies that her fath­er Mwres held in trust for her un­til she was one-and-twenty.

				The rate of in­terest she paid was of course high, be­cause of the un­cer­tainty of her se­cur­ity, and the arith­met­ic of lov­ers is of­ten sketchy and op­tim­ist­ic. Yet they had very glor­i­ous times after that re­turn. They de­term­ined they would not go to a Pleas­ure city nor waste their days rush­ing through the air from one part of the world to the oth­er, for in spite of one dis­il­lu­sion­ment, their tastes were still old-fash­ioned. They fur­nished their little room with quaint old Vic­tori­an fur­niture, and found a shop on the forty-second floor in Sev­enth Way where prin­ted books of the old sort were still to be bought. It was their pet af­fect­a­tion to read print in­stead of hear­ing phono­graphs. And when presently there came a sweet little girl, to unite them fur­ther if it were pos­sible, Eliza­beth would not send it to a creche, as the cus­tom was, but in­sisted on nurs­ing it at home. The rent of their apart­ments was raised on ac­count of this sin­gu­lar pro­ceed­ing, but that they did not mind. It only meant bor­row­ing a little more.

				Presently Eliza­beth was of age, and Denton had a busi­ness in­ter­view with her fath­er that was not agree­able. An ex­ceed­ingly dis­agree­able in­ter­view with their moneylender fol­lowed, from which he brought home a white face. On his re­turn Eliza­beth had to tell him of a new and mar­vel­lous in­ton­a­tion of “Goo” that their daugh­ter had de­vised, but Denton was in­at­tent­ive. In the midst, just as she was at the cream of her de­scrip­tion, he in­ter­rup­ted. “How much money do you think we have left, now that everything is settled?”

				She stared and stopped her ap­pre­ci­at­ive sway­ing of the Goo geni­us that had ac­com­pan­ied her de­scrip­tion.

				“You don’t mean … ?”

				“Yes,” he answered. “Ever so much. We have been wild. It’s the in­terest. Or some­thing. And the shares you had, slumped. Your fath­er did not mind. Said it was not his busi­ness, after what had happened. He’s go­ing to marry again … Well—we have scarcely a thou­sand left!”

				“Only a thou­sand?”

				“Only a thou­sand.”

				And Eliza­beth sat down. For a mo­ment she re­garded him with a white face, then her eyes went about the quaint, old-fash­ioned room, with its middle Vic­tori­an fur­niture and genu­ine oleo­graphs, and res­ted at last on the little lump of hu­man­ity with­in her arms.

				Denton glanced at her and stood down­cast. Then he swung round on his heel and walked up and down very rap­idly.

				“I must get some­thing to do,” he broke out presently. “I am an idle scoun­drel. I ought to have thought of this be­fore. I have been a selfish fool. I wanted to be with you all day—”

				He stopped, look­ing at her white face. Sud­denly he came and kissed her and the little face that nestled against her breast.

				“It’s all right, dear,” he said, stand­ing over her; “you won’t be lonely now—now Dings is be­gin­ning to talk to you. And I can soon get some­thing to do, you know. Soon … Eas­ily … It’s only a shock at first. But it will come all right. It’s sure to come right. I will go out again as soon as I have res­ted, and find what can be done. For the present it’s hard to think of any­thing …”

				“It would be hard to leave these rooms,” said Eliza­beth; “but—”

				“There won’t be any need of that—trust me.”

				“They are ex­pens­ive.”

				Denton waved that aside. He began talk­ing of the work he could do. He was not very ex­pli­cit what it would be; but he was quite sure that there was some­thing to keep them com­fort­ably in the happy middle class, whose way of life was the only one they knew.

				“There are three-and-thirty mil­lion people in Lon­don,” he said: “some of them must have need of me.”

				“Some must.”

				“The trouble is … Well—Bindon, that brown little old man your fath­er wanted you to marry. He’s an im­port­ant per­son … I can’t go back to my fly­ing-stage work, be­cause he is now a Com­mis­sion­er of the Fly­ing Stage Clerks.”

				“I didn’t know that,” said Eliza­beth.

				“He was made that in the last few weeks … or things would be easy enough, for they liked me on the fly­ing stage. But there’s dozens of oth­er things to be done—dozens. Don’t you worry, dear. I’ll rest a little while, and then we’ll dine, and then I’ll start on my rounds. I know lots of people—lots.”

				So they res­ted, and then they went to the pub­lic din­ing-room and dined, and then he star­ted on his search for em­ploy­ment. But they soon real­ised that in the mat­ter of one con­veni­ence the world was just as badly off as it had ever been, and that was a nice, se­cure, hon­our­able, re­mu­ner­at­ive em­ploy­ment, leav­ing ample leis­ure for the private life, and de­mand­ing no spe­cial abil­ity, no vi­ol­ent ex­er­tion nor risk, and no sac­ri­fice of any sort for its at­tain­ment. He evolved a num­ber of bril­liant pro­jects, and spent many days hur­ry­ing from one part of the enorm­ous city to an­oth­er in search of in­flu­en­tial friends; and all his in­flu­en­tial friends were glad to see him, and very san­guine un­til it came to def­in­ite pro­pos­als, and then they be­came guarded and vague. He would part with them coldly, and think over their be­ha­viour, and get ir­rit­ated on his way back, and stop at some tele­phone of­fice and spend money on an an­im­ated but un­prof­it­able quar­rel. And as the days passed, he got so wor­ried and ir­rit­ated that even to seem kind and care­less be­fore Eliza­beth cost him an ef­fort—as she, be­ing a lov­ing wo­man, per­ceived very clearly.

				After an ex­tremely com­plex pre­face one day, she helped him out with a pain­ful sug­ges­tion. He had ex­pec­ted her to weep and give way to des­pair when it came to selling all their joy­fully bought early Vic­tori­an treas­ures, their quaint ob­jects of art, their an­ti­macas­sars, bead mats, repp cur­tains, ven­eered fur­niture, gold-framed steel en­grav­ings and pen­cil draw­ings, wax flowers un­der shades, stuffed birds, and all sorts of choice old things; but it was she who made the pro­pos­al. The sac­ri­fice seemed to fill her with pleas­ure, and so did the idea of shift­ing to apart­ments ten or twelve floors lower in an­oth­er hotel. “So long as Dings is with us, noth­ing mat­ters,” she said. “It’s all ex­per­i­ence.” So he kissed her, said she was braver than when she fought the sheep­dogs, called her Boad­icea, and ab­stained very care­fully from re­mind­ing her that they would have to pay a con­sid­er­ably high­er rent on ac­count of the little voice with which Dings greeted the per­petu­al up­roar of the city.

				His idea had been to get Eliza­beth out of the way when it came to selling the ab­surd fur­niture about which their af­fec­tions were twined and tangled; but when it came to the sale it was Eliza­beth who haggled with the deal­er while Denton went about the run­ning ways of the city, white and sick with sor­row and the fear of what was still to come. When they moved in­to their sparsely fur­nished pink-and-white apart­ments in a cheap hotel, there came an out­break of furi­ous en­ergy on his part, and then nearly a week of leth­argy dur­ing which he sulked at home. Through those days Eliza­beth shone like a star, and at the end Denton’s misery found a vent in tears. And then he went out in­to the city ways again, and—to his ut­ter amazement—found some work to do.

				His stand­ard of em­ploy­ment had fallen stead­ily un­til at last it had reached the low­est level of in­de­pend­ent work­ers. At first he had as­pired to some high of­fi­cial po­s­i­tion in the great Fly­ing or Wind Vane or Wa­ter Com­pan­ies, or to an ap­point­ment on one of the Gen­er­al In­tel­li­gence Or­gan­isa­tions that had re­placed news­pa­pers, or to some pro­fes­sion­al part­ner­ship, but those were the dreams of the be­gin­ning. From that he had passed to spec­u­la­tion, and three hun­dred gold “lions” out of Eliza­beth’s thou­sand had van­ished one even­ing in the share mar­ket. Now he was glad his good looks se­cured him a tri­al in the po­s­i­tion of sales­man to the Su­z­an­nah Hat Syn­dic­ate, a Syn­dic­ate, deal­ing in ladies’ caps, hair dec­or­a­tions, and hats—for though the city was com­pletely covered in, ladies still wore ex­tremely elab­or­ate and beau­ti­ful hats at the theatres and places of pub­lic wor­ship.

				It would have been amus­ing if one could have con­fron­ted a Re­gent Street shop­keep­er of the nine­teenth cen­tury with the de­vel­op­ment of his es­tab­lish­ment in which Denton’s du­ties lay. Nine­teenth Way was still some­times called Re­gent Street, but it was now a street of mov­ing plat­forms and nearly eight hun­dred feet wide. The middle space was im­mov­able and gave ac­cess by stair­cases des­cend­ing in­to sub­ter­ranean ways to the houses on either side. Right and left were an as­cend­ing series of con­tinu­ous plat­forms each of which trav­elled about five miles an hour faster than the one in­tern­al to it, so that one could step from plat­form to plat­form un­til one reached the swift­est out­er way and so go about the city. The es­tab­lish­ment of the Su­z­an­nah Hat Syn­dic­ate pro­jec­ted a vast façade upon the out­er way, send­ing out over­head at either end an over­lap­ping series of huge white glass screens, on which gi­gant­ic an­im­ated pic­tures of the faces of well-known beau­ti­ful liv­ing wo­men wear­ing nov­el­ties in hats were thrown. A dense crowd was al­ways col­lec­ted in the sta­tion­ary cent­ral way watch­ing a vast kin­emato­graph which dis­played the chan­ging fash­ion. The whole front of the build­ing was in per­petu­al chro­mat­ic change, and all down the façade—four hun­dred feet it meas­ured—and all across the street of mov­ing ways, laced and winked and glittered in a thou­sand vari­et­ies of col­our and let­ter­ing the in­scrip­tion—

				
					Su­z­anna! ’ets! Su­z­anna! ’ets!

				

				A broad­side of gi­gant­ic phono­graphs drowned all con­ver­sa­tion in the mov­ing way and roared “hats” at the passerby, while far down the street and up, oth­er bat­ter­ies coun­selled the pub­lic to “walk down for Su­z­an­nah,” and quer­ied, “Why don’t you buy the girl a hat?”

				For the be­ne­fit of those who chanced to be deaf—and deaf­ness was not un­com­mon in the Lon­don of that age, in­scrip­tions of all sizes were thrown from the roof above upon the mov­ing plat­forms them­selves, and on one’s hand or on the bald head of the man be­fore one, or on a lady’s shoulders, or in a sud­den jet of flame be­fore one’s feet, the mov­ing fin­ger wrote in unanti­cip­ated let­ters of fire “’ets r chip t’de,” or simply “’ets.” And spite of all these ef­forts so high was the pitch at which the city lived, so trained be­came one’s eyes and ears to ig­nore all sorts of ad­vert­ise­ment, that many a cit­izen had passed that place thou­sands of times and was still un­aware of the ex­ist­ence of the Su­z­an­nah Hat Syn­dic­ate.

				To enter the build­ing one des­cen­ded the stair­case in the middle way and walked through a pub­lic pas­sage in which pretty girls prom­en­aded, girls who were will­ing to wear a tick­eted hat for a small fee. The en­trance cham­ber was a large hall in which wax heads fash­ion­ably ad­orned ro­tated grace­fully upon ped­es­tals, and from this one passed through a cash of­fice to an in­ter­min­able series of little rooms, each room with its sales­man, its three or four hats and pins, its mir­rors, its kin­emato­graphs, tele­phones and hat slides in com­mu­nic­a­tion with the cent­ral de­pot, its com­fort­able lounge and tempt­ing re­fresh­ments. A sales­man in such an apart­ment did Denton now be­come. It was his busi­ness to at­tend to any of the in­cess­ant stream of ladies who chose to stop with him, to be­have as win­ningly as pos­sible, to of­fer re­fresh­ment, to con­verse on any top­ic the pos­sible cus­tom­er chose, and to guide the con­ver­sa­tion dex­ter­ously but not in­sist­ently to­wards hats. He was to sug­gest try­ing on vari­ous types of hat and to show by his man­ner and bear­ing, but without any coarse flat­tery, the en­hanced im­pres­sion made by the hats he wished to sell. He had sev­er­al mir­rors, ad­ap­ted by vari­ous sub­tleties of curvature and tint to dif­fer­ent types of face and com­plex­ion, and much de­pended on the prop­er use of these.

				Denton flung him­self at these curi­ous and not very con­geni­al du­ties with a good will and en­ergy that would have amazed him a year be­fore; but all to no pur­pose. The Seni­or Man­ageress, who had se­lec­ted him for ap­point­ment and con­ferred vari­ous small marks of fa­vour upon him, sud­denly changed in her man­ner, de­clared for no as­signable cause that he was stu­pid, and dis­missed him at the end of six weeks of sales­man­ship. So Denton had to re­sume his in­ef­fec­tu­al search for em­ploy­ment.

				This second search did not last very long. Their money was at the ebb. To eke it out a little longer they re­solved to part with their darling Dings, and took that small per­son to one of the pub­lic creches that aboun­ded in the city. That was the com­mon use of the time. The in­dus­tri­al eman­cip­a­tion of wo­men, the cor­rel­ated dis­or­gan­isa­tion of the se­cluded “home,” had rendered creches a ne­ces­sity for all but very rich and ex­cep­tion­ally-minded people. Therein chil­dren en­countered hy­gien­ic and edu­ca­tion­al ad­vant­ages im­possible without such or­gan­isa­tion. Creches were of all classes and types of lux­ury, down to those of the La­bour Com­pany, where chil­dren were taken on cred­it, to be re­deemed in la­bour as they grew up.

				But both Denton and Eliza­beth be­ing, as I have ex­plained, strange old-fash­ioned young people, full of nine­teenth-cen­tury ideas, hated these con­veni­ent creches ex­ceed­ingly and at last took their little daugh­ter to one with ex­treme re­luct­ance. They were re­ceived by a moth­erly per­son in a uni­form who was very brisk and prompt in her man­ner un­til Eliza­beth wept at the men­tion of part­ing from her child. The moth­erly per­son, after a brief as­ton­ish­ment at this un­usu­al emo­tion, changed sud­denly in­to a creature of hope and com­fort, and so won Eliza­beth’s grat­it­ude for life. They were con­duc­ted in­to a vast room presided over by sev­er­al nurses and with hun­dreds of two-year-old girls grouped about the toy-covered floor. This was the Two-year-old Room. Two nurses came for­ward, and Eliza­beth watched their bear­ing to­wards Dings with jeal­ous eyes. They were kind—it was clear they felt kind, and yet …

				Presently it was time to go. By that time Dings was hap­pily es­tab­lished in a corner, sit­ting on the floor with her arms filled, and her­self, in­deed, for the most part hid­den by an un­ac­cus­tomed wealth of toys. She seemed care­less of all hu­man re­la­tion­ships as her par­ents re­ceded.

				They were for­bid­den to up­set her by say­ing good­bye.

				At the door Eliza­beth glanced back for the last time, and be­hold! Dings had dropped her new wealth and was stand­ing with a du­bi­ous face. Sud­denly Eliza­beth gasped, and the moth­erly nurse pushed her for­ward and closed the door.

				“You can come again soon, dear,” she said, with un­ex­pec­ted ten­der­ness in her eyes. For a mo­ment Eliza­beth stared at her with a blank face. “You can come again soon,” re­peated the nurse. Then with a swift trans­ition Eliza­beth was weep­ing in the nurse’s arms. So it was that Denton’s heart was won also.

				And three weeks after our young people were ab­so­lutely pen­ni­less, and only one way lay open. They must go to the La­bour Com­pany. So soon as the rent was a week over­due their few re­main­ing pos­ses­sions were seized, and with scant cour­tesy they were shown the way out of the hotel. Eliza­beth walked along the pas­sage to­wards the stair­case that as­cen­ded to the mo­tion­less middle way, too dulled by misery to think. Denton stopped be­hind to fin­ish a sting­ing and un­sat­is­fact­ory ar­gu­ment with the hotel port­er, and then came hur­ry­ing after her, flushed and hot. He slackened his pace as he over­took her, and to­geth­er they as­cen­ded to the middle way in si­lence. There they found two seats va­cant and sat down.

				“We need not go there—yet?” said Eliza­beth.

				“No—not till we are hungry,” said Denton.

				They said no more.

				Eliza­beth’s eyes sought a rest­ing-place and found none. To the right roared the east­ward ways, to the left the ways in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion, swarm­ing with people. Back­wards and for­wards along a cable over­head rushed a string of ges­tic­u­lat­ing men, dressed like clowns, each marked on back and chest with one gi­gant­ic let­ter, so that al­to­geth­er they spelt out:

				
					“Purk­in­je’s Di­gest­ive Pills.”

				

				An an­aem­ic little wo­man in hor­rible coarse blue can­vas poin­ted a little girl to one of this string of hur­ry­ing ad­vert­ise­ments.

				“Look!” said the an­aem­ic wo­man: “there’s yer fath­er.”

				“Which?” said the little girl.

				“ ’Im wiv his nose col­oured red,” said the an­aem­ic wo­man.

				The little girl began to cry, and Eliza­beth could have cried too.

				“Ain’t ’e kickin’ ’is legs!—just!” said the an­aem­ic wo­man in blue, try­ing to make things bright again. “Looky—now!”

				On the façade to the right a huge in­tensely bright disc of weird col­our span in­cess­antly, and let­ters of fire that came and went spelt out—

				
					“Does this make you Giddy?”

				

				Then a pause, fol­lowed by

				
					“Take a Purk­in­je’s Di­gest­ive Pill.”

				

				A vast and des­ol­at­ing bray­ing began. “If you love Swag­ger Lit­er­at­ure, put your tele­phone on to Bruggles, the Greatest Au­thor of all Time. The Greatest Thinker of all Time. Teaches you Mor­als up to your Scalp! The very im­age of So­crates, ex­cept the back of his head, which is like Shakespeare. He has six toes, dresses in red, and nev­er cleans his teeth. Hear Him!”

				Denton’s voice be­came aud­ible in a gap in the up­roar. “I nev­er ought to have mar­ried you,” he was say­ing. “I have wasted your money, ruined you, brought you to misery. I am a scoun­drel … Oh, this ac­cursed world!”

				She tried to speak, and for some mo­ments could not. She grasped his hand. “No,” she said at last.

				A half-formed de­sire sud­denly be­came de­term­in­a­tion. She stood up. “Will you come?”

				He rose also. “We need not go there yet.”

				“Not that. But I want you to come to the fly­ing stages—where we met. You know? The little seat.”

				He hes­it­ated. “Can you?” he said, doubt­fully.

				“Must,” she answered.

				He hes­it­ated still for a mo­ment, then moved to obey her will.

				And so it was they spent their last half-day of free­dom out un­der the open air in the little seat un­der the fly­ing stages where they had been wont to meet five short years ago. There she told him, what she could not tell him in the tu­mul­tu­ous pub­lic ways, that she did not re­pent even now of their mar­riage—that whatever dis­com­fort and misery life still had for them, she was con­tent with the things that had been. The weath­er was kind to them, the seat was sun­lit and warm, and over­head the shin­ing aero­planes went and came.

				At last to­wards sun­set­ting their time was at an end, and they made their vows to one an­oth­er and clasped hands, and then rose up and went back in­to the ways of the city, a shabby-look­ing, heavy­hearted pair, tired and hungry. Soon they came to one of the pale blue signs that marked a La­bour Com­pany Bur­eau. For a space they stood in the middle way re­gard­ing this and at last des­cen­ded, and entered the wait­ing-room.

				The La­bour Com­pany had ori­gin­ally been a char­it­able or­gan­isa­tion; its aim was to sup­ply food, shel­ter, and work to all comers. This it was bound to do by the con­di­tions of its in­cor­por­a­tion, and it was also bound to sup­ply food and shel­ter and med­ic­al at­tend­ance to all in­cap­able of work who chose to de­mand its aid. In ex­change these in­cap­ables paid la­bour notes, which they had to re­deem upon re­cov­ery. They signed these la­bour notes with thumb-marks, which were pho­to­graphed and in­dexed in such a way that this world­wide La­bour Com­pany could identi­fy any one of its two or three hun­dred mil­lion cli­ents at the cost of an hour’s in­quiry. The day’s la­bour was defined as two spells in a tread­mill used in gen­er­at­ing elec­tric­al force, or its equi­val­ent, and its due per­form­ance could be en­forced by law. In prac­tice the La­bour Com­pany found it ad­vis­able to add to its stat­utory ob­lig­a­tions of food and shel­ter a few pence a day as an in­duce­ment to ef­fort; and its en­ter­prise had not only ab­ol­ished pau­per­isa­tion al­to­geth­er, but sup­plied prac­tic­ally all but the very highest and most re­spons­ible la­bour through­out the world. Nearly a third of the pop­u­la­tion of the world were its serfs and debt­ors from the cradle to the grave.

				In this prac­tic­al, un­sen­ti­ment­al way the prob­lem of the un­em­ployed had been most sat­is­fact­or­ily met and over­come. No one starved in the pub­lic ways, and no rags, no cos­tume less san­it­ary and suf­fi­cient than the La­bour Com­pany’s hy­gien­ic but in­el­eg­ant blue can­vas, pained the eye through­out the whole world. It was the con­stant theme of the phono­graph­ic news­pa­pers how much the world had pro­gressed since nine­teenth-cen­tury days, when the bod­ies of those killed by the vehicu­lar traffic or dead of star­va­tion, were, they al­leged, a com­mon fea­ture in all the busier streets.

				Denton and Eliza­beth sat apart in the wait­ing-room un­til their turn came. Most of the oth­ers col­lec­ted there seemed limp and ta­cit­urn, but three or four young people gaud­ily dressed made up for the quiet­ude of their com­pan­ions. They were life cli­ents of the Com­pany, born in the Com­pany’s creche and destined to die in its hos­pit­al, and they had been out for a spree with some shil­lings or so of ex­tra pay. They talked vo­ci­fer­ously in a later de­vel­op­ment of the Cock­ney dia­lect, mani­festly very proud of them­selves.

				Eliza­beth’s eyes went from these to the less as­sert­ive fig­ures. One seemed ex­cep­tion­ally pi­ti­ful to her. It was a wo­man of per­haps forty-five, with gold-stained hair and a painted face, down which abund­ant tears had trickled; she had a pinched nose, hungry eyes, lean hands and shoulders, and her dusty worn-out finery told the story of her life. An­oth­er was a grey-bearded old man in the cos­tume of a bish­op of one of the high epis­copal sects—for re­li­gion was now also a busi­ness, and had its ups and downs. And be­side him a sickly, dis­sip­ated-look­ing boy of per­haps two-and-twenty glared at fate.

				Presently Eliza­beth and then Denton in­ter­viewed the man­ageress—for the Com­pany pre­ferred wo­men in this ca­pa­city—and found she pos­sessed an en­er­get­ic face, a con­temp­tu­ous man­ner, and a par­tic­u­larly un­pleas­ant voice. They were giv­en vari­ous checks, in­clud­ing one to cer­ti­fy that they need not have their heads cropped; and when they had giv­en their thumb-marks, learnt the num­ber cor­res­pond­ing there­unto, and ex­changed their shabby middle-class clothes for duly numbered blue can­vas suits, they re­paired to the huge plain din­ing-room for their first meal un­der these new con­di­tions. Af­ter­wards they were to re­turn to her for in­struc­tions about their work.

				When they had made the ex­change of their cloth­ing Eliza­beth did not seem able to look at Denton at first; but he looked at her, and saw with as­ton­ish­ment that even in blue can­vas she was still beau­ti­ful. And then their soup and bread came slid­ing on its little rail down the long table to­wards them and stopped with a jerk, and he for­got the mat­ter. For they had had no prop­er meal for three days.

				After they had dined they res­ted for a time. Neither talked—there was noth­ing to say; and presently they got up and went back to the man­ageress to learn what they had to do.

				The man­ageress re­ferred to a tab­let. “Y’r rooms won’t be here; it’ll be in the High­bury Ward, Ninety-sev­enth Way, num­ber two thou­sand and sev­en­teen. Bet­ter make a note of it on y’r card. You, nought nought nought, type sev­en, sixty-four, b.c.d., gamma forty-one, fe­male; you ’ave to go to the Met­al-beat­ing Com­pany and try that for a day—four­pence bo­nus if ye’re sat­is­fact­ory; and you, nought sev­en one, type four, sev­en hun­dred and nine, g.f.b., pi five and ninety, male; you ’ave to go to the Pho­to­graph­ic Com­pany on Eighty-first Way, and learn some­thing or oth­er—I don’t know—thrip­pence. ’Ere’s y’r cards. That’s all. Next! What? Didn’t catch it all? Lor! So sup­pose I must go over it all again. Why don’t you listen? Keer­less, un­provid­ent people! One’d think these things didn’t mat­ter.”

				Their ways to their work lay to­geth­er for a time. And now they found they could talk. Curi­ously enough, the worst of their de­pres­sion seemed over now that they had ac­tu­ally donned the blue. Denton could talk with in­terest even of the work that lay be­fore them. “Whatever it is,” he said, “it can’t be so hate­ful as that hat shop. And after we have paid for Dings, we shall still have a whole penny a day between us even now. Af­ter­wards—we may im­prove—get more money.”

				Eliza­beth was less in­clined to speech. “I won­der why work should seem so hate­ful,” she said.

				“It’s odd,” said Denton. “I sup­pose it wouldn’t be if it were not the thought of be­ing ordered about … I hope we shall have de­cent man­agers.”

				Eliza­beth did not an­swer. She was not think­ing of that. She was tra­cing out some thoughts of her own.

				“Of course,” she said presently, “we have been us­ing up work all our lives. It’s only fair—”

				She stopped. It was too in­tric­ate.

				“We paid for it,” said Denton, for at that time he had not troubled him­self about these com­plic­ated things.

				“We did noth­ing—and yet we paid for it. That’s what I can­not un­der­stand.”

				“Per­haps we are pay­ing,” said Eliza­beth presently—for her theo­logy was old-fash­ioned and simple.

				Presently it was time for them to part, and each went to the ap­poin­ted work. Denton’s was to mind a com­plic­ated hy­draul­ic press that seemed al­most an in­tel­li­gent thing. This press worked by the sea­wa­ter that was destined fi­nally to flush the city drains—for the world had long since aban­doned the folly of pour­ing drink­able wa­ter in­to its sew­ers. This wa­ter was brought close to the east­ward edge of the city by a huge canal, and then raised by an enorm­ous bat­tery of pumps in­to reser­voirs at a level of four hun­dred feet above the sea, from which it spread by a bil­lion ar­ter­i­al branches over the city. Thence it poured down, cleans­ing, sluicing, work­ing ma­chinery of all sorts, through an in­fin­ite vari­ety of ca­pil­lary chan­nels in­to the great drains, the cloacae max­im­ae, and so car­ried the sewage out to the ag­ri­cul­tur­al areas that sur­roun­ded Lon­don on every side.

				The press was em­ployed in one of the pro­cesses of the pho­to­graph­ic man­u­fac­ture, but the nature of the pro­cess it did not con­cern Denton to un­der­stand. The most sa­li­ent fact to his mind was that it had to be con­duc­ted in ruby light, and as a con­sequence the room in which he worked was lit by one col­oured globe that poured a lur­id and pain­ful il­lu­min­a­tion about the room. In the darkest corner stood the press whose ser­vant Denton had now be­come: it was a huge, dim, glit­ter­ing thing with a pro­ject­ing hood that had a re­mote re­semb­lance to a bowed head, and, squat­ting like some met­al Buddha in this weird light that min­istered to its needs, it seemed to Denton in cer­tain moods al­most as if this must needs be the ob­scure idol to which hu­man­ity in some strange ab­er­ra­tion had offered up his life. His du­ties had a var­ied mono­tony. Such items as the fol­low­ing will con­vey an idea of the ser­vice of the press. The thing worked with a busy click­ing so long as things went well; but if the paste that came pour­ing through a feed­er from an­oth­er room and which it was per­petu­ally com­press­ing in­to thin plates, changed in qual­ity the rhythm of its click altered and Denton hastened to make cer­tain ad­just­ments. The slight­est delay in­volved a waste of paste and the dock­ing of one or more of his daily pence. If the sup­ply of paste waned—there were hand pro­cesses of a pe­cu­li­ar sort in­volved in its pre­par­a­tion, and some­times the work­ers had con­vul­sions which de­ranged their out­put—Denton had to throw the press out of gear. In the pain­ful vi­gil­ance a mul­ti­tude of such trivi­al at­ten­tions en­tailed, pain­ful be­cause of the in­cess­ant ef­fort its ab­sence of nat­ur­al in­terest re­quired, Denton had now to pass one-third of his days. Save for an oc­ca­sion­al vis­it from the man­ager, a kindly but sin­gu­larly foul-mouthed man, Denton passed his work­ing hours in solitude.

				Eliza­beth’s work was of a more so­cial sort. There was a fash­ion for cov­er­ing the private apart­ments of the very wealthy with met­al plates beau­ti­fully em­bossed with re­peated pat­terns. The taste of the time de­man­ded, how­ever, that the re­pe­ti­tion of the pat­terns should not be ex­act—not mech­an­ic­al, but “nat­ur­al”—and it was found that the most pleas­ing ar­range­ment of pat­tern ir­reg­u­lar­ity was ob­tained by em­ploy­ing wo­men of re­fine­ment and nat­ur­al taste to punch out the pat­terns with small dies. So many square feet of plates was ex­ac­ted from Eliza­beth as a min­im­um, and for whatever square feet she did in ex­cess she re­ceived a small pay­ment. The room, like most rooms of wo­men work­ers, was un­der a man­ageress: men had been found by the La­bour Com­pany not only less ex­act­ing but ex­tremely li­able to ex­cuse fa­voured ladies from a prop­er share of their du­ties. The man­ageress was a not un­kindly, ta­cit­urn per­son, with the hardened re­mains of beauty of the bru­nette type; and the oth­er wo­men work­ers, who of course hated her, as­so­ci­ated her name scan­dal­ously with one of the metal­work dir­ect­ors in or­der to ex­plain her po­s­i­tion.

				Only two or three of Eliza­beth’s fel­low-work­ers were born la­bour serfs; plain, mor­ose girls, but most of them cor­res­pon­ded to what the nine­teenth cen­tury would have called a “re­duced” gen­tle­wo­man. But the ideal of what con­sti­tuted a gen­tle­wo­man had altered: the faint, faded, neg­at­ive vir­tue, the mod­u­lated voice and re­strained ges­ture of the old-fash­ioned gen­tle­wo­man had van­ished from the Earth. Most of her com­pan­ions showed in dis­col­oured hair, ruined com­plex­ions, and the tex­ture of their re­min­is­cent con­ver­sa­tions, the van­ished glor­ies of a con­quer­ing youth. All of these artist­ic work­ers were much older than Eliza­beth, and two openly ex­pressed their sur­prise that any­one so young and pleas­ant should come to share their toil. But Eliza­beth did not trouble them with her old-world mor­al con­cep­tions.

				They were per­mit­ted, and even en­cour­aged to con­verse with each oth­er, for the dir­ect­ors very prop­erly judged that any­thing that con­duced to vari­ations of mood made for pleas­ing fluc­tu­ations in their pat­tern­ing; and Eliza­beth was al­most forced to hear the stor­ies of these lives with which her own in­ter­wove: garbled and dis­tor­ted they were by van­ity in­deed and yet com­pre­hens­ible enough. And soon she began to ap­pre­ci­ate the small spites and cliques, the little mis­un­der­stand­ings and al­li­ances that en­meshed about her. One wo­man was ex­cess­ively gar­rulous and de­script­ive about a won­der­ful son of hers; an­oth­er had cul­tiv­ated a fool­ish coarse­ness of speech, that she seemed to re­gard as the wit­ti­est ex­pres­sion of ori­gin­al­ity con­ceiv­able; a third mused forever on dress, and whispered to Eliza­beth how she saved her pence day after day, and would presently have a glor­i­ous day of free­dom, wear­ing … and then fol­lowed hours of de­scrip­tion; two oth­ers sat al­ways to­geth­er, and called one an­oth­er pet names, un­til one day some little thing happened, and they sat apart, blind and deaf as it seemed to one an­oth­er’s be­ing. And al­ways from them all came an in­cess­ant tap, tap, tap, tap, and the man­ageress listened al­ways to the rhythm to mark if one fell away. Tap, tap, tap, tap: so their days passed, so their lives must pass. Eliza­beth sat among them, kindly and quiet, grey-hearted, mar­vel­ling at fate: tap, tap, tap; tap, tap, tap; tap, tap, tap.

				So there came to Denton and Eliza­beth a long suc­ces­sion of la­bor­i­ous days, that hardened their hands, wove strange threads of some new and stern­er sub­stance in­to the soft pret­ti­ness of their lives, and drew grave lines and shad­ows on their faces. The bright, con­veni­ent ways of the former life had re­ceded to an in­ac­cess­ible dis­tance; slowly they learnt the les­son of the un­der­world—sombre and la­bor­i­ous, vast and preg­nant. There were many little things happened: things that would be te­di­ous and miser­able to tell, things that were bit­ter and griev­ous to bear—in­dig­nit­ies, tyr­an­nies, such as must ever sea­son the bread of the poor in cit­ies; and one thing that was not little, but seemed like the ut­ter black­en­ing of life to them, which was that the child they had giv­en life to sickened and died. But that story, that an­cient, per­petu­ally re­cur­ring story, has been told so of­ten, has been told so beau­ti­fully, that there is no need to tell it over again here. There was the same sharp fear, the same long anxi­ety, the de­ferred in­ev­it­able blow, and the black si­lence. It has al­ways been the same; it will al­ways be the same. It is one of the things that must be.

				And it was Eliza­beth who was the first to speak, after an aching, dull in­ter­space of days: not, in­deed, of the fool­ish little name that was a name no longer, but of the dark­ness that brooded over her soul. They had come through the shriek­ing, tu­mul­tu­ous ways of the city to­geth­er; the clam­our of trade, of yelling com­pet­it­ive re­li­gions, of polit­ic­al ap­peal, had beat upon deaf ears; the glare of fo­cused lights, of dan­cing let­ters, and fiery ad­vert­ise­ments, had fallen upon the set, miser­able faces un­heeded. They took their din­ner in the din­ing-hall at a place apart. “I want,” said Eliza­beth clum­sily, “to go out to the fly­ing stages—to that seat. Here, one can say noth­ing …”

				Denton looked at her. “It will be night,” he said.

				“I have asked—it is a fine night.” She stopped.

				He per­ceived she could find no words to ex­plain her­self. Sud­denly he un­der­stood that she wished to see the stars once more, the stars they had watched to­geth­er from the open down­land in that wild hon­ey­moon of theirs five years ago. Some­thing caught at his throat. He looked away from her.

				“There will be plenty of time to go,” he said, in a mat­ter-of-fact tone.

				And at last they came out to their little seat on the fly­ing stage, and sat there for a long time in si­lence. The little seat was in shad­ow, but the zenith was pale blue with the ef­ful­gence of the stage over­head, and all the city spread be­low them, squares and circles and patches of bril­liance caught in a mesh­work of light. The little stars seemed very faint and small: near as they had been to the old-world watch­er, they had be­come now in­fin­itely re­mote. Yet one could see them in the darkened patches amidst the glare, and es­pe­cially in the north­ward sky, the an­cient con­stel­la­tions glid­ing stead­fast and pa­tient about the pole.

				Long our two people sat in si­lence, and at last Eliza­beth sighed.

				“If I un­der­stood,” she said, “if I could un­der­stand. When one is down there the city seems everything—the noise, the hurry, the voices—you must live, you must scramble. Here—it is noth­ing; a thing that passes. One can think in peace.”

				“Yes,” said Denton. “How flimsy it all is! From here more than half of it is swal­lowed by the night … It will pass.”

				“We shall pass first,” said Eliza­beth.

				“I know,” said Denton. “If life were not a mo­ment, the whole of his­tory would seem like the hap­pen­ing of a day … Yes—we shall pass. And the city will pass, and all the things that are to come. Man and the Over­man and won­ders un­speak­able. And yet …”

				He paused, and then began afresh. “I know what you feel. At least I fancy … Down there one thinks of one’s work, one’s little vex­a­tions and pleas­ures, one’s eat­ing and drink­ing and ease and pain. One lives, and one must die. Down there and every­day—our sor­row seemed the end of life …

				“Up here it is dif­fer­ent. For in­stance, down there it would seem im­possible al­most to go on liv­ing if one were hor­ribly dis­figured, hor­ribly crippled, dis­graced. Up here—un­der these stars—none of those things would mat­ter. They don’t mat­ter … They are a part of some­thing. One seems just to touch that some­thing—un­der the stars—”

				He stopped. The vague, im­palp­able things in his mind, cloudy emo­tions half shaped to­wards ideas, van­ished be­fore the rough grasp of words. “It is hard to ex­press,” he said lamely.

				They sat through a long still­ness.

				“It is well to come here,” he said at last. “We stop—our minds are very fi­nite. After all we are just poor an­im­als rising out of the brute, each with a mind, the poor be­gin­ning of a mind. We are so stu­pid. So much hurts. And yet …

				“I know, I know—and some day we shall see.

				“All this fright­ful stress, all this dis­cord will re­solve to har­mony, and we shall know it. Noth­ing is but it makes for that. Noth­ing. All the fail­ures—every little thing makes for that har­mony. Everything is ne­ces­sary to it, we shall find. We shall find. Noth­ing, not even the most dread­ful thing, could be left out. Not even the most trivi­al. Every tap of your ham­mer on the brass, every mo­ment of work, my idle­ness even … Dear one! every move­ment of our poor little one … All these things go on forever. And the faint im­palp­able things. We, sit­ting here to­geth­er.—Everything …

				“The pas­sion that joined us, and what has come since. It is not pas­sion now. More than any­thing else it is sor­row. Dear—”

				He could say no more, could fol­low his thoughts no fur­ther.

				Eliza­beth made no an­swer—she was very still; but presently her hand sought his and found it.

			
			
				
					IV

					Un­der­neath

				
				Un­der the stars one may reach up­ward and touch resig­na­tion, whatever the evil thing may be, but in the heat and stress of the day’s work we lapse again, come dis­gust and an­ger and in­tol­er­able moods. How little is all our mag­nan­im­ity—an ac­ci­dent! a phase! The very Saints of old had first to flee the world. And Denton and his Eliza­beth could not flee their world, no longer were there open roads to un­claimed lands where men might live freely—how­ever hardly—and keep their souls in peace. The city had swal­lowed up man­kind.

				For a time these two La­bour Serfs were kept at their ori­gin­al oc­cu­pa­tions, she at her brass stamp­ing and Denton at his press; and then came a move for him that brought with it fresh and still bit­ter­er ex­per­i­ences of life in the un­der­ways of the great city. He was trans­ferred to the care of a rather more elab­or­ate press in the cent­ral fact­ory of the Lon­don Tile Trust.

				In this new situ­ation he had to work in a long vaul­ted room with a num­ber of oth­er men, for the most part born La­bour Serfs. He came to this in­ter­course re­luct­antly. His up­bring­ing had been re­fined, and, un­til his ill for­tune had brought him to that cos­tume, he had nev­er spoken in his life, ex­cept by way of com­mand or some im­me­di­ate ne­ces­sity, to the white-faced wear­ers of the blue can­vas. Now at last came con­tact; he had to work be­side them, share their tools, eat with them. To both Eliza­beth and him­self this seemed a fur­ther de­grad­a­tion.

				His taste would have seemed ex­treme to a man of the nine­teenth cen­tury. But slowly and in­ev­it­ably in the in­ter­ven­ing years a gulf had opened between the wear­ers of the blue can­vas and the classes above, a dif­fer­ence not simply of cir­cum­stances and habits of life, but of habits of thought—even of lan­guage. The un­der­ways had de­veloped a dia­lect of their own: above, too, had aris­en a dia­lect, a code of thought, a lan­guage of “cul­ture,” which aimed by a sed­u­lous search after fresh dis­tinc­tion to widen per­petu­ally the space between it­self and “vul­gar­ity.” The bond of a com­mon faith, moreover, no longer held the race to­geth­er. The last years of the nine­teenth cen­tury were dis­tin­guished by the rap­id de­vel­op­ment among the pros­per­ous idle of eso­ter­ic per­ver­sions of the pop­u­lar re­li­gion: glosses and in­ter­pret­a­tions that re­duced the broad teach­ings of the car­penter of Naz­areth to the ex­quis­ite nar­row­ness of their lives. And, spite of their in­clin­a­tion to­wards the an­cient fash­ion of liv­ing, neither Eliza­beth nor Denton had been suf­fi­ciently ori­gin­al to es­cape the sug­ges­tion of their sur­round­ings. In mat­ters of com­mon be­ha­viour they had fol­lowed the ways of their class, and so when they fell at last to be La­bour Serfs it seemed to them al­most as though they were fall­ing among of­fens­ive in­feri­or an­im­als; they felt as a nine­teenth-cen­tury duke and duch­ess might have felt who were forced to take rooms in the Jago.

				Their nat­ur­al im­pulse was to main­tain a “dis­tance.” But Denton’s first idea of a dig­ni­fied isol­a­tion from his new sur­round­ings was soon rudely dis­pelled. He had ima­gined that his fall to the po­s­i­tion of a La­bour Serf was the end of his les­son, that when their little daugh­ter had died he had plumbed the deeps of life; but in­deed these things were only the be­gin­ning. Life de­mands some­thing more from us than ac­qui­es­cence. And now in a room­ful of ma­chine mind­ers he was to learn a wider les­son, to make the ac­quaint­ance of an­oth­er factor in life, a factor as ele­ment­al as the loss of things dear to us, more ele­ment­al even than toil.

				His quiet dis­cour­age­ment of con­ver­sa­tion was an im­me­di­ate cause of of­fence—was in­ter­preted, rightly enough I fear, as dis­dain. His ig­nor­ance of the vul­gar dia­lect, a thing upon which he had hitherto prided him­self, sud­denly took upon it­self a new as­pect. He failed to per­ceive at once that his re­cep­tion of the coarse and stu­pid but gen­i­ally in­ten­ded re­marks that greeted his ap­pear­ance must have stung the makers of these ad­vances like blows in their faces. “Don’t un­der­stand,” he said rather coldly, and at haz­ard, “No, thank you.”

				The man who had ad­dressed him stared, scowled, and turned away.

				A second, who also failed at Denton’s un­ac­cus­tomed ear, took the trouble to re­peat his re­mark, and Denton dis­covered he was be­ing offered the use of an oil can. He ex­pressed po­lite thanks, and this second man em­barked upon a pen­et­rat­ing con­ver­sa­tion. Denton, he re­marked, had been a swell, and he wanted to know how he had come to wear the blue. He clearly ex­pec­ted an in­ter­est­ing re­cord of vice and ex­tra­vag­ance. Had Denton ever been at a Pleas­ure City? Denton was speedily to dis­cov­er how the ex­ist­ence of these won­der­ful places of de­light per­meated and de­filed the thought and hon­our of these un­will­ing, hope­less work­ers of the un­der­world.

				His ar­is­to­crat­ic tem­pera­ment re­sen­ted these ques­tions. He answered “No” curtly. The man per­sisted with a still more per­son­al ques­tion, and this time it was Denton who turned away.

				“Gorblimey!” said his in­ter­locutor, much as­ton­ished.

				It presently forced it­self upon Denton’s mind that this re­mark­able con­ver­sa­tion was be­ing re­peated in in­dig­nant tones to more sym­path­et­ic hear­ers, and that it gave rise to as­ton­ish­ment and iron­ic­al laughter. They looked at Denton with mani­festly en­hanced in­terest. A curi­ous per­cep­tion of isol­a­tion dawned upon him. He tried to think of his press and its un­fa­mil­i­ar pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies …

				The ma­chines kept every­body pretty busy dur­ing the first spell, and then came a re­cess. It was only an in­ter­val for re­fresh­ment, too brief for any­one to go out to a La­bour Com­pany din­ing-room. Denton fol­lowed his fel­low-work­ers in­to a short gal­lery, in which were a num­ber of bins of re­fuse from the presses.

				Each man pro­duced a pack­et of food. Denton had no pack­et. The man­ager, a care­less young man who held his po­s­i­tion by in­flu­ence, had omit­ted to warn Denton that it was ne­ces­sary to ap­ply for this pro­vi­sion. He stood apart, feel­ing hungry. The oth­ers drew to­geth­er in a group and talked in un­der­tones, glan­cing at him ever and again. He be­came un­easy. His ap­pear­ance of dis­reg­ard cost him an in­creas­ing ef­fort. He tried to think of the levers of his new press.

				Presently one, a man short­er but much broad­er and stouter than Denton, came for­ward to him. Denton turned to him as un­con­cern­edly as pos­sible. “Here!” said the del­eg­ate—as Denton judged him to be—ex­tend­ing a cube of bread in a not too clean hand. He had a swart, broad-nosed face, and his mouth hung down to­wards one corner.

				Denton felt doubt­ful for the in­stant wheth­er this was meant for ci­vil­ity or in­sult. His im­pulse was to de­cline. “No, thanks,” he said; and, at the man’s change of ex­pres­sion, “I’m not hungry.”

				There came a laugh from the group be­hind. “Told you so,” said the man who had offered Denton the loan of an oil can. “He’s top side, he is. You ain’t good enough for ’im.”

				The swart face grew a shade dark­er.

				“Here,” said its own­er, still ex­tend­ing the bread, and speak­ing in a lower tone; “you got to eat this. See?”

				Denton looked in­to the threat­en­ing face be­fore him, and odd little cur­rents of en­ergy seemed to be run­ning through his limbs and body.

				“I don’t want it,” he said, try­ing a pleas­ant smile that twitched and failed.

				The thick­set man ad­vanced his face, and the bread be­came a phys­ic­al threat in his hand. Denton’s mind rushed to­geth­er to the one prob­lem of his ant­ag­on­ist’s eyes.

				“Eat it,” said the swart man.

				There came a pause, and then they both moved quickly. The cube of bread de­scribed a com­plic­ated path, a curve that would have ended in Denton’s face; and then his fist hit the wrist of the hand that gripped it, and it flew up­ward, and out of the con­flict—its part played.

				He stepped back quickly, fists clenched and arms tense. The hot, dark coun­ten­ance re­ceded, be­came an alert hos­til­ity, watch­ing its chance. Denton for one in­stant felt con­fid­ent, and strangely buoy­ant and se­rene. His heart beat quickly. He felt his body alive, and glow­ing to the tips.

				“Scrap, boys!” shouted someone, and then the dark fig­ure had leapt for­ward, ducked back and side­ways, and come in again. Denton struck out, and was hit. One of his eyes seemed to him to be de­mol­ished, and he felt a soft lip un­der his fist just be­fore he was hit again—this time un­der the chin. A huge fan of fiery needles shot open. He had a mo­ment­ary per­sua­sion that his head was knocked to pieces, and then some­thing hit his head and back from be­hind, and the fight be­came an un­in­ter­est­ing, an im­per­son­al thing.

				He was aware that time—seconds or minutes—had passed, ab­stract, un­event­ful time. He was ly­ing with his head in a heap of ashes, and some­thing wet and warm ran swiftly in­to his neck. The first shock broke up in­to dis­crete sen­sa­tions. All his head throbbed; his eye and his chin throbbed ex­ceed­ingly, and the taste of blood was in his mouth.

				“He’s all right,” said a voice. “He’s open­ing his eyes.”

				“Serve him—well right,” said a second.

				His mates were stand­ing about him. He made an ef­fort and sat up. He put his hand to the back of his head, and his hair was wet and full of cinders. A laugh greeted the ges­ture. His eye was par­tially closed. He per­ceived what had happened. His mo­ment­ary an­ti­cip­a­tion of a fi­nal vic­tory had van­ished.

				“Looks sur­prised,” said someone.

				“ ’Ave any more?” said a wit; and then, im­it­at­ing Denton’s re­fined ac­cent.

				“No, thank you.”

				Denton per­ceived the swart man with a blood­stained handker­chief be­fore his face, and some­what in the back­ground.

				“Where’s that bit of bread he’s got to eat?” said a little fer­ret-faced creature; and sought with his foot in the ashes of the ad­ja­cent bin.

				Denton had a mo­ment of in­tern­al de­bate. He knew the code of hon­our re­quires a man to pur­sue a fight he has be­gun to the bit­ter end; but this was his first taste of the bit­ter­ness. He was re­solved to rise again, but he felt no pas­sion­ate im­pulse. It oc­curred to him—and the thought was no very vi­ol­ent spur—that he was per­haps after all a cow­ard. For a mo­ment his will was heavy, a lump of lead.

				“ ’Ere it is,” said the little fer­ret-faced man, and stooped to pick up a cindery cube. He looked at Denton, then at the oth­ers.

				Slowly, un­will­ingly, Denton stood up.

				A dirty-faced al­bino ex­ten­ded a hand to the fer­ret-faced man. “Gimme that toke,” he said. He ad­vanced threat­en­ingly, bread in hand, to Denton. “So you ain’t ’ad your belly­ful yet,” he said. “Eh?”

				Now it was com­ing. “No, I haven’t,” said Denton, with a catch­ing of the breath, and re­solved to try this brute be­hind the ear be­fore he him­self got stunned again. He knew he would be stunned again. He was as­ton­ished how ill he had judged him­self be­fore­hand. A few ri­dicu­lous lunges, and down he would go again. He watched the al­bino’s eyes. The al­bino was grin­ning con­fid­ently, like a man who plans an agree­able trick. A sud­den per­cep­tion of im­pend­ing in­dig­nit­ies stung Denton.

				“You leave ’im alone, Jim,” said the swart man sud­denly over the blood­stained rag. “He ain’t done noth­ing to you.”

				The al­bino’s grin van­ished. He stopped. He looked from one to the oth­er. It seemed to Denton that the swart man de­man­ded the priv­ilege of his de­struc­tion. The al­bino would have been bet­ter.

				“You leave ’im alone,” said the swart man. “See? ’E’s ’ad ’is licks.”

				A clat­ter­ing bell lif­ted up its voice and solved the situ­ation. The al­bino hes­it­ated. “Lucky for you,” he said, adding a foul meta­phor, and turned with the oth­ers to­wards the press-room again. “Wait for the end of the spell, mate,” said the al­bino over his shoulder—an af­ter­thought. The swart man waited for the al­bino to pre­cede him. Denton real­ised that he had a re­prieve.

				The men passed to­wards an open door. Denton be­came aware of his du­ties, and hur­ried to join the tail of the queue. At the door­way of the vaul­ted gal­lery of presses a yel­low-uni­formed la­bour po­lice­man stood tick­ing a card. He had ig­nored the swart man’s haem­or­rhage.

				“Hurry up there!” he said to Denton.

				“Hello!” he said, at the sight of his fa­cial dis­ar­ray. “Who’s been hit­ting you?”

				“That’s my af­fair,” said Denton.

				“Not if it spiles your work, it ain’t,” said the man in yel­low. “You mind that.”

				Denton made no an­swer. He was a rough—a la­bour­er. He wore the blue can­vas. The laws of as­sault and bat­tery, he knew, were not for the likes of him. He went to his press.

				He could feel the skin of his brow and chin and head lift­ing them­selves to noble bruises, felt the throb and pain of each as­pir­ing con­tu­sion. His nervous sys­tem slid down to leth­argy; at each move­ment in his press ad­just­ment he felt he lif­ted a weight. And as for his hon­our—that too throbbed and puffed. How did he stand? What pre­cisely had happened in the last ten minutes? What would hap­pen next? He knew that here was enorm­ous mat­ter for thought, and he could not think save in dis­ordered snatches.

				His mood was a sort of stag­nant as­ton­ish­ment. All his con­cep­tions were over­thrown. He had re­garded his se­cur­ity from phys­ic­al vi­ol­ence as in­her­ent, as one of the con­di­tions of life. So, in­deed, it had been while he wore his middle-class cos­tume, had his middle-class prop­erty to serve for his de­fence. But who would in­ter­fere among La­bour roughs fight­ing to­geth­er? And in­deed in those days no man would. In the Un­der­world there was no law between man and man; the law and ma­chinery of the state had be­come for them some­thing that held men down, fended them off from much de­sir­able prop­erty and pleas­ure, and that was all. Vi­ol­ence, that ocean in which the brutes live forever, and from which a thou­sand dykes and con­triv­ances have won our haz­ard­ous civ­il­ised life, had flowed in again upon the sink­ing un­der­ways and sub­merged them. The fist ruled. Denton had come right down at last to the ele­ment­al—fist and trick and the stub­born heart and fel­low­ship—even as it was in the be­gin­ning.

				The rhythm of his ma­chine changed, and his thoughts were in­ter­rup­ted.

				Presently he could think again. Strange how quickly things had happened! He bore these men who had thrashed him no very vivid ill-will. He was bruised and en­lightened. He saw with ab­so­lute fair­ness now the reas­on­able­ness of his un­pop­ular­ity. He had be­haved like a fool. Dis­dain, se­clu­sion, are the priv­ilege of the strong. The fallen ar­is­to­crat still cling­ing to his point­less dis­tinc­tion is surely the most pi­ti­ful creature of pre­tence in all this clamant uni­verse. Good heav­ens! what was there for him to des­pise in these men?

				What a pity he had not ap­pre­ci­ated all this bet­ter five hours ago!

				What would hap­pen at the end of the spell? He could not tell. He could not ima­gine. He could not ima­gine the thoughts of these men. He was sens­ible only of their hos­til­ity and ut­ter want of sym­pathy. Vague pos­sib­il­it­ies of shame and vi­ol­ence chased one an­oth­er across his mind. Could he de­vise some weapon? He re­called his as­sault upon the hyp­not­ist, but there were no de­tach­able lamps here. He could see noth­ing that he could catch up in his de­fence.

				For a space he thought of a head­long bolt for the se­cur­ity of the pub­lic ways dir­ectly the spell was over. Apart from the trivi­al con­sid­er­a­tion of his self-re­spect, he per­ceived that this would be only a fool­ish post­pone­ment and ag­grav­a­tion of his trouble. He per­ceived the fer­ret-faced man and the al­bino talk­ing to­geth­er with their eyes to­wards him. Presently they were talk­ing to the swart man, who stood with his broad back stu­di­ously to­wards Denton.

				At last came the end of the second spell. The lender of oil cans stopped his press sharply and turned round, wip­ing his mouth with the back of his hand. His eyes had the quiet ex­pect­a­tion of one who seats him­self in a theatre.

				Now was the crisis, and all the little nerves of Denton’s be­ing seemed leap­ing and dan­cing. He had de­cided to show fight if any fresh in­dig­nity was offered him. He stopped his press and turned. With an enorm­ous af­fect­a­tion of ease he walked down the vault and entered the pas­sage of the ash pits, only to dis­cov­er he had left his jack­et—which he had taken off be­cause of the heat of the vault—be­side his press. He walked back. He met the al­bino eye to eye.

				He heard the fer­ret-faced man in ex­pos­tu­la­tion. “ ’E reely ought, eat it,” said the fer­ret-faced man. “ ’E did reely.”

				“No—you leave ’im alone,” said the swart man.

				Ap­par­ently noth­ing fur­ther was to hap­pen to him that day. He passed out to the pas­sage and stair­case that led up to the mov­ing plat­forms of the city.

				He emerged on the liv­id bril­liance and stream­ing move­ment of the pub­lic street. He be­came acutely aware of his dis­figured face, and felt his swell­ing bruises with a limp, in­vest­ig­at­ory hand. He went up to the swift­est plat­form, and seated him­self on a La­bour Com­pany bench.

				He lapsed in­to a pens­ive tor­por. The im­me­di­ate dangers and stresses of his po­s­i­tion he saw with a sort of stat­ic clear­ness. What would they do to­mor­row? He could not tell. What would Eliza­beth think of his bru­tal­isa­tion? He could not tell. He was ex­hausted. He was aroused presently by a hand upon his arm.

				He looked up, and saw the swart man seated be­side him. He star­ted. Surely he was safe from vi­ol­ence in the pub­lic way!

				The swart man’s face re­tained no traces of his share in the fight; his ex­pres­sion was free from hos­til­ity—seemed al­most de­fer­en­tial. “ ’Scuse me,” he said, with a total ab­sence of truc­u­lence. Denton real­ised that no as­sault was in­ten­ded. He stared, await­ing the next de­vel­op­ment.

				It was evid­ent the next sen­tence was pre­med­it­ated. “Whad—I—was—go­ing—to say—was this,” said the swart man, and sought through a si­lence for fur­ther words.

				“Whad—I—was—go­ing—to say—was this,” he re­peated.

				Fi­nally he aban­doned that gam­bit. “You’re aw right,” he cried, lay­ing a grimy hand on Denton’s grimy sleeve. “You’re aw right. You’re a ge’man. Sorry—very sorry. Wanted to tell you that.”

				Denton real­ised that there must ex­ist motives bey­ond a mere im­pulse to ab­om­in­able pro­ceed­ings in the man. He med­it­ated, and swal­lowed an un­worthy pride.

				“I did not mean to be of­fens­ive to you,” he said, “in re­fus­ing that bit of bread.”

				“Meant it friendly,” said the swart man, re­call­ing the scene; “but—in front of that blarsted Whitey and his snig­ger—Well—I ’ad to scrap.”

				“Yes,” said Denton with sud­den fer­vour: “I was a fool.”

				“Ah!” said the swart man, with great sat­is­fac­tion. “That’s aw right. Shake!”

				And Denton shook.

				The mov­ing plat­form was rush­ing by the es­tab­lish­ment of a face moulder, and its lower front was a huge dis­play of mir­ror, de­signed to stim­u­late the thirst for more sym­met­ric­al fea­tures. Denton caught the re­flec­tion of him­self and his new friend, enorm­ously twis­ted and broadened. His own face was puffed, one-sided, and blood­stained; a grin of idi­ot­ic and in­sin­cere ami­ab­il­ity dis­tor­ted its lat­it­ude. A wisp of hair oc­cluded one eye. The trick of the mir­ror presen­ted the swart man as a gross ex­pan­sion of lip and nos­tril. They were linked by shak­ing hands. Then ab­ruptly this vis­ion passed—to re­turn to memory in the an­aem­ic med­it­a­tions of a wak­ing dawn.

				As he shook, the swart man made some muddled re­mark, to the ef­fect that he had al­ways known he could get on with a gen­tle­man if one came his way. He pro­longed the shak­ing un­til Denton, un­der the in­flu­ence of the mir­ror, with­drew his hand. The swart man be­came pens­ive, spat im­press­ively on the plat­form, and re­sumed his theme.

				“Whad I was go­ing to say was this,” he said; was grav­elled, and shook his head at his foot.

				Denton be­came curi­ous. “Go on,” he said, at­tent­ive.

				The swart man took the plunge. He grasped Denton’s arm, be­came in­tim­ate in his at­ti­tude. “ ’Scuse me,” he said. “Fact is, you done know ’ow to scrap. Done know ’ow to. Why—you done know ’ow to be­gin. You’ll get killed if you don’t mind. ’Ould­in’ your ’ands—There!”

				He re­in­forced his state­ment by ob­jur­ga­tion, watch­ing the ef­fect of each oath with a wary eye.

				“F’r in­stance. You’re tall. Long arms. You get a longer reach than any­one in the bras­ted vault. Gob­blimey, but I thought I’d got a Tough on. ’Stead of which … ’Scuse me. I wouldn’t have ’it you if I’d known. It’s like fight­ing sacks. ’Tisn’ right. Y’r arms seemed ’ung on ’ooks. Reg’lar—‘ung on ’ooks. There!”

				Denton stared, and then sur­prised and hurt his battered chin by a sud­den laugh. Bit­ter tears came in­to his eyes.

				“Go on,” he said.

				The swart man re­ver­ted to his for­mula. He was good enough to say he liked the look of Denton, thought he had stood up “amaz­ing plucky. On’y pluck ain’t no good—ain’t no bras­ted good—if you don’t ’old your ’ands.

				“Whad I was go­ing to say was this,” he said. “Lemme show you ’ow to scrap. Jest lemme. You’re ig’nant, you ain’t no class; but you might be a very de­cent scrap­per—very de­cent. Shown. That’s what I meant to say.”

				Denton hes­it­ated. “But—” he said, “I can’t give you any­thing—”

				“That’s the ge’man all over,” said the swart man. “Who arst you to?”

				“But your time?”

				“If you don’t get learnt scrap­ping you’ll get killed—don’t you make no bones of that.”

				Denton thought. “I don’t know,” he said.

				He looked at the face be­side him, and all its nat­ive coarse­ness shouted at him. He felt a quick re­vul­sion from his tran­si­ent friend­li­ness. It seemed to him in­cred­ible that it should be ne­ces­sary for him to be in­debted to such a creature.

				“The chaps are al­ways scrap­ping,” said the swart man. “Al­ways. And, of course—if one gets waxy and ’its you vi­tal …”

				“By God!” cried Denton; “I wish one would.”

				“Of course, if you feel like that—”

				“You don’t un­der­stand.”

				“P’raps I don’t,” said the swart man; and lapsed in­to a fum­ing si­lence.

				When he spoke again his voice was less friendly, and he prod­ded Denton by way of ad­dress. “Look see!” he said: “are you go­ing to let me show you ’ow to scrap?”

				“It’s tre­mend­ously kind of you,” said Denton; “but—”

				There was a pause. The swart man rose and bent over Denton.

				“Too much ge’man,” he said—“eh? I got a red face … By gosh! you are—you are a bras­ted fool!”

				He turned away, and in­stantly Denton real­ised the truth of this re­mark.

				The swart man des­cen­ded with dig­nity to a cross way, and Denton, after a mo­ment­ary im­pulse to pur­suit, re­mained on the plat­form. For a time the things that had happened filled his mind. In one day his grace­ful sys­tem of resig­na­tion had been shattered bey­ond hope. Brute force, the fi­nal, the fun­da­ment­al, had thrust its face through all his ex­plan­a­tions and glosses and con­sol­a­tions and grinned en­ig­mat­ic­ally. Though he was hungry and tired, he did not go on dir­ectly to the La­bour Hotel, where he would meet Eliza­beth. He found he was be­gin­ning to think, he wanted very greatly to think; and so, wrapped in a mon­strous cloud of med­it­a­tion, he went the cir­cuit of the city on his mov­ing plat­form twice. You fig­ure him, tear­ing through the glar­ing, thun­der-voiced city at a pace of fifty miles an hour, the city upon the plan­et that spins along its chart­less path through space many thou­sands of miles an hour, funk­ing most ter­ribly, and try­ing to un­der­stand why the heart and will in him should suf­fer and keep alive.

				When at last he came to Eliza­beth, she was white and anxious. He might have noted she was in trouble, had it not been for his own pre­oc­cu­pa­tion. He feared most that she would de­sire to know every de­tail of his in­dig­nit­ies, that she would be sym­path­et­ic or in­dig­nant. He saw her eye­brows rise at the sight of him.

				“I’ve had rough hand­ling,” he said, and gasped. “It’s too fresh—too hot. I don’t want to talk about it.” He sat down with an un­avoid­able air of sul­len­ness.

				She stared at him in as­ton­ish­ment, and as she read some­thing of the sig­ni­fic­ant hiero­glyph­ic of his battered face, her lips whitened. Her hand—it was thin­ner now than in the days of their prosper­ity, and her first fin­ger was a little altered by the met­al punch­ing she did—clenched con­vuls­ively. “This hor­rible world!” she said, and said no more.

				In these lat­ter days they had be­come a very si­lent couple; they said scarcely a word to each oth­er that night, but each fol­lowed a private train of thought. In the small hours, as Eliza­beth lay awake, Denton star­ted up be­side her sud­denly—he had been ly­ing as still as a dead man.

				“I can­not stand it!” cried Denton. “I will not stand it!”

				She saw him dimly, sit­ting up; saw his arm lunge as if in a furi­ous blow at the en­shroud­ing night. Then for a space he was still.

				“It is too much—it is more than one can bear!”

				She could say noth­ing. To her, also, it seemed that this was as far as one could go. She waited through a long still­ness. She could see that Denton sat with his arms about his knees, his chin al­most touch­ing them.

				Then he laughed.

				“No,” he said at last, “I’m go­ing to stand it. That’s the pe­cu­li­ar thing. There isn’t a grain of sui­cide in us—not a grain. I sup­pose all the people with a turn that way have gone. We’re go­ing through with it—to the end.”

				Eliza­beth thought grayly, and real­ised that this also was true.

				“We’re go­ing through with it. To think of all who have gone through with it: all the gen­er­a­tions—end­less—end­less. Little beasts that snapped and snarled, snap­ping and snarling, snap­ping and snarling, gen­er­a­tion after gen­er­a­tion.”

				His mono­tone, ended ab­ruptly, re­sumed after a vast in­ter­val.

				“There were ninety thou­sand years of stone age. A Denton some­where in all those years. Apostol­ic suc­ces­sion. The grace of go­ing through. Let me see! Ninety—nine hun­dred—three nines, twenty-sev­en—three thou­sand gen­er­a­tions of men!—men more or less. And each fought, and was bruised, and shamed, and some­how held his own—go­ing through with it—passing it on … And thou­sands more to come per­haps—thou­sands!

				“Passing it on. I won­der if they will thank us.”

				His voice as­sumed an ar­gu­ment­at­ive note. “If one could find some­thing def­in­ite … If one could say, ‘This is why—this is why it goes on …’ ”

				He be­came still, and Eliza­beth’s eyes slowly sep­ar­ated him from the dark­ness un­til at last she could see how he sat with his head rest­ing on his hand. A sense of the enorm­ous re­mote­ness of their minds came to her; that dim sug­ges­tion of an­oth­er be­ing seemed to her a fig­ure of their mu­tu­al un­der­stand­ing. What could he be think­ing now? What might he not say next? An­oth­er age seemed to elapse be­fore he sighed and whispered: “No. I don’t un­der­stand it. No!” Then a long in­ter­val, and he re­peated this. But the second time it had the tone al­most of a solu­tion.

				She be­came aware that he was pre­par­ing to lie down. She marked his move­ments, per­ceived with as­ton­ish­ment how he ad­jus­ted his pil­low with a care­ful re­gard to com­fort. He lay down with a sigh of con­tent­ment al­most. His pas­sion had passed. He lay still, and presently his breath­ing be­came reg­u­lar and deep.

				But Eliza­beth re­mained with eyes wide open in the dark­ness, un­til the clam­our of a bell and the sud­den bril­liance of the elec­tric light warned them that the La­bour Com­pany had need of them for yet an­oth­er day.

				That day came a scuffle with the al­bino Whitey and the little fer­ret-faced man. Blunt, the swart artist in scrap­ping, hav­ing first let Denton grasp the bear­ing of his les­son, in­ter­vened, not without a cer­tain qual­ity of pat­ron­age. “Drop ’is ’air, Whitey, and let the man be,” said his gross voice through a shower of in­dig­nit­ies. “Can’t you see ’e don’t know ’ow to scrap?” And Denton, ly­ing shame­fully in the dust, real­ised that he must ac­cept that course of in­struc­tion after all.

				He made his apo­logy straight and clean. He scrambled up and walked to Blunt. “I was a fool, and you are right,” he said. “If it isn’t too late …”

				That night, after the second spell, Denton went with Blunt to cer­tain waste and slime-soaked vaults un­der the Port of Lon­don, to learn the first be­gin­nings of the high art of scrap­ping as it had been per­fec­ted in the great world of the un­der­ways: how to hit or kick a man so as to hurt him ex­cru­ci­at­ingly or make him vi­ol­ently sick, how to hit or kick “vi­tal,” how to use glass in one’s gar­ments as a club and to spread red ru­in with vari­ous do­mest­ic im­ple­ments, how to an­ti­cip­ate and de­mol­ish your ad­versary’s in­ten­tions in oth­er dir­ec­tions; all the pleas­ant devices, in fact, that had grown up among the dis­in­her­ited of the great cit­ies of the twen­ti­eth and twenty-first cen­tur­ies, were spread out by a gif­ted ex­po­nent for Denton’s learn­ing. Blunt’s bash­ful­ness fell from him as the in­struc­tion pro­ceeded, and he de­veloped a cer­tain ex­pert dig­nity, a qual­ity of fath­erly con­sid­er­a­tion. He treated Denton with the ut­most con­sid­er­a­tion, only “flick­ing him up a bit” now and then, to keep the in­terest hot, and roar­ing with laughter at a happy fluke of Denton’s that covered his mouth with blood.

				“I’m al­ways keer­less of my mouth,” said Blunt, ad­mit­ting a weak­ness. “Al­ways. It don’t seem to mat­ter, like, just get­ting bashed in the mouth—not if your chin’s all right. Tastin’ blood does me good. Al­ways. But I bet­ter not ’it you again.”

				Denton went home, to fall asleep ex­hausted and wake in the small hours with aching limbs and all his bruises tingling. Was it worth­while that he should go on liv­ing? He listened to Eliza­beth’s breath­ing, and re­mem­ber­ing that he must have awaked her the pre­vi­ous night, he lay very still. He was sick with in­fin­ite dis­gust at the new con­di­tions of his life. He hated it all, hated even the gen­i­al sav­age who had pro­tec­ted him so gen­er­ously. The mon­strous fraud of civil­isa­tion glared stark be­fore his eyes; he saw it as a vast lun­at­ic growth, pro­du­cing a deep­en­ing tor­rent of sav­agery be­low, and above ever more flimsy gen­til­ity and silly waste­ful­ness. He could see no re­deem­ing reas­on, no touch of hon­our, either in the life he had led or in this life to which he had fallen. Civil­isa­tion presen­ted it­self as some cata­stroph­ic product as little con­cerned with men—save as vic­tims—as a cyc­lone or a plan­et­ary col­li­sion. He, and there­fore all man­kind, seemed liv­ing ut­terly in vain. His mind sought some strange ex­pedi­ents of es­cape, if not for him­self then at least for Eliza­beth. But he meant them for him­self. What if he hunted up Mwres and told him of their dis­aster? It came to him as an as­ton­ish­ing thing how ut­terly Mwres and Bindon had passed out of his range. Where were they? What were they do­ing? From that he passed to thoughts of ut­ter dis­hon­our. And fi­nally, not arising in any way out of this men­tal tu­mult, but end­ing it as dawn ends the night, came the clear and ob­vi­ous con­clu­sion of the night be­fore: the con­vic­tion that he had to go through with things; that, apart from any re­moter view and quite suf­fi­cient for all his thought and en­ergy, he had to stand up and fight among his fel­lows and quit him­self like a man.

				The second night’s in­struc­tion was per­haps less dread­ful than the first; and the third was even en­dur­able, for Blunt dealt out some praise. The fourth day Denton chanced upon the fact that the fer­ret-faced man was a cow­ard. There passed a fort­night of smoul­der­ing days and fe­ver­ish in­struc­tion at night; Blunt, with many blas­phemies, test­i­fied that nev­er had he met so apt a pu­pil; and all night long Denton dreamt of kicks and coun­ters and gouges and cun­ning tricks. For all that time no fur­ther out­rages were at­temp­ted, for fear of Blunt; and then came the second crisis. Blunt did not come one day—af­ter­wards he ad­mit­ted his de­lib­er­ate in­ten­tion—and through the te­di­ous morn­ing Whitey awaited the in­ter­val between the spells with an os­ten­ta­tious im­pa­tience. He knew noth­ing of the scrap­ping les­sons, and he spent the time in telling Denton and the vault gen­er­ally of cer­tain dis­agree­able pro­ceed­ings he had in mind.

				Whitey was not pop­u­lar, and the vault dis­gorged to see him haze the new man with only a lan­guid in­terest. But mat­ters changed when Whitey’s at­tempt to open the pro­ceed­ings by kick­ing Denton in the face was met by an ex­cel­lently ex­ecuted duck, catch and throw, that com­pleted the flight of Whitey’s foot in its or­bit and brought Whitey’s head in­to the ash-heap that had once re­ceived Denton’s. Whitey arose a shade whiter, and now blas­phem­ously bent upon vi­tal in­jur­ies. There were in­de­cis­ive pas­sages, foiled en­ter­prises that deepened Whitey’s evid­ently grow­ing per­plex­ity; and then things de­veloped in­to a group­ing of Denton up­per­most with Whitey’s throat in his hand, his knee on Whitey’s chest, and a tear­ful Whitey with a black face, pro­trud­ing tongue and broken fin­ger en­deav­our­ing to ex­plain the mis­un­der­stand­ing by means of hoarse sounds. Moreover, it was evid­ent that among the bystand­ers there had nev­er been a more pop­u­lar per­son than Denton.

				Denton, with prop­er pre­cau­tion, re­leased his ant­ag­on­ist and stood up. His blood seemed changed to some sort of flu­id fire, his limbs felt light and su­per­nat­ur­ally strong. The idea that he was a mar­tyr in the civil­isa­tion ma­chine had van­ished from his mind. He was a man in a world of men.

				The little fer­ret-faced man was the first in the com­pet­i­tion to pat him on the back. The lender of oil cans was a ra­di­ant sun of gen­i­al con­grat­u­la­tion … It seemed in­cred­ible to Denton that he had ever thought of des­pair.

				Denton was con­vinced that not only had he to go through with things, but that he could. He sat on the can­vas pal­let ex­pound­ing this new as­pect to Eliza­beth. One side of his face was bruised. She had not re­cently fought, she had not been pat­ted on the back, there were no hot bruises upon her face, only a pal­lor and a new line or so about the mouth. She was tak­ing the wo­man’s share. She looked stead­fastly at Denton in his new mood of proph­ecy. “I feel that there is some­thing,” he was say­ing, “some­thing that goes on, a Be­ing of Life in which we live and move and have our be­ing, some­thing that began fifty—a hun­dred mil­lion years ago, per­haps, that goes on—on: grow­ing, spread­ing, to things bey­ond us—things that will jus­ti­fy us all … That will ex­plain and jus­ti­fy my fight­ing—these bruises, and all the pain of it. It’s the chisel—yes, the chisel of the Maker. If only I could make you feel as I feel, if I could make you! You will, dear, I know you will.”

				“No,” she said in a low voice. “No, I shall not.”

				“So I might have thought—”

				She shook her head. “No,” she said, “I have thought as well. What you say—doesn’t con­vince me.”

				She looked at his face res­ol­utely. “I hate it,” she said, and caught at her breath. “You do not un­der­stand, you do not think. There was a time when you said things and I be­lieved them. I am grow­ing wiser. You are a man, you can fight, force your way. You do not mind bruises. You can be coarse and ugly, and still a man. Yes—it makes you. It makes you. You are right. Only a wo­man is not like that. We are dif­fer­ent. We have let ourselves get civ­il­ised too soon. This un­der­world is not for us.”

				She paused and began again.

				“I hate it! I hate this hor­rible can­vas! I hate it more than—more than the worst that can hap­pen. It hurts my fin­gers to touch it. It is hor­rible to the skin. And the wo­men I work with day after day! I lie awake at nights and think how I may be grow­ing like them—”

				She stopped. “I am grow­ing like them,” she cried pas­sion­ately.

				Denton stared at her dis­tress. “But—” he said and stopped.

				“You don’t un­der­stand. What have I? What have I to save me? You can fight. Fight­ing is man’s work. But wo­men—wo­men are dif­fer­ent … I have thought it all out, I have done noth­ing but think night and day. Look at the col­our of my face! I can­not go on. I can­not en­dure this life … I can­not en­dure it.”

				She stopped. She hes­it­ated.

				“You do not know all,” she said ab­ruptly, and for an in­stant her lips had a bit­ter smile. “I have been asked to leave you.”

				“Leave me!”

				She made no an­swer save an af­firm­at­ive move­ment of the head.

				Denton stood up sharply. They stared at one an­oth­er through a long si­lence.

				Sud­denly she turned her­self about, and flung face down­ward upon their can­vas bed. She did not sob, she made no sound. She lay still upon her face. After a vast, dis­tress­ful void her shoulders heaved and she began to weep si­lently.

				“Eliza­beth!” he whispered—“Eliza­beth!”

				Very softly he sat down be­side her, bent down, put his arm across her in a doubt­ful caress, seek­ing vainly for some clue to this in­tol­er­able situ­ation.

				“Eliza­beth,” he whispered in her ear.

				She thrust him from her with her hand. “I can­not bear a child to be a slave!” and broke out in­to loud and bit­ter weep­ing.

				Denton’s face changed—be­came blank dis­may. Presently he slipped from the bed and stood on his feet. All the com­pla­cency had van­ished from his face, had giv­en place to im­pot­ent rage. He began to rave and curse at the in­tol­er­able forces which pressed upon him, at all the ac­ci­dents and hot de­sires and heed­less­ness that mock the life of man. His little voice rose in that little room, and he shook his fist, this an­im­al­cule of the Earth, at all that en­vironed him about, at the mil­lions about him, at his past and fu­ture and all the in­sensate vast­ness of the over­whelm­ing city.

			
			
				
					V

					Bindon In­ter­venes

				
				In Bindon’s young­er days he had dabbled in spec­u­la­tion and made three bril­liant flukes. For the rest of his life he had the wis­dom to let gambling alone, and the con­ceit to be­lieve him­self a very clev­er man. A cer­tain de­sire for in­flu­ence and repu­ta­tion in­ter­ested him in the busi­ness in­trigues of the gi­ant city in which his flukes were made. He be­came at last one of the most in­flu­en­tial share­hold­ers in the com­pany that owned the Lon­don fly­ing stages to which the aero­planes came from all parts of the world. This much for his pub­lic activ­it­ies. In his private life he was a man of pleas­ure. And this is the story of his heart.

				But be­fore pro­ceed­ing to such depths, one must de­vote a little time to the ex­ter­i­or of this per­son. Its phys­ic­al basis was slender, and short, and dark; and the face, which was fine-fea­tured and as­sisted by pig­ments, var­ied from an in­sec­ure self-com­pla­cency to an in­tel­li­gent un­eas­i­ness. His face and head had been de­pil­ated, ac­cord­ing to the cleanly and hy­gien­ic fash­ion of the time, so that the col­our and con­tour of his hair var­ied with his cos­tume. This he was con­stantly chan­ging.

				At times he would dis­tend him­self with pneu­mat­ic vest­ments in the ro­coco vein. From among the bil­lowy de­vel­op­ments of this style, and be­neath a trans­lu­cent and il­lu­min­ated he­ad­dress, his eye watched jeal­ously for the re­spect of the less fash­ion­able world. At oth­er times he em­phas­ised his el­eg­ant slen­der­ness in close-fit­ting gar­ments of black sat­in. For ef­fects of dig­nity he would as­sume broad pneu­mat­ic shoulders, from which hung a robe of care­fully ar­ranged folds of China silk, and a clas­sic­al Bindon in pink tights was also a tran­si­ent phe­nomen­on in the etern­al pa­geant of Des­tiny. In the days when he hoped to marry Eliza­beth, he sought to im­press and charm her, and at the same time to take off some­thing of his bur­den of forty years, by wear­ing the last fancy of the con­tem­por­ary buck, a cos­tume of elast­ic ma­ter­i­al with dis­tens­ible warts and horns, chan­ging in col­our as he walked, by an in­geni­ous ar­range­ment of ver­sat­ile chro­ma­to­phores. And no doubt, if Eliza­beth’s af­fec­tion had not been already en­gaged by the worth­less Denton, and if her tastes had not had that odd bi­as for old-fash­ioned ways, this ex­tremely chic con­cep­tion would have rav­ished her. Bindon had con­sul­ted Eliza­beth’s fath­er be­fore present­ing him­self in this garb—he was one of those men who al­ways in­vite cri­ti­cism of their cos­tume—and Mwres had pro­nounced him all that the heart of wo­man could de­sire. But the af­fair of the hyp­not­ist proved that his know­ledge of the heart of wo­man was in­com­plete.

				Bindon’s idea of mar­ry­ing had been formed some little time be­fore Mwres threw Eliza­beth’s bud­ding wo­man­hood in his way. It was one of Bindon’s most cher­ished secrets that he had a con­sid­er­able ca­pa­city for a pure and simple life of a grossly sen­ti­ment­al type. The thought im­par­ted a sort of pathet­ic ser­i­ous­ness to the of­fens­ive and quite in­con­sequent and un­mean­ing ex­cesses, which he was pleased to re­gard as dash­ing wicked­ness, and which a num­ber of good people also were so un­wise as to treat in that de­sir­able man­ner. As a con­sequence of these ex­cesses, and per­haps by reas­on also of an in­her­ited tend­ency to early de­cay, his liv­er be­came ser­i­ously af­fected, and he suffered in­creas­ing in­con­veni­ence when trav­el­ling by aero­plane. It was dur­ing his con­vales­cence from a pro­trac­ted bili­ous at­tack that it oc­curred to him that in spite of all the ter­rible fas­cin­a­tions of vice, if he found a beau­ti­ful, gentle, good young wo­man of a not too vi­ol­ently in­tel­lec­tu­al type to de­vote her life to him, he might yet be saved to good­ness, and even rear a spir­ited fam­ily in his like­ness to solace his de­clin­ing years. But like so many ex­per­i­enced men of the world, he doubted if there were any good wo­men. Of such as he had heard tell he was out­wardly scep­tic­al and privately much afraid.

				When the as­pir­ing Mwres ef­fected his in­tro­duc­tion to Eliza­beth, it seemed to him that his good for­tune was com­plete. He fell in love with her at once. Of course, he had al­ways been fall­ing in love since he was six­teen, in ac­cord­ance with the ex­tremely var­ied re­cipes to be found in the ac­cu­mu­lated lit­er­at­ure of many cen­tur­ies. But this was dif­fer­ent. This was real love. It seemed to him to call forth all the lurk­ing good­ness in his nature. He felt that for her sake he could give up a way of life that had already pro­duced the gravest le­sions on his liv­er and nervous sys­tem. His ima­gin­a­tion presen­ted him with idyll­ic pic­tures of the life of the re­formed rake. He would nev­er be sen­ti­ment­al with her, or silly; but al­ways a little cyn­ic­al and bit­ter, as be­came the past. Yet he was sure she would have an in­tu­ition of his real great­ness and good­ness. And in due course he would con­fess things to her, pour his ver­sion of what he re­garded as his wicked­ness—show­ing what a com­plex of Goethe, and Benven­uto Cel­lini, and Shel­ley, and all those oth­er chaps he really was—in­to her shocked, very beau­ti­ful, and no doubt sym­path­et­ic ear. And pre­par­at­ory to these things he wooed her with in­fin­ite sub­tlety and re­spect. And the re­serve with which Eliza­beth treated him seemed noth­ing more nor less than an ex­quis­ite mod­esty touched and en­hanced by an equally ex­quis­ite lack of ideas.

				Bindon knew noth­ing of her wan­der­ing af­fec­tions, nor of the at­tempt made by Mwres to util­ise hyp­not­ism as a cor­rect­ive to this di­gres­sion of her heart; he con­ceived he was on the best of terms with Eliza­beth, and had made her quite suc­cess­fully vari­ous sig­ni­fic­ant presents of jew­ellery and the more vir­tu­ous cos­met­ics, when her elope­ment with Denton threw the world out of gear for him. His first as­pect of the mat­ter was rage be­got­ten of wounded van­ity, and as Mwres was the most con­veni­ent per­son, he ven­ted the first brunt of it upon him.

				He went im­me­di­ately and in­sul­ted the des­ol­ate fath­er grossly, and then spent an act­ive and de­term­ined day go­ing to and fro about the city and in­ter­view­ing people in a con­sist­ent and partly-suc­cess­ful at­tempt to ru­in that mat­ri­mo­ni­al spec­u­lat­or. The ef­fec­tu­al nature of these activ­it­ies gave him a tem­por­ary ex­hil­ar­a­tion, and he went to the din­ing-place he had fre­quen­ted in his wicked days in a dev­il-may-care frame of mind, and dined al­to­geth­er too amply and cheer­fully with two oth­er golden youths in their early forties. He threw up the game; no wo­man was worth be­ing good for, and he as­ton­ished even him­self by the strain of witty cyn­icism he de­veloped. One of the oth­er des­per­ate blades, warmed with wine, made a fa­cetious al­lu­sion to his dis­ap­point­ment, but at the time this did not seem un­pleas­ant.

				The next morn­ing found his liv­er and tem­per in­flamed. He kicked his phono­graph­ic-news ma­chine to pieces, dis­missed his valet, and re­solved that he would per­pet­rate a ter­rible re­venge upon Eliza­beth. Or Denton. Or some­body. But any­how, it was to be a ter­rible re­venge; and the friend who had made fun at him should no longer see him in the light of a fool­ish girl’s vic­tim. He knew some­thing of the little prop­erty that was due to her, and that this would be the only sup­port of the young couple un­til Mwres should re­lent. If Mwres did not re­lent, and if un­pro­pi­tious things should hap­pen to the af­fair in which Eliza­beth’s ex­pect­a­tions lay, they would come upon evil times and be suf­fi­ciently amen­able to tempta­tion of a sin­is­ter sort. Bindon’s ima­gin­a­tion, abandon­ing its beau­ti­ful ideal­ism al­to­geth­er, ex­pan­ded the idea of tempta­tion of a sin­is­ter sort. He figured him­self as the im­plac­able, the in­tric­ate and power­ful man of wealth pur­su­ing this maid­en who had scorned him. And sud­denly her im­age came upon his mind vivid and dom­in­ant, and for the first time in his life Bindon real­ised some­thing of the real power of pas­sion.

				His ima­gin­a­tion stood aside like a re­spect­ful foot­man who has done his work in ush­er­ing in the emo­tion.

				“My God!” cried Bindon: “I will have her! If I have to kill my­self to get her! And that oth­er fel­low—!”

				After an in­ter­view with his med­ic­al man and a pen­ance for his overnight ex­cesses in the form of bit­ter drugs, a mit­ig­ated but ab­so­lutely res­ol­ute Bindon sought out Mwres. Mwres he found prop­erly smashed, and im­pov­er­ished and humble, in a mood of frantic self-pre­ser­va­tion, ready to sell him­self body and soul, much more any in­terest in a dis­obedi­ent daugh­ter, to re­cov­er his lost po­s­i­tion in the world. In the reas­on­able dis­cus­sion that fol­lowed, it was agreed that these mis­guided young people should be left to sink in­to dis­tress, or pos­sibly even as­sisted to­wards that im­prov­ing dis­cip­line by Bindon’s fin­an­cial in­flu­ence.

				“And then?” said Mwres.

				“They will come to the La­bour Com­pany,” said Bindon. “They will wear the blue can­vas.”

				“And then?”

				“She will di­vorce him,” he said, and sat for a mo­ment in­tent upon that pro­spect. For in those days the aus­tere lim­it­a­tions of di­vorce of Vic­tori­an times were ex­traordin­ar­ily re­laxed, and a couple might sep­ar­ate on a hun­dred dif­fer­ent scores.

				Then sud­denly Bindon as­ton­ished him­self and Mwres by jump­ing to his feet. “She shall di­vorce him!” he cried. “I will have it so—I will work it so. By God! it shall be so. He shall be dis­graced, so that she must. He shall be smashed and pul­ver­ised.”

				The idea of smash­ing and pul­ver­ising in­flamed him fur­ther. He began a Jovi­an pa­cing up and down the little of­fice. “I will have her,” he cried. “I will have her! Heav­en and Hell shall not save her from me!” His pas­sion evap­or­ated in its ex­pres­sion, and left him at the end simply his­tri­on­ic. He struck an at­ti­tude and ig­nored with hero­ic de­term­in­a­tion a sharp twinge of pain about the dia­phragm. And Mwres sat with his pneu­mat­ic cap de­flated and him­self very vis­ibly im­pressed.

				And so, with a fair per­sist­ency, Bindon sat him­self to the work of be­ing Eliza­beth’s ma­lig­nant provid­ence, us­ing with in­geni­ous dex­ter­ity every particle of ad­vant­age wealth in those days gave a man over his fel­low-creatures. A re­sort to the con­sol­a­tions of re­li­gion hindered these op­er­a­tions not at all. He would go and talk with an in­ter­est­ing, ex­per­i­enced and sym­path­et­ic Fath­er of the Huys­man­ite sect of the Is­is cult, about all the ir­ra­tion­al little pro­ceed­ings he was pleased to re­gard as his heav­en-dis­may­ing wicked­ness, and the in­ter­est­ing, ex­per­i­enced and sym­path­et­ic Fath­er rep­res­ent­ing Heav­en dis­mayed, would with a pleas­ing af­fect­a­tion of hor­ror, sug­gest simple and easy pen­ances, and re­com­mend a mon­ast­ic found­a­tion that was airy, cool, hy­gien­ic, and not vul­gar­ised, for vis­cer­ally dis­ordered pen­it­ent sin­ners of the re­fined and wealthy type. And after these ex­cur­sions, Bindon would come back to Lon­don quite act­ive and pas­sion­ate again. He would mach­in­ate with really con­sid­er­able en­ergy, and re­pair to a cer­tain gal­lery high above the street of mov­ing ways, from which he could view the en­trance to the bar­rack of the La­bour Com­pany in the ward which sheltered Denton and Eliza­beth. And at last one day he saw Eliza­beth go in, and thereby his pas­sion was re­newed.

				So in the full­ness of time the com­plic­ated devices of Bindon ripened, and he could go to Mwres and tell him that the young people were near des­pair.

				“It’s time for you,” he said, “to let your par­ent­al af­fec­tions have play. She’s been in blue can­vas some months, and they’ve been cooped to­geth­er in one of those La­bour dens, and the little girl is dead. She knows now what his man­hood is worth to her, by way of pro­tec­tion, poor girl. She’ll see things now in a clear­er light. You go to her—I don’t want to ap­pear in this af­fair yet—and point out to her how ne­ces­sary it is that she should get a di­vorce from him …”

				“She’s ob­stin­ate,” said Mwres doubt­fully.

				“Spir­it!” said Bindon. “She’s a won­der­ful girl—a won­der­ful girl!”

				“She’ll re­fuse.”

				“Of course she will. But leave it open to her. Leave it open to her. And some day—in that stuffy den, in that irk­some, toil­some life they can’t help it—they’ll have a quar­rel. And then—”

				Mwres med­it­ated over the mat­ter, and did as he was told.

				Then Bindon, as he had ar­ranged with his spir­itu­al ad­viser, went in­to re­treat. The re­treat of the Huys­man­ite sect was a beau­ti­ful place, with the sweetest air in Lon­don, lit by nat­ur­al sun­light, and with rest­ful quad­rangles of real grass open to the sky, where at the same time the pen­it­ent man of pleas­ure might en­joy all the pleas­ures of loaf­ing and all the sat­is­fac­tion of dis­tin­guished aus­ter­ity. And, save for par­ti­cip­a­tion in the simple and whole­some di­et­ary of the place and in cer­tain mag­ni­fi­cent chants, Bindon spent all his time in med­it­a­tion upon the theme of Eliza­beth, and the ex­treme puri­fic­a­tion his soul had un­der­gone since he first saw her, and wheth­er he would be able to get a dis­pens­a­tion to marry her from the ex­per­i­enced and sym­path­et­ic Fath­er in spite of the ap­proach­ing “sin” of her di­vorce; and then … Bindon would lean against a pil­lar of the quad­rangle and lapse in­to rev­er­ies on the su­peri­or­ity of vir­tu­ous love to any oth­er form of in­dul­gence. A curi­ous feel­ing in his back and chest that was try­ing to at­tract his at­ten­tion, a dis­pos­i­tion to be hot or shiver, a gen­er­al sense of ill-health and cu­taneous dis­com­fort he did his best to ig­nore. All that of course be­longed to the old life that he was shak­ing off.

				When he came out of re­treat he went at once to Mwres to ask for news of Eliza­beth. Mwres was clearly un­der the im­pres­sion that he was an ex­em­plary fath­er, pro­foundly touched about the heart by his child’s un­hap­pi­ness. “She was pale,” he said, greatly moved; “She was pale. When I asked her to come away and leave him—and be happy—she put her head down upon the table”—Mwres sniffed—“and cried.”

				His agit­a­tion was so great that he could say no more.

				“Ah!” said Bindon, re­spect­ing this manly grief. “Oh!” said Bindon quite sud­denly, with his hand to his side.

				Mwres looked up sharply out of the pit of his sor­rows, startled. “What’s the mat­ter?” he asked, vis­ibly con­cerned.

				“A most vi­ol­ent pain. Ex­cuse me! You were telling me about Eliza­beth.”

				And Mwres, after a de­cent so­li­citude for Bindon’s pain, pro­ceeded with his re­port. It was even un­ex­pec­tedly hope­ful. Eliza­beth, in her first emo­tion at dis­cov­er­ing that her fath­er had not ab­so­lutely deser­ted her, had been frank with him about her sor­rows and dis­gusts.

				“Yes,” said Bindon, mag­ni­fi­cently, “I shall have her yet.” And then that nov­el pain twitched him for the second time.

				For these lower pains the priest was com­par­at­ively in­ef­fec­tu­al, in­clin­ing rather to re­gard the body and them as men­tal il­lu­sions amen­able to con­tem­pla­tion; so Bindon took it to a man of a class he loathed, a med­ic­al man of ex­traordin­ary re­pute and in­ci­vil­ity. “We must go all over you,” said the med­ic­al man, and did so with the most dis­gust­ing frank­ness. “Did you ever bring any chil­dren in­to the world?” asked this gross ma­ter­i­al­ist among oth­er im­per­tin­ent ques­tions.

				“Not that I know of,” said Bindon, too amazed to stand upon his dig­nity.

				“Ah!” said the med­ic­al man, and pro­ceeded with his punch­ing and sound­ing. Med­ic­al sci­ence in those days was just reach­ing the be­gin­nings of pre­ci­sion. “You’d bet­ter go right away,” said the med­ic­al man, “and make the Eu­thanas­ia. The soon­er the bet­ter.”

				Bindon gasped. He had been try­ing not to un­der­stand the tech­nic­al ex­plan­a­tions and an­ti­cip­a­tions in which the med­ic­al man had in­dulged.

				“I say!” he said. “But do you mean to say … Your sci­ence—”

				“Noth­ing,” said the med­ic­al man. “A few opi­ates. The thing is your own do­ing, you know, to a cer­tain ex­tent.”

				“I was sorely temp­ted in my youth.”

				“It’s not that so much. But you come of a bad stock. Even if you’d have taken pre­cau­tions you’d have had bad times to wind up with. The mis­take was get­ting born. The in­dis­cre­tions of the par­ents. And you’ve shirked ex­er­cise, and so forth.”

				“I had no one to ad­vise me.”

				“Med­ic­al men are al­ways will­ing.”

				“I was a spir­ited young fel­low.”

				“We won’t ar­gue; the mis­chief’s done now. You’ve lived. We can’t start you again. You ought nev­er to have star­ted at all. Frankly—the Eu­thanas­ia!”

				Bindon hated him in si­lence for a space. Every word of this bru­tal ex­pert jarred upon his re­fine­ments. He was so gross, so im­per­meable to all the subtler is­sues of be­ing. But it is no good pick­ing a quar­rel with a doc­tor. “My re­li­gious be­liefs,” he said, “I don’t ap­prove of sui­cide.”

				“You’ve been do­ing it all your life.”

				“Well, any­how, I’ve come to take a ser­i­ous view of life now.”

				“You’re bound to, if you go on liv­ing. You’ll hurt. But for prac­tic­al pur­poses it’s late. How­ever, if you mean to do that—per­haps I’d bet­ter mix you a little some­thing. You’ll hurt a great deal. These little twinges …”

				“Twinges!”

				“Mere pre­lim­in­ary no­tices.”

				“How long can I go on? I mean, be­fore I hurt—really.”

				“You’ll get it hot soon. Per­haps three days.”

				Bindon tried to ar­gue for an ex­ten­sion of time, and in the midst of his plead­ing gasped, put his hand to his side. Sud­denly the ex­traordin­ary pathos of his life came to him clear and vivid. “It’s hard,” he said. “It’s in­fernally hard! I’ve been no man’s en­emy but my own. I’ve al­ways treated every­body quite fairly.”

				The med­ic­al man stared at him without any sym­pathy for some seconds. He was re­flect­ing how ex­cel­lent it was that there were no more Bindons to carry on that line of pathos. He felt quite op­tim­ist­ic. Then he turned to his tele­phone and ordered up a pre­scrip­tion from the Cent­ral Phar­macy.

				He was in­ter­rup­ted by a voice be­hind him. “By God!” cried Bindon; “I’ll have her yet.”

				The phys­i­cian stared over his shoulder at Bindon’s ex­pres­sion, and then altered the pre­scrip­tion.

				So soon as this pain­ful in­ter­view was over, Bindon gave way to rage. He settled that the med­ic­al man was not only an un­sym­path­et­ic brute and want­ing in the first be­gin­nings of a gen­tle­man, but also highly in­com­pet­ent; and he went off to four oth­er prac­ti­tion­ers in suc­ces­sion, with a view to the es­tab­lish­ment of this in­tu­ition. But to guard against sur­prises he kept that little pre­scrip­tion in his pock­et. With each he began by ex­press­ing his grave doubts of the first doc­tor’s in­tel­li­gence, hon­esty and pro­fes­sion­al know­ledge, and then stated his symp­toms, sup­press­ing only a few more ma­ter­i­al facts in each case. These were al­ways sub­sequently eli­cited by the doc­tor. In spite of the wel­come de­pre­ci­ation of an­oth­er prac­ti­tion­er, none of these em­in­ent spe­cial­ists would give Bindon any hope of elud­ing the an­guish and help­less­ness that loomed now close upon him. To the last of them he un­burdened his mind of an ac­cu­mu­lated dis­gust with med­ic­al sci­ence. “After cen­tur­ies and cen­tur­ies,” he ex­claimed hotly; “and you can do noth­ing—ex­cept ad­mit your help­less­ness. I say, ‘save me’—and what do you do?”

				“No doubt it’s hard on you,” said the doc­tor. “But you should have taken pre­cau­tions.”

				“How was I to know?”

				“It wasn’t our place to run after you,” said the med­ic­al man, pick­ing a thread of cot­ton from his purple sleeve. “Why should we save you in par­tic­u­lar? You see—from one point of view—people with ima­gin­a­tions and pas­sions like yours have to go—they have to go.”

				“Go?”

				“Die out. It’s an eddy.”

				He was a young man with a se­rene face. He smiled at Bindon. “We get on with re­search, you know; we give ad­vice when people have the sense to ask for it. And we bide our time.”

				“Bide your time?”

				“We hardly know enough yet to take over the man­age­ment, you know.”

				“The man­age­ment?”

				“You needn’t be anxious. Sci­ence is young yet. It’s got to keep on grow­ing for a few gen­er­a­tions. We know enough now to know we don’t know enough yet … But the time is com­ing, all the same. You won’t see the time. But, between ourselves, you rich men and party bosses, with your nat­ur­al play of the pas­sions and pat­ri­ot­ism and re­li­gion and so forth, have made rather a mess of things; haven’t you? These Un­der­ways! And all that sort of thing. Some of us have a sort of fancy that in time we may know enough to take over a little more than the vent­il­a­tion and drains. Know­ledge keeps on pil­ing up, you know. It keeps on grow­ing. And there’s not the slight­est hurry for a gen­er­a­tion or so. Some day—some day, men will live in a dif­fer­ent way.” He looked at Bindon and med­it­ated. “There’ll be a lot of dy­ing out be­fore that day can come.”

				Bindon at­temp­ted to point out to this young man how silly and ir­rel­ev­ant such talk was to a sick man like him­self, how im­per­tin­ent and un­civil it was to him, an older man oc­cupy­ing a po­s­i­tion in the of­fi­cial world of ex­traordin­ary power and in­flu­ence. He in­sisted that a doc­tor was paid to cure people—he laid great stress on “paid”—and had no busi­ness to glance even for a mo­ment at “those oth­er ques­tions.” “But we do,” said the young man, in­sist­ing upon facts, and Bindon lost his tem­per.

				His in­dig­na­tion car­ried him home. That these in­com­pet­ent im­post­ors, who were un­able to save the life of a really in­flu­en­tial man like him­self, should dream of some day rob­bing the le­git­im­ate prop­erty own­ers of so­cial con­trol, of in­flict­ing one knew not what tyranny upon the world. Curse sci­ence! He fumed over the in­tol­er­able pro­spect for some time, and then the pain re­turned, and he re­called the made-up pre­scrip­tion of the first doc­tor, still hap­pily in his pock­et. He took a dose forth­with.

				It calmed and soothed him greatly, and he could sit down in his most com­fort­able chair be­side his lib­rary (of phono­graph­ic re­cords), and think over the altered as­pect of af­fairs. His in­dig­na­tion passed, his an­ger and his pas­sion crumbled un­der the subtle at­tack of that pre­scrip­tion, pathos be­came his sole ruler. He stared about him, at his mag­ni­fi­cent and vo­lup­tu­ously ap­poin­ted apart­ment, at his statu­ary and dis­creetly veiled pic­tures, and all the evid­ences of a cul­tiv­ated and el­eg­ant wicked­ness; he touched a stud and the sad pip­ings of Tristan’s shep­herd filled the air. His eye wandered from one ob­ject to an­oth­er. They were costly and gross and flor­id—but they were his. They presen­ted in con­crete form his ideals, his con­cep­tions of beauty and de­sire, his idea of all that is pre­cious in life. And now—he must leave it all like a com­mon man. He was, he felt, a slender and del­ic­ate flame, burn­ing out. So must all life flame up and pass, he thought. His eyes filled with tears.

				Then it came in­to his head that he was alone. Nobody cared for him, nobody needed him! at any mo­ment he might be­gin to hurt vividly. He might even howl. Nobody would mind. Ac­cord­ing to all the doc­tors he would have ex­cel­lent reas­on for howl­ing in a day or so. It re­called what his spir­itu­al ad­viser had said of the de­cline of faith and fi­del­ity, the de­gen­er­a­tion of the age. He be­held him­self as a pathet­ic proof of this; he, the subtle, able, im­port­ant, vo­lup­tu­ous, cyn­ic­al, com­plex Bindon, pos­sibly howl­ing, and not one faith­ful simple creature in all the world to howl in sym­pathy. Not one faith­ful simple soul was there—no shep­herd to pipe to him! Had all such faith­ful simple creatures van­ished from this harsh and ur­gent Earth? He wondered wheth­er the hor­rid vul­gar crowd that per­petu­ally went about the city could pos­sibly know what he thought of them. If they did he felt sure some would try to earn a bet­ter opin­ion. Surely the world went from bad to worse. It was be­com­ing im­possible for Bindons. Per­haps some day … He was quite sure that the one thing he had needed in life was sym­pathy. For a time he re­gret­ted that he left no son­nets—no en­ig­mat­ic­al pic­tures or some­thing of that sort be­hind him to carry on his be­ing un­til at last the sym­path­et­ic mind should come …

				It seemed in­cred­ible to him that this that came was ex­tinc­tion. Yet his sym­path­et­ic spir­itu­al guide was in this mat­ter an­noy­ingly fig­ur­at­ive and vague. Curse sci­ence! It had un­der­mined all faith—all hope. To go out, to van­ish from theatre and street, from of­fice and din­ing-place, from the dear eyes of wo­man­kind. And not to be missed! On the whole to leave the world hap­pi­er!

				He re­flec­ted that he had nev­er worn his heart upon his sleeve. Had he after all been too un­sym­path­et­ic? Few people could sus­pect how subtly pro­found he really was be­neath the mask of that cyn­ic­al gaiety of his. They would not un­der­stand the loss they had suffered. Eliza­beth, for ex­ample, had not sus­pec­ted …

				He had re­served that. His thoughts hav­ing come to Eliza­beth grav­it­ated about her for some time. How little Eliza­beth un­der­stood him!

				That thought be­came in­tol­er­able. Be­fore all oth­er things he must set that right. He real­ised that there was still some­thing for him to do in life, his struggle against Eliza­beth was even yet not over. He could nev­er over­come her now, as he had hoped and prayed. But he might still im­press her!

				From that idea he ex­pan­ded. He might im­press her pro­foundly—he might im­press her so that she should for ever­more re­gret her treat­ment of him. The thing that she must real­ise be­fore everything else was his mag­nan­im­ity. His mag­nan­im­ity! Yes! he had loved her with amaz­ing great­ness of heart. He had not seen it so clearly be­fore—but of course he was go­ing to leave her all his prop­erty. He saw it in­stantly, as a thing de­term­ined and in­ev­it­able. She would think how good he was, how spa­ciously gen­er­ous; sur­roun­ded by all that makes life tol­er­able from his hand, she would re­call with in­fin­ite re­gret her scorn and cold­ness. And when she sought ex­pres­sion for that re­gret, she would find that oc­ca­sion gone forever, she should be met by a locked door, by a dis­dain­ful still­ness, by a white dead face. He closed his eyes and re­mained for a space ima­gin­ing him­self that white dead face.

				From that he passed to oth­er as­pects of the mat­ter, but his de­term­in­a­tion was as­sured. He med­it­ated elab­or­ately be­fore he took ac­tion, for the drug he had taken in­clined him to a leth­ar­gic and dig­ni­fied mel­an­choly. In cer­tain re­spects he mod­i­fied de­tails. If he left all his prop­erty to Eliza­beth it would in­clude the vo­lup­tu­ously ap­poin­ted room he oc­cu­pied, and for many reas­ons he did not care to leave that to her. On the oth­er hand, it had to be left to someone. In his clogged con­di­tion this wor­ried him ex­tremely.

				In the end he de­cided to leave it to the sym­path­et­ic ex­po­nent of the fash­ion­able re­li­gious cult, whose con­ver­sa­tion had been so pleas­ing in the past. “He will un­der­stand,” said Bindon with a sen­ti­ment­al sigh. “He knows what evil means—he un­der­stands some­thing of the stu­pendous fas­cin­a­tion of the Sphinx of Sin. Yes—he will un­der­stand.” By that phrase it was that Bindon was pleased to dig­ni­fy cer­tain un­healthy and un­dig­ni­fied de­par­tures from sane con­duct to which a mis­guided van­ity and an ill-con­trolled curi­os­ity had led him. He sat for a space think­ing how very Hel­len­ic and Itali­an and Ner­on­ic, and all those things, he had been. Even now—might one not try a son­net? A pen­et­rat­ing voice to echo down the ages, sen­su­ous, sin­is­ter, and sad. For a space he for­got Eliza­beth. In the course of half an hour he spoilt three phono­graph­ic coils, got a head­ache, took a second dose to calm him­self, and re­ver­ted to mag­nan­im­ity and his former design.

				At last he faced the un­pal­at­able prob­lem of Denton. It needed all his new­born mag­nan­im­ity be­fore he could swal­low the thought of Denton; but at last this greatly mis­un­der­stood man, as­sisted by his sed­at­ive and the near ap­proach of death, ef­fected even that. If he was at all ex­clus­ive about Denton, if he should dis­play the slight­est dis­trust, if he at­temp­ted any spe­cif­ic ex­clu­sion of that young man, she might—mis­un­der­stand. Yes—she should have her Denton still. His mag­nan­im­ity must go even to that. He tried to think only of Eliza­beth in the mat­ter.

				He rose with a sigh, and limped across to the tele­phon­ic ap­par­at­us that com­mu­nic­ated with his so­li­cit­or. In ten minutes a will duly at­tested and with its prop­er thumb-mark sig­na­ture lay in the so­li­cit­or’s of­fice three miles away. And then for a space Bindon sat very still.

				Sud­denly he star­ted out of a vague rev­er­ie and pressed an in­vest­ig­at­ory hand to his side.

				Then he jumped eagerly to his feet and rushed to the tele­phone. The Eu­thanas­ia Com­pany had rarely been called by a cli­ent in a great­er hurry.

				So it came at last that Denton and his Eliza­beth, against all hope, re­turned un­sep­ar­ated from the la­bour ser­vitude to which they had fallen. Eliza­beth came out from her cramped sub­ter­ranean den of met­al-beat­ers and all the sor­did cir­cum­stances of blue can­vas, as one comes out of a night­mare. Back to­wards the sun­light their for­tune took them; once the be­quest was known to them, the bare thought of an­oth­er day’s ham­mer­ing be­came in­tol­er­able. They went up long lifts and stairs to levels that they had not seen since the days of their dis­aster. At first she was full of this sen­sa­tion of es­cape; even to think of the un­der­ways was in­tol­er­able; only after many months could she be­gin to re­call with sym­pathy the faded wo­men who were still be­low there, mur­mur­ing scan­dals and re­min­is­cences and folly, and tap­ping away their lives.

				Her choice of the apart­ments they presently took ex­pressed the vehe­mence of her re­lease. They were rooms upon the very verge of the city; they had a roof space and a bal­cony upon the city wall, wide open to the sun and wind, the coun­try and the sky.

				And in that bal­cony comes the last scene in this story. It was a sum­mer sun­set­ting, and the hills of Sur­rey were very blue and clear. Denton leant upon the bal­cony re­gard­ing them, and Eliza­beth sat by his side. Very wide and spa­cious was the view, for their bal­cony hung five hun­dred feet above the an­cient level of the ground. The ob­longs of the Food Com­pany, broken here and there by the ru­ins—grot­esque little holes and sheds—of the an­cient sub­urbs, and in­ter­sec­ted by shin­ing streams of sewage, passed at last in­to a re­mote di­aper­ing at the foot of the dis­tant hills. There once had been the squat­ting-place of the chil­dren of Uya. On those fur­ther slopes gaunt ma­chines of un­known im­port worked slackly at the end of their spell, and the hill crest was set with stag­nant wind vanes. Along the great south road the La­bour Com­pany’s field work­ers in huge wheeled mech­an­ic­al vehicles, were hur­ry­ing back to their meals, their last spell fin­ished. And through the air a dozen little private aero­planes sailed down to­wards the city. Fa­mil­i­ar scene as it was to the eyes of Denton and Eliza­beth, it would have filled the minds of their an­cest­ors with in­cred­u­lous amazement. Denton’s thoughts fluttered to­wards the fu­ture in a vain at­tempt at what that scene might be in an­oth­er two hun­dred years, and, re­coil­ing, turned to­wards the past.

				He shared some­thing of the grow­ing know­ledge of the time; he could pic­ture the quaint smoke-grimed Vic­tori­an city with its nar­row little roads of beaten earth, its wide com­mon-land, ill-or­gan­ised, ill-built sub­urbs, and ir­reg­u­lar en­clos­ures; the old coun­tryside of the Stu­art times, with its little vil­lages and its petty Lon­don; the Eng­land of the mon­as­ter­ies, the far older Eng­land of the Ro­man domin­ion, and then be­fore that a wild coun­try with here and there the huts of some war­ring tribe. These huts must have come and gone and come again through a space of years that made the Ro­man camp and villa seem but yes­ter­day; and be­fore those years, be­fore even the huts, there had been men in the val­ley. Even then—so re­cent had it all been when one judged it by the stand­ards of geo­lo­gic­al time—this val­ley had been here; and those hills yon­der, high­er, per­haps, and snow-tipped, had still been yon­der hills, and the Thames had flowed down from the Cots­wolds to the sea. But the men had been but the shapes of men, creatures of dark­ness and ig­nor­ance, vic­tims of beasts and floods, storms and pes­ti­lence and in­cess­ant hun­ger. They had held a pre­cari­ous foothold amidst bears and lions and all the mon­strous vi­ol­ence of the past. Already some at least of these en­emies were over­come …

				For a time Denton pur­sued the thoughts of this spa­cious vis­ion, try­ing in obed­i­ence to his in­stinct to find his place and pro­por­tion in the scheme.

				“It has been chance,” he said, “it has been luck. We have come through. It hap­pens we have come through. Not by any strength of our own …

				“And yet … No. I don’t know.”

				He was si­lent for a long time be­fore he spoke again.

				“After all—there is a long time yet. There have scarcely been men for twenty thou­sand years—and there has been life for twenty mil­lions. And what are gen­er­a­tions? What are gen­er­a­tions? It is enorm­ous, and we are so little. Yet we know—we feel. We are not dumb atoms, we are part of it—part of it—to the lim­its of our strength and will. Even to die is part of it. Wheth­er we die or live, we are in the mak­ing …

				“As time goes on—per­haps—men will be wiser … Wiser …

				“Will they ever un­der­stand?”

				He be­came si­lent again. Eliza­beth said noth­ing to these things, but she re­garded his dream­ing face with in­fin­ite af­fec­tion. Her mind was not very act­ive that even­ing. A great con­tent­ment pos­sessed her. After a time she laid a gentle hand on his be­side her. He fondled it softly, still look­ing out upon the spa­cious gold-woven view. So they sat as the sun went down. Un­til presently Eliza­beth shivered.

				Denton re­called him­self ab­ruptly from these spa­cious is­sues of his leis­ure, and went in to fetch her a shawl.

			
		
	
		
			The Star

			It was on the first day of the new year that the an­nounce­ment was made, al­most sim­ul­tan­eously from three ob­ser­vat­or­ies, that the mo­tion of the plan­et Nep­tune, the out­er­most of all the plan­ets that wheel about the Sun, had be­come very er­rat­ic. Ogilvy had already called at­ten­tion to a sus­pec­ted re­tard­a­tion in its ve­lo­city in Decem­ber. Such a piece of news was scarcely cal­cu­lated to in­terest a world the great­er por­tion of whose in­hab­it­ants were un­aware of the ex­ist­ence of the plan­et Nep­tune, nor out­side the as­tro­nom­ic­al pro­fes­sion did the sub­sequent dis­cov­ery of a faint re­mote speck of light in the re­gion of the per­turbed plan­et cause any very great ex­cite­ment. Sci­entif­ic people, how­ever, found the in­tel­li­gence re­mark­able enough, even be­fore it be­came known that the new body was rap­idly grow­ing lar­ger and bright­er, that its mo­tion was quite dif­fer­ent from the or­derly pro­gress of the plan­ets, and that the de­flec­tion of Nep­tune and its satel­lite was be­com­ing now of an un­pre­ced­en­ted kind.

			Few people without a train­ing in sci­ence can real­ise the huge isol­a­tion of the sol­ar sys­tem. The Sun with its specks of plan­ets, its dust of plan­et­oids, and its im­palp­able comets, swims in a va­cant im­mens­ity that al­most de­feats the ima­gin­a­tion. Bey­ond the or­bit of Nep­tune there is space, va­cant so far as hu­man ob­ser­va­tion has pen­et­rated, without warmth or light or sound, blank empti­ness, for twenty mil­lion times a mil­lion miles. That is the smal­lest es­tim­ate of the dis­tance to be tra­versed be­fore the very nearest of the stars is at­tained. And, sav­ing a few comets more un­sub­stan­tial than the thin­nest flame, no mat­ter had ever to hu­man know­ledge crossed this gulf of space un­til early in the twen­ti­eth cen­tury this strange wan­der­er ap­peared. A vast mass of mat­ter it was, bulky, heavy, rush­ing without warn­ing out of the black mys­tery of the sky in­to the ra­di­ance of the Sun. By the second day it was clearly vis­ible to any de­cent in­stru­ment, as a speck with a barely sens­ible dia­met­er, in the con­stel­la­tion Leo near Reg­u­lus. In a little while an op­era glass could at­tain it.

			On the third day of the new year the news­pa­per read­ers of two hemi­spheres were made aware for the first time of the real im­port­ance of this un­usu­al ap­par­i­tion in the heav­ens. “A Plan­et­ary Col­li­sion,” one Lon­don pa­per headed the news, and pro­claimed Duch­aine’s opin­ion that this strange new plan­et would prob­ably col­lide with Nep­tune. The lead­er-writers en­larged upon the top­ic. So that in most of the cap­it­als of the world, on Janu­ary 3rd, there was an ex­pect­a­tion, how­ever vague, of some im­min­ent phe­nomen­on in the sky; and as the night fol­lowed the sun­set round the globe, thou­sands of men turned their eyes sky­ward to see—the old fa­mil­i­ar stars just as they had al­ways been.

			Un­til it was dawn in Lon­don and Pol­lux set­ting and the stars over­head grown pale. The Winter’s dawn it was, a sickly fil­ter­ing ac­cu­mu­la­tion of day­light, and the light of gas and candles shone yel­low in the win­dows to show where people were astir. But the yawn­ing po­lice­man saw the thing, the busy crowds in the mar­kets stopped agape, work­men go­ing to their work be­times, milk­men, the drivers of news-carts, dis­sip­a­tion go­ing home jaded and pale, home­less wan­der­ers, sen­tinels on their beats, and, in the coun­try, la­bour­ers trudging afield, poach­ers slink­ing home, all over the dusky quick­en­ing coun­try it could be seen—and out at sea by sea­men watch­ing for the day—a great white star, come sud­denly in­to the west­ward sky!

			Bright­er it was than any star in our skies; bright­er than the even­ing star at its bright­est. It still glowed out white and large, no mere twink­ling spot of light, but a small, round, clear shin­ing disc, an hour after the day had come. And where sci­ence has not reached, men stared and feared, telling one an­oth­er of the wars and pes­ti­lences that are fore­shad­owed by these fiery signs in the Heav­ens. Sturdy Bo­ers, dusky Hot­tentots, Gold Coast negroes, French­men, Span­iards, Por­tuguese, stood in the warmth of the sun­rise watch­ing the set­ting of this strange new star.

			And in a hun­dred ob­ser­vat­or­ies there had been sup­pressed ex­cite­ment, rising al­most to shout­ing pitch, as the two re­mote bod­ies had rushed to­geth­er, and a hur­ry­ing to and fro, to gath­er pho­to­graph­ic ap­par­at­us and spec­tro­scope, and this ap­pli­ance and that, to re­cord this nov­el, as­ton­ish­ing sight, the de­struc­tion of a world. For it was a world, a sis­ter plan­et of our Earth, far great­er than our Earth in­deed, that had so sud­denly flashed in­to flam­ing death. Nep­tune it was had been struck, fairly and squarely, by the strange plan­et from out­er space, and the heat of the con­cus­sion had in­con­tin­ently turned two sol­id globes in­to one vast mass of in­can­des­cence. Round the world that day, two hours be­fore the dawn, went the pal­lid great white star, fad­ing only as it sank west­ward and the Sun moun­ted above it. Every­where men mar­velled at it, but of all those who saw it none could have mar­velled more than those sail­ors, ha­bitu­al watch­ers of the stars, who far away at sea had heard noth­ing of its ad­vent and saw it now rise like a pygmy Moon and climb zenith­ward and hang over­head and sink west­ward with the passing of the night.

			And when next it rose over Europe every­where were crowds of watch­ers on hilly slopes, on house-roofs, in open spaces, star­ing east­ward for the rising of the great new star. It rose with a white glow in front of it, like the glare of a white fire, and those who had seen it come in­to ex­ist­ence the night be­fore cried out at the sight of it. “It is lar­ger,” they cried. “It is bright­er!” And in­deed the Moon, a quarter full and sink­ing in the west, was in its ap­par­ent size bey­ond com­par­is­on, but scarcely in all its breadth had it as much bright­ness now as the little circle of the strange new star.

			“It is bright­er!” cried the people clus­ter­ing in the streets. But in the dim ob­ser­vat­or­ies the watch­ers held their breath and peered at one an­oth­er. “It is near­er!” they said. “Near­er!”

			And voice after voice re­peated, “It is near­er,” and the click­ing tele­graph took that up, and it trembled along tele­phone wires, and in a thou­sand cit­ies grimy com­pos­it­ors fingered the type. “It is near­er.” Men writ­ing in of­fices, struck with a strange real­isa­tion, flung down their pens, men talk­ing in a thou­sand places sud­denly came upon a grot­esque pos­sib­il­ity in those words, “It is near­er.” It hur­ried along awaken­ing streets, it was shouted down the frost-stilled ways of quiet vil­lages, men who had read these things from the throb­bing tape stood in yel­low-lit door­ways shout­ing the news to the pass­ersby. “It is near­er,” Pretty wo­men, flushed and glit­ter­ing, heard the news told jest­ingly between the dances, and feigned an in­tel­li­gent in­terest they did not feel. “Near­er! In­deed. How curi­ous! How very, very clev­er people must be to find out things like that!”

			Lonely tramps faring through the wintry night mur­mured those words to com­fort them­selves—look­ing sky­ward. “It has need to be near­er, for the night’s as cold as char­ity. Don’t seem much warmth from it if it is near­er, all the same.”

			“What is a new star to me?” cried the weep­ing wo­man, kneel­ing be­side her dead.

			The school­boy, rising early for his ex­am­in­a­tion work, puzzled it out for him­self—with the great white star shin­ing broad and bright through the frost-flowers of his win­dow. “Cent­ri­fu­gal, cent­ri­pet­al,” he said, with his chin on his fist. “Stop a plan­et in its flight, rob it of its cent­ri­fu­gal force, what then? Cent­ri­pet­al has it, and down it falls in­to the Sun! And this—!

			“Do we come in the way? I won­der—”

			The light of that day went the way of its brethren, and with the later watches of the frosty dark­ness rose the strange star again. And it was now so bright that the wax­ing Moon seemed but a pale yel­low ghost of it­self, hanging huge in the sun­set. In a South Afric­an city a great man had mar­ried, and the streets were alight to wel­come his re­turn with his bride. “Even the skies have il­lu­min­ated,” said the flat­ter­er. Un­der Capri­corn, two negro lov­ers, dar­ing the wild beasts and evil spir­its for love of one an­oth­er, crouched to­geth­er in a cane brake where the fire­flies hovered. “That is our star,” they whispered, and felt strangely com­for­ted by the sweet bril­liance of its light.

			The mas­ter math­em­atician sat in his private room and pushed the pa­pers from him. His cal­cu­la­tions were already fin­ished. In a small white phi­al there still re­mained a little of the drug that had kept him awake and act­ive for four long nights. Each day, se­rene, ex­pli­cit, pa­tient as ever, he had giv­en his lec­ture to his stu­dents, and then had come back at once to this mo­ment­ous cal­cu­la­tion. His face was grave, a little drawn and hec­tic from his drugged activ­ity. For some time he seemed lost in thought. Then he went to the win­dow, and the blind went up with a click. Halfway up the sky, over the clus­ter­ing roofs, chim­neys, and steeples of the city, hung the star.

			He looked at it as one might look in­to the eyes of a brave en­emy. “You may kill me,” he said after a si­lence. “But I can hold you—and all the uni­verse for that mat­ter—in the grip of this small brain. I would not change. Even now.”

			He looked at the little phi­al. “There will be no need of sleep again,” he said. The next day at noon, punc­tu­al to the minute, he entered his lec­ture theatre, put his hat on the end of the table as his habit was, and care­fully se­lec­ted a large piece of chalk. It was a joke among his stu­dents that he could not lec­ture without that piece of chalk to fumble in his fin­gers, and once he had been stricken to im­pot­ence by their hid­ing his sup­ply. He came and looked un­der his grey eye­brows at the rising tiers of young fresh faces, and spoke with his ac­cus­tomed stud­ied com­mon­ness of phras­ing.

			“Cir­cum­stances have aris­en—cir­cum­stances bey­ond my con­trol,” he said, and paused, “which will de­bar me from com­plet­ing the course I had de­signed. It would seem, gen­tle­men, if I may put the thing clearly and briefly, that—Man has lived in vain.”

			The stu­dents glanced at one an­oth­er. Had they heard aright? Mad? Raised eye­brows and grin­ning lips there were, but one or two faces re­mained in­tent upon his calm grey-fringed face. “It will be in­ter­est­ing,” he was say­ing, “to de­vote this morn­ing to an ex­pos­i­tion, so far as I can make it clear to you, of the cal­cu­la­tions that have led me to this con­clu­sion. Let us as­sume—”

			He turned to­wards the black­board, med­it­at­ing a dia­gram in the way that was usu­al to him. “What was that about ‘lived in vain’?” whispered one stu­dent to an­oth­er. “Listen,” said the oth­er, nod­ding to­wards the lec­turer.

			And presently they began to un­der­stand.

			

			That night the star rose later, for its prop­er east­ward mo­tion had car­ried it some way across Leo to­wards Virgo, and its bright­ness was so great that the sky be­came a lu­min­ous blue as it rose, and every star was hid­den in its turn, save only Jupiter near the zenith, Capella, Alde­baran, Siri­us, and the point­ers of the Bear. It was very white and beau­ti­ful. In many parts of the world that night a pal­lid halo en­circled it about. It was per­cept­ibly lar­ger; in the clear re­fract­ive sky of the trop­ics it seemed as if it were nearly a quarter the size of the Moon. The frost was still on the ground in Eng­land, but the world was as brightly lit as if it were mid­sum­mer moon­light. One could see to read quite or­din­ary print by that cold, clear light, and in the cit­ies the lamps burnt yel­low and wan.

			And every­where the world was awake that night, and through­out Christen­dom a sombre mur­mur hung in the keen air over the coun­tryside like the belling of bees in the heath­er, and this mur­mur­ous tu­mult grew to a clangour in the cit­ies. It was the tolling of the bells in a mil­lion bel­fry towers and steeples, sum­mon­ing the people to sleep no more, to sin no more, but to gath­er in their churches and pray. And over­head, grow­ing lar­ger and bright­er, as the Earth rolled on its way and the night passed, rose the dazzling star.

			And the streets and houses were alight in all the cit­ies, the shipyards glared, and whatever roads led to high coun­try were lit and crowded all night long. And in all the seas about the civ­il­ized lands, ships with throb­bing en­gines, and ships with bel­ly­ing sails, crowded with men and liv­ing creatures, were stand­ing out to ocean and the north. For already the warn­ing of the mas­ter math­em­atician had been tele­graphed all over the world and trans­lated in­to a hun­dred tongues. The new plan­et and Nep­tune, locked in a fiery em­brace, were whirl­ing head­long, ever faster and faster to­wards the Sun. Already every second this blaz­ing mass flew a hun­dred miles, and every second its ter­rif­ic ve­lo­city in­creased. As it flew now, in­deed, it must pass a hun­dred mil­lion of miles, wide of the Earth and scarcely af­fect it. But near its destined path, as yet only slightly per­turbed, spun the mighty plan­et Jupiter and his moons sweep­ing splen­did round the Sun. Every mo­ment now the at­trac­tion between the fiery star and the greatest of the plan­ets grew stronger. And the res­ult of that at­trac­tion? In­ev­it­ably Jupiter would be de­flec­ted from its or­bit in­to an el­lipt­ic­al path, and the burn­ing star, swung by his at­trac­tion wide of its sun­ward rush, would “de­scribe a curved path,” and per­haps col­lide with, and cer­tainly pass very close to, our Earth. “Earth­quakes, vol­can­ic out­breaks, cyc­lones, sea waves, floods, and a steady rise in tem­per­at­ure to I know not what lim­it”—so proph­esied the mas­ter math­em­atician.

			And over­head, to carry out his words, lonely and cold and liv­id blazed the star of the com­ing doom.

			To many who stared at it that night un­til their eyes ached it seemed that it was vis­ibly ap­proach­ing. And that night, too, the weath­er changed, and the frost that had gripped all Cent­ral Europe and France and Eng­land softened to­wards a thaw.

			But you must not ima­gine, be­cause I have spoken of people pray­ing through the night and people go­ing aboard ships and people flee­ing to­wards moun­tain­ous coun­try, that the whole world was already in a ter­ror be­cause of the star. As a mat­ter of fact, use and wont still ruled the world, and save for the talk of idle mo­ments and the splend­our of the night, nine hu­man be­ings out of ten were still busy at their com­mon oc­cu­pa­tions. In all the cit­ies the shops, save one here and there, opened and closed at their prop­er hours, the doc­tor and the un­der­taker plied their trades, the work­ers gathered in the factor­ies, sol­diers drilled, schol­ars stud­ied, lov­ers sought one an­oth­er, thieves lurked and fled, politi­cians planned their schemes. The presses of the news­pa­pers roared through the nights, and many a priest of this church and that would not open his holy build­ing to fur­ther what he con­sidered a fool­ish pan­ic. The news­pa­pers in­sisted on the les­son of the year 1000—for then, too, people had an­ti­cip­ated the end. The star was no star—mere gas—a comet; and were it a star it could not pos­sibly strike the Earth. There was no pre­ced­ent for such a thing. Com­mon sense was sturdy every­where, scorn­ful, jest­ing, a little in­clined to per­se­cute the ob­dur­ate fear­ful. That night, at sev­en-fif­teen by Green­wich time, the star would be at its nearest to Jupiter. Then the world would see the turn things would take. The mas­ter math­em­atician’s grim warn­ings were treated by many as so much mere elab­or­ate self-ad­vert­ise­ment. Com­mon sense at last, a little heated by ar­gu­ment, sig­ni­fied its un­al­ter­able con­vic­tions by go­ing to bed. So, too, bar­bar­ism and sav­agery, already tired of the nov­elty, went about their nightly busi­ness, and, save for a howl­ing dog here and there, the beast world left the star un­heeded.

			And yet, when at last the watch­ers in the European States saw the star rise, an hour later, it is true, but no lar­ger than it had been the night be­fore, there were still plenty awake to laugh at the mas­ter math­em­atician—to take the danger as if it had passed.

			But here­after the laughter ceased. The star grew—it grew with a ter­rible stead­i­ness hour after hour, a little lar­ger each hour, a little near­er the mid­night zenith, and bright­er and bright­er, un­til it had turned night in­to a second day. Had it come straight to the Earth in­stead of in a curved path, had it lost no ve­lo­city to Jupiter, it must have leapt the in­ter­ven­ing gulf in a day; but as it was, it took five days al­to­geth­er to come by our plan­et. The next night it had be­come a third the size of the Moon be­fore it set to Eng­lish eyes, and the thaw was as­sured. It rose over Amer­ica near the size of the Moon, but blind­ing white to look at, and hot; and a breath of hot wind blew now with its rising and gath­er­ing strength, and in Vir­gin­ia, and Brazil, and down the St. Lawrence val­ley, it shone in­ter­mit­tently through a driv­ing reek of thun­der­clouds, flick­er­ing vi­ol­et light­ning, and hail un­pre­ced­en­ted. In Man­itoba was a thaw and dev­ast­at­ing floods. And upon all the moun­tains of the Earth the snow and ice began to melt that night, and all the rivers com­ing out of high coun­try flowed thick and tur­bid, and soon—in their up­per reaches—with swirl­ing trees and the bod­ies of beasts and men. They rose stead­ily, stead­ily in the ghostly bril­liance, and came trick­ling over their banks at last, be­hind the fly­ing pop­u­la­tion of their val­leys.

			And along the coast of Ar­gen­tina and up the South At­lantic the tides were high­er than had ever been in the memory of man, and the storms drove the wa­ters in many cases scores of miles in­land, drown­ing whole cit­ies. And so great grew the heat dur­ing the night that the rising of the Sun was like the com­ing of a shad­ow. The earth­quakes began and grew un­til all down Amer­ica from the Arc­tic Circle to Cape Horn, hill­sides were slid­ing, fis­sures were open­ing, and houses and walls crum­bling to de­struc­tion. The whole side of Coto­paxi slipped out in one vast con­vul­sion, and a tu­mult of lava poured out so high and broad and swift and li­quid that in one day it reached the sea.

			So the star, with the wan Moon in its wake, marched across the Pa­cific, trailed the thun­der­storms like the hem of a robe, and the grow­ing tid­al wave that toiled be­hind it, froth­ing and eager, poured over is­land and is­land and swept them clear of men: un­til that wave came at last—in a blind­ing light and with the breath of a fur­nace, swift and ter­rible it came—a wall of wa­ter, fifty feet high, roar­ing hun­grily, upon the long coasts of Asia, and swept in­land across the plains of China. For a space the star, hot­ter now and lar­ger and bright­er than the Sun in its strength, showed with piti­less bril­liance the wide and pop­u­lous coun­try; towns and vil­lages with their pa­go­das and trees, roads, wide cul­tiv­ated fields, mil­lions of sleep­less people star­ing in help­less ter­ror at the in­can­des­cent sky; and then, low and grow­ing, came the mur­mur of the flood. And thus it was with mil­lions of men that night—a flight nowhither, with limbs heavy with heat and breath fierce and scant, and the flood like a wall swift and white be­hind. And then death.

			China was lit glow­ing white, but over Ja­pan and Java and all the is­lands of East­ern Asia the great star was a ball of dull red fire be­cause of the steam and smoke and ashes the vol­ca­noes were spout­ing forth to sa­lute its com­ing. Above was the lava, hot gases and ash, and be­low the seeth­ing floods, and the whole Earth swayed and rumbled with the earth­quake shocks. Soon the im­me­mori­al snows of Tibet and the Hi­m­alaya were melt­ing and pour­ing down by ten mil­lion deep­en­ing con­ver­ging chan­nels upon the plains of Burma and Hindostan. The tangled sum­mits of the In­di­an jungles were aflame in a thou­sand places, and be­low the hur­ry­ing wa­ters around the stems were dark ob­jects that still struggled feebly and re­flec­ted the blood-red tongues of fire. And in a rud­der­less con­fu­sion a mul­ti­tude of men and wo­men fled down the broad river-ways to that one last hope of men—the open sea.

			Lar­ger grew the star, and lar­ger, hot­ter, and bright­er with a ter­rible swift­ness now. The trop­ic­al ocean had lost its phos­phor­es­cence, and the whirl­ing steam rose in ghostly wreaths from the black waves that plunged in­cess­antly, speckled with storm-tossed ships.

			And then came a won­der. It seemed to those who in Europe watched for the rising of the star that the world must have ceased its ro­ta­tion. In a thou­sand open spaces of down and up­land the people who had fled thith­er from the floods and the fall­ing houses and slid­ing slopes of hill watched for that rising in vain. Hour fol­lowed hour through a ter­rible sus­pense, and the star rose not. Once again men set their eyes upon the old con­stel­la­tions they had coun­ted lost to them forever. In Eng­land it was hot and clear over­head, though the ground quivered per­petu­ally, but in the trop­ics, Siri­us and Capella and Alde­baran showed through a veil of steam. And when at last the great star rose near ten hours late, the Sun rose close upon it, and in the centre of its white heart was a disc of black.

			Over Asia it was the star had be­gun to fall be­hind the move­ment of the sky, and then sud­denly, as it hung over In­dia, its light had been veiled. All the plain of In­dia from the mouth of the In­dus to the mouths of the Ganges was a shal­low waste of shin­ing wa­ter that night, out of which rose temples and palaces, mounds and hills, black with people. Every min­aret was a clus­ter­ing mass of people, who fell one by one in­to the tur­bid wa­ters, as heat and ter­ror over­came them. The whole land seemed a-wail­ing, and sud­denly there swept a shad­ow across that fur­nace of des­pair, and a breath of cold wind, and a gath­er­ing of clouds, out of the cool­ing air. Men look­ing up, near blinded, at the star, saw that a black disc was creep­ing across the light. It was the Moon, com­ing between the star and the Earth. And even as men cried to God at this res­pite, out of the East with a strange in­ex­plic­able swift­ness sprang the Sun. And then star, Sun, and Moon rushed to­geth­er across the heav­ens.

			So it was that presently to the European watch­ers star and Sun rose close upon each oth­er, drove head­long for a space and then slower, and at last came to rest, star and Sun merged in­to one glare of flame at the zenith of the sky. The Moon no longer ec­lipsed the star but was lost to sight in the bril­liance of the sky. And though those who were still alive re­garded it for the most part with that dull stu­pid­ity that hun­ger, fa­tigue, heat and des­pair en­gender, there were still men who could per­ceive the mean­ing of these signs. Star and Earth had been at their nearest, had swung about one an­oth­er, and the star had passed. Already it was re­ced­ing, swifter and swifter, in the last stage of its head­long jour­ney down­ward in­to the Sun.

			And then the clouds gathered, blot­ting out the vis­ion of the sky, the thun­der and light­ning wove a gar­ment round the world; all over the Earth was such a down­pour of rain as men had nev­er be­fore seen, and where the vol­ca­noes flared red against the cloud can­opy there des­cen­ded tor­rents of mud. Every­where the wa­ters were pour­ing off the land, leav­ing mud-sil­ted ru­ins, and the Earth littered like a storm-worn beach with all that had floated, and the dead bod­ies of the men and brutes, its chil­dren. For days the wa­ter streamed off the land, sweep­ing away soil and trees and houses in the way, and pil­ing huge dykes and scoop­ing out ti­tan­ic gul­lies over the coun­tryside. Those were the days of dark­ness that fol­lowed the star and the heat. All through them, and for many weeks and months, the earth­quakes con­tin­ued.

			But the star had passed, and men, hun­ger-driv­en and gath­er­ing cour­age only slowly, might creep back to their ruined cit­ies, bur­ied granar­ies, and sod­den fields. Such few ships as had es­caped the storms of that time came stunned and shattered and sound­ing their way cau­tiously through the new marks and shoals of once fa­mil­i­ar ports. And as the storms sub­sided men per­ceived that every­where the days were hot­ter than of yore, and the Sun lar­ger, and the Moon, shrunk to a third of its former size, took now fourscore days between its new and new.

			But of the new broth­er­hood that grew presently among men, of the sav­ing of laws and books and ma­chines, of the strange change that had come over Ice­land and Green­land and the shores of Baffin’s Bay, so that the sail­ors com­ing there presently found them green and gra­cious, and could scarce be­lieve their eyes, this story does not tell. Nor of the move­ment of man­kind, now that the Earth was hot­ter, north­ward and south­ward to­wards the poles of the Earth. It con­cerns it­self only with the com­ing and the passing of the star.

			The Mar­tian as­tro­nomers—for there are as­tro­nomers on Mars, al­though they are very dif­fer­ent be­ings from men—were nat­ur­ally pro­foundly in­ter­ested by these things. They saw them from their own stand­point of course. “Con­sid­er­ing the mass and tem­per­at­ure of the mis­sile that was flung through our sol­ar sys­tem in­to the Sun,” one wrote, “it is as­ton­ish­ing what a little dam­age the Earth, which it missed so nar­rowly, has sus­tained. All the fa­mil­i­ar con­tin­ent­al mark­ings and the masses of the seas re­main in­tact, and in­deed the only dif­fer­ence seems to be a shrink­age of the white dis­col­our­a­tion (sup­posed to be frozen wa­ter) round either pole.” Which only shows how small the vast­est of hu­man cata­strophes may seem at a dis­tance of a few mil­lion miles.

		
	
		
			
				The Man Who Could Work Miracles

				A Pan­toum in Prose

			
			It is doubt­ful wheth­er the gift was in­nate. For my own part, I think it came to him sud­denly. In­deed, un­til he was thirty he was a scep­tic, and did not be­lieve in mi­ra­cu­lous powers. And here, since it is the most con­veni­ent place, I must men­tion that he was a little man, and had eyes of a hot brown, very erect red hair, a mous­tache with ends that he twis­ted up, and freckles. His name was George McWhirter Foth­eringay—not the sort of name by any means to lead to any ex­pect­a­tion of mir­acles—and he was clerk at Gom­shott’s. He was greatly ad­dicted to as­sert­ive ar­gu­ment. It was while he was as­sert­ing the im­possib­il­ity of mir­acles that he had his first in­tim­a­tion of his ex­traordin­ary powers. This par­tic­u­lar ar­gu­ment was be­ing held in the bar of the Long Dragon, and Toddy Beam­ish was con­duct­ing the op­pos­i­tion by a mono­ton­ous but ef­fect­ive “So you say,” that drove Mr. Foth­eringay to the very lim­it of his pa­tience.

			There were present, be­sides these two, a very dusty cyc­list, land­lord Cox, and Miss May­bridge, the per­fectly re­spect­able and rather portly bar­maid of the Dragon. Miss May­bridge was stand­ing with her back to Mr. Foth­eringay, wash­ing glasses; the oth­ers were watch­ing him, more or less amused by the present in­ef­fect­ive­ness of the as­sert­ive meth­od. Goaded by the Torres Vedras tac­tics of Mr. Beam­ish, Mr. Foth­eringay de­term­ined to make an un­usu­al rhet­or­ic­al ef­fort. “Looky here, Mr. Beam­ish,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “Let us clearly un­der­stand what a mir­acle is. It’s some­thing con­trari­wise to the course of nature, done by power of will, some­thing what couldn’t hap­pen without be­ing spe­cially willed.”

			“So you say,” said Mr. Beam­ish, re­pulsing him.

			Mr. Foth­eringay ap­pealed to the cyc­list, who had hitherto been a si­lent aud­it­or, and re­ceived his as­sent—giv­en with a hes­it­at­ing cough and a glance at Mr. Beam­ish. The land­lord would ex­press no opin­ion, and Mr. Foth­eringay, re­turn­ing to Mr. Beam­ish, re­ceived the un­ex­pec­ted con­ces­sion of a qual­i­fied as­sent to his defin­i­tion of a mir­acle.

			“For in­stance,” said Mr. Foth­eringay, greatly en­cour­aged. “Here would be a mir­acle. That lamp, in the nat­ur­al course of nature, couldn’t burn like that upsy-down, could it, Beam­ish?”

			“You say it couldn’t,” said Beam­ish.

			“And you?” said Foth­eringay. “You don’t mean to say—eh?”

			“No,” said Beam­ish re­luct­antly. “No, it couldn’t.”

			“Very well,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “Then here comes someone, as it might be me, along here, and stands as it might be here, and says to that lamp, as I might do, col­lect­ing all my will—Turn upsy-down without break­ing, and go on burn­ing steady, and—Hullo!”

			It was enough to make any­one say “Hullo!” The im­possible, the in­cred­ible, was vis­ible to them all. The lamp hung in­ver­ted in the air, burn­ing quietly with its flame point­ing down. It was as sol­id, as in­dis­put­able as ever a lamp was, the pro­sa­ic com­mon lamp of the Long Dragon bar.

			Mr. Foth­eringay stood with an ex­ten­ded fore­finger and the knit­ted brows of one an­ti­cip­at­ing a cata­stroph­ic smash. The cyc­list, who was sit­ting next the lamp, ducked and jumped across the bar. Every­body jumped, more or less. Miss May­bridge turned and screamed. For nearly three seconds the lamp re­mained still. A faint cry of men­tal dis­tress came from Mr. Foth­eringay. “I can’t keep it up,” he said, “any longer.” He staggered back, and the in­ver­ted lamp sud­denly flared, fell against the corner of the bar, bounced aside, smashed upon the floor, and went out.

			It was lucky it had a met­al re­ceiv­er, or the whole place would have been in a blaze. Mr. Cox was the first to speak, and his re­mark, shorn of need­less ex­cres­cences, was to the ef­fect that Foth­eringay was a fool. Foth­eringay was bey­ond dis­put­ing even so fun­da­ment­al a pro­pos­i­tion as that! He was as­ton­ished bey­ond meas­ure at the thing that had oc­curred. The sub­sequent con­ver­sa­tion threw ab­so­lutely no light on the mat­ter so far as Foth­eringay was con­cerned; the gen­er­al opin­ion not only fol­lowed Mr. Cox very closely but very vehe­mently. Every­one ac­cused Foth­eringay of a silly trick, and presen­ted him to him­self as a fool­ish des­troy­er of com­fort and se­cur­ity. His mind was in a tor­nado of per­plex­ity, he was him­self in­clined to agree with them, and he made a re­mark­ably in­ef­fec­tu­al op­pos­i­tion to the pro­pos­al of his de­par­ture.

			He went home flushed and heated, coat-col­lar crumpled, eyes smart­ing, and ears red. He watched each of the ten street lamps nervously as he passed it. It was only when he found him­self alone in his little bed­room in Church Row that he was able to grapple ser­i­ously with his memor­ies of the oc­cur­rence, and ask, “What on earth happened?”

			He had re­moved his coat and boots, and was sit­ting on the bed with his hands in his pock­ets re­peat­ing the text of his de­fence for the sev­en­teenth time, “I didn’t want the con­foun­ded thing to up­set,” when it oc­curred to him that at the pre­cise mo­ment he had said the com­mand­ing words he had in­ad­vert­ently willed the thing he said, and that when he had seen the lamp in the air he had felt that it de­pended on him to main­tain it there without be­ing clear how this was to be done. He had not a par­tic­u­larly com­plex mind, or he might have stuck for a time at that “in­ad­vert­ently willed,” em­bra­cing, as it does, the ab­strusest prob­lems of vol­un­tary ac­tion; but as it was, the idea came to him with a quite ac­cept­able hazi­ness. And from that, fol­low­ing, as I must ad­mit, no clear lo­gic­al path, he came to the test of ex­per­i­ment.

			He poin­ted res­ol­utely to his candle and col­lec­ted his mind, though he felt he did a fool­ish thing. “Be raised up,” he said. But in a second that feel­ing van­ished. The candle was raised, hung in the air one giddy mo­ment, and as Mr. Foth­eringay gasped, fell with a smash on his toi­let-table, leav­ing him in dark­ness save for the ex­pir­ing glow of its wick.

			For a time Mr. Foth­eringay sat in the dark­ness, per­fectly still. “It did hap­pen, after all,” he said. “And ’ow I’m to ex­plain it I don’t know.” He sighed heav­ily, and began feel­ing in his pock­ets for a match. He could find none, and he rose and groped about the toi­let-table. “I wish I had a match,” he said. He re­sor­ted to his coat, and there was none there, and then it dawned upon him that mir­acles were pos­sible even with matches. He ex­ten­ded a hand and scowled at it in the dark. “Let there be a match in that hand,” he said. He felt some light ob­ject fall across his palm and his fin­gers closed upon a match.

			After sev­er­al in­ef­fec­tu­al at­tempts to light this, he dis­covered it was a safety match. He threw it down, and then it oc­curred to him that he might have willed it lit. He did, and per­ceived it burn­ing in the midst of his toi­let-table mat. He caught it up hast­ily, and it went out. His per­cep­tion of pos­sib­il­it­ies en­larged, and he felt for and re­placed the candle in its can­dle­stick. “Here! you be lit,” said Mr. Foth­eringay, and forth­with the candle was flar­ing, and he saw a little black hole in the toi­let-cov­er, with a wisp of smoke rising from it. For a time he stared from this to the little flame and back, and then looked up and met his own gaze in the look­ing-glass. By this help he com­muned with him­self in si­lence for a time.

			“How about mir­acles now?” said Mr. Foth­eringay at last, ad­dress­ing his re­flec­tion.

			The sub­sequent med­it­a­tions of Mr. Foth­eringay were of a severe but con­fused de­scrip­tion. So far, he could see it was a case of pure will­ing with him. The nature of his ex­per­i­ences so far dis­in­clined him for any fur­ther ex­per­i­ments, at least un­til he had re­con­sidered them. But he lif­ted a sheet of pa­per, and turned a glass of wa­ter pink and then green, and he cre­ated a snail, which he mi­ra­cu­lously an­ni­hil­ated, and got him­self a mi­ra­cu­lous new tooth­brush. Some­where in the small hours he had reached the fact that his will­power must be of a par­tic­u­larly rare and pun­gent qual­ity, a fact of which he had in­deed had ink­lings be­fore, but no cer­tain as­sur­ance. The scare and per­plex­ity of his first dis­cov­ery was now qual­i­fied by pride in this evid­ence of sin­gu­lar­ity and by vague in­tim­a­tions of ad­vant­age. He be­came aware that the church clock was strik­ing one, and as it did not oc­cur to him that his daily du­ties at Gom­shott’s might be mi­ra­cu­lously dis­pensed with, he re­sumed un­dress­ing, in or­der to get to bed without fur­ther delay. As he struggled to get his shirt over his head, he was struck with a bril­liant idea. “Let me be in bed,” he said, and found him­self so. “Un­dressed,” he stip­u­lated; and, find­ing the sheets cold, ad­ded hast­ily, “and in my night­shirt—ho, in a nice soft wool­len night­shirt. Ah!” he said with im­mense en­joy­ment. “And now let me be com­fort­ably asleep …”

			He awoke at his usu­al hour and was pens­ive all through break­fast-time, won­der­ing wheth­er his overnight ex­per­i­ence might not be a par­tic­u­larly vivid dream. At length his mind turned again to cau­tious ex­per­i­ments. For in­stance, he had three eggs for break­fast; two his land­lady had sup­plied, good, but shoppy, and one was a de­li­cious fresh goose-egg, laid, cooked, and served by his ex­traordin­ary will. He hur­ried off to Gom­shott’s in a state of pro­found but care­fully con­cealed ex­cite­ment, and only re­membered the shell of the third egg when his land­lady spoke of it that night. All day he could do no work be­cause of this as­ton­ish­ing new self-know­ledge, but this caused him no in­con­veni­ence, be­cause he made up for it mi­ra­cu­lously in his last ten minutes.

			As the day wore on his state of mind passed from won­der to ela­tion, al­beit the cir­cum­stances of his dis­missal from the Long Dragon were still dis­agree­able to re­call, and a garbled ac­count of the mat­ter that had reached his col­leagues led to some bad­in­age. It was evid­ent he must be care­ful how he lif­ted fran­gible art­icles, but in oth­er ways his gift prom­ised more and more as he turned it over in his mind. He in­ten­ded among oth­er things to in­crease his per­son­al prop­erty by un­os­ten­ta­tious acts of cre­ation. He called in­to ex­ist­ence a pair of very splen­did dia­mond studs, and hast­ily an­ni­hil­ated them again as young Gom­shott came across the count­ing­house to his desk. He was afraid young Gom­shott might won­der how he had come by them. He saw quite clearly the gift re­quired cau­tion and watch­ful­ness in its ex­er­cise, but so far as he could judge the dif­fi­culties at­tend­ing its mas­tery would be no great­er than those he had already faced in the study of cyc­ling. It was that ana­logy, per­haps, quite as much as the feel­ing that he would be un­wel­come in the Long Dragon, that drove him out after sup­per in­to the lane bey­ond the gas­works, to re­hearse a few mir­acles in private.

			There was pos­sibly a cer­tain want of ori­gin­al­ity in his at­tempts, for, apart from his will­power, Mr. Foth­eringay was not a very ex­cep­tion­al man. The mir­acle of Moses’ rod came to his mind, but the night was dark and un­fa­vour­able to the prop­er con­trol of large mi­ra­cu­lous snakes. Then he re­col­lec­ted the story of “Tan­nhäuser” that he had read on the back of the Phil­har­mon­ic pro­gramme. That seemed to him sin­gu­larly at­tract­ive and harm­less. He stuck his walk­ing-stick—a very nice Poona-Pen­ang law­yer—in­to the turf that edged the foot­path, and com­manded the dry wood to blos­som. The air was im­me­di­ately full of the scent of roses, and by means of a match he saw for him­self that this beau­ti­ful mir­acle was in­deed ac­com­plished. His sat­is­fac­tion was ended by ad­van­cing foot­steps. Afraid of a pre­ma­ture dis­cov­ery of his powers, he ad­dressed the blos­som­ing stick hast­ily: “Go back.” What he meant was “Change back;” but of course he was con­fused. The stick re­ceded at a con­sid­er­able ve­lo­city, and in­con­tin­ently came a cry of an­ger and a bad word from the ap­proach­ing per­son. “Who are you throw­ing brambles at, you fool?” cried a voice. “That got me on the shin.”

			“I’m sorry, old chap,” said Mr. Foth­eringay, and then, real­ising the awk­ward nature of the ex­plan­a­tion, caught nervously at his mous­tache. He saw Winch, one of the three Im­mer­ing con­stables, ad­van­cing.

			“What d’yer mean by it?” asked the con­stable. “Hullo! it’s you, is it? The gent that broke the lamp at the Long Dragon!”

			“I don’t mean any­thing by it,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “Noth­ing at all.”

			“What d’yer do it for then?”

			“Oh, both­er!” said Mr. Foth­eringay.

			“Both­er in­deed! D’yer know that stick hurt? What d’yer do it for, eh?”

			For the mo­ment Mr. Foth­eringay could not think what he had done it for. His si­lence seemed to ir­rit­ate Mr. Winch. “You’ve been as­sault­ing the po­lice, young man, this time. That’s what you done.”

			“Look here, Mr. Winch,” said Mr. Foth­eringay, an­noyed and con­fused, “I’m sorry, very. The fact is—”

			“Well?”

			He could think of no way but the truth. “I was work­ing a mir­acle.” He tried to speak in an off­hand way, but try as he would he couldn’t.

			“Work­ing a—! ’Ere, don’t you talk rot. Work­ing a mir­acle, in­deed! Mir­acle! Well, that’s down­right funny! Why, you’s the chap that don’t be­lieve in mir­acles … Fact is, this is an­oth­er of your silly con­jur­ing tricks—that’s what this is. Now, I tell you—”

			But Mr. Foth­eringay nev­er heard what Mr. Winch was go­ing to tell him. He real­ised he had giv­en him­self away, flung his valu­able secret to all the winds of heav­en. A vi­ol­ent gust of ir­rit­a­tion swept him to ac­tion. He turned on the con­stable swiftly and fiercely. “Here,” he said, “I’ve had enough of this, I have! I’ll show you a silly con­jur­ing trick, I will! Go to Hades! Go, now!”

			He was alone!

			Mr. Foth­eringay per­formed no more mir­acles that night, nor did he trouble to see what had be­come of his flower­ing stick. He re­turned to the town, scared and very quiet, and went to his bed­room. “Lord!” he said, “it’s a power­ful gift—an ex­tremely power­ful gift. I didn’t hardly mean as much as that. Not really … I won­der what Hades is like!”

			He sat on the bed tak­ing off his boots. Struck by a happy thought he trans­ferred the con­stable to San Fran­cisco, and without any more in­ter­fer­ence with nor­mal caus­a­tion went soberly to bed. In the night he dreamt of the an­ger of Winch.

			The next day Mr. Foth­eringay heard two in­ter­est­ing items of news. Someone had planted a most beau­ti­ful climb­ing rose against the eld­er Mr. Gom­shott’s private house in the Lul­labor­ough Road, and the river as far as Rawl­ing’s Mill was to be dragged for Con­stable Winch.

			Mr. Foth­eringay was ab­strac­ted and thought­ful all that day, and per­formed no mir­acles ex­cept cer­tain pro­vi­sions for Winch, and the mir­acle of com­plet­ing his day’s work with punc­tu­al per­fec­tion in spite of all the bee-swarm of thoughts that hummed through his mind. And the ex­traordin­ary ab­strac­tion and meek­ness of his man­ner was re­marked by sev­er­al people, and made a mat­ter for jest­ing. For the most part he was think­ing of Winch.

			On Sunday even­ing he went to chapel, and oddly enough, Mr. May­dig, who took a cer­tain in­terest in oc­cult mat­ters, preached about “things that are not law­ful.” Mr. Foth­eringay was not a reg­u­lar chapel­go­er, but the sys­tem of as­sert­ive scep­ti­cism, to which I have already al­luded, was now very much shaken. The ten­or of the ser­mon threw an en­tirely new light on these nov­el gifts, and he sud­denly de­cided to con­sult Mr. May­dig im­me­di­ately after the ser­vice. So soon as that was de­term­ined, he found him­self won­der­ing why he had not done so be­fore.

			Mr. May­dig, a lean, ex­cit­able man with quite re­mark­ably long wrists and neck, was grat­i­fied at a re­quest for a private con­ver­sa­tion from a young man whose care­less­ness in re­li­gious mat­ters was a sub­ject for gen­er­al re­mark in the town. After a few ne­ces­sary delays, he con­duc­ted him to the study of the manse, which was con­tigu­ous to the chapel, seated him com­fort­ably, and, stand­ing in front of a cheer­ful fire—his legs threw a Rho­di­an arch of shad­ow on the op­pos­ite wall—re­ques­ted Mr. Foth­eringay to state his busi­ness.

			At first Mr. Foth­eringay was a little abashed, and found some dif­fi­culty in open­ing the mat­ter. “You will scarcely be­lieve me, Mr. May­dig, I am afraid”—and so forth for some time. He tried a ques­tion at last, and asked Mr. May­dig his opin­ion of mir­acles.

			Mr. May­dig was still say­ing “Well” in an ex­tremely ju­di­cial tone, when Mr. Foth­eringay in­ter­rup­ted again: “You don’t be­lieve, I sup­pose, that some com­mon sort of per­son—like my­self, for in­stance—as it might be sit­ting here now, might have some sort of twist in­side him that made him able to do things by his will.”

			“It’s pos­sible,” said Mr. May­dig. “Some­thing of the sort, per­haps, is pos­sible.”

			“If I might make free with some­thing here, I think I might show you by a sort of ex­per­i­ment,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “Now, take that to­bacco-jar on the table, for in­stance. What I want to know is wheth­er what I am go­ing to do with it is a mir­acle or not. Just half a minute, Mr. May­dig, please.”

			He knit­ted his brows, poin­ted to the to­bacco-jar and said: “Be a bowl of vi’lets.”

			The to­bacco-jar did as it was ordered.

			Mr. May­dig star­ted vi­ol­ently at the change, and stood look­ing from the thau­mat­ur­gist to the bowl of flowers. He said noth­ing. Presently he ven­tured to lean over the table and smell the vi­ol­ets; they were fresh-picked and very fine ones. Then he stared at Mr. Foth­eringay again.

			“How did you do that?” he asked.

			Mr. Foth­eringay pulled his mous­tache. “Just told it—and there you are. Is that a mir­acle, or is it black art, or what is it? And what do you think’s the mat­ter with me? That’s what I want to ask.”

			“It’s a most ex­traordin­ary oc­cur­rence.”

			“And this day last week I knew no more that I could do things like that than you did. It came quite sud­den. It’s some­thing odd about my will, I sup­pose, and that’s as far as I can see.”

			“Is that—the only thing. Could you do oth­er things be­sides that?”

			“Lord, yes!” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “Just any­thing.” He thought, and sud­denly re­called a con­jur­ing en­ter­tain­ment he had seen. “Here!” he poin­ted, “change in­to a bowl of fish—no, not that—change in­to a glass bowl full of wa­ter with gold­fish swim­ming in it. That’s bet­ter! You see that, Mr. May­dig?”

			“It’s as­ton­ish­ing. It’s in­cred­ible. You are either a most ex­traordin­ary … But no—”

			“I could change it in­to any­thing,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “Just any­thing. Here! be a pi­geon, will you?”

			In an­oth­er mo­ment a blue pi­geon was flut­ter­ing round the room and mak­ing Mr. May­dig duck every time it came near him. “Stop there, will you?” said Mr. Foth­eringay; and the pi­geon hung mo­tion­less in the air. “I could change it back to a bowl of flowers,” he said, and after re­pla­cing the pi­geon on the table worked that mir­acle. “I ex­pect you will want your pipe in a bit,” he said, and re­stored the to­bacco-jar.

			Mr. May­dig had fol­lowed all these later changes in a sort of ejac­u­lat­ory si­lence. He stared at Mr. Foth­eringay and in a very gingerly man­ner picked up the to­bacco-jar, ex­amined it, re­placed it on the table. “Well!” was the only ex­pres­sion of his feel­ings.

			“Now, after that it’s easi­er to ex­plain what I came about,” said Mr. Foth­eringay; and pro­ceeded to a lengthy and in­volved nar­rat­ive of his strange ex­per­i­ences, be­gin­ning with the af­fair of the lamp in the Long Dragon and com­plic­ated by per­sist­ent al­lu­sions to Winch. As he went on, the tran­si­ent pride Mr. May­dig’s con­sterna­tion had caused passed away; he be­came the very or­din­ary Mr. Foth­eringay of every­day in­ter­course again. Mr. May­dig listened in­tently, the to­bacco-jar in his hand, and his bear­ing changed also with the course of the nar­rat­ive. Presently, while Mr. Foth­eringay was deal­ing with the mir­acle of the third egg, the min­is­ter in­ter­rup­ted with a flut­ter­ing, ex­ten­ded hand.

			“It is pos­sible,” he said. “It is cred­ible. It is amaz­ing, of course, but it re­con­ciles a num­ber of amaz­ing dif­fi­culties. The power to work mir­acles is a gift—a pe­cu­li­ar qual­ity like geni­us or second sight; hitherto it has come very rarely and to ex­cep­tion­al people. But in this case … I have al­ways wondered at the mir­acles of Muhammad, and at Yogi’s mir­acles, and the mir­acles of Ma­dame Blav­at­sky. But, of course—Yes, it is simply a gift! It car­ries out so beau­ti­fully the ar­gu­ments of that great thinker”—Mr. May­dig’s voice sank—“his Grace the Duke of Argyll. Here we plumb some pro­founder law—deep­er than the or­din­ary laws of nature. Yes—yes. Go on. Go on!”

			Mr. Foth­eringay pro­ceeded to tell of his mis­ad­ven­ture with Winch, and Mr. May­dig, no longer over­awed or scared, began to jerk his limbs about and in­ter­ject as­ton­ish­ment. “It’s this what troubled me most,” pro­ceeded Mr. Foth­eringay; “it’s this I’m most mijitly in want of ad­vice for; of course he’s at San Fran­cisco—wherever San Fran­cisco may be—but of course it’s awk­ward for both of us, as you’ll see, Mr. May­dig. I don’t see how he can un­der­stand what has happened, and I daresay he’s scared and ex­as­per­ated some­thing tre­mend­ous, and try­ing to get at me. I daresay he keeps on start­ing off to come here. I send him back, by a mir­acle, every few hours, when I think of it. And, of course, that’s a thing he won’t be able to un­der­stand, and it’s bound to an­noy him; and, of course, if he takes a tick­et every time it will cost him a lot of money. I done the best I could for him, but, of course, it’s dif­fi­cult for him to put him­self in my place. I thought af­ter­wards that his clothes might have got scorched, you know—if Hades is all it’s sup­posed to be—be­fore I shif­ted him. In that case I sup­pose they’d have locked him up in San Fran­cisco. Of course I willed him a new suit of clothes on him dir­ectly I thought of it. But, you see, I’m already in a deuce of a tangle—”

			Mr. May­dig looked ser­i­ous. “I see you are in a tangle. Yes, it’s a dif­fi­cult po­s­i­tion. How you are to end it—” He be­came dif­fuse and in­con­clus­ive.

			“How­ever, we’ll leave Winch for a little and dis­cuss the lar­ger ques­tion. I don’t think this is a case of the black art or any­thing of the sort. I don’t think there is any taint of crimin­al­ity about it at all, Mr. Foth­eringay—none whatever, un­less you are sup­press­ing ma­ter­i­al facts. No, it’s mir­acles—pure mir­acles—mir­acles, if I may say so, of the very highest class.”

			He began to pace the hearth­rug and ges­tic­u­late, while Mr. Foth­eringay sat with his arm on the table and his head on his arm, look­ing wor­ried. “I don’t see how I’m to man­age about Winch,” he said.

			“A gift of work­ing mir­acles—ap­par­ently a very power­ful gift,” said Mr. May­dig, “will find a way about Winch—nev­er fear. My dear sir, you are a most im­port­ant man—a man of the most as­ton­ish­ing pos­sib­il­it­ies. As evid­ence, for ex­ample! And in oth­er ways, the things you may do—”

			“Yes, I’ve thought of a thing or two,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “But—some of the things came a bit twisty. You saw that fish at first? Wrong sort of bowl and wrong sort of fish. And I thought I’d ask someone.”

			“A prop­er course,” said Mr. May­dig, “a very prop­er course—al­to­geth­er the prop­er course.” He stopped and looked at Mr. Foth­eringay. “It’s prac­tic­ally an un­lim­ited gift. Let us test your powers, for in­stance. If they really are … If they really are all they seem to be.”

			And so, in­cred­ible as it may seem, in the study of the little house be­hind the Con­greg­a­tion­al Chapel, on the even­ing of Sunday, Nov. 10, 1896, Mr. Foth­eringay, egged on and in­spired by Mr. May­dig, began to work mir­acles. The read­er’s at­ten­tion is spe­cially and def­in­itely called to the date. He will ob­ject, prob­ably has already ob­jec­ted, that cer­tain points in this story are im­prob­able, that if any things of the sort already de­scribed had in­deed oc­curred, they would have been in all the pa­pers at that time. The de­tails im­me­di­ately fol­low­ing he will find par­tic­u­larly hard to ac­cept, be­cause among oth­er things they in­volve the con­clu­sion that he or she, the read­er in ques­tion, must have been killed in a vi­ol­ent and un­pre­ced­en­ted man­ner more than a year ago. Now a mir­acle is noth­ing if not im­prob­able, and as a mat­ter of fact the read­er was killed in a vi­ol­ent and un­pre­ced­en­ted man­ner in 1896. In the sub­sequent course of this story that will be­come per­fectly clear and cred­ible, as every right-minded and reas­on­able read­er will ad­mit. But this is not the place for the end of the story, be­ing but little bey­ond the hith­er side of the middle. And at first the mir­acles worked by Mr. Foth­eringay were tim­id little mir­acles—little things with the cups and par­lour fit­ments, as feeble as the mir­acles of Theo­soph­ists, and, feeble as they were, they were re­ceived with awe by his col­lab­or­at­or. He would have pre­ferred to settle the Winch busi­ness out of hand, but Mr. May­dig would not let him. But after they had worked a dozen of these do­mest­ic tri­vi­al­it­ies, their sense of power grew, their ima­gin­a­tion began to show signs of stim­u­la­tion, and their am­bi­tion en­larged. Their first lar­ger en­ter­prise was due to hun­ger and the neg­li­gence of Mrs. Minchin, Mr. May­dig’s house­keep­er. The meal to which the min­is­ter con­duc­ted Mr. Foth­eringay was cer­tainly ill-laid and un­in­vit­ing as re­fresh­ment for two in­dus­tri­ous mir­acle-work­ers; but they were seated, and Mr. May­dig was des­cant­ing in sor­row rather than in an­ger upon his house­keep­er’s short­com­ings, be­fore it oc­curred to Mr. Foth­eringay that an op­por­tun­ity lay be­fore him. “Don’t you think, Mr. May­dig,” he said, “if it isn’t a liberty, I—”

			“My dear Mr. Foth­eringay! Of course! No—I didn’t think.”

			Mr. Foth­eringay waved his hand. “What shall we have?” he said, in a large, in­clus­ive spir­it, and, at Mr. May­dig’s or­der, re­vised the sup­per very thor­oughly. “As for me,” he said, eye­ing Mr. May­dig’s se­lec­tion, “I am al­ways par­tic­u­larly fond of a tank­ard of stout and a nice Welsh rarebit, and I’ll or­der that. I ain’t much giv­en to Bur­gundy,” and forth­with stout and Welsh rarebit promptly ap­peared at his com­mand. They sat long at their sup­per, talk­ing like equals, as Mr. Foth­eringay presently per­ceived, with a glow of sur­prise and grat­i­fic­a­tion, of all the mir­acles they would presently do. “And, by the by, Mr. May­dig,” said Mr. Foth­eringay, “I might per­haps be able to help you—in a do­mest­ic way.”

			“Don’t quite fol­low,” said Mr. May­dig, pour­ing out a glass of mi­ra­cu­lous old Bur­gundy.

			Mr. Foth­eringay helped him­self to a second Welsh rarebit out of va­cancy, and took a mouth­ful. “I was think­ing,” he said, “I might be able (chum, chum) to work (chum, chum) a mir­acle with Mrs. Minchin (chum, chum)—make her a bet­ter wo­man.”

			Mr. May­dig put down the glass and looked doubt­ful.

			“She’s—She strongly ob­jects to in­ter­fer­ence, you know, Mr. Foth­eringay. And—as a mat­ter of fact—it’s well past el­ev­en and she’s prob­ably in bed and asleep. Do you think, on the whole—”

			Mr. Foth­eringay con­sidered these ob­jec­tions. “I don’t see that it shouldn’t be done in her sleep.”

			For a time Mr. May­dig op­posed the idea, and then he yiel­ded. Mr. Foth­eringay is­sued his or­ders, and a little less at their ease, per­haps, the two gen­tle­men pro­ceeded with their re­past. Mr. May­dig was en­lar­ging on the changes he might ex­pect in his house­keep­er next day, with an op­tim­ism, that seemed even to Mr. Foth­eringay’s sup­per senses a little forced and hec­tic, when a series of con­fused noises from up­stairs began. Their eyes ex­changed in­ter­rog­a­tions, and Mr. May­dig left the room hast­ily. Mr. Foth­eringay heard him call­ing up to his house­keep­er and then his foot­steps go­ing softly up to her.

			In a minute or so the min­is­ter re­turned, his step light, his face ra­di­ant. “Won­der­ful!” he said, “and touch­ing! Most touch­ing!”

			He began pa­cing the hearth­rug. “A re­pent­ance—a most touch­ing re­pent­ance—through the crack of the door. Poor wo­man! A most won­der­ful change! She had got up. She must have got up at once. She had got up out of her sleep to smash a private bottle of brandy in her box. And to con­fess it too! … But this gives us—it opens—a most amaz­ing vista of pos­sib­il­it­ies. If we can work this mi­ra­cu­lous change in her …”

			“The thing’s un­lim­ited seem­ingly,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “And about Mr. Winch—”

			“Al­to­geth­er un­lim­ited.” And from the hearth­rug Mr. May­dig, wav­ing the Winch dif­fi­culty aside, un­fol­ded a series of won­der­ful pro­pos­als—pro­pos­als he in­ven­ted as he went along.

			Now what those pro­pos­als were does not con­cern the es­sen­tials of this story. Suf­fice it that they were de­signed in a spir­it of in­fin­ite be­ne­vol­ence, the sort of be­ne­vol­ence that used to be called post­pran­di­al. Suf­fice it, too, that the prob­lem of Winch re­mained un­solved. Nor is it ne­ces­sary to de­scribe how far that series got to its ful­fil­ment. There were as­ton­ish­ing changes. The small hours found Mr. May­dig and Mr. Foth­eringay ca­reer­ing across the chilly mar­ket square un­der the still moon, in a sort of ec­stasy of thau­mat­urgy, Mr. May­dig all flap and ges­ture, Mr. Foth­eringay short and brist­ling, and no longer abashed at his great­ness. They had re­formed every drunk­ard in the Par­lia­ment­ary di­vi­sion, changed all the beer and al­co­hol to wa­ter (Mr. May­dig had over­ruled Mr. Foth­eringay on this point); they had, fur­ther, greatly im­proved the rail­way com­mu­nic­a­tion of the place, drained Flinder’s swamp, im­proved the soil of One Tree Hill, and cured the vicar’s wart. And they were go­ing to see what could be done with the in­jured pier at South Bridge. “The place,” gasped Mr. May­dig, “won’t be the same place to­mor­row. How sur­prised and thank­ful every­one will be!” And just at that mo­ment the church clock struck three.

			“I say,” said Mr. Foth­eringay, “that’s three o’clock! I must be get­ting back. I’ve got to be at busi­ness by eight. And be­sides, Mrs. Wimms—”

			“We’re only be­gin­ning,” said Mr. May­dig, full of the sweet­ness of un­lim­ited power. “We’re only be­gin­ning. Think of all the good we’re do­ing. When people wake—”

			“But—,” said Mr. Foth­eringay.

			Mr. May­dig gripped his arm sud­denly. His eyes were bright and wild. “My dear chap,” he said, “there’s no hurry. Look”—he poin­ted to the moon at the zenith—“Joshua!”

			“Joshua?” said Mr. Foth­eringay.

			“Joshua,” said Mr. May­dig. “Why not? Stop it.”

			Mr. Foth­eringay looked at the moon.

			“That’s a bit tall,” he said, after a pause.

			“Why not?” said Mr. May­dig. “Of course it doesn’t stop. You stop the ro­ta­tion of the Earth, you know. Time stops. It isn’t as if we were do­ing harm.”

			“H’m!” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “Well,” he sighed, “I’ll try. Here!”

			He buttoned up his jack­et and ad­dressed him­self to the hab­it­able globe, with as good an as­sump­tion of con­fid­ence as lay in his power. “Jest stop ro­tat­ing, will you?” said Mr. Foth­eringay.

			In­con­tin­ently he was fly­ing head over heels through the air at the rate of dozens of miles a minute. In spite of the in­nu­mer­able circles he was de­scrib­ing per second, he thought; for thought is won­der­ful—some­times as slug­gish as flow­ing pitch, some­times as in­stant­an­eous as light. He thought in a second, and willed. “Let me come down safe and sound. Whatever else hap­pens, let me down safe and sound.”

			He willed it only just in time, for his clothes, heated by his rap­id flight through the air, were already be­gin­ning to singe. He came down with a for­cible, but by no means in­jur­i­ous, bump in what ap­peared to be a mound of fresh-turned earth. A large mass of met­al and ma­sonry, ex­traordin­ar­ily like the clock-tower in the middle of the mar­ket square, hit the earth near him, ri­co­chetted over him, and flew in­to stone­work, bricks, and ce­ment, like a burst­ing bomb. A hurt­ling cow hit one of the lar­ger blocks and smashed like an egg. There was a crash that made all the most vi­ol­ent crashes of his past life seem like the sound of fall­ing dust, and this was fol­lowed by a des­cend­ing series of less­er crashes. A vast wind roared through­out Earth and heav­en, so that he could scarcely lift his head to look. For a while he was too breath­less and as­ton­ished even to see where he was or what had happened. And his first move­ment was to feel his head and re­as­sure him­self that his stream­ing hair was still his own.

			“Lord!” gasped Mr. Foth­eringay, scarce able to speak for the gale, “I’ve had a squeak! What’s gone wrong? Storms and thun­der. And only a minute ago a fine night. It’s May­dig set me on to this sort of thing. What a wind! If I go on fool­ing in this way I’m bound to have a thun­der­ing ac­ci­dent! …

			“Where’s May­dig?

			“What a con­foun­ded mess everything’s in!”

			He looked about him so far as his flap­ping jack­et would per­mit. The ap­pear­ance of things was really ex­tremely strange. “The sky’s all right any­how,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “And that’s about all that is all right. And even there it looks like a ter­rif­ic gale com­ing up. But there’s the moon over­head. Just as it was just now. Bright as mid­day. But as for the rest—Where’s the vil­lage? Where’s—where’s any­thing? And what on earth set this wind a-blow­ing? I didn’t or­der no wind.”

			Mr. Foth­eringay struggled to get to his feet in vain, and after one fail­ure, re­mained on all fours, hold­ing on. He sur­veyed the moon­lit world to lee­ward, with the tails of his jack­et stream­ing over his head. “There’s some­thing ser­i­ously wrong,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “And what it is—good­ness knows.”

			Far and wide noth­ing was vis­ible in the white glare through the haze of dust that drove be­fore a scream­ing gale but tumbled masses of earth and heaps of in­cho­ate ru­ins, no trees, no houses, no fa­mil­i­ar shapes, only a wil­der­ness of dis­order, van­ish­ing at last in­to the dark­ness be­neath the whirl­ing columns and stream­ers, the light­nings and thun­der­ings of a swiftly rising storm. Near him in the liv­id glare was some­thing that might once have been an elm-tree, a smashed mass of splin­ters, shivered from boughs to base, and fur­ther a twis­ted mass of iron girders—only too evid­ently the via­duct—rose out of the piled con­fu­sion.

			You see, when Mr. Foth­eringay had ar­res­ted the ro­ta­tion of the sol­id globe, he had made no stip­u­la­tion con­cern­ing the tri­fling mov­ables upon its sur­face. And the earth spins so fast that the sur­face at its equat­or is trav­el­ling at rather more than a thou­sand miles an hour, and in these lat­it­udes at more than half that pace. So that the vil­lage, and Mr. May­dig, and Mr. Foth­eringay, and every­body and everything had been jerked vi­ol­ently for­ward at about nine miles per second—that is to say, much more vi­ol­ently than if they had been fired out of a can­non. And every hu­man be­ing, every liv­ing creature, every house, and every tree—all the world as we know it—had been so jerked and smashed and ut­terly des­troyed. That was all.

			These things Mr. Foth­eringay did not, of course, fully ap­pre­ci­ate. But he per­ceived that his mir­acle had mis­car­ried, and with that a great dis­gust of mir­acles came upon him. He was in dark­ness now, for the clouds had swept to­geth­er and blot­ted out his mo­ment­ary glimpse of the moon, and the air was full of fit­ful strug­gling tor­tured wraiths of hail. A great roar­ing of wind and wa­ters filled earth and sky, and peer­ing un­der his hand through the dust and sleet to wind­ward, he saw by the play of the light­nings a vast wall of wa­ter pour­ing to­wards him.

			“May­dig!” screamed Mr. Foth­eringay’s feeble voice amid the ele­ment­al up­roar. “Here!—May­dig!

			“Stop!” cried Mr. Foth­eringay to the ad­van­cing wa­ter. “Oh, for good­ness’ sake, stop!

			“Just a mo­ment,” said Mr. Foth­eringay to the light­nings and thun­der. “Stop jest a mo­ment while I col­lect my thoughts … And now what shall I do?” he said. “What shall I do? Lord! I wish May­dig was about.”

			“I know,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “And for good­ness’ sake let’s have it right this time.”

			He re­mained on all fours, lean­ing against the wind, very in­tent to have everything right.

			“Ah!” he said. “Let noth­ing what I’m go­ing to or­der hap­pen un­til I say ‘Off!’ … Lord! I wish I’d thought of that be­fore!”

			He lif­ted his little voice against the whirl­wind, shout­ing louder and louder in the vain de­sire to hear him­self speak. “Now then!—here goes! Mind about that what I said just now. In the first place, when all I’ve got to say is done, let me lose my mi­ra­cu­lous power, let my will be­come just like any­body else’s will, and all these dan­ger­ous mir­acles be stopped. I don’t like them. I’d rather I didn’t work ’em. Ever so much. That’s the first thing. And the second is—let me be back just be­fore the mir­acles be­gin; let everything be just as it was be­fore that blessed lamp turned up. It’s a big job, but it’s the last. Have you got it? No more mir­acles, everything as it was—me back in the Long Dragon just be­fore I drank my half-pint. That’s it! Yes.”

			He dug his fin­gers in­to the mould, closed his eyes, and said “Off!”

			Everything be­came per­fectly still. He per­ceived that he was stand­ing erect.

			“So you say,” said a voice.

			He opened his eyes. He was in the bar of the Long Dragon, ar­guing about mir­acles with Toddy Beam­ish. He had a vague sense of some great thing for­got­ten that in­stant­an­eously passed. You see that, ex­cept for the loss of his mi­ra­cu­lous powers, everything was back as it had been, his mind and memory there­fore were now just as they had been at the time when this story began. So that he knew ab­so­lutely noth­ing of all that is told here—knows noth­ing of all that is told here to this day. And among oth­er things, of course, he still did not be­lieve in mir­acles.

			“I tell you that mir­acles, prop­erly speak­ing, can’t pos­sibly hap­pen,” he said, “whatever you like to hold. And I’m pre­pared to prove it up to the hilt.”

			“That’s what you think,” said Toddy Beam­ish, and “Prove it if you can.”

			“Looky here, Mr. Beam­ish,” said Mr. Foth­eringay. “Let us clearly un­der­stand what a mir­acle is. It’s some­thing con­trari­wise to the course of nature done by power of Will …”

		
	
		
			Miss Winchelsea’s Heart

			Miss Winchelsea was go­ing to Rome. The mat­ter had filled her mind for a month or more, and had over­flowed so abund­antly in­to her con­ver­sa­tion that quite a num­ber of people who were not go­ing to Rome, and who were not likely to go to Rome, had made it a per­son­al griev­ance against her. Some in­deed had at­temp­ted quite un­avail­ingly to con­vince her that Rome was not nearly such a de­sir­able place as it was re­por­ted to be, and oth­ers had gone so far as to sug­gest be­hind her back that she was dread­fully “stuck up” about “that Rome of hers.” And little Lily Hardhurst had told her friend Mr. Binns that so far as she was con­cerned Miss Winchelsea might “go to her old Rome and stop there; she (Miss Lily Hardhurst) wouldn’t grieve.” And the way in which Miss Winchelsea put her­self upon terms of per­son­al ten­der­ness with Hor­ace and Benven­uto Cel­lini and Raphael and Shel­ley and Keats—if she had been Shel­ley’s wid­ow she could not have pro­fessed a keen­er in­terest in his grave—was a mat­ter of uni­ver­sal as­ton­ish­ment. Her dress was a tri­umph of tact­ful dis­cre­tion, sens­ible, but not too “touristy”—Miss Winchelsea had a great dread of be­ing “touristy”—and her Baedeker was car­ried in a cov­er of grey to hide its glar­ing red. She made a prim and pleas­ant little fig­ure on the Char­ing Cross plat­form, in spite of her swell­ing pride, when at last the great day dawned, and she could start for Rome. The day was bright, the Chan­nel pas­sage would be pleas­ant, and all the omens prom­ised well. There was the gay­est sense of ad­ven­ture in this un­pre­ced­en­ted de­par­ture.

			She was go­ing with two friends who had been fel­low-stu­dents with her at the train­ing col­lege, nice hon­est girls both, though not so good at his­tory and lit­er­at­ure as Miss Winchelsea. They both looked up to her im­mensely, though phys­ic­ally they had to look down, and she an­ti­cip­ated some pleas­ant times to be spent in “stir­ring them up” to her own pitch of aes­thet­ic and his­tor­ic­al en­thu­si­asm. They had se­cured seats already, and wel­comed her ef­fus­ively at the car­riage door. In the in­stant cri­ti­cism of the en­counter she noted that Fanny had a slightly “touristy” leath­er strap, and that Helen had suc­cumbed to a serge jack­et with side pock­ets, in­to which her hands were thrust. But they were much too happy with them­selves and the ex­ped­i­tion for their friend to at­tempt any hint at the mo­ment about these things. As soon as the first ec­stas­ies were over—Fanny’s en­thu­si­asm was a little noisy and crude, and con­sisted mainly in em­phat­ic re­pe­ti­tions of “Just fancy! we’re go­ing to Rome, my dear!—Rome!”—they gave their at­ten­tion to their fel­low-trav­el­lers. Helen was anxious to se­cure a com­part­ment to them­selves, and, in or­der to dis­cour­age in­truders, got out and planted her­self firmly on the step. Miss Winchelsea peeped out over her shoulder, and made sly little re­marks about the ac­cu­mu­lat­ing people on the plat­form, at which Fanny laughed glee­fully.

			They were trav­el­ling with one of Mr. Thomas Gunn’s parties—four­teen days in Rome for four­teen pounds. They did not be­long to the per­son­ally con­duc­ted party, of course—Miss Winchelsea had seen to that—but they trav­elled with it be­cause of the con­veni­ence of that ar­range­ment. The people were the oddest mix­ture, and won­der­fully amus­ing. There was a vo­ci­fer­ous red-faced poly­glot per­son­al con­duct­or in a pep­per-and-salt suit, very long in the arms and legs and very act­ive. He shouted pro­clam­a­tions. When he wanted to speak to people he stretched out an arm and held them un­til his pur­pose was ac­com­plished. One hand was full of pa­pers, tick­ets, coun­ter­foils of tour­ists. The people of the per­son­ally con­duc­ted party were, it seemed, of two sorts; people the con­duct­or wanted and could not find, and people he did not want and who fol­lowed him in a stead­ily grow­ing tail up and down the plat­form. These people seemed, in­deed, to think that their one chance of reach­ing Rome lay in keep­ing close to him. Three little old ladies were par­tic­u­larly en­er­get­ic in his pur­suit, and at last maddened him to the pitch of clap­ping them in­to a car­riage and dar­ing them to emerge again. For the rest of the time, one, two, or three of their heads pro­truded from the win­dow wail­ing in­quir­ies about “a little wick­er­work box” whenev­er he drew near. There was a very stout man with a very stout wife in shiny black; there was a little old man like an aged host­ler.

			“What can such people want in Rome?” asked Miss Winchelsea. “What can it mean to them?” There was a very tall cur­ate in a very small straw hat, and a very short cur­ate en­cumbered by a long cam­era stand. The con­trast amused Fanny very much. Once they heard someone call­ing for “Snooks.” “I al­ways thought that name was in­ven­ted by nov­el­ists,” said Miss Winchelsea. “Fancy! Snooks. I won­der which is Mr. Snooks.” Fi­nally they picked out a very stout and res­ol­ute little man in a large check suit. “If he isn’t Snooks, he ought to be,” said Miss Winchelsea.

			Presently the con­duct­or dis­covered Helen’s at­tempt at a corner in car­riages. “Room for five,” he bawled with a par­al­lel trans­la­tion on his fin­gers. A party of four to­geth­er—moth­er, fath­er, and two daugh­ters—blundered in, all greatly ex­cited. “It’s all right, Ma—you let me,” said one of the daugh­ters, hit­ting her moth­er’s bon­net with a hand­bag she struggled to put in the rack. Miss Winchelsea de­tested people who banged about and called their moth­er “Ma.” A young man trav­el­ling alone fol­lowed. He was not at all “touristy” in his cos­tume, Miss Winchelsea ob­served; his Glad­stone bag was of good pleas­ant leath­er with la­bels re­min­is­cent of Lux­em­bourg and Os­tend, and his boots, though brown, were not vul­gar. He car­ried an over­coat on his arm. Be­fore these people had prop­erly settled in their places, came an in­spec­tion of tick­ets and a slam­ming of doors, and be­hold! they were glid­ing out of Char­ing Cross Sta­tion on their way to Rome.

			“Fancy!” cried Fanny, “we are go­ing to Rome, my dear! Rome! I don’t seem to be­lieve it, even now.”

			Miss Winchelsea sup­pressed Fanny’s emo­tions with a little smile, and the lady who was called “Ma” ex­plained to people in gen­er­al why they had “cut it so close” at the sta­tion. The two daugh­ters called her “Ma” sev­er­al times, toned her down in a tact­less, ef­fect­ive way, and drove her at last to the muttered in­vent­ory of a bas­ket of trav­el­ling re­quis­ites. Presently she looked up. “Lor!” she said, “I didn’t bring them!” Both the daugh­ters said “Oh, Ma!” But what “them” was did not ap­pear.

			Presently Fanny pro­duced Hare’s Walks in Rome, a sort of mit­ig­ated guide­book very pop­u­lar among Ro­man vis­it­ors; and the fath­er of the two daugh­ters began to ex­am­ine his books of tick­ets minutely, ap­par­ently in a search after Eng­lish words. When he had looked at the tick­ets for a long time right way up, he turned them up­side down. Then he pro­duced a foun­tain pen and dated them with con­sid­er­able care. The young man hav­ing com­pleted an un­os­ten­ta­tious sur­vey of his fel­low-trav­el­lers pro­duced a book and fell to read­ing. When Helen and Fanny were look­ing out of the win­dow at Chisle­hurst—the place in­ter­ested Fanny be­cause the poor dear Empress of the French used to live there—Miss Winchelsea took the op­por­tun­ity to ob­serve the book the young man held. It was not a guide­book but a little thin volume of po­etry—bound. She glanced at his face—it seemed a re­fined, pleas­ant face to her hasty glance. He wore a little gilt pince-nez. “Do you think she lives there now?” said Fanny, and Miss Winchelsea’s in­spec­tion came to an end.

			For the rest of the jour­ney Miss Winchelsea talked little, and what she said was as agree­able and as stamped with re­fine­ment as she could make it. Her voice was al­ways low and clear and pleas­ant, and she took care that on this oc­ca­sion it was par­tic­u­larly low and clear and pleas­ant. As they came un­der the white cliffs the young man put his book of po­etry away, and when at last the train stopped be­side the boat, he dis­played a grace­ful alac­rity with the im­ped­i­menta of Miss Winchelsea and her friends. Miss Winchelsea “hated non­sense,” but she was pleased to see the young man per­ceived at once that they were ladies, and helped them without any vi­ol­ent gen­i­al­ity; and how nicely he showed that his ci­vil­it­ies were to be no ex­cuse for fur­ther in­tru­sions. None of her little party had been out of Eng­land be­fore, and they were all ex­cited and a little nervous at the Chan­nel pas­sage. They stood in a little group in a good place near the middle of the boat—the young man had taken Miss Winchelsea’s carry­all there and had told her it was a good place—and they watched the white shores of Al­bion re­cede and quoted Shakespeare and made quiet fun of their fel­low-trav­el­lers in the Eng­lish way.

			They were par­tic­u­larly amused at the pre­cau­tions the big­ger-sized people had taken against the little waves—cut lem­ons and flasks pre­vailed, one lady lay full length in a deck chair with a handker­chief over her face, and a very broad res­ol­ute man in a bright brown “touristy” suit walked all the way from Eng­land to France along the deck, with his legs as widely apart as Provid­ence per­mit­ted. These were all ex­cel­lent pre­cau­tions, and nobody was ill. The per­son­ally-con­duc­ted party pur­sued the con­duct­or about the deck with in­quir­ies, in a man­ner that sug­ges­ted to Helen’s mind the rather vul­gar im­age of hens with a piece of ba­con rind, un­til at last he went in­to hid­ing be­low. And the young man with the thin volume of po­etry stood at the stern watch­ing Eng­land re­ced­ing, look­ing rather lonely and sad to Miss Winchelsea’s eye.

			And then came Cal­ais and tu­mul­tu­ous nov­el­ties, and the young man had not for­got­ten Miss Winchelsea’s hold­all and the oth­er little things. All three girls, though they had passed Gov­ern­ment ex­am­in­a­tions in French to any ex­tent, were stricken with a dumb shame of their ac­cents, and the young man was very use­ful. And he did not in­trude. He put them in a com­fort­able car­riage and raised his hat and went away. Miss Winchelsea thanked him in her best man­ner—a pleas­ing, cul­tiv­ated man­ner—and Fanny said he was “nice” al­most be­fore he was out of earshot. “I won­der what he can be,” said Helen. “He’s go­ing to Italy, be­cause I no­ticed green tick­ets in his book.” Miss Winchelsea al­most told them of the po­etry, and de­cided not to do so. And presently the car­riage win­dows seized hold upon them and the young man was for­got­ten. It made them feel that they were do­ing an edu­cated sort of thing to travel through a coun­try whose com­mon­est ad­vert­ise­ments were in idio­mat­ic French, and Miss Winchelsea made un­pat­ri­ot­ic com­par­is­ons be­cause there were weedy little sign­board ad­vert­ise­ments by the rail side in­stead of the broad hoard­ings that de­face the land­scape in our land. But the north of France is really un­in­ter­est­ing coun­try, and after a time Fanny re­ver­ted to Hare’s Walks, and Helen ini­ti­ated lunch. Miss Winchelsea awoke out of a happy rev­er­ie; she had been try­ing to real­ise, she said, that she was ac­tu­ally go­ing to Rome, but she per­ceived at Helen’s sug­ges­tion that she was hungry, and they lunched out of their bas­kets very cheer­fully. In the af­ter­noon they were tired and si­lent un­til Helen made tea. Miss Winchelsea might have dozed, only she knew Fanny slept with her mouth open; and as their fel­low-pas­sen­gers were two rather nice, crit­ic­al-look­ing ladies of un­cer­tain age—who knew French well enough to talk it—she em­ployed her­self in keep­ing Fanny awake. The rhythm of the train be­came in­sist­ent, and the stream­ing land­scape out­side be­came at last quite pain­ful to the eye. They were already dread­fully tired of trav­el­ling be­fore their night’s stop­page came.

			The stop­page for the night was brightened by the ap­pear­ance of the young man, and his man­ners were all that could be de­sired and his French quite ser­vice­able.

			His coupons availed for the same hotel as theirs, and by chance, as it seemed, he sat next Miss Winchelsea at the table d’hôte. In spite of her en­thu­si­asm for Rome, she had thought out some such pos­sib­il­ity very thor­oughly, and when he ven­tured to make a re­mark upon the te­di­ous­ness of trav­el­ling—he let the soup and fish go by be­fore he did this—she did not simply as­sent to his pro­pos­i­tion, but re­spon­ded with an­oth­er. They were soon com­par­ing their jour­neys, and Helen and Fanny were cruelly over­looked in the con­ver­sa­tion. It was to be the same jour­ney, they found; one day for the gal­ler­ies at Florence—“from what I hear,” said the young man, “it is barely enough,”—and the rest at Rome. He talked of Rome very pleas­antly; he was evid­ently quite well read, and he quoted Hor­ace about Sor­acte. Miss Winchelsea had “done” that book of Hor­ace for her ma­tric­u­la­tion, and was de­lighted to cap his quo­ta­tion. It gave a sort of tone to things, this in­cid­ent—a touch of re­fine­ment to mere chat­ting. Fanny ex­pressed a few emo­tions, and Helen in­ter­pol­ated a few sens­ible re­marks, but the bulk of the talk on the girls’ side nat­ur­ally fell to Miss Winchelsea.

			Be­fore they reached Rome this young man was ta­citly of their party. They did not know his name nor what he was, but it seemed he taught, and Miss Winchelsea had a shrewd idea he was an ex­ten­sion lec­turer. At any rate he was some­thing of that sort, some­thing gen­tle­manly and re­fined without be­ing op­u­lent and im­possible. She tried once or twice to as­cer­tain wheth­er he came from Ox­ford or Cam­bridge, but he missed her tim­id op­por­tun­it­ies. She tried to get him to make re­marks about those places to see if he would say “come up” to them in­stead of “go down,”—she knew that was how you told a ’Varsity man. He used the word “ ’Varsity”—not uni­ver­sity—in quite the prop­er way.

			They saw as much of Mr. Ruskin’s Florence as the brief time per­mit­ted; he met them in the Pitti Gal­lery and went round with them, chat­ting brightly, and evid­ently very grate­ful for their re­cog­ni­tion. He knew a great deal about art, and all four en­joyed the morn­ing im­mensely. It was fine to go round re­cog­nising old fa­vour­ites and find­ing new beau­ties, es­pe­cially while so many people fumbled help­lessly with Baedeker. Nor was he a bit of a prig, Miss Winchelsea said, and in­deed she de­tested prigs. He had a dis­tinct un­der­tone of hu­mour, and was funny, for ex­ample, without be­ing vul­gar, at the ex­pense of the quaint work of Beato An­gelico. He had a grave ser­i­ous­ness be­neath it all, and was quick to seize the mor­al les­sons of the pic­tures. Fanny went softly among these mas­ter­pieces; she ad­mit­ted “she knew so little about them,” and she con­fessed that to her they were “all beau­ti­ful.” Fanny’s “beau­ti­ful” in­clined to be a little mono­ton­ous, Miss Winchelsea thought. She had been quite glad when the last sunny Alp had van­ished, be­cause of the stac­cato of Fanny’s ad­mir­a­tion. Helen said little, but Miss Winchelsea had found her a trifle want­ing on the aes­thet­ic side in the old days and was not sur­prised; some­times she laughed at the young man’s hes­it­at­ing, del­ic­ate jests and some­times she didn’t, and some­times she seemed quite lost to the art about them in the con­tem­pla­tion of the dresses of the oth­er vis­it­ors.

			At Rome the young man was with them in­ter­mit­tently. A rather “touristy” friend of his took him away at times. He com­plained com­ic­ally to Miss Winchelsea. “I have only two short weeks in Rome,” he said, “and my friend Le­onard wants to spend a whole day at Tivoli look­ing at a wa­ter­fall.”

			“What is your friend Le­onard?” asked Miss Winchelsea ab­ruptly.

			“He’s the most en­thu­si­ast­ic ped­es­tri­an I ever met,” the young man replied—amus­ingly, but a little un­sat­is­fact­or­ily, Miss Winchelsea thought.

			They had some glor­i­ous times, and Fanny could not think what they would have done without him. Miss Winchelsea’s in­terest and Fanny’s enorm­ous ca­pa­city for ad­mir­a­tion were in­sa­ti­able. They nev­er flagged—through pic­tures and sculp­ture gal­ler­ies, im­mense crowded churches, ru­ins and mu­seums, Ju­das trees and prickly pears, wine carts and palaces, they ad­mired their way un­flinch­ingly. They nev­er saw a stone pine or a eu­ca­lyptus but they named and ad­mired it; they nev­er glimpsed Sor­acte but they ex­claimed. Their com­mon ways were made won­der­ful by ima­gin­at­ive play. “Here Caesar may have walked,” they would say. “Raphael may have seen Sor­acte from this very point.” They happened on the tomb of Bib­u­lus. “Old Bib­u­lus,” said the young man. “The old­est monu­ment of Re­pub­lic­an Rome!” said Miss Winchelsea.

			“I’m dread­fully stu­pid,” said Fanny, “but who was Bib­u­lus?”

			There was a curi­ous little pause.

			“Wasn’t he the per­son who built the wall?” said Helen.

			The young man glanced quickly at her and laughed. “That was Bal­bus,” he said. Helen reddened, but neither he nor Miss Winchelsea threw any light upon Fanny’s ig­nor­ance about Bib­u­lus.

			Helen was more ta­cit­urn than the oth­er three, but then she was al­ways ta­cit­urn, and usu­ally she took care of the tram tick­ets and things like that, or kept her eye on them if the young man took them, and told him where they were when he wanted them. Glor­i­ous times they had, these young people, in that pale brown cleanly city of memor­ies that was once the world. Their only sor­row was the short­ness of the time. They said in­deed that the elec­tric trams and the ’70 build­ings, and that crim­in­al ad­vert­ise­ment that glares upon the For­um, out­raged their aes­thet­ic feel­ings un­speak­ably; but that was only part of the fun. And in­deed Rome is such a won­der­ful place that it made Miss Winchelsea for­get some of her most care­fully pre­pared en­thu­si­asms at times, and Helen, taken un­awares, would sud­denly ad­mit the beauty of un­ex­pec­ted things. Yet Fanny and Helen would have liked a shop win­dow or so in the Eng­lish quarter if Miss Winchelsea’s un­com­prom­ising hos­til­ity to all oth­er Eng­lish vis­it­ors had not rendered that dis­trict im­possible.

			The in­tel­lec­tu­al and aes­thet­ic fel­low­ship of Miss Winchelsea and the schol­arly young man passed in­sens­ibly to­wards a deep­er feel­ing. The ex­uber­ant Fanny did her best to keep pace with their re­con­dite ad­mir­a­tion by play­ing her “beau­ti­ful” with vigour, and say­ing “Oh! let’s go,” with enorm­ous ap­pet­ite whenev­er a new place of in­terest was men­tioned. But Helen de­veloped a cer­tain want of sym­pathy to­wards the end that dis­ap­poin­ted Miss Winchelsea a little. She re­fused to see “any­thing” in the face of Be­atrice Cen­ci—Shel­ley’s Be­atrice Cen­ci!—in the Barber­ini Gal­lery; and one day, when they were de­plor­ing the elec­tric trams, she said rather snap­pishly that “people must get about some­how, and it’s bet­ter than tor­tur­ing horses up these hor­rid little hills.” She spoke of the Sev­en Hills of Rome as “hor­rid little hills”!

			And the day they went on the Pal­at­ine—though Miss Winchelsea did not know of this—she re­marked sud­denly to Fanny, “Don’t hurry like that, my dear; they don’t want us to over­take them. And we don’t say the right things for them when we do get near.”

			“I wasn’t try­ing to over­take them,” said Fanny, slack­en­ing her ex­cess­ive pace; “I wasn’t in­deed.” And for a minute she was short of breath.

			But Miss Winchelsea had come upon hap­pi­ness. It was only when she came to look back across an in­ter­ven­ing tragedy that she quite real­ised how happy she had been pa­cing among the cypress-shad­owed ru­ins, and ex­chan­ging the very highest class of in­form­a­tion the hu­man mind can pos­sess, the most re­fined im­pres­sions it is pos­sible to con­vey. In­sens­ibly emo­tion crept in­to their in­ter­course, sun­ning it­self openly and pleas­antly at last when Helen’s mod­ern­ity was not too near. In­sens­ibly their in­terest drif­ted from the won­der­ful as­so­ci­ations about them to their more in­tim­ate and per­son­al feel­ings. In a tent­at­ive way in­form­a­tion was sup­plied; she spoke al­lus­ively of her school, of her ex­am­in­a­tion suc­cesses, of her glad­ness that the days of “Cram” were over. He made it quite clear that he also was a teach­er. They spoke of the great­ness of their call­ing, of the ne­ces­sity of sym­pathy to face its irk­some de­tails, of a cer­tain loneli­ness they some­times felt.

			That was in the Co­los­seum, and it was as far as they got that day, be­cause Helen re­turned with Fanny—she had taken her in­to the up­per gal­ler­ies. Yet the private dreams of Miss Winchelsea, already vivid and con­crete enough, be­came now real­ist­ic in the highest de­gree. She figured that pleas­ant young man lec­tur­ing in the most edi­fy­ing way to his stu­dents, her­self mod­estly prom­in­ent as his in­tel­lec­tu­al mate and help­er; she figured a re­fined little home, with two bur­eaus, with white shelves of high-class books, and auto­types of the pic­tures of Ros­setti and Burne Jones, with Mor­ris’s wall­pa­pers and flowers in pots of beaten cop­per. In­deed she figured many things. On the Pin­cio the two had a few pre­cious mo­ments to­geth­er, while Helen marched Fanny off to see the muro Torto, and he spoke at once plainly. He said he hoped their friend­ship was only be­gin­ning, that he already found her com­pany very pre­cious to him, that in­deed it was more than that.

			He be­came nervous, thrust­ing at his glasses with trem­bling fin­gers as though he fan­cied his emo­tions made them un­stable. “I should of course,” he said, “tell you things about my­self. I know it is rather un­usu­al my speak­ing to you like this. Only our meet­ing has been so ac­ci­dent­al—or provid­en­tial—and I am snatch­ing at things. I came to Rome ex­pect­ing a lonely tour … and I have been so very happy, so very happy. Quite re­cently I have found my­self in a po­s­i­tion—I have dared to think—, And—”

			He glanced over his shoulder and stopped. He said “Demn!” quite dis­tinctly—and she did not con­demn him for that manly lapse in­to pro­fan­ity. She looked and saw his friend Le­onard ad­van­cing. He drew near­er; he raised his hat to Miss Winchelsea, and his smile was al­most a grin. “I’ve been look­ing for you every­where, Snooks,” he said. “You prom­ised to be on the Piazza steps half-an-hour ago.”

			Snooks! The name struck Miss Winchelsea like a blow in the face. She did not hear his reply. She thought af­ter­wards that Le­onard must have con­sidered her the vaguest-minded per­son. To this day she is not sure wheth­er she was in­tro­duced to Le­onard or not, nor what she said to him. A sort of men­tal para­lys­is was upon her. Of all of­fens­ive sur­names—Snooks!

			Helen and Fanny were re­turn­ing, there were ci­vil­it­ies, and the young men were re­ced­ing. By a great ef­fort she con­trolled her­self to face the in­quir­ing eyes of her friends. All that af­ter­noon she lived the life of a heroine un­der the in­des­crib­able out­rage of that name, chat­ting, ob­serving, with “Snooks” gnaw­ing at her heart. From the mo­ment that it first rang upon her ears, the dream of her hap­pi­ness was pros­trate in the dust. All the re­fine­ment she had figured was ruined and de­faced by that cogno­men’s un­avoid­able vul­gar­ity.

			What was that re­fined little home to her now, spite of auto­types, Mor­ris pa­pers, and bur­eaus? Athwart it in let­ters of fire ran an in­cred­ible in­scrip­tion: “Mrs. Snooks.” That may seem a little thing to the read­er, but con­sider the del­ic­ate re­fine­ment of Miss Winchelsea’s mind. Be as re­fined as you can and then think of writ­ing your­self down:—“Snooks.” She con­ceived her­self be­ing ad­dressed as Mrs. Snooks by all the people she liked least, con­ceived the pat­ronym­ic touched with a vague qual­ity of in­sult. She figured a card of grey and sil­ver bear­ing “Winchelsea” tri­umphantly ef­faced by an ar­row, Cu­pid’s ar­row, in fa­vour of “Snooks.” De­grad­ing con­fes­sion of fem­in­ine weak­ness! She ima­gined the ter­rible re­joicings of cer­tain girl friends, of cer­tain gro­cer cous­ins from whom her grow­ing re­fine­ment had long since es­tranged her. How they would make it sprawl across the en­vel­ope that would bring their sar­cast­ic con­grat­u­la­tions. Would even his pleas­ant com­pany com­pensate her for that? “It is im­possible,” she muttered; “im­possible! Snooks!”

			She was sorry for him, but not so sorry as she was for her­self. For him she had a touch of in­dig­na­tion. To be so nice, so re­fined, while all the time he was “Snooks,” to hide un­der a pre­ten­tious gen­til­ity of de­mean­our the badge sin­is­ter of his sur­name seemed a sort of treach­ery. To put it in the lan­guage of sen­ti­ment­al sci­ence she felt he had “led her on.”

			There were, of course, mo­ments of ter­rible va­cil­la­tion, a peri­od even when some­thing al­most like pas­sion bid her throw re­fine­ment to the winds. And there was some­thing in her, an un­ex­pur­gated vestige of vul­gar­ity that made a strenu­ous at­tempt at prov­ing that Snooks was not so very bad a name after all. Any hov­er­ing hes­it­a­tion flew be­fore Fanny’s man­ner, when Fanny came with an air of cata­strophe to tell that she also knew the hor­ror. Fanny’s voice fell to a whis­per when she said Snooks. Miss Winchelsea would not give him any an­swer when at last, in the Borghese, she could have a minute with him; but she prom­ised him a note.

			She handed him that note in the little book of po­etry he had lent her, the little book that had first drawn them to­geth­er. Her re­fus­al was am­bigu­ous, al­lus­ive. She could no more tell him why she re­jec­ted him than she could have told a cripple of his hump. He too must feel some­thing of the un­speak­able qual­ity of his name. In­deed he had avoided a dozen chances of telling it, she now per­ceived. So she spoke of “obstacles she could not re­veal”—“reas­ons why the thing he spoke of was im­possible.” She ad­dressed the note with a shiver, “E. K. Snooks.”

			Things were worse than she had dreaded; he asked her to ex­plain. How could she ex­plain? Those last two days in Rome were dread­ful. She was haunted by his air of as­ton­ished per­plex­ity. She knew she had giv­en him in­tim­ate hopes, she had not the cour­age to ex­am­ine her mind thor­oughly for the ex­tent of her en­cour­age­ment. She knew he must think her the most change­able of be­ings. Now that she was in full re­treat, she would not even per­ceive his hints of a pos­sible cor­res­pond­ence. But in that mat­ter he did a thing that seemed to her at once del­ic­ate and ro­mantic. He made a go-between of Fanny. Fanny could not keep the secret, and came and told her that night un­der a trans­par­ent pre­text of needed ad­vice. “Mr. Snooks,” said Fanny, “wants to write to me. Fancy! I had no idea. But should I let him?” They talked it over long and earn­estly, and Miss Winchelsea was care­ful to keep the veil over her heart. She was already re­pent­ing his dis­reg­arded hints. Why should she not hear of him some­times—pain­ful though his name must be to her? Miss Winchelsea de­cided it might be per­mit­ted, and Fanny kissed her good night with un­usu­al emo­tion. After she had gone Miss Winchelsea sat for a long time at the win­dow of her little room. It was moon­light, and down the street a man sang “Santa Lu­cia” with al­most heart-dis­solv­ing ten­der­ness … She sat very still.

			She breathed a word very softly to her­self. The word was “Snooks.” Then she got up with a pro­found sigh, and went to bed. The next morn­ing he said to her mean­ingly, “I shall hear of you through your friend.”

			Mr. Snooks saw them off from Rome with that pathet­ic in­ter­rog­at­ive per­plex­ity still on his face, and if it had not been for Helen he would have re­tained Miss Winchelsea’s hold­all in his hand as a sort of en­cyc­lo­paed­ic keep­sake. On their way back to Eng­land Miss Winchelsea on six sep­ar­ate oc­ca­sions made Fanny prom­ise to write to her the longest of long let­ters. Fanny, it seemed, would be quite near Mr. Snooks. Her new school—she was al­ways go­ing to new schools—would be only five miles from Steely Bank, and it was in the Steely Bank Poly­tech­nic, and one or two first-class schools, that Mr. Snooks did his teach­ing. He might even see her at times. They could not talk much of him—she and Fanny al­ways spoke of “him,” nev­er of Mr. Snooks—be­cause Helen was apt to say un­sym­path­et­ic things about him. Her nature had coarsened very much, Miss Winchelsea per­ceived, since the old Train­ing Col­lege days; she had be­come hard and cyn­ic­al. She thought he had a weak face, mis­tak­ing re­fine­ment for weak­ness as people of her stamp are apt to do, and when she heard his name was Snooks, she said she had ex­pec­ted some­thing of the sort. Miss Winchelsea was care­ful to spare her own feel­ings after that, but Fanny was less cir­cum­spect.

			The girls par­ted in Lon­don, and Miss Winchelsea re­turned, with a new in­terest in life, to the Girls’ High School in which she had been an in­creas­ingly valu­able as­sist­ant for the last three years. Her new in­terest in life was Fanny as a cor­res­pond­ent, and to give her a lead she wrote her a lengthy de­script­ive let­ter with­in a fort­night of her re­turn. Fanny answered, very dis­ap­point­ingly. Fanny in­deed had no lit­er­ary gift, but it was new to Miss Winchelsea to find her­self de­plor­ing the want of gifts in a friend. That let­ter was even cri­ti­cised aloud in the safe solitude of Miss Winchelsea’s study, and her cri­ti­cism, spoken with great bit­ter­ness, was “Twaddle!” It was full of just the things Miss Winchelsea’s let­ter had been full of, par­tic­u­lars of the school. And of Mr. Snooks, only this much: “I have had a let­ter from Mr. Snooks, and he has been over to see me on two Sat­urday af­ter­noons run­ning. He talked about Rome and you; we both talked about you. Your ears must have burnt, my dear—”

			Miss Winchelsea repressed a de­sire to de­mand more ex­pli­cit in­form­a­tion, and wrote the sweetest, long let­ter again. “Tell me all about your­self, dear. That jour­ney has quite re­freshed our an­cient friend­ship, and I do so want to keep in touch with you.” About Mr. Snooks she simply wrote on the fifth page that she was glad Fanny had seen him, and that if he should ask after her, she was to be re­membered to him very kindly (un­der­lined). And Fanny replied most ob­tusely in the key of that “an­cient friend­ship,” re­mind­ing Miss Winchelsea of a dozen fool­ish things of those old school­girl days at the Train­ing Col­lege, and say­ing not a word about Mr. Snooks!

			For nearly a week Miss Winchelsea was so angry at the fail­ure of Fanny as a go-between that she could not write to her. And then she wrote less ef­fus­ively, and in her let­ter she asked point-blank, “Have you seen Mr. Snooks?” Fanny’s let­ter was un­ex­pec­tedly sat­is­fact­ory. “I have seen Mr. Snooks,” she wrote, and hav­ing once named him she kept on about him; it was all Snooks—Snooks this and Snooks that. He was to give a pub­lic lec­ture, said Fanny, among oth­er things. Yet Miss Winchelsea, after the first glow of grat­i­fic­a­tion, still found this let­ter a little un­sat­is­fact­ory. Fanny did not re­port Mr. Snooks as say­ing any­thing about Miss Winchelsea, nor as look­ing a little white and worn, as he ought to have been do­ing. And be­hold! be­fore she had replied, came a second let­ter from Fanny on the same theme, quite a gush­ing let­ter, and cov­er­ing six sheets with her loose fem­in­ine hand.

			And about this second let­ter was a rather odd little thing that Miss Winchelsea only no­ticed as she re­read it the third time. Fanny’s nat­ur­al fem­in­in­ity had pre­vailed even against the round and clear tra­di­tions of the Train­ing Col­lege; she was one of those she-creatures born to make all her m’s and n’s and u’s and r’s and e’s alike, and to leave her o’s and a’s open and her i’s un­dot­ted. So that it was only after an elab­or­ate com­par­is­on of word with word that Miss Winchelsea felt as­sured Mr. Snooks was not really “Mr. Snooks” at all! In Fanny’s first let­ter of gush he was Mr. “Snooks,” in her second the spelling was changed to Mr. “Sen­oks.” Miss Winchelsea’s hand pos­it­ively trembled as she turned the sheet over—it meant so much to her. For it had already be­gun to seem to her that even the name of Mrs. Snooks might be avoided at too great a price, and sud­denly—this pos­sib­il­ity! She turned over the six sheets, all dappled with that crit­ic­al name, and every­where the first let­ter had the form of an e! For a time she walked the room with a hand pressed upon her heart.

			She spent a whole day pon­der­ing this change, weigh­ing a let­ter of in­quiry that should be at once dis­creet and ef­fec­tu­al; weigh­ing, too, what ac­tion she should take after the an­swer came. She was re­solved that if this altered spelling was any­thing more than a quaint fancy of Fanny’s, she would write forth­with to Mr. Snooks. She had now reached a stage when the minor re­fine­ments of be­ha­viour dis­ap­pear. Her ex­cuse re­mained un­in­ven­ted, but she had the sub­ject of her let­ter clear in her mind, even to the hint that “cir­cum­stances in my life have changed very greatly since we talked to­geth­er.” But she nev­er gave that hint. There came a third let­ter from that fit­ful cor­res­pond­ent Fanny. The first line pro­claimed her “the hap­pi­est girl alive.”

			Miss Winchelsea crushed the let­ter in her hand—the rest un­read—and sat with her face sud­denly very still. She had re­ceived it just be­fore morn­ing school, and had opened it when the ju­ni­or math­em­aticians were well un­der way. Presently she re­sumed read­ing with an ap­pear­ance of great calm. But after the first sheet she went on read­ing the third without dis­cov­er­ing the er­ror:—“told him frankly I did not like his name,” the third sheet began. “He told me he did not like it him­self—you know that sort of sud­den, frank way he has”—Miss Winchelsea did know. “So I said, ‘couldn’t you change it?’ He didn’t see it at first. Well, you know, dear, he had told me what it really meant; it means Sev­enoaks, only it has got down to Snooks—both Snooks and Noaks, dread­fully vul­gar sur­names though they be, are really worn forms of Sev­enoaks. So I said—even I have my bright ideas at times—‘If it got down from Sev­enoaks to Snooks, why not get it back from Snooks to Sev­enoaks?’ And the long and the short of it is, dear, he couldn’t re­fuse me, and he changed his spelling there and then to Sen­oks for the bills of the new lec­ture. And af­ter­wards, when we are mar­ried, we shall put in the apo­strophe and make it Se’noks. Wasn’t it kind of him to mind that fancy of mine, when many men would have taken of­fence? But it is just like him all over; he is as kind as he is clev­er. Be­cause he knew as well as I did that I would have had him in spite of it, had he been ten times Snooks. But he did it all the same.”

			The class was startled by the sound of pa­per be­ing vi­ciously torn, and looked up to see Miss Winchelsea white in the face and with some very small pieces of pa­per clenched in one hand. For a few seconds they stared at her stare, and then her ex­pres­sion changed back to a more fa­mil­i­ar one. “Has any­one fin­ished num­ber three?” she asked in an even tone. She re­mained calm after that. But im­pos­i­tions ruled high that day. And she spent two la­bor­i­ous even­ings writ­ing let­ters of vari­ous sorts to Fanny, be­fore she found a de­cent con­grat­u­lat­ory vein. Her reas­on struggled hope­lessly against the per­sua­sion that Fanny had be­haved in an ex­ceed­ingly treach­er­ous man­ner.

			One may be ex­tremely re­fined and still cap­able of a very sore heart. Cer­tainly Miss Winchelsea’s heart was very sore. She had moods of sexu­al hos­til­ity, in which she gen­er­al­ised un­char­it­ably about man­kind. “He for­got him­self with me,” she said. “But Fanny is pink and pretty and soft and a fool—a very ex­cel­lent match for a man.” And by way of a wed­ding present she sent Fanny a grace­fully bound volume of po­etry by George Meredith, and Fanny wrote back a grossly happy let­ter to say that it was “all beau­ti­ful.” Miss Winchelsea hoped that some day Mr. Sen­oks might take up that slim book and think for a mo­ment of the donor. Fanny wrote sev­er­al times be­fore and about her mar­riage, pur­su­ing that fond le­gend of their “an­cient friend­ship,” and giv­ing her hap­pi­ness in the fullest de­tail. And Miss Winchelsea wrote to Helen for the first time after the Ro­man jour­ney, say­ing noth­ing about the mar­riage, but ex­press­ing very cor­di­al feel­ings.

			They had been in Rome at East­er, and Fanny was mar­ried in the Au­gust va­ca­tion. She wrote a gar­rulous let­ter to Miss Winchelsea, de­scrib­ing her home­com­ing and the as­ton­ish­ing ar­range­ments of their “teeny, weeny” little house. Mr. Se’noks was now be­gin­ning to as­sume a re­fine­ment in Miss Winchelsea’s memory out of all pro­por­tion to the facts of the case, and she tried in vain to ima­gine his cul­tured great­ness in a “teeny weeny” little house. “Am busy enamelling a cosy corner,” said Fanny, sprawl­ing to the end of her third sheet, “so ex­cuse more.” Miss Winchelsea answered in her best style, gently pok­ing fun at Fanny’s ar­range­ments, and hop­ing in­tensely that Mr. Se’noks might see the let­ter. Only this hope en­abled her to write at all, an­swer­ing not only that let­ter but one in Novem­ber and one at Christ­mas.

			The two lat­ter com­mu­nic­a­tions con­tained ur­gent in­vit­a­tions for her to come to Steely Bank on a vis­it dur­ing the Christ­mas hol­i­days. She tried to think that he had told her to ask that, but it was too much like Fanny’s op­u­lent good-nature. She could not but be­lieve that he must be sick of his blun­der by this time; and she had more than a hope that he would presently write her a let­ter be­gin­ning “Dear Friend.” Some­thing subtly tra­gic in the sep­ar­a­tion was a great sup­port to her, a sad mis­un­der­stand­ing. To have been jilted would have been in­tol­er­able. But he nev­er wrote that let­ter be­gin­ning “Dear Friend.”

			For two years Miss Winchelsea could not go to see her friends, in spite of the re­it­er­ated in­vit­a­tions of Mrs. Sev­enoaks—it be­came full Sev­enoaks in the second year. Then one day near the East­er rest she felt lonely and without a soul to un­der­stand her in the world, and her mind ran once more on what is called Pla­ton­ic friend­ship. Fanny was clearly happy and busy in her new sphere of do­mest­icity, but no doubt he had his lonely hours. Did he ever think of those days in Rome, gone now bey­ond re­call­ing? No one had un­der­stood her as he had done; no one in all the world. It would be a sort of mel­an­choly pleas­ure to talk to him again, and what harm could it do? Why should she deny her­self? That night she wrote a son­net, all but the last two lines of the octave—which would not come; and the next day she com­posed a grace­ful little note to tell Fanny she was com­ing down.

			And so she saw him again.

			Even at the first en­counter it was evid­ent he had changed; he seemed stouter and less nervous, and it speedily ap­peared that his con­ver­sa­tion had already lost much of its old del­ic­acy. There even seemed a jus­ti­fic­a­tion for Helen’s de­scrip­tion of weak­ness in his face—in cer­tain lights it was weak. He seemed busy and pre­oc­cu­pied about his af­fairs, and al­most un­der the im­pres­sion that Miss Winchelsea had come for the sake of Fanny. He dis­cussed his din­ner with Fanny in an in­tel­li­gent way. They only had one good long talk to­geth­er, and that came to noth­ing. He did not refer to Rome, and spent some time ab­us­ing a man who had stolen an idea he had had for a text­book. It did not seem a very won­der­ful idea to Miss Winchelsea. She dis­covered he had for­got­ten the names of more than half the paint­ers whose work they had re­joiced over in Florence.

			It was a sadly dis­ap­point­ing week, and Miss Winchelsea was glad when it came to an end. Un­der vari­ous ex­cuses she avoided vis­it­ing them again. After a time the vis­it­or’s room was oc­cu­pied by their two little boys, and Fanny’s in­vit­a­tions ceased. The in­tim­acy of her let­ters had long since faded away.

		
	
		
			Mr. Ledbetter’s Vacation

			My friend, Mr. Led­bet­ter, is a round-faced little man, whose nat­ur­al mild­ness of eye is gi­gantic­ally ex­ag­ger­ated when you catch the beam through his glasses, and whose deep, de­lib­er­ate voice ir­rit­ates ir­rit­able people. A cer­tain elab­or­ate clear­ness of enun­ci­ation has come with him to his present vicar­age from his schol­ast­ic days, an elab­or­ate clear­ness of enun­ci­ation and a cer­tain nervous de­term­in­a­tion to be firm and cor­rect upon all is­sues, im­port­ant and un­im­port­ant alike. He is a sa­cer­dot­al­ist and a chess play­er, and sus­pec­ted by many of the secret prac­tice of the high­er math­em­at­ics—cred­it­able rather than in­ter­est­ing things. His con­ver­sa­tion is co­pi­ous and giv­en much to need­less de­tail. By many, in­deed, his in­ter­course is con­demned, to put it plainly, as “bor­ing,” and such have even done me the com­pli­ment to won­der why I coun­ten­ance him. But, on the oth­er hand, there is a large fac­tion who mar­vel at his coun­ten­an­cing such a dishevelled, dis­cred­it­able ac­quaint­ance as my­self. Few ap­pear to re­gard our friend­ship with equan­im­ity. But that is be­cause they do not know of the link that binds us, of my ami­able con­nec­tion via Ja­maica with Mr. Led­bet­ter’s past.

			About that past he dis­plays an anxious mod­esty. “I do not know what I should do if it be­came known,” he says; and re­peats, im­press­ively, “I do not know what I should do.” As a mat­ter of fact, I doubt if he would do any­thing ex­cept get very red about the ears. But that will ap­pear later; nor will I tell here of our first en­counter, since, as a gen­er­al rule—though I am prone to break it—the end of a story should come after, rather than be­fore, the be­gin­ning. And the be­gin­ning of the story goes a long way back; in­deed, it is now nearly twenty years since Fate, by a series of com­plic­ated and start­ling man­oeuvres, brought Mr. Led­bet­ter, so to speak, in­to my hands.

			In those days I was liv­ing in Ja­maica, and Mr. Led­bet­ter was a school­mas­ter in Eng­land. He was in or­ders, and already re­cog­nis­ably the same man that he is today: the same ro­tund­ity of vis­age, the same or sim­il­ar glasses, and the same faint shad­ow of sur­prise in his rest­ing ex­pres­sion. He was, of course, dishevelled when I saw him, and his col­lar less of a col­lar than a wet band­age, and that may have helped to bridge the nat­ur­al gulf between us—but of that, as I say, later.

			The busi­ness began at Hither­gate-on-Sea, and sim­ul­tan­eously with Mr. Led­bet­ter’s sum­mer va­ca­tion. Thith­er he came for a greatly needed rest, with a bright brown port­manteau marked “F. W. L.,” a new white-and-black straw hat, and two pairs of white flan­nel trousers. He was nat­ur­ally ex­hil­ar­ated at his re­lease from school—for he was not very fond of the boys he taught. After din­ner he fell in­to a dis­cus­sion with a talk­at­ive per­son es­tab­lished in the board­ing­house to which, act­ing on the ad­vice of his aunt, he had re­sor­ted. This talk­at­ive per­son was the only oth­er man in the house. Their dis­cus­sion con­cerned the mel­an­choly dis­ap­pear­ance of won­der and ad­ven­ture in these lat­ter days, the pre­val­ence of globe-trot­ting, the ab­ol­i­tion of dis­tance by steam and elec­tri­city, the vul­gar­ity of ad­vert­ise­ment, the de­grad­a­tion of men by civil­isa­tion, and many such things. Par­tic­u­larly was the talk­at­ive per­son elo­quent on the de­cay of hu­man cour­age through se­cur­ity, a se­cur­ity Mr. Led­bet­ter rather thought­lessly joined him in de­plor­ing. Mr. Led­bet­ter, in the first de­light of eman­cip­a­tion from “duty,” and be­ing anxious, per­haps, to es­tab­lish a repu­ta­tion for manly con­vi­vi­al­ity, par­took, rather more freely than was ad­vis­able, of the ex­cel­lent whisky the talk­at­ive per­son pro­duced. But he did not be­come in­tox­ic­ated, he in­sists.

			He was simply elo­quent bey­ond his sober wont, and with the finer edge gone from his judg­ment. And after that long talk of the brave old days that were past forever, he went out in­to moon­lit Hither­gate—alone and up the cliff road where the vil­las cluster to­geth­er.

			He had be­wailed, and now as he walked up the si­lent road he still be­wailed, the fate that had called him to such an un­event­ful life as a ped­agogue’s. What a pro­sa­ic ex­ist­ence he led, so stag­nant, so col­our­less! Se­cure, meth­od­ic­al, year in year out, what call was there for bravery? He thought en­vi­ously of those rov­ing, me­di­ev­al days, so near and so re­mote, of quests and spies and con­dot­tieri and many a risky blade-draw­ing busi­ness. And sud­denly came a doubt, a strange doubt, spring­ing out of some chance thought of tor­tures, and de­struct­ive al­to­geth­er of the po­s­i­tion he had as­sumed that even­ing.

			Was he—Mr. Led­bet­ter—really, after all, so brave as he as­sumed? Would he really be so pleased to have rail­ways, po­lice­men, and se­cur­ity van­ish sud­denly from the Earth?

			The talk­at­ive man had spoken en­vi­ously of crime. “The burg­lar,” he said, “is the only true ad­ven­turer left on Earth. Think of his single-handed fight against the whole civ­il­ised world!” And Mr. Led­bet­ter had echoed his envy. “They do have some fun out of life,” Mr. Led­bet­ter had said. “And about the only people who do. Just think how it must feel to wire a lawn!” And he had laughed wickedly. Now, in this franker in­tim­acy of self-com­mu­nion he found him­self in­sti­tut­ing a com­par­is­on between his own brand of cour­age and that of the ha­bitu­al crim­in­al. He tried to meet these in­si­di­ous ques­tion­ings with blank as­ser­tion. “I could do all that,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter. “I long to do all that. Only I do not give way to my crim­in­al im­pulses. My mor­al cour­age re­strains me.” But he doubted even while he told him­self these things.

			Mr. Led­bet­ter passed a large villa stand­ing by it­self. Con­veni­ently situ­ated above a quiet, prac­tic­able bal­cony was a win­dow, gap­ing black, wide open. At the time he scarcely marked it, but the pic­ture of it came with him, wove in­to his thoughts. He figured him­self climb­ing up that bal­cony, crouch­ing—plunging in­to that dark, mys­ter­i­ous in­teri­or. “Bah! You would not dare,” said the Spir­it of Doubt. “My duty to my fel­low-men for­bids,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter’s self-re­spect.

			It was nearly el­ev­en, and the little sea­side town was already very still. The whole world slumbered un­der the moon­light. Only one warm ob­long of win­dow-blind far down the road spoke of wak­ing life. He turned and came back slowly to­wards the villa of the open win­dow. He stood for a time out­side the gate, a bat­tle­field of motives. “Let us put things to the test,” said Doubt. “For the sat­is­fac­tion of these in­tol­er­able doubts, show that you dare go in­to that house. Com­mit a burg­lary in blank. That, at any rate, is no crime.” Very softly he opened and shut the gate and slipped in­to the shad­ow of the shrub­bery. “This is fool­ish,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter’s cau­tion. “I ex­pec­ted that,” said Doubt. His heart was beat­ing fast, but he was cer­tainly not afraid. He was not afraid. He re­mained in that shad­ow for some con­sid­er­able time.

			The as­cent of the bal­cony, it was evid­ent, would have to be done in a rush, for it was all in clear moon­light, and vis­ible from the gate in­to the av­en­ue. A trel­lis thinly set with young, am­bi­tious climb­ing roses made the as­cent ri­dicu­lously easy. There, in that black shad­ow by the stone vase of flowers, one might crouch and take a closer view of this gap­ing breach in the do­mest­ic de­fences, the open win­dow. For a while Mr. Led­bet­ter was as still as the night, and then that in­si­di­ous whisky tipped the bal­ance. He dashed for­ward. He went up the trel­lis with quick, con­vuls­ive move­ments, swung his legs over the para­pet of the bal­cony, and dropped pant­ing in the shad­ow even as he had de­signed. He was trem­bling vi­ol­ently, short of breath, and his heart pumped nois­ily, but his mood was ex­ulta­tion. He could have shouted to find he was so little afraid.

			A happy line that he had learnt from Wills’s Mephis­topheles came in­to his mind as he crouched there. “I feel like a cat on the tiles,” he whispered to him­self. It was far bet­ter than he had ex­pec­ted—this ad­ven­tur­ous ex­hil­ar­a­tion. He was sorry for all poor men to whom burg­lary was un­known. Noth­ing happened. He was quite safe. And he was act­ing in the bravest man­ner!

			And now for the win­dow, to make the burg­lary com­plete! Must he dare do that? Its po­s­i­tion above the front door defined it as a land­ing or pas­sage, and there were no look­ing-glasses or any bed­room signs about it, or any oth­er win­dow on the first floor, to sug­gest the pos­sib­il­ity of a sleep­er with­in. For a time he listened un­der the ledge, then raised his eyes above the sill and peered in. Close at hand, on a ped­es­tal, and a little start­ling at first, was a nearly life-size ges­tic­u­lat­ing bronze. He ducked, and after some time he peered again. Bey­ond was a broad land­ing, faintly gleam­ing; a flimsy fab­ric of bead cur­tain, very black and sharp, against a fur­ther win­dow; a broad stair­case, plunging in­to a gulf of dark­ness be­low; and an­oth­er as­cend­ing to the second floor. He glanced be­hind him, but the still­ness of the night was un­broken. “Crime,” he whispered, “crime,” and scrambled softly and swiftly over the sill in­to the house. His feet fell noise­lessly on a mat of skin. He was a burg­lar in­deed!

			He crouched for a time, all ears and peer­ing eyes. Out­side was a scam­per­ing and rust­ling, and for a mo­ment he re­pen­ted of his en­ter­prise. A short “meow,” a spit­ting, and a rush in­to si­lence, spoke re­as­sur­ingly of cats. His cour­age grew. He stood up. Every­one was abed, it seemed. So easy is it to com­mit a burg­lary, if one is so minded. He was glad he had put it to the test. He de­term­ined to take some petty trophy, just to prove his free­dom from any ab­ject fear of the law, and de­part the way he had come.

			He peered about him, and sud­denly the crit­ic­al spir­it arose again. Burg­lars did far more than such mere ele­ment­ary en­trance as this: they went in­to rooms, they forced safes. Well—he was not afraid. He could not force safes, be­cause that would be a stu­pid want of con­sid­er­a­tion for his hosts. But he would go in­to rooms—he would go up­stairs. More: he told him­self that he was per­fectly se­cure; an empty house could not be more re­as­sur­ingly still. He had to clench his hands, nev­er­the­less, and sum­mon all his res­ol­u­tion be­fore he began very softly to as­cend the dim stair­case, paus­ing for sev­er­al seconds between each step. Above was a square land­ing with one open and sev­er­al closed doors; and all the house was still. For a mo­ment he stood won­der­ing what would hap­pen if some sleep­er woke sud­denly and emerged. The open door showed a moon­lit bed­room, the cov­er­let white and un­dis­turbed. In­to this room he crept in three in­ter­min­able minutes and took a piece of soap for his plun­der—his trophy. He turned to des­cend even more softly than he had as­cen­ded. It was as easy as—

			Hist! …

			Foot­steps! On the gravel out­side the house—and then the noise of a latch­key, the yawn and bang of a door, and the spit­ting of a match in the hall be­low. Mr. Led­bet­ter stood pet­ri­fied by the sud­den dis­cov­ery of the folly upon which he had come. “How on earth am I to get out of this?” said Mr. Led­bet­ter.

			The hall grew bright with a candle flame, some heavy ob­ject bumped against the um­brella-stand, and feet were as­cend­ing the stair­case. In a flash Mr. Led­bet­ter real­ised that his re­treat was closed. He stood for a mo­ment, a pi­ti­ful fig­ure of pen­it­ent con­fu­sion. “My good­ness! What a fool I have been!” he whispered, and then dar­ted swiftly across the shad­owy land­ing in­to the empty bed­room from which he had just come. He stood listen­ing—quiv­er­ing. The foot­steps reached the first-floor land­ing.

			Hor­rible thought! This was pos­sibly the late­comer’s room! Not a mo­ment was to be lost! Mr. Led­bet­ter stooped be­side the bed, thanked Heav­en for a val­ance, and crawled with­in its pro­tec­tion not ten seconds too soon. He be­came mo­tion­less on hands and knees. The ad­van­cing candle­light ap­peared through the thin­ner stitches of the fab­ric, the shad­ows ran wildly about, and be­came ri­gid as the candle was put down.

			“Lord, what a day!” said the new­comer, blow­ing nois­ily, and it seemed he de­pos­ited some heavy bur­den on what Mr. Led­bet­ter, judging by the feet, de­cided to be a writ­ing-table. The un­seen then went to the door and locked it, ex­amined the fasten­ings of the win­dows care­fully and pulled down the blinds, and re­turn­ing sat down upon the bed with start­ling pon­der­os­ity.

			“What a day!” he said. “Good Lord!” and blew again, and Mr. Led­bet­ter in­clined to be­lieve that the per­son was mop­ping his face. His boots were good stout boots; the shad­ows of his legs upon the val­ance sug­ges­ted a for­mid­able stout­ness of as­pect. After a time he re­moved some up­per gar­ments—a coat and waist­coat, Mr. Led­bet­ter in­ferred—and cast­ing them over the rail of the bed re­mained breath­ing less nois­ily, and as it seemed cool­ing from a con­sid­er­able tem­per­at­ure. At in­ter­vals he muttered to him­self, and once he laughed softly. And Mr. Led­bet­ter muttered to him­self, but he did not laugh. “Of all the fool­ish things,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter. “What on earth am I to do now?”

			His out­look was ne­ces­sar­ily lim­ited. The minute aper­tures between the stitches of the fab­ric of the val­ance ad­mit­ted a cer­tain amount of light, but per­mit­ted no peep­ing. The shad­ows upon this cur­tain, save for those sharply defined legs, were en­ig­mat­ic­al, and in­ter­mingled con­fus­ingly with the flor­id pat­tern­ing of the chintz. Be­neath the edge of the val­ance a strip of car­pet was vis­ible, and, by cau­tiously de­press­ing his eye, Mr. Led­bet­ter found that this strip broadened un­til the whole area of the floor came in­to view. The car­pet was a lux­uri­ous one, the room spa­cious, and, to judge by the castors and so forth of the fur­niture, well equipped.

			What he should do he found it dif­fi­cult to ima­gine. To wait un­til this per­son had gone to bed, and then, when he seemed to be sleep­ing, to creep to the door, un­lock it, and bolt head­long for that bal­cony seemed the only pos­sible thing to do. Would it be pos­sible to jump from the bal­cony? The danger of it! When he thought of the chances against him, Mr. Led­bet­ter des­paired. He was with­in an ace of thrust­ing forth his head be­side the gen­tle­man’s legs, cough­ing if ne­ces­sary to at­tract his at­ten­tion, and then, smil­ing, apo­lo­gising and ex­plain­ing his un­for­tu­nate in­tru­sion by a few well-chosen sen­tences. But he found these sen­tences hard to choose. “No doubt, sir, my ap­pear­ance is pe­cu­li­ar,” or, “I trust, sir, you will par­don my some­what am­bigu­ous ap­pear­ance from be­neath you,” was about as much as he could get.

			Grave pos­sib­il­it­ies forced them­selves on his at­ten­tion. Sup­pose they did not be­lieve him, what would they do to him? Would his un­blem­ished high char­ac­ter count for noth­ing? Tech­nic­ally he was a burg­lar, bey­ond dis­pute. Fol­low­ing out this train of thought, he was com­pos­ing a lu­cid apo­logy for “this tech­nic­al crime I have com­mit­ted,” to be de­livered be­fore sen­tence in the dock, when the stout gen­tle­man got up and began walk­ing about the room. He locked and un­locked draw­ers, and Mr. Led­bet­ter had a tran­si­ent hope that he might be un­dress­ing. But, no! He seated him­self at the writ­ing-table, and began to write and then tear up doc­u­ments. Presently the smell of burn­ing cream-laid pa­per mingled with the odour of ci­gars in Mr. Led­bet­ter’s nos­trils.

			“The po­s­i­tion I had as­sumed,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter when he told me of these things, “was in many re­spects an ill-ad­vised one. A trans­verse bar be­neath the bed de­pressed my head un­duly, and threw a dis­pro­por­tion­ate share of my weight upon my hands. After a time, I ex­per­i­enced what is called, I be­lieve, a crick in the neck. The pres­sure of my hands on the coarsely-stitched car­pet speedily be­came pain­ful. My knees, too, were pain­ful, my trousers be­ing drawn tightly over them. At that time I wore rather high­er col­lars than I do now—two and a half inches, in fact—and I dis­covered what I had not re­marked be­fore, that the edge of the one I wore was frayed slightly un­der the chin. But much worse than these things was an itch­ing of my face, which I could only re­lieve by vi­ol­ent grim­acing—I tried to raise my hand, but the rustle of the sleeve alarmed me. After a time I had to de­sist from this re­lief also, be­cause—hap­pily in time—I dis­covered that my fa­cial con­tor­tions were shift­ing my glasses down my nose. Their fall would, of course, have ex­posed me, and as it was they came to rest in an ob­lique po­s­i­tion of by no means stable equi­lib­ri­um. In ad­di­tion I had a slight cold, and an in­ter­mit­tent de­sire to sneeze or sniff caused me in­con­veni­ence. In fact, quite apart from the ex­treme anxi­ety of my po­s­i­tion, my phys­ic­al dis­com­fort be­came in a short time very con­sid­er­able in­deed. But I had to stay there mo­tion­less, nev­er­the­less.”

			After an in­ter­min­able time, there began a chink­ing sound. This deepened in­to a rhythm: chink, chink, chink—twenty-five chinks—a rap on the writ­ing-table, and a grunt from the own­er of the stout legs. It dawned upon Mr. Led­bet­ter that this chink­ing was the chink­ing of gold. He be­came in­cred­u­lously curi­ous as it went on. His curi­os­ity grew. Already, if that was the case, this ex­traordin­ary man must have coun­ted some hun­dreds of pounds. At last Mr. Led­bet­ter could res­ist it no longer, and he began very cau­tiously to fold his arms and lower his head to the level of the floor, in the hope of peep­ing un­der the val­ance. He moved his feet, and one made a slight scrap­ing on the floor. Sud­denly the chink­ing ceased. Mr. Led­bet­ter be­came ri­gid. After a while the chink­ing was re­sumed. Then it ceased again, and everything was still, ex­cept Mr. Led­bet­ter’s heart—that or­gan seemed to him to be beat­ing like a drum.

			The still­ness con­tin­ued. Mr. Led­bet­ter’s head was now on the floor, and he could see the stout legs as far as the shins. They were quite still. The feet were rest­ing on the toes and drawn back, as it seemed, un­der the chair of the own­er. Everything was quite still, everything con­tin­ued still. A wild hope came to Mr. Led­bet­ter that the un­known was in a fit or sud­denly dead, with his head upon the writ­ing-table …

			The still­ness con­tin­ued. What had happened? The de­sire to peep be­came ir­res­ist­ible. Very cau­tiously Mr. Led­bet­ter shif­ted his hand for­ward, pro­jec­ted a pi­on­eer fin­ger, and began to lift the val­ance im­me­di­ately next his eye. Noth­ing broke the still­ness. He saw now the stranger’s knees, saw the back of the writ­ing-table, and then—he was star­ing at the bar­rel of a heavy re­volver poin­ted over the writ­ing-table at his head.

			“Come out of that, you scoun­drel!” said the voice of the stout gen­tle­man in a tone of quiet con­cen­tra­tion. “Come out. This side, and now. None of your hanky-panky—come right out, now.”

			Mr. Led­bet­ter came right out, a little re­luct­antly per­haps, but without any hanky-panky, and at once, even as he was told.

			“Kneel,” said the stout gen­tle­man, “and hold up your hands.”

			The val­ance dropped again be­hind Mr. Led­bet­ter, and he rose from all-fours and held up his hands. “Dressed like a par­son,” said the stout gen­tle­man. “I’m blest if he isn’t! A little chap, too! You scoun­drel! What the deuce pos­sessed you to come here to­night? What the deuce pos­sessed you to get un­der my bed?”

			He did not ap­pear to re­quire an an­swer, but pro­ceeded at once to sev­er­al very ob­jec­tion­able re­marks upon Mr. Led­bet­ter’s per­son­al ap­pear­ance. He was not a very big man, but he looked strong to Mr. Led­bet­ter: he was as stout as his legs had prom­ised, he had rather del­ic­ately-chis­elled small fea­tures dis­trib­uted over a con­sid­er­able area of whit­ish face, and quite a num­ber of chins. And the note of his voice had a sort of whis­per­ing un­der­tone.

			“What the deuce, I say, pos­sessed you to get un­der my bed?”

			Mr. Led­bet­ter, by an ef­fort, smiled a wan pro­pi­ti­at­ory smile. He coughed. “I can quite un­der­stand—” he said.

			“Why! What on earth? It’s soap! No!—you scoun­drel. Don’t you move that hand.”

			“It’s soap,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter. “From your wash­stand. No doubt it—”

			“Don’t talk,” said the stout man. “I see it’s soap. Of all in­cred­ible things.”

			“If I might ex­plain—”

			“Don’t ex­plain. It’s sure to be a lie, and there’s no time for ex­plan­a­tions. What was I go­ing to ask you? Ah! Have you any mates?”

			“In a few minutes, if you—”

			“Have you any mates? Curse you. If you start any soapy pa­laver I’ll shoot. Have you any mates?”

			“No,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter.

			“I sup­pose it’s a lie,” said the stout man. “But you’ll pay for it if it is. Why the deuce didn’t you floor me when I came up­stairs? You won’t get a chance to now, any­how. Fancy get­ting un­der the bed! I reck­on it’s a fair cop, any­how, so far as you are con­cerned.”

			“I don’t see how I could prove an alibi,” re­marked Mr. Led­bet­ter, try­ing to show by his con­ver­sa­tion that he was an edu­cated man. There was a pause. Mr. Led­bet­ter per­ceived that on a chair be­side his captor was a large black bag on a heap of crumpled pa­pers, and that there were torn and burnt pa­pers on the table. And in front of these, and ar­ranged meth­od­ic­ally along the edge were rows and rows of little yel­low roul­eaux—a hun­dred times more gold than Mr. Led­bet­ter had seen in all his life be­fore. The light of two candles, in sil­ver can­dle­sticks, fell upon these. The pause con­tin­ued. “It is rather fa­tiguing hold­ing up my hands like this,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter, with a de­prec­at­ory smile.

			“That’s all right,” said the fat man. “But what to do with you I don’t ex­actly know.”

			“I know my po­s­i­tion is am­bigu­ous.”

			“Lord!” said the fat man, “am­bigu­ous! And goes about with his own soap, and wears a thun­der­ing great cler­ic­al col­lar. You are a bloom­ing burg­lar, you are—if ever there was one!”

			“To be strictly ac­cur­ate,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter, and sud­denly his glasses slipped off and clattered against his vest but­tons.

			The fat man changed coun­ten­ance, a flash of sav­age res­ol­u­tion crossed his face, and some­thing in the re­volver clicked. He put his oth­er hand to the weapon. And then he looked at Mr. Led­bet­ter, and his eye went down to the dropped pince-nez.

			“Full-cock now, any­how,” said the fat man, after a pause, and his breath seemed to catch. “But I’ll tell you, you’ve nev­er been so near death be­fore. Lord! I’M al­most glad. If it hadn’t been that the re­volver wasn’t cocked you’d be ly­ing dead there now.”

			Mr. Led­bet­ter said noth­ing, but he felt that the room was sway­ing.

			“A miss is as good as a mile. It’s lucky for both of us it wasn’t. Lord!” He blew nois­ily. “There’s no need for you to go pale-green for a little thing like that.”

			“If I can as­sure you, sir—” said Mr. Led­bet­ter, with an ef­fort.

			“There’s only one thing to do. If I call in the po­lice, I’m bust—a little game I’ve got on is bust. That won’t do. If I tie you up and leave you again, the thing may be out to­mor­row. To­mor­row’s Sunday, and Monday’s Bank Hol­i­day—I’ve coun­ted on three clear days. Shoot­ing you’s murder—and hanging; and be­sides, it will bust the whole bloom­ing kernooze. I’m hanged if I can think what to do—I’m hanged if I can.”

			“Will you per­mit me—”

			“You gas as much as if you were a real par­son, I’m blessed if you don’t. Of all the burg­lars you are the—Well! No!—I won’t per­mit you. There isn’t time. If you start off jaw­ing again, I’ll shoot right in your stom­ach. See? But I know now-I know now! What we’re go­ing to do first, my man, is an ex­am­in­a­tion for con­cealed arms—an ex­am­in­a­tion for con­cealed arms. And look here! When I tell you to do a thing, don’t start off at a gabble—do it brisk.”

			And with many elab­or­ate pre­cau­tions, and al­ways point­ing the pis­tol at Mr. Led­bet­ter’s head, the stout man stood him up and searched him for weapons. “Why, you are a burg­lar!” he said. “You’re a per­fect am­a­teur. You haven’t even a pis­tol-pock­et in the back of your breeches. No, you don’t! Shut up, now.”

			So soon as the is­sue was de­cided, the stout man made Mr. Led­bet­ter take off his coat and roll up his shirtsleeves, and, with the re­volver at one ear, pro­ceed with the pack­ing his ap­pear­ance had in­ter­rup­ted. From the stout man’s point of view that was evid­ently the only pos­sible ar­range­ment, for if he had packed, he would have had to put down the re­volver. So that even the gold on the table was handled by Mr. Led­bet­ter. This noc­turn­al pack­ing was pe­cu­li­ar. The stout man’s idea was evid­ently to dis­trib­ute the weight of the gold as un­os­ten­ta­tiously as pos­sible through his lug­gage. It was by no means an in­con­sid­er­able weight. There was, Mr. Led­bet­ter says, al­to­geth­er nearly £18,000 in gold in the black bag and on the table. There were also many little rolls of £5 bank­notes. Each roul­eau of £25 was wrapped by Mr. Led­bet­ter in pa­per. These roul­eaux were then put neatly in ci­gar boxes and dis­trib­uted between a trav­el­ling trunk, a Glad­stone bag, and a hat­box. About £600 went in a to­bacco tin in a dress­ing-bag. £10 in gold and a num­ber of £5 notes the stout man pock­eted. Oc­ca­sion­ally he ob­jur­gated Mr. Led­bet­ter’s clum­si­ness, and urged him to hurry, and sev­er­al times he ap­pealed to Mr. Led­bet­ter’s watch for in­form­a­tion.

			Mr. Led­bet­ter strapped the trunk and bag, and re­turned the stout man the keys. It was then ten minutes to twelve, and un­til the stroke of mid­night the stout man made him sit on the Glad­stone bag, while he sat at a reas­on­ably safe dis­tance on the trunk and held the re­volver handy and waited. He ap­peared to be now in a less ag­gress­ive mood, and hav­ing watched Mr. Led­bet­ter for some time, he offered a few re­marks.

			“From your ac­cent I judge you are a man of some edu­ca­tion,” he said, light­ing a ci­gar. “No—don’t be­gin that ex­plan­a­tion of yours. I know it will be long-win­ded from your face, and I am much too old a li­ar to be in­ter­ested in oth­er men’s ly­ing. You are, I say, a per­son of edu­ca­tion. You do well to dress as a cur­ate. Even among edu­cated people you might pass as a cur­ate.”

			“I am a cur­ate,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter, “or, at least—”

			“You are try­ing to be. I know. But you didn’t ought to burgle. You are not the man to burgle. You are, if I may say it—the thing will have been poin­ted out to you be­fore—a cow­ard.”

			“Do you know,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter, try­ing to get a fi­nal open­ing, “it was that very ques­tion—”

			The stout man waved him in­to si­lence.

			“You waste your edu­ca­tion in burg­lary. You should do one of two things. Either you should forge or you should em­bezzle. For my own part, I em­bezzle. Yes; I em­bezzle. What do you think a man could be do­ing with all this gold but that? Ah! Listen! Mid­night! … Ten. El­ev­en. Twelve. There is some­thing very im­press­ive to me in that slow beat­ing of the hours. Time—space; what mys­ter­ies they are! What mys­ter­ies … It’s time for us to be mov­ing. Stand up!”

			And then kindly, but firmly, he in­duced Mr. Led­bet­ter to sling the dress­ing bag over his back by a string across his chest, to shoulder the trunk, and, over­rul­ing a gasp­ing protest, to take the Glad­stone bag in his dis­en­gaged hand. So en­cumbered, Mr. Led­bet­ter struggled per­il­ously down­stairs. The stout gen­tle­man fol­lowed with an over­coat, the hat­box, and the re­volver, mak­ing derog­at­ory re­marks about Mr. Led­bet­ter’s strength, and as­sist­ing him at the turn­ings of the stairs.

			“The back door,” he dir­ec­ted, and Mr. Led­bet­ter staggered through a con­ser­vat­ory, leav­ing a wake of smashed flower­pots be­hind him. “Nev­er mind the crock­ery,” said the stout man; “it’s good for trade. We wait here un­til a quarter past. You can put those things down. You have!”

			Mr. Led­bet­ter col­lapsed pant­ing on the trunk. “Last night,” he gasped, “I was asleep in my little room, and I no more dreamt—”

			“There’s no need for you to in­crim­in­ate your­self,” said the stout gen­tle­man, look­ing at the lock of the re­volver. He began to hum. Mr. Led­bet­ter made to speak, and thought bet­ter of it.

			There presently came the sound of a bell, and Mr. Led­bet­ter was taken to the back door and in­struc­ted to open it. A fair-haired man in yacht­ing cos­tume entered. At the sight of Mr. Led­bet­ter he star­ted vi­ol­ently and clapped his hand be­hind him. Then he saw the stout man. “Bing­ham!” he cried, “who’s this?”

			“Only a little phil­an­throp­ic do of mine—burg­lar I’m try­ing to re­form. Caught him un­der my bed just now. He’s all right. He’s a fright­ful ass. He’ll be use­ful to carry some of our things.”

			The new­comer seemed in­clined to re­sent Mr. Led­bet­ter’s pres­ence at first, but the stout man re­as­sured him.

			“He’s quite alone. There’s not a gang in the world would own him. No!—don’t start talk­ing, for good­ness’ sake.”

			They went out in­to the dark­ness of the garden with the trunk still bow­ing Mr. Led­bet­ter’s shoulders. The man in the yacht­ing cos­tume walked in front with the Glad­stone bag and a pis­tol; then came Mr. Led­bet­ter like At­las; Mr. Bing­ham fol­lowed with the hat­box, coat, and re­volver as be­fore. The house was one of those that have their gar­dens right up to the cliff. At the cliff was a steep wooden stair­way, des­cend­ing to a bathing tent dimly vis­ible on the beach. Be­low was a boat pulled up, and a si­lent little man with a black face stood be­side it. “A few mo­ments’ ex­plan­a­tion,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter; “I can as­sure you—” Some­body kicked him, and he said no more.

			They made him wade to the boat, car­ry­ing the trunk, they pulled him aboard by the shoulders and hair, they called him no bet­ter name than “scoun­drel” and “burg­lar” all that night. But they spoke in un­der­tones so that the gen­er­al pub­lic was hap­pily un­aware of his ig­no­miny. They hauled him aboard a yacht manned by strange, un­sym­path­et­ic Ori­ent­als, and partly they thrust him and partly he fell down a gang­way in­to a noi­some, dark place, where he was to re­main many days—how many he does not know, be­cause he lost count among oth­er things when he was sea­sick. They fed him on bis­cuits and in­com­pre­hens­ible words; they gave him wa­ter to drink mixed with un­wished-for rum. And there were cock­roaches where they put him, night and day there were cock­roaches, and in the night­time there were rats. The Ori­ent­als emp­tied his pock­ets and took his watch—but Mr. Bing­ham, be­ing ap­pealed to, took that him­self. And five or six times the five Las­cars—if they were Las­cars—and the Chi­n­a­man and the negro who con­sti­tuted the crew, fished him out and took him aft to Bing­ham and his friend to play crib­bage and eu­chre and three-an­ded whist, and to listen to their stor­ies and boast­ings in an in­ter­ested man­ner.

			Then these prin­cipals would talk to him as men talk to those who have lived a life of crime. Ex­plan­a­tions they would nev­er per­mit, though they made it abund­antly clear to him that he was the rum­mi­est burg­lar they had ever set eyes on. They said as much again and again. The fair man was of a ta­cit­urn dis­pos­i­tion and iras­cible at play; but Mr. Bing­ham, now that the evid­ent anxi­ety of his de­par­ture from Eng­land was as­suaged, dis­played a vein of gen­i­al philo­sophy. He en­larged upon the mys­tery of space and time, and quoted Kant and Hegel—or, at least, he said he did. Sev­er­al times Mr. Led­bet­ter got as far as: “My po­s­i­tion un­der your bed, you know—,” but then he al­ways had to cut, or pass the whisky, or do some such in­ter­ven­ing thing. After his third fail­ure, the fair man got quite to look for this open­ing, and whenev­er Mr. Led­bet­ter began after that, he would roar with laughter and hit him vi­ol­ently on the back. “Same old start, same old story; good old burg­lar!” the fair-haired man would say.

			So Mr. Led­bet­ter suffered for many days, twenty per­haps; and one even­ing he was taken, to­geth­er with some tinned pro­vi­sions, over the side and put ashore on a rocky little is­land with a spring. Mr. Bing­ham came in the boat with him, giv­ing him good ad­vice all the way, and wav­ing his last at­tempts at an ex­plan­a­tion aside.

			“I am really not a burg­lar,” said Mr. Led­bet­ter.

			“You nev­er will be,” said Mr. Bing­ham. “You’ll nev­er make a burg­lar. I’m glad you are be­gin­ning to see it. In choos­ing a pro­fes­sion a man must study his tem­pera­ment. If you don’t, soon­er or later you will fail. Com­pare my­self, for ex­ample. All my life I have been in banks—I have got on in banks. I have even been a bank man­ager. But was I happy? No. Why wasn’t I happy? Be­cause it did not suit my tem­pera­ment. I am too ad­ven­tur­ous—too ver­sat­ile. Prac­tic­ally I have thrown it over. I do not sup­pose I shall ever man­age a bank again. They would be glad to get me, no doubt; but I have learnt the les­son of my tem­pera­ment—at last … No! I shall nev­er man­age a bank again.

			“Now, your tem­pera­ment un­fits you for crime—just as mine un­fits me for re­spect­ab­il­ity. I know you bet­ter than I did, and now I do not even re­com­mend for­gery. Go back to re­spect­able courses, my man. Your lay is the phil­an­throp­ic lay—that is your lay. With that voice—the As­so­ci­ation for the Pro­mo­tion of Sniv­el­ling among the Young—some­thing in that line. You think it over.

			“The is­land we are ap­proach­ing has no name ap­par­ently—at least, there is none on the chart. You might think out a name for it while you are there—while you are think­ing about all these things. It has quite drink­able wa­ter, I un­der­stand. It is one of the Gren­ad­ines—one of the Wind­ward Is­lands. Yon­der, dim and blue, are oth­ers of the Gren­ad­ines. There are quant­it­ies of Gren­ad­ines, but the ma­jor­ity are out of sight. I have of­ten wondered what these is­lands are for—now, you see, I am wiser. This one at least is for you. Soon­er or later some simple nat­ive will come along and take you off. Say what you like about us then—ab­use us, if you like—we shan’t care a sol­it­ary Gren­ad­ine! And here—here is half a sov­er­eign’s worth of sil­ver. Do not waste that in fool­ish dis­sip­a­tion when you re­turn to civil­isa­tion. Prop­erly used, it may give you a fresh start in life. And do not—Don’t beach her, you beg­gars, he can wade!—Do not waste the pre­cious solitude be­fore you in fool­ish thoughts. Prop­erly used, it may be a turn­ing-point in your ca­reer. Waste neither money nor time. You will die rich. I’m sorry, but I must ask you to carry your tuck­er to land in your arms. No; it’s not deep. Curse that ex­plan­a­tion of yours! There’s not time. No, no, no! I won’t listen. Over­board you go!”

			And the fall­ing night found Mr. Led­bet­ter—the Mr. Led­bet­ter who had com­plained that ad­ven­ture was dead—sit­ting be­side his cans of food, his chin rest­ing upon his drawn-up knees, star­ing through his glasses in dis­mal mild­ness over the shin­ing, va­cant sea.

			He was picked up in the course of three days by a negro fish­er­man and taken to St. Vin­cent’s, and from St. Vin­cent’s he got, by the ex­pendit­ure of his last coins, to King­ston, in Ja­maica. And there he might have foundered. Even nowadays he is not a man of af­fairs, and then he was a sin­gu­larly help­less per­son. He had not the re­motest idea what he ought to do. The only thing he seems to have done was to vis­it all the min­is­ters of re­li­gion he could find in the place to bor­row a pas­sage home. But he was much too dirty and in­co­her­ent—and his story far too in­cred­ible for them. I met him quite by chance. It was close upon sun­set, and I was walk­ing out after my si­esta on the road to Dunn’s Bat­tery, when I met him—I was rather bored, and with a whole even­ing on my hands—luck­ily for him. He was trudging dis­mally to­wards the town. His woe­be­gone face and the quasi-cler­ic­al cut of his dust-stained, filthy cos­tume caught my hu­mour. Our eyes met. He hes­it­ated. “Sir,” he said, with a catch­ing of the breath, “could you spare a few minutes for what I fear will seem an in­cred­ible story?”

			“In­cred­ible!” I said.

			“Quite,” he answered eagerly. “No one will be­lieve it, al­ter it though I may. Yet I can as­sure you, sir—”

			He stopped hope­lessly. The man’s tone tickled me. He seemed an odd char­ac­ter. “I am,” he said, “one of the most un­for­tu­nate be­ings alive.”

			“Among oth­er things, you haven’t dined?” I said, struck with an idea.

			“I have not,” he said sol­emnly, “for many days.”

			“You’ll tell it bet­ter after that,” I said; and without more ado led the way to a low place I knew, where such a cos­tume as his was un­likely to give of­fence. And there—with cer­tain omis­sions which he sub­sequently sup­plied—I got his story. At first I was in­cred­u­lous, but as the wine warmed him, and the faint sug­ges­tion of cringing which his mis­for­tunes had ad­ded to his man­ner dis­ap­peared, I began to be­lieve. At last, I was so far con­vinced of his sin­cer­ity that I got him a bed for the night, and next day veri­fied the banker’s ref­er­ence he gave me through my Ja­maica banker. And that done, I took him shop­ping for un­der­wear and such­like equip­ments of a gen­tle­man at large. Presently came the veri­fied ref­er­ence. His as­ton­ish­ing story was true. I will not amp­li­fy our sub­sequent pro­ceed­ings. He star­ted for Eng­land in three days’ time.

			“I do not know how I can pos­sibly thank you enough,” began the let­ter he wrote me from Eng­land, “for all your kind­ness to a total stranger,” and pro­ceeded for some time in a sim­il­ar strain. “Had it not been for your gen­er­ous as­sist­ance, I could cer­tainly nev­er have re­turned in time for the re­sump­tion of my schol­ast­ic du­ties, and my few minutes of reck­less folly would, per­haps, have proved my ru­in. As it is, I am en­tangled in a tis­sue of lies and eva­sions, of the most com­plic­ated sort, to ac­count for my sun­burnt ap­pear­ance and my where­abouts. I have rather care­lessly told two or three dif­fer­ent stor­ies, not real­ising the trouble this would mean for me in the end. The truth I dare not tell. I have con­sul­ted a num­ber of law-books in the Brit­ish Mu­seum, and there is not the slight­est doubt that I have con­nived at and abet­ted and aided a felony. That scoun­drel Bing­ham was the Hither­gate bank man­ager, I find, and guilty of the most flag­rant em­bez­zle­ment. Please, please burn this let­ter when read—I trust you im­pli­citly. The worst of it is, neither my aunt nor her friend who kept the board­ing­house at which I was stay­ing seem al­to­geth­er to be­lieve a guarded state­ment I have made them prac­tic­ally of what ac­tu­ally happened. They sus­pect me of some dis­cred­it­able ad­ven­ture, but what sort of dis­cred­it­able ad­ven­ture they sus­pect me of, I do not know. My aunt says she would for­give me if I told her everything. I have—I have told her more than everything, and still she is not sat­is­fied. It would nev­er do to let them know the truth of the case, of course, and so I rep­res­ent my­self as hav­ing been way­laid and gagged upon the beach. My aunt wants to know why they way­laid and gagged me, why they took me away in their yacht. I do not know. Can you sug­gest any reas­on? I can think of noth­ing. If, when you wrote, you could write on two sheets so that I could show her one, and on that one if you could show clearly that I really was in Ja­maica this sum­mer, and had come there by be­ing re­moved from a ship, it would be of great ser­vice to me. It would cer­tainly add to the load of my ob­lig­a­tion to you—a load that I fear I can nev­er fully re­pay. Al­though if grat­it­ude—” And so forth. At the end he re­peated his re­quest for me to burn the let­ter.

			So the re­mark­able story of Mr. Led­bet­ter’s Va­ca­tion ends. That breach with his aunt was not of long dur­a­tion. The old lady had for­giv­en him be­fore she died.

		
	
		
			The Stolen Body

			Mr. Bessel was the seni­or part­ner in the firm of Bessel, Hart, and Brown, of St. Paul’s Church­yard, and for many years he was well known among those in­ter­ested in psych­ic­al re­search as a lib­er­al-minded and con­scien­tious in­vest­ig­at­or. He was an un­mar­ried man, and in­stead of liv­ing in the sub­urbs, after the fash­ion of his class, he oc­cu­pied rooms in the Al­bany, near Pic­ca­dilly. He was par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested in the ques­tions of thought trans­fer­ence and of ap­par­i­tions of the liv­ing, and in Novem­ber, 1896, he com­menced a series of ex­per­i­ments in con­junc­tion with Mr. Vin­cey, of Staple Inn, in or­der to test the al­leged pos­sib­il­ity of pro­ject­ing an ap­par­i­tion of one’s self by force of will through space.

			Their ex­per­i­ments were con­duc­ted in the fol­low­ing man­ner: At a pre­arranged hour Mr. Bessel shut him­self in one of his rooms in the Al­bany and Mr. Vin­cey in his sit­ting-room in Staple Inn, and each then fixed his mind as res­ol­utely as pos­sible on the oth­er. Mr. Bessel had ac­quired the art of self-hyp­not­ism, and, so far as he could, he at­temp­ted first to hyp­not­ise him­self and then to pro­ject him­self as a “phantom of the liv­ing” across the in­ter­ven­ing space of nearly two miles in­to Mr. Vin­cey’s apart­ment. On sev­er­al even­ings this was tried without any sat­is­fact­ory res­ult, but on the fifth or sixth oc­ca­sion Mr. Vin­cey did ac­tu­ally see or ima­gine he saw an ap­par­i­tion of Mr. Bessel stand­ing in his room. He states that the ap­pear­ance, al­though brief, was very vivid and real. He no­ticed that Mr. Bessel’s face was white and his ex­pres­sion anxious, and, moreover, that his hair was dis­ordered. For a mo­ment Mr. Vin­cey, in spite of his state of ex­pect­a­tion, was too sur­prised to speak or move, and in that mo­ment it seemed to him as though the fig­ure glanced over its shoulder and in­con­tin­ently van­ished.

			It had been ar­ranged that an at­tempt should be made to pho­to­graph any phant­asm seen, but Mr. Vin­cey had not the in­stant pres­ence of mind to snap the cam­era that lay ready on the table be­side him, and when he did so he was too late. Greatly elated, how­ever, even by this par­tial suc­cess, he made a note of the ex­act time, and at once took a cab to the Al­bany to in­form Mr. Bessel of this res­ult.

			He was sur­prised to find Mr. Bessel’s out­er door stand­ing open to the night, and the in­ner apart­ments lit and in an ex­traordin­ary dis­order. An empty cham­pagne mag­num lay smashed upon the floor; its neck had been broken off against the ink­pot on the bur­eau and lay be­side it. An oc­ta­gon­al oc­ca­sion­al table, which car­ried a bronze statuette and a num­ber of choice books, had been rudely over­turned, and down the prim­rose pa­per of the wall inky fin­gers had been drawn, as it seemed for the mere pleas­ure of de­file­ment. One of the del­ic­ate chintz cur­tains had been vi­ol­ently torn from its rings and thrust upon the fire, so that the smell of its smoul­der­ing filled the room. In­deed the whole place was dis­ar­ranged in the strangest fash­ion. For a few minutes Mr. Vin­cey, who had entered sure of find­ing Mr. Bessel in his easy chair await­ing him, could scarcely be­lieve his eyes, and stood star­ing help­lessly at these unanti­cip­ated things.

			Then, full of a vague sense of calam­ity, he sought the port­er at the en­trance lodge. “Where is Mr. Bessel?” he asked. “Do you know that all the fur­niture is broken in Mr. Bessel’s room?” The port­er said noth­ing, but, obey­ing his ges­tures, came at once to Mr. Bessel’s apart­ment to see the state of af­fairs. “This settles it,” he said, sur­vey­ing the lun­at­ic con­fu­sion. “I didn’t know of this. Mr. Bessel’s gone off. He’s mad!”

			He then pro­ceeded to tell Mr. Vin­cey that about half an hour pre­vi­ously, that is to say, at about the time of Mr. Bessel’s ap­par­i­tion in Mr. Vin­cey’s rooms, the miss­ing gen­tle­man had rushed out of the gates of the Al­bany in­to Vigo Street, hat­less and with dis­ordered hair, and had van­ished in­to the dir­ec­tion of Bond Street. “And as he went past me,” said the port­er, “he laughed—a sort of gasp­ing laugh, with his mouth open and his eyes glar­ing—I tell you, sir, he fair scared me!—like this.”

			Ac­cord­ing to his im­it­a­tion it was any­thing but a pleas­ant laugh. “He waved his hand, with all his fin­gers crooked and claw­ing—like that. And he said, in a sort of fierce whis­per, ‘Life!’ Just that one word, ‘Life!’ ”

			“Dear me,” said Mr. Vin­cey. “Tut, tut,” and “Dear me!” He could think of noth­ing else to say. He was nat­ur­ally very much sur­prised. He turned from the room to the port­er and from the port­er to the room in the gravest per­plex­ity. Bey­ond his sug­ges­tion that prob­ably Mr. Bessel would come back presently and ex­plain what had happened, their con­ver­sa­tion was un­able to pro­ceed. “It might be a sud­den toothache,” said the port­er, “a very sud­den and vi­ol­ent toothache, jump­ing on him sud­denly-like and driv­ing him wild. I’ve broken things my­self be­fore now in such a case—” He thought. “If it was, why should he say ‘Life’ to me as he went past?”

			Mr. Vin­cey did not know. Mr. Bessel did not re­turn, and at last Mr. Vin­cey, hav­ing done some more help­less star­ing, and hav­ing ad­dressed a note of brief in­quiry and left it in a con­spicu­ous po­s­i­tion on the bur­eau, re­turned in a very per­plexed frame of mind to his own premises in Staple Inn. This af­fair had giv­en him a shock. He was at a loss to ac­count for Mr. Bessel’s con­duct on any sane hy­po­thes­is. He tried to read, but he could not do so; he went for a short walk, and was so pre­oc­cu­pied that he nar­rowly es­caped a cab at the top of Chan­cery Lane; and at last—a full hour be­fore his usu­al time—he went to bed. For a con­sid­er­able time he could not sleep be­cause of his memory of the si­lent con­fu­sion of Mr. Bessel’s apart­ment, and when at length he did at­tain an un­easy slum­ber it was at once dis­turbed by a very vivid and dis­tress­ing dream of Mr. Bessel.

			He saw Mr. Bessel ges­tic­u­lat­ing wildly, and with his face white and con­tor­ted. And, in­ex­plic­ably mingled with his ap­pear­ance, sug­ges­ted per­haps by his ges­tures, was an in­tense fear, an ur­gency to act. He even be­lieves that he heard the voice of his fel­low ex­per­i­menter call­ing dis­tress­fully to him, though at the time he con­sidered this to be an il­lu­sion. The vivid im­pres­sion re­mained though Mr. Vin­cey awoke. For a space he lay awake and trem­bling in the dark­ness, pos­sessed with that vague, un­ac­count­able ter­ror of un­known pos­sib­il­it­ies that comes out of dreams upon even the bravest men. But at last he roused him­self, and turned over and went to sleep again, only for the dream to re­turn with en­hanced vivid­ness.

			He awoke with such a strong con­vic­tion that Mr. Bessel was in over­whelm­ing dis­tress and need of help that sleep was no longer pos­sible. He was per­suaded that his friend had rushed out to some dire calam­ity. For a time he lay reas­on­ing vainly against this be­lief, but at last he gave way to it. He arose, against all reas­on, lit his gas, and dressed, and set out through the deser­ted streets—deser­ted, save for a noise­less po­lice­man or so and the early news carts—to­wards Vigo Street to in­quire if Mr. Bessel had re­turned.

			But he nev­er got there. As he was go­ing down Long Acre some un­ac­count­able im­pulse turned him aside out of that street to­wards Cov­ent Garden, which was just wak­ing to its noc­turn­al activ­it­ies. He saw the mar­ket in front of him—a queer ef­fect of glow­ing yel­low lights and busy black fig­ures. He be­came aware of a shout­ing, and per­ceived a fig­ure turn the corner by the hotel and run swiftly to­wards him. He knew at once that it was Mr. Bessel. But it was Mr. Bessel trans­figured. He was hat­less and dishevelled, his col­lar was torn open, he grasped a bone-handled walk­ing-cane near the fer­rule end, and his mouth was pulled awry. And he ran, with agile strides, very rap­idly. Their en­counter was the af­fair of an in­stant. “Bessel!” cried Vin­cey.

			The run­ning man gave no sign of re­cog­ni­tion either of Mr. Vin­cey or of his own name. In­stead, he cut at his friend sav­agely with the stick, hit­ting him in the face with­in an inch of the eye. Mr. Vin­cey, stunned and as­ton­ished, staggered back, lost his foot­ing, and fell heav­ily on the pave­ment. It seemed to him that Mr. Bessel leapt over him as he fell. When he looked again Mr. Bessel had van­ished, and a po­lice­man and a num­ber of garden port­ers and sales­men were rush­ing past to­wards Long Acre in hot pur­suit.

			With the as­sist­ance of sev­er­al pass­ersby—for the whole street was speedily alive with run­ning people—Mr. Vin­cey struggled to his feet. He at once be­came the centre of a crowd greedy to see his in­jury. A mul­ti­tude of voices com­peted to re­as­sure him of his safety, and then to tell him of the be­ha­viour of the mad­man, as they re­garded Mr. Bessel. He had sud­denly ap­peared in the middle of the mar­ket scream­ing “Life! Life!” strik­ing left and right with a blood­stained walk­ing-stick, and dan­cing and shout­ing with laughter at each suc­cess­ful blow. A lad and two wo­men had broken heads, and he had smashed a man’s wrist; a little child had been knocked in­sens­ible, and for a time he had driv­en every­one be­fore him, so furi­ous and res­ol­ute had his be­ha­viour been. Then he made a raid upon a cof­fee stall, hurled its par­affin flare through the win­dow of the post of­fice, and fled laugh­ing, after stun­ning the fore­most of the two po­lice­men who had the pluck to charge him.

			Mr. Vin­cey’s first im­pulse was nat­ur­ally to join in the pur­suit of his friend, in or­der if pos­sible to save him from the vi­ol­ence of the in­dig­nant people. But his ac­tion was slow, the blow had half stunned him, and while this was still no more than a res­ol­u­tion came the news, shouted through the crowd, that Mr. Bessel had eluded his pur­suers. At first Mr. Vin­cey could scarcely cred­it this, but the uni­ver­sal­ity of the re­port, and presently the dig­ni­fied re­turn of two fu­tile po­lice­men, con­vinced him. After some aim­less in­quir­ies he re­turned to­wards Staple Inn, pad­ding a handker­chief to a now very pain­ful nose.

			He was angry and as­ton­ished and per­plexed. It ap­peared to him in­dis­put­able that Mr. Bessel must have gone vi­ol­ently mad in the midst of his ex­per­i­ment in thought trans­fer­ence, but why that should make him ap­pear with a sad white face in Mr. Vin­cey’s dreams seemed a prob­lem bey­ond solu­tion. He racked his brains in vain to ex­plain this. It seemed to him at last that not simply Mr. Bessel, but the or­der of things must be in­sane. But he could think of noth­ing to do. He shut him­self care­fully in­to his room, lit his fire—it was a gas fire with as­bes­tos bricks—and, fear­ing fresh dreams if he went to bed, re­mained bathing his in­jured face, or hold­ing up books in a vain at­tempt to read, un­til dawn. Through­out that vi­gil he had a curi­ous per­sua­sion that Mr. Bessel was en­deav­our­ing to speak to him, but he would not let him­self at­tend to any such be­lief.

			About dawn, his phys­ic­al fa­tigue as­ser­ted it­self, and he went to bed and slept at last in spite of dream­ing. He rose late, un­res­ted and anxious, and in con­sid­er­able fa­cial pain. The morn­ing pa­pers had no news of Mr. Bessel’s ab­er­ra­tion—it had come too late for them. Mr. Vin­cey’s per­plex­it­ies, to which the fever of his bruise ad­ded fresh ir­rit­a­tion, be­came at last in­tol­er­able, and, after a fruit­less vis­it to the Al­bany, he went down to St. Paul’s Church­yard to Mr. Hart, Mr. Bessel’s part­ner, and, so far as Mr. Vin­cey knew, his nearest friend.

			He was sur­prised to learn that Mr. Hart, al­though he knew noth­ing of the out­break, had also been dis­turbed by a vis­ion, the very vis­ion that Mr. Vin­cey had seen—Mr. Bessel, white and dishevelled, plead­ing earn­estly by his ges­tures for help. That was his im­pres­sion of the im­port of his signs. “I was just go­ing to look him up in the Al­bany when you ar­rived,” said Mr. Hart. “I was so sure of some­thing be­ing wrong with him.”

			As the out­come of their con­sulta­tion the two gen­tle­men de­cided to in­quire at Scot­land Yard for news of their miss­ing friend. “He is bound to be laid by the heels,” said Mr. Hart. “He can’t go on at that pace for long.” But the po­lice au­thor­it­ies had not laid Mr. Bessel by the heels. They con­firmed Mr. Vin­cey’s overnight ex­per­i­ences and ad­ded fresh cir­cum­stances, some of an even graver char­ac­ter than those he knew—a list of smashed glass along the up­per half of Tot­ten­ham Court Road, an at­tack upon a po­lice­man in Hamp­stead Road, and an at­ro­cious as­sault upon a wo­man. All these out­rages were com­mit­ted between half-past twelve and a quarter to two in the morn­ing, and between those hours—and, in­deed, from the very mo­ment of Mr. Bessel’s first rush from his rooms at half-past nine in the even­ing—they could trace the deep­en­ing vi­ol­ence of his fant­ast­ic ca­reer. For the last hour, at least from be­fore one, that is, un­til a quarter to two, he had run amuck through Lon­don, elud­ing with amaz­ing agil­ity every ef­fort to stop or cap­ture him.

			But after a quarter to two he had van­ished. Up to that hour wit­nesses were mul­ti­tudin­ous. Dozens of people had seen him, fled from him or pur­sued him, and then things sud­denly came to an end. At a quarter to two he had been seen run­ning down the Eu­ston Road to­wards Baker Street, flour­ish­ing a can of burn­ing colza oil and jerking splashes of flame there­from at the win­dows of the houses he passed. But none of the po­lice­men on Eu­ston Road bey­ond the Wax­work Ex­hib­i­tion, nor any of those in the side streets down which he must have passed had he left the Eu­ston Road, had seen any­thing of him. Ab­ruptly he dis­ap­peared. Noth­ing of his sub­sequent do­ings came to light in spite of the keen­est in­quiry.

			Here was a fresh as­ton­ish­ment for Mr. Vin­cey. He had found con­sid­er­able com­fort in Mr. Hart’s con­vic­tion: “He is bound to be laid by the heels be­fore long,” and in that as­sur­ance he had been able to sus­pend his men­tal per­plex­it­ies. But any fresh de­vel­op­ment seemed destined to add new im­possib­il­it­ies to a pile already heaped bey­ond the powers of his ac­cept­ance. He found him­self doubt­ing wheth­er his memory might not have played him some grot­esque trick, de­bat­ing wheth­er any of these things could pos­sibly have happened; and in the af­ter­noon he hunted up Mr. Hart again to share the in­tol­er­able weight on his mind. He found Mr. Hart en­gaged with a well-known private de­tect­ive, but as that gen­tle­man ac­com­plished noth­ing in this case, we need not en­large upon his pro­ceed­ings.

			All that day Mr. Bessel’s where­abouts eluded an un­ceas­ingly act­ive in­quiry, and all that night. And all that day there was a per­sua­sion in the back of Vin­cey’s mind that Mr. Bessel sought his at­ten­tion, and all through the night Mr. Bessel with a tear-stained face of an­guish pur­sued him through his dreams. And whenev­er he saw Mr. Bessel in his dreams he also saw a num­ber of oth­er faces, vague but ma­lig­nant, that seemed to be pur­su­ing Mr. Bessel.

			It was on the fol­low­ing day, Sunday, that Mr. Vin­cey re­called cer­tain re­mark­able stor­ies of Mrs. Bul­lock, the me­di­um, who was then at­tract­ing at­ten­tion for the first time in Lon­don. He de­term­ined to con­sult her. She was stay­ing at the house of that well-known in­quirer, Dr. Wilson Pa­get, and Mr. Vin­cey, al­though he had nev­er met that gen­tle­man be­fore, re­paired to him forth­with with the in­ten­tion of in­vok­ing her help. But scarcely had he men­tioned the name of Bessel when Doc­tor Pa­get in­ter­rup­ted him. “Last night—just at the end,” he said, “we had a com­mu­nic­a­tion.”

			He left the room, and re­turned with a slate on which were cer­tain words writ­ten in a hand­writ­ing, shaky in­deed, but in­dis­put­ably the hand­writ­ing of Mr. Bessel!

			“How did you get this?” said Mr. Vin­cey. “Do you mean—?”

			“We got it last night,” said Doc­tor Pa­get. With nu­mer­ous in­ter­rup­tions from Mr. Vin­cey, he pro­ceeded to ex­plain how the writ­ing had been ob­tained. It ap­pears that in her séances, Mrs. Bul­lock passes in­to a con­di­tion of trance, her eyes rolling up in a strange way un­der her eye­lids, and her body be­com­ing ri­gid. She then be­gins to talk very rap­idly, usu­ally in voices oth­er than her own. At the same time one or both of her hands may be­come act­ive, and if slates and pen­cils are provided they will then write mes­sages sim­ul­tan­eously with and quite in­de­pend­ently of the flow of words from her mouth. By many she is con­sidered an even more re­mark­able me­di­um than the cel­eb­rated Mrs. Piper. It was one of these mes­sages, the one writ­ten by her left hand, that Mr. Vin­cey now had be­fore him. It con­sisted of eight words writ­ten dis­con­nec­tedly: “George Bessel … tri­al ex­cavn … Baker Street … help … star­va­tion.” Curi­ously enough, neither Doc­tor Pa­get nor the two oth­er in­quirers who were present had heard of the dis­ap­pear­ance of Mr. Bessel—the news of it ap­peared only in the even­ing pa­pers of Sat­urday—and they had put the mes­sage aside with many oth­ers of a vague and en­ig­mat­ic­al sort that Mrs. Bul­lock has from time to time de­livered.

			When Doc­tor Pa­get heard Mr. Vin­cey’s story, he gave him­self at once with great en­ergy to the pur­suit of this clue to the dis­cov­ery of Mr. Bessel. It would serve no use­ful pur­pose here to de­scribe the in­quir­ies of Mr. Vin­cey and him­self; suf­fice it that the clue was a genu­ine one, and that Mr. Bessel was ac­tu­ally dis­covered by its aid.

			He was found at the bot­tom of a de­tached shaft which had been sunk and aban­doned at the com­mence­ment of the work for the new elec­tric rail­way near Baker Street Sta­tion. His arm and leg and two ribs were broken. The shaft is pro­tec­ted by a hoard­ing nearly 20 feet high, and over this, in­cred­ible as it seems, Mr. Bessel, a stout, middle-aged gen­tle­man, must have scrambled in or­der to fall down the shaft. He was sat­ur­ated in colza oil, and the smashed tin lay be­side him, but luck­ily the flame had been ex­tin­guished by his fall. And his mad­ness had passed from him al­to­geth­er. But he was, of course, ter­ribly en­feebled, and at the sight of his res­cuers he gave way to hys­ter­ic­al weep­ing.

			In view of the de­plor­able state of his flat, he was taken to the house of Dr. Hat­ton in Up­per Baker Street. Here he was sub­jec­ted to a sed­at­ive treat­ment, and any­thing that might re­call the vi­ol­ent crisis through which he had passed was care­fully avoided. But on the second day he vo­lun­teered a state­ment.

			Since that oc­ca­sion Mr. Bessel has sev­er­al times re­peated this state­ment—to my­self among oth­er people—vary­ing the de­tails as the nar­rat­or of real ex­per­i­ences al­ways does, but nev­er by any chance con­tra­dict­ing him­self in any par­tic­u­lar. And the state­ment he makes is in sub­stance as fol­lows.

			In or­der to un­der­stand it clearly it is ne­ces­sary to go back to his ex­per­i­ments with Mr. Vin­cey be­fore his re­mark­able at­tack. Mr. Bessel’s first at­tempts at self-pro­jec­tion, in his ex­per­i­ments with Mr. Vin­cey, were, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, un­suc­cess­ful. But through all of them he was con­cen­trat­ing all his power and will upon get­ting out of the body—“will­ing it with all my might,” he says. At last, al­most against ex­pect­a­tion, came suc­cess. And Mr. Bessel as­serts that he, be­ing alive, did ac­tu­ally, by an ef­fort of will, leave his body and pass in­to some place or state out­side this world.

			The re­lease was, he as­serts, in­stant­an­eous. “At one mo­ment I was seated in my chair, with my eyes tightly shut, my hands grip­ping the arms of the chair, do­ing all I could to con­cen­trate my mind on Vin­cey, and then I per­ceived my­self out­side my body—saw my body near me, but cer­tainly not con­tain­ing me, with the hands re­lax­ing and the head droop­ing for­ward on the breast.”

			Noth­ing shakes him in his as­sur­ance of that re­lease. He de­scribes in a quiet, mat­ter-of-fact way the new sen­sa­tion he ex­per­i­enced. He felt he had be­come im­palp­able—so much he had ex­pec­ted, but he had not ex­pec­ted to find him­self enorm­ously large. So, how­ever, it would seem he be­came. “I was a great cloud—if I may ex­press it that way—anchored to my body. It ap­peared to me, at first, as if I had dis­covered a great­er self of which the con­scious be­ing in my brain was only a little part. I saw the Al­bany and Pic­ca­dilly and Re­gent Street and all the rooms and places in the houses, very minute and very bright and dis­tinct, spread out be­low me like a little city seen from a bal­loon. Every now and then vague shapes like drift­ing wreaths of smoke made the vis­ion a little in­dis­tinct, but at first I paid little heed to them. The thing that as­ton­ished me most, and which as­ton­ishes me still, is that I saw quite dis­tinctly the in­sides of the houses as well as the streets, saw little people din­ing and talk­ing in the private houses, men and wo­men din­ing, play­ing bil­liards, and drink­ing in res­taur­ants and ho­tels, and sev­er­al places of en­ter­tain­ment crammed with people. It was like watch­ing the af­fairs of a glass hive.”

			Such were Mr. Bessel’s ex­act words as I took them down when he told me the story. Quite for­get­ful of Mr. Vin­cey, he re­mained for a space ob­serving these things. Im­pelled by curi­os­ity, he says, he stooped down, and, with the shad­owy arm he found him­self pos­sessed of, at­temp­ted to touch a man walk­ing along Vigo Street. But he could not do so, though his fin­ger seemed to pass through the man. Some­thing pre­ven­ted his do­ing this, but what it was he finds it hard to de­scribe. He com­pares the obstacle to a sheet of glass.

			“I felt as a kit­ten may feel,” he said, “when it goes for the first time to pat its re­flec­tion in a mir­ror.” Again and again, on the oc­ca­sion when I heard him tell this story, Mr. Bessel re­turned to that com­par­is­on of the sheet of glass. Yet it was not al­to­geth­er a pre­cise com­par­is­on, be­cause, as the read­er will speedily see, there were in­ter­rup­tions of this gen­er­ally im­per­meable res­ist­ance, means of get­ting through the bar­ri­er to the ma­ter­i­al world again. But, nat­ur­ally, there is a very great dif­fi­culty in ex­press­ing these un­pre­ced­en­ted im­pres­sions in the lan­guage of every­day ex­per­i­ence.

			A thing that im­pressed him in­stantly, and which weighed upon him through­out all this ex­per­i­ence, was the still­ness of this place—he was in a world without sound.

			At first Mr. Bessel’s men­tal state was an un­emo­tion­al won­der. His thought chiefly con­cerned it­self with where he might be. He was out of the body—out of his ma­ter­i­al body, at any rate—but that was not all. He be­lieves, and I for one be­lieve also, that he was some­where out of space, as we un­der­stand it, al­to­geth­er. By a strenu­ous ef­fort of will he had passed out of his body in­to a world bey­ond this world, a world un­dreamt of, yet ly­ing so close to it and so strangely situ­ated with re­gard to it that all things on this Earth are clearly vis­ible both from without and from with­in in this oth­er world about us. For a long time, as it seemed to him, this real­isa­tion oc­cu­pied his mind to the ex­clu­sion of all oth­er mat­ters, and then he re­called the en­gage­ment with Mr. Vin­cey, to which this as­ton­ish­ing ex­per­i­ence was, after all, but a pre­lude.

			He turned his mind to lo­co­motion in this new body in which he found him­self. For a time he was un­able to shift him­self from his at­tach­ment to his earthly car­cass. For a time this new strange cloud body of his simply swayed, con­trac­ted, ex­pan­ded, coiled, and writhed with his ef­forts to free him­self, and then quite sud­denly the link that bound him snapped. For a mo­ment everything was hid­den by what ap­peared to be whirl­ing spheres of dark va­pour, and then through a mo­ment­ary gap he saw his droop­ing body col­lapse limply, saw his life­less head drop side­ways, and found he was driv­ing along like a huge cloud in a strange place of shad­owy clouds that had the lu­min­ous in­tric­acy of Lon­don spread like a mod­el be­low.

			But now he was aware that the fluc­tu­at­ing va­pour about him was some­thing more than va­pour, and the tem­er­ari­ous ex­cite­ment of his first es­say was shot with fear. For he per­ceived, at first in­dis­tinctly, and then sud­denly very clearly, that he was sur­roun­ded by faces! that each roll and coil of the seem­ing cloud-stuff was a face. And such faces! Faces of thin shad­ow, faces of gaseous tenu­ity. Faces like those faces that glare with in­tol­er­able strange­ness upon the sleep­er in the evil hours of his dreams. Evil, greedy eyes that were full of a cov­et­ous curi­os­ity, faces with knit brows and snarling, smil­ing lips; their vague hands clutched at Mr. Bessel as he passed, and the rest of their bod­ies was but an elu­sive streak of trail­ing dark­ness. Nev­er a word they said, nev­er a sound from the mouths that seemed to gib­ber. All about him they pressed in that dreamy si­lence, passing freely through the dim misti­ness that was his body, gath­er­ing ever more nu­mer­ously about him. And the shad­owy Mr. Bessel, now sud­denly fear-stricken, drove through the si­lent, act­ive mul­ti­tude of eyes and clutch­ing hands.

			So in­hu­man were these faces, so ma­lig­nant their star­ing eyes, and shad­owy, claw­ing ges­tures, that it did not oc­cur to Mr. Bessel to at­tempt in­ter­course with these drift­ing creatures. Idi­ot phantoms, they seemed, chil­dren of vain de­sire, be­ings un­born and for­bid­den the boon of be­ing, whose only ex­pres­sions and ges­tures told of the envy and crav­ing for life that was their one link with ex­ist­ence.

			It says much for his res­ol­u­tion that, amidst the swarm­ing cloud of these noise­less spir­its of evil, he could still think of Mr. Vin­cey. He made a vi­ol­ent ef­fort of will and found him­self, he knew not how, stoop­ing to­wards Staple Inn, saw Vin­cey sit­ting at­tent­ive and alert in his arm­chair by the fire.

			And clus­ter­ing also about him, as they clustered ever about all that lives and breathes, was an­oth­er mul­ti­tude of these vain voice­less shad­ows, long­ing, de­sir­ing, seek­ing some loop­hole in­to life.

			For a space Mr. Bessel sought in­ef­fec­tu­ally to at­tract his friend’s at­ten­tion. He tried to get in front of his eyes, to move the ob­jects in his room, to touch him. But Mr. Vin­cey re­mained un­af­fected, ig­nor­ant of the be­ing that was so close to his own. The strange some­thing that Mr. Bessel has com­pared to a sheet of glass sep­ar­ated them im­per­meably.

			And at last Mr. Bessel did a des­per­ate thing. I have told how that in some strange way he could see not only the out­side of a man as we see him, but with­in. He ex­ten­ded his shad­owy hand and thrust his vague black fin­gers, as it seemed, through the heed­less brain.

			Then, sud­denly, Mr. Vin­cey star­ted like a man who re­calls his at­ten­tion from wan­der­ing thoughts, and it seemed to Mr. Bessel that a little dark-red body situ­ated in the middle of Mr. Vin­cey’s brain swelled and glowed as he did so. Since that ex­per­i­ence he has been shown ana­tom­ic­al fig­ures of the brain, and he knows now that this is that use­less struc­ture, as doc­tors call it, the pineal eye. For, strange as it will seem to many, we have, deep in our brains—where it can­not pos­sibly see any earthly light—an eye! At the time this, with the rest of the in­tern­al ana­tomy of the brain, was quite new to him. At the sight of its changed ap­pear­ance, how­ever, he thrust forth his fin­ger, and, rather fear­ful still of the con­sequences, touched this little spot. And in­stantly Mr. Vin­cey star­ted, and Mr. Bessel knew that he was seen.

			And at that in­stant it came to Mr. Bessel that evil had happened to his body, and be­hold! a great wind blew through all that world of shad­ows and tore him away. So strong was this per­sua­sion that he thought no more of Mr. Vin­cey, but turned about forth­with, and all the count­less faces drove back with him like leaves be­fore a gale. But he re­turned too late. In an in­stant he saw the body that he had left in­ert and col­lapsed—ly­ing, in­deed, like the body of a man just dead—had aris­en, had aris­en by vir­tue of some strength and will bey­ond his own. It stood with star­ing eyes, stretch­ing its limbs in du­bi­ous fash­ion.

			For a mo­ment he watched it in wild dis­may, and then he stooped to­wards it. But the pane of glass had closed against him again, and he was foiled. He beat him­self pas­sion­ately against this, and all about him the spir­its of evil grinned and poin­ted and mocked. He gave way to furi­ous an­ger. He com­pares him­self to a bird that has fluttered heed­lessly in­to a room and is beat­ing at the win­dowpane that holds it back from free­dom.

			And be­hold! the little body that had once been his was now dan­cing with de­light. He saw it shout­ing, though he could not hear its shouts; he saw the vi­ol­ence of its move­ments grow. He watched it fling his cher­ished fur­niture about in the mad de­light of ex­ist­ence, rend his books apart, smash bottles, drink heed­lessly from the jagged frag­ments, leap and smite in a pas­sion­ate ac­cept­ance of liv­ing. He watched these ac­tions in para­lysed as­ton­ish­ment. Then once more he hurled him­self against the im­pass­able bar­ri­er, and then with all that crew of mock­ing ghosts about him, hur­ried back in dire con­fu­sion to Vin­cey to tell him of the out­rage that had come upon him.

			But the brain of Vin­cey was now closed against ap­par­i­tions, and the dis­em­bod­ied Mr. Bessel pur­sued him in vain as he hur­ried out in­to Hol­born to call a cab. Foiled and ter­ror-stricken, Mr. Bessel swept back again, to find his de­sec­rated body whoop­ing in a glor­i­ous frenzy down the Bur­l­ing­ton Ar­cade …

			And now the at­tent­ive read­er be­gins to un­der­stand Mr. Bessel’s in­ter­pret­a­tion of the first part of this strange story. The be­ing whose frantic rush through Lon­don had in­flic­ted so much in­jury and dis­aster had in­deed Mr. Bessel’s body, but it was not Mr. Bessel. It was an evil spir­it out of that strange world bey­ond ex­ist­ence, in­to which Mr. Bessel had so rashly ven­tured. For twenty hours it held pos­ses­sion of him, and for all those twenty hours the dis­pos­sessed spir­it-body of Mr. Bessel was go­ing to and fro in that un­heard-of middle world of shad­ows seek­ing help in vain. He spent many hours beat­ing at the minds of Mr. Vin­cey and of his friend Mr. Hart. Each, as we know, he roused by his ef­forts. But the lan­guage that might con­vey his situ­ation to these help­ers across the gulf he did not know; his feeble fin­gers groped vainly and power­lessly in their brains. Once, in­deed, as we have already told, he was able to turn Mr. Vin­cey aside from his path so that he en­countered the stolen body in its ca­reer, but he could not make him un­der­stand the thing that had happened: he was un­able to draw any help from that en­counter …

			All through those hours the per­sua­sion was over­whelm­ing in Mr. Bessel’s mind that presently his body would be killed by its furi­ous ten­ant, and he would have to re­main in this shad­ow-land for ever­more. So that those long hours were a grow­ing agony of fear. And ever as he hur­ried to and fro in his in­ef­fec­tu­al ex­cite­ment, in­nu­mer­able spir­its of that world about him mobbed him and con­fused his mind. And ever an en­vi­ous ap­plaud­ing mul­ti­tude poured after their suc­cess­ful fel­low as he went upon his glor­i­ous ca­reer.

			For that, it would seem, must be the life of these bod­i­less things of this world that is the shad­ow of our world. Ever they watch, cov­et­ing a way in­to a mor­tal body, in or­der that they may des­cend, as fur­ies and fren­zies, as vi­ol­ent lusts and mad, strange im­pulses, re­joicing in the body they have won. For Mr. Bessel was not the only hu­man soul in that place. Wit­ness the fact that he met first one, and af­ter­wards sev­er­al shad­ows of men, men like him­self, it seemed, who had lost their bod­ies even it may be as he had lost his, and wandered, des­pair­ingly, in that lost world that is neither life nor death. They could not speak be­cause that world is si­lent, yet he knew them for men be­cause of their dim hu­man bod­ies, and be­cause of the sad­ness of their faces.

			But how they had come in­to that world he could not tell, nor where the bod­ies they had lost might be, wheth­er they still raved about the Earth, or wheth­er they were closed forever in death against re­turn. That they were the spir­its of the dead neither he nor I be­lieve. But Doc­tor Wilson Pa­get thinks they are the ra­tion­al souls of men who are lost in mad­ness on the Earth.

			At last Mr. Bessel chanced upon a place where a little crowd of such dis­em­bod­ied si­lent creatures was gathered, and thrust­ing through them he saw be­low a brightly-lit room, and four or five quiet gen­tle­men and a wo­man, a stout­ish wo­man dressed in black bom­bazine and sit­ting awk­wardly in a chair with her head thrown back. He knew her from her por­traits to be Mrs. Bul­lock, the me­di­um. And he per­ceived that tracts and struc­tures in her brain glowed and stirred as he had seen the pineal eye in the brain of Mr. Vin­cey glow. The light was very fit­ful; some­times it was a broad il­lu­min­a­tion, and some­times merely a faint twi­light spot, and it shif­ted slowly about her brain. She kept on talk­ing and writ­ing with one hand. And Mr. Bessel saw that the crowding shad­ows of men about him, and a great mul­ti­tude of the shad­ow spir­its of that shad­ow­land, were all striv­ing and thrust­ing to touch the lighted re­gions of her brain. As one gained her brain or an­oth­er was thrust away, her voice and the writ­ing of her hand changed. So that what she said was dis­orderly and con­fused for the most part; now a frag­ment of one soul’s mes­sage, and now a frag­ment of an­oth­er’s, and now she babbled the in­sane fan­cies of the spir­its of vain de­sire. Then Mr. Bessel un­der­stood that she spoke for the spir­it that had touch of her, and he began to struggle very furi­ously to­wards her. But he was on the out­side of the crowd and at that time he could not reach her, and at last, grow­ing anxious, he went away to find what had happened mean­while to his body. For a long time he went to and fro seek­ing it in vain and fear­ing that it must have been killed, and then he found it at the bot­tom of the shaft in Baker Street, writh­ing furi­ously and curs­ing with pain. Its leg and an arm and two ribs had been broken by its fall. Moreover, the evil spir­it was angry be­cause his time had been so short and be­cause of the pain­mak­ing vi­ol­ent move­ments and cast­ing his body about.

			And at that Mr. Bessel re­turned with re­doubled earn­est­ness to the room where the séance was go­ing on, and so soon as he had thrust him­self with­in sight of the place he saw one of the men who stood about the me­di­um look­ing at his watch as if he meant that the séance should presently end. At that a great num­ber of the shad­ows who had been striv­ing turned away with ges­tures of des­pair. But the thought that the séance was al­most over only made Mr. Bessel the more earn­est, and he struggled so stoutly with his will against the oth­ers that presently he gained the wo­man’s brain. It chanced that just at that mo­ment it glowed very brightly, and in that in­stant she wrote the mes­sage that Doc­tor Wilson Pa­get pre­served. And then the oth­er shad­ows and the cloud of evil spir­its about him had thrust Mr. Bessel away from her, and for all the rest of the séance he could re­gain her no more.

			So he went back and watched through the long hours at the bot­tom of the shaft where the evil spir­it lay in the stolen body it had maimed, writh­ing and curs­ing, and weep­ing and groan­ing, and learn­ing the les­son of pain. And to­wards dawn the thing he had waited for happened, the brain glowed brightly and the evil spir­it came out, and Mr. Bessel entered the body he had feared he should nev­er enter again. As he did so, the si­lence—the brood­ing si­lence—ended; he heard the tu­mult of traffic and the voices of people over­head, and that strange world that is the shad­ow of our world—the dark and si­lent shad­ows of in­ef­fec­tu­al de­sire and the shad­ows of lost men—van­ished clean away.

			He lay there for the space of about three hours be­fore he was found. And in spite of the pain and suf­fer­ing of his wounds, and of the dim damp place in which he lay; in spite of the tears—wrung from him by his phys­ic­al dis­tress—his heart was full of glad­ness to know that he was nev­er­the­less back once more in the kindly world of men.

		
	
		
			Jimmy Goggles the God

			“It isn’t every­one who’s been a god,” said the sun­burnt man. “But it’s happened to me—among oth­er things.”

			I in­tim­ated my sense of his con­des­cen­sion.

			“It don’t leave much for am­bi­tion, does it?” said the sun­burnt man.

			“I was one of those men who were saved from the Ocean Pi­on­eer. Gummy! how time flies! It’s twenty years ago. I doubt if you’ll re­mem­ber any­thing of the Ocean Pi­on­eer?”

			The name was fa­mil­i­ar, and I tried to re­call when and where I had read it. The Ocean Pi­on­eer? “Some­thing about gold dust,” I said vaguely, “but the pre­cise—”

			“That’s it,” he said. “In a beastly little chan­nel she hadn’t no busi­ness in—dodging pir­ates. It was be­fore they’d put the ky­bosh on that busi­ness. And there’d been vol­ca­noes or some­thing and all the rocks was wrong. There’s places about by Soona where you fair have to fol­low the rocks about to see where they’re go­ing next. Down she went in twenty fathoms be­fore you could have dealt for whist, with fifty thou­sand pounds worth of gold aboard, it was said, in one form or an­oth­er.”

			“Sur­viv­ors?”

			“Three.”

			“I re­mem­ber the case now,” I said. “There was some­thing about sal­vage—”

			But at the word sal­vage the sun­burnt man ex­ploded in­to lan­guage so ex­traordin­ar­ily hor­rible that I stopped aghast. He came down to more or­din­ary swear­ing, and pulled him­self up ab­ruptly. “Ex­cuse me,” he said, “but—sal­vage!”

			He leant over to­wards me. “I was in that job,” he said. “Tried to make my­self a rich man, and got made a god in­stead. I’ve got my feel­ings—

			“It ain’t all jam be­ing a god,” said the sun­burnt man, and for some time con­versed by means of such pithy but un­pro­gress­ive ax­ioms. At last he took up his tale again.

			“There was me,” said the sun­burnt man, “and a sea­man named Jac­obs, and Al­ways, the mate of the Ocean Pi­on­eer. And him it was that set the whole thing go­ing. I re­mem­ber him now, when we was in the jolly-boat, sug­gest­ing it all to our minds just by one sen­tence. He was a won­der­ful hand at sug­gest­ing things. ‘There was forty thou­sand pounds,’ he said, ‘on that ship, and it’s for me to say just where she went down.’ It didn’t need much brains to tumble to that. And he was the lead­er from the first to the last. He got hold of the Sanderses and their brig; they were broth­ers, and the brig was the Pride of Ban­ya, and he it was bought the diving dress—a second­hand one with a com­pressed air ap­par­at­us in­stead of pump­ing. He’d have done the diving too, if it hadn’t made him sick go­ing down. And the sal­vage people were muck­ing about with a chart he’d cooked up, as sol­emn as could be, at Starr Race, a hun­dred and twenty miles away.

			“I can tell you we was a happy lot aboard that brig, jokes and drink and bright hopes all the time. It all seemed so neat and clean and straight­for­ward, and what rough chaps call a ‘cert.’ And we used to spec­u­late how the oth­er blessed lot, the prop­er sal­vagers, who’d star­ted two days be­fore us, were get­ting on, un­til our sides fairly ached. We all messed to­geth­er in the Sanderses’ cab­in—it was a curi­ous crew, all of­ficers and no men—and there stood the diving-dress wait­ing its turn. Young Sanders was a hu­mor­ous sort of chap, and there cer­tainly was some­thing funny in the con­foun­ded thing’s great fat head and its stare, and he made us see it too. ‘Jimmy Goggles,’ he used to call it, and talk to it like a Chris­ti­an. Asked if he was mar­ried, and how Mrs. Goggles was, and all the little Goggleses. Fit to make you split. And every blessed day all of us used to drink the health of Jimmy Goggles in rum, and un­screw his eye and pour a glass of rum in him, un­til, in­stead of that nasty mack­in­tosh­er­i­ness, he smelt as nice in his in­side as a cask of rum. It was jolly times we had in those days, I can tell you—little sus­pect­ing, poor chaps! what was a-com­ing.

			“We wer­en’t go­ing to throw away our chances by any blessed hurry, you know, and we spent a whole day sound­ing our way to­wards where the Ocean Pi­on­eer had gone down, right between two chunks of ropy grey rock—lava rocks that rose nearly out of the wa­ter. We had to lay off about half a mile to get a safe an­chor­age, and there was a thun­der­ing row who should stop on board. And there she lay just as she had gone down, so that you could see the top of the masts that was still stand­ing per­fectly dis­tinctly. The row ended in all com­ing in the boat. I went down in the diving-dress on Fri­day morn­ing dir­ectly it was light.

			“What a sur­prise it was! I can see it all now quite dis­tinctly. It was a queer-look­ing place, and the light was just com­ing. People over here think every blessed place in the trop­ics is a flat shore and palm-trees and surf, bless ’em! This place, for in­stance, wasn’t a bit that way. Not com­mon rocks they were, un­der­mined by waves; but great curved banks like iron­work cinder heaps, with green slime be­low, and thorny shrubs and things just wav­ing upon them here and there, and the wa­ter glassy calm and clear, and show­ing you a kind of dirty gray-black shine, with huge flar­ing red-brown weeds spread­ing mo­tion­less, and crawl­ing and dart­ing things go­ing through it. And far away bey­ond the ditches and pools and the heaps was a forest on the moun­tain flank, grow­ing again after the fires and cinder showers of the last erup­tion. And the oth­er way forest, too, and a kind of broken—what is it?—amby-theatre of black and rusty cinders rising out of it all, and the sea in a kind of bay in the middle.

			“The dawn, I say, was just com­ing, and there wasn’t much col­our about things, and not a hu­man be­ing but ourselves any­where in sight up or down the chan­nel. Ex­cept the Pride of Ban­ya, ly­ing out bey­ond a lump of rocks to­wards the line of the sea.

			“Not a hu­man be­ing in sight,” he re­peated, and paused.

			“I don’t know where they came from, not a bit. And we were feel­ing so safe that we were all alone that poor young Sanders was a-singing. I was in Jimmy Goggles, all ex­cept the hel­met. ‘Easy,’ says Al­ways, ‘there’s her mast.’ And after I’d had just one squint over the gun­wale, I caught up the bo­gey, and al­most tipped out as old Sanders brought the boat round. When the win­dows were screwed and everything was all right, I shut the valve from the air-belt in or­der to help my sink­ing, and jumped over­board, feet fore­most—for we hadn’t a lad­der. I left the boat pitch­ing, and all of them star­ing down in­to wa­ter after me, as my head sank down in­to the weeds and black­ness that lay about the mast. I sup­pose nobody, not the most cau­tious chap in the world, would have bothered about a lookout at such a des­ol­ate place. It stunk of solitude.

			“Of course you must un­der­stand that I was a green­horn at diving. None of us were divers. We’d had to muck about with the thing to get the way of it, and this was the first time I’d been deep. It feels dam­nable. Your ears hurt beastly. I don’t know if you’ve ever hurt your­self yawn­ing or sneez­ing, but it takes you like that, only ten times worse. And a pain over the eye­brows here—split­ting—and a feel­ing like in­flu­enza in the head. And it isn’t all heav­en in your lungs and things. And go­ing down feels like the be­gin­ning of a lift, only it keeps on. And you can’t turn your head to see what’s above you, and you can’t get a fair squint at what’s hap­pen­ing to your feet without bend­ing down some­thing pain­ful. And be­ing deep it was dark, let alone the black­ness of the ashes and mud that formed the bot­tom. It was like go­ing down out of the dawn back in­to the night, so to speak.

			“The mast came up like a ghost out of the black, and then a lot of fishes, and then a lot of flap­ping red sea­weed, and then whack I came with a kind of dull bang on the deck of the Ocean Pi­on­eer, and the fishes that had been feed­ing on the dead rose about me like a swarm of flies from road stuff in sum­mer­time. I turned on the com­pressed air again—for the suit was a bit thick and mack­in­tosh­ery after all, in spite of the rum—and stood re­cov­er­ing my­self. It struck cool­ish down there, and that helped take off the stuffi­ness a bit.”

			“When I began to feel easi­er, I star­ted look­ing about me. It was an ex­traordin­ary sight. Even the light was ex­traordin­ary, a kind of reddy-col­oured twi­light, on ac­count of the stream­ers of sea­weed that floated up on either side of the ship. And far over­head just a moony, deep green blue. The deck of the ship, ex­cept for a slight list to star­board, was level, and lay all dark and long between the weeds, clear ex­cept where the masts had snapped when she rolled, and van­ish­ing in­to black night to­wards the fore­castle. There wasn’t any dead on the decks, most were in the weeds along­side, I sup­pose; but af­ter­wards I found two skel­et­ons ly­ing in the pas­sen­gers’ cab­ins, where death had come to them. It was curi­ous to stand on that deck and re­cog­nise it all, bit by bit; a place against the rail where I’d been fond of smoking by star­light, and the corner where an old chap from Sydney used to flirt with a wid­ow we had aboard. A com­fort­able couple they’d been, only a month ago, and now you couldn’t have got a meal for a baby crab off either of them.

			“I’ve al­ways had a bit of a philo­soph­ic­al turn, and I daresay I spent the best part of five minutes in such thoughts be­fore I went be­low to find where the blessed dust was stored. It was slow work hunt­ing, feel­ing it was for the most part, pitchy dark, with con­fus­ing blue gleams down the com­pan­ion. And there were things mov­ing about, a dab at my glass once, and once a pinch at my leg. Crabs, I ex­pect. I kicked a lot of loose stuff that puzzled me, and stooped and picked up some­thing all knobs and spikes. What do you think? Back­bone! But I nev­er had any par­tic­u­lar feel­ing for bones. We had talked the af­fair over pretty thor­oughly, and Al­ways knew just where the stuff was stowed. I found it that trip. I lif­ted a box one end an inch or more.”

			He broke off in his story. “I’ve lif­ted it,” he said, “as near as that! Forty thou­sand pounds’ worth of pure gold! Gold! I shouted in­side my hel­met as a kind of cheer, and hurt my ears. I was get­ting con­foun­ded stuffy and tired by this time—I must have been down twenty-five minutes or more—and I thought this was good enough. I went up the com­pan­ion again, and as my eyes came up flush with the deck, a thun­der­ing great crab gave a kind of hys­ter­ic­al jump and went scut­tling off side­ways. Quite a start it gave me. I stood up clear on deck and shut the valve be­hind the hel­met to let the air ac­cu­mu­late to carry me up again—I no­ticed a kind of whack­ing from above, as though they were hit­ting the wa­ter with an oar, but I didn’t look up. I fan­cied they were sig­nalling me to come up.

			“And then some­thing shot down by me—some­thing heavy, and stood a-quiver in the planks. I looked, and there was a long knife I’d seen young Sanders hand­ling. Thinks I, he’s dropped it, and I was still call­ing him this kind of fool and that—for it might have hurt me ser­i­ous—when I began to lift and drive up to­wards the day­light. Just about the level of the top spars of the Ocean Pi­on­eer, whack! I came against some­thing sink­ing down, and a boot knocked in front of my hel­met. Then some­thing else, strug­gling fright­ful. It was a big weight atop of me, whatever it was, and mov­ing and twist­ing about. I’d have thought it a big oc­topus, or some such thing, if it hadn’t been for the boot. But oc­topuses don’t wear boots. It was all in a mo­ment, of course.

			“I felt my­self sink­ing down again, and I threw my arms about to keep steady, and the whole lot rolled free of me and shot down as I went up—”

			He paused.

			“I saw young Sanders’s face, over a na­ked black shoulder, and a spear driv­en clean through his neck, and out of his mouth and neck what looked like spirts of pink smoke in the wa­ter. And down they went clutch­ing one an­oth­er, and turn­ing over, and both too far gone to leave go. And in an­oth­er second my hel­met came a whack, fit to split, against the nig­gers’ ca­noe. It was nig­gers! Two ca­noes full.

			“It was lively times I tell you? Over­board came Al­ways with three spears in him. There was the legs of three or four black chaps kick­ing about me in the wa­ter. I couldn’t see much, but I saw the game was up at a glance, gave my valve a tre­mend­ous twist, and went bub­bling down again after poor Al­ways, in as aw­ful a state of scare and as­ton­ish­ment as you can well ima­gine. I passed young Sanders and the nig­ger go­ing up again and strug­gling still a bit, and in an­oth­er mo­ment I was stand­ing in the dim again on the deck of the Ocean Pi­on­eer.

			“Gummy, thinks I, here’s a fix! Nig­gers? At first I couldn’t see any­thing for it but Stifle be­low or Stabs above. I didn’t prop­erly un­der­stand how much air there was to last me out, but I didn’t feel like stand­ing very much more of it down be­low. I was hot and fright­fully heady, quite apart from the blue funk I was in. We’d nev­er reckoned with these beastly nat­ives, filthy Pap­uan beasts. It wasn’t any good com­ing up where I was, but I had to do some­thing. On the spur of the mo­ment, I clambered over the side of the brig and landed among the weeds, and set off through the dark­ness as fast as I could. I just stopped once and knelt, and twis­ted back my head in the hel­met and had a look up. It was a most ex­traordin­ary bright green-blue above, and the two ca­noes and the boat float­ing there very small and dis­tant like a kind of twis­ted H. And it made me feel sick to squint up at it, and think what the pitch­ing and sway­ing of the three meant.

			“It was just about the most hor­rible ten minutes I ever had, blun­der­ing about in that dark­ness—pres­sure some­thing aw­ful, like be­ing bur­ied in sand, pain across the chest, sick with funk, and breath­ing noth­ing as it seemed but the smell of rum and mack­in­tosh. Gummy! After a bit, I found my­self go­ing up a steep­ish sort of slope. I had an­oth­er squint to see if any­thing was vis­ible of the ca­noes and boats, and then kept on. I stopped with my head a foot from the sur­face, and tried to see where I was go­ing, but, of course, noth­ing was to be seen but the re­flec­tion of the bot­tom. Then out I dashed, like knock­ing my head through a mir­ror. Dir­ectly I got my eyes out of the wa­ter, I saw I’d come up a kind of beach near the forest. I had a look round, but the nat­ives and the brig were both hid­den by a big hum­mucky heap of twis­ted lava. The born fool in me sug­ges­ted a run for the woods. I didn’t take the hel­met off, but I eased open one of the win­dows, and, after a bit of a pant, went on out of the wa­ter. You’d hardly ima­gine how clean and light the air tasted.

			“Of course, with four inches of lead in your boot soles, and your head in a cop­per knob the size of a foot­ball, and been thirty-five minutes un­der wa­ter, you don’t break any re­cords run­ning. I ran like a plough­boy go­ing to work. And halfway to the trees I saw a dozen nig­gers or more, com­ing out in a gap­ing, as­ton­ished sort of way to meet me.

			“I just stopped dead, and cursed my­self for all the fools out of Lon­don. I had about as much chance of cut­ting back to the wa­ter as a turned turtle. I just screwed up my win­dow again to leave my hands free, and waited for them. There wasn’t any­thing else for me to do.

			“But they didn’t come on very much. I began to sus­pect why. ‘Jimmy Goggles,’ I says, ‘it’s your beauty does it.’ I was in­clined to be a little light­headed, I think, with all these dangers about and the change in the pres­sure of the blessed air. ‘Who’re ye star­ing at?’ I said, as if the sav­ages could hear me. ‘What d’ye take me for? I’m hanged if I don’t give you some­thing to stare at,’ I said, and with that I screwed up the es­cape valve and turned on the com­pressed air from the belt, un­til I was swelled out like a blown frog. Reg­u­lar im­pos­ing it must have been. I’m blessed if they’d come on a step; and presently one and then an­oth­er went down on their hands and knees. They didn’t know what to make of me, and they was do­ing the ex­tra po­lite, which was very wise and reas­on­able of them. I had half a mind to edge back sea­ward and cut and run, but it seemed too hope­less. A step back and they’d have been after me. And out of sheer des­per­a­tion I began to march to­wards them up the beach, with slow, heavy steps, and wav­ing my blown-out arms about, in a dig­ni­fied man­ner. And in­side of me I was singing as small as a tomtit.

			“But there’s noth­ing like a strik­ing ap­pear­ance to help a man over a dif­fi­culty—I’ve found that be­fore and since. People like ourselves, who’re up to diving dresses by the time we’re sev­en, can scarcely ima­gine the ef­fect of one on a simple-minded sav­age. One or two of these nig­gers cut and run, the oth­ers star­ted in a great hurry try­ing to knock their brains out on the ground. And on I went as slow and sol­emn and silly-look­ing and art­ful as a job­bing plumb­er. It was evid­ent they took me for some­thing im­mense.

			“Then up jumped one and began point­ing, mak­ing ex­traordin­ary ges­tures to me as he did so, and all the oth­ers began shar­ing their at­ten­tion between me and some­thing out at sea. ‘What’s the mat­ter now?’ I said. I turned slowly on ac­count of my dig­nity, and there I saw, com­ing round a point, the poor old Pride of Ban­ya towed by a couple of ca­noes. The sight fairly made me sick. But they evid­ently ex­pec­ted some re­cog­ni­tion, so I waved my arms in a strik­ing sort of non­com­mit­tal man­ner. And then I turned and stalked on to­wards the trees again. At that time I was pray­ing like mad, I re­mem­ber, over and over again: ‘Lord help me through with it! Lord help me through with it!’ It’s only fools who know noth­ing of danger can af­ford to laugh at pray­ing.”

			“But these nig­gers wer­en’t go­ing to let me walk through and away like that. They star­ted a kind of bow­ing dance about me, and sort of pressed me to take a path­way that lay through the trees. It was clear to me they didn’t take me for a Brit­ish cit­izen, whatever else they thought of me, and for my own part I was nev­er less anxious to own up to the old coun­try.

			“You’d hardly be­lieve it, per­haps, un­less you’re fa­mil­i­ar with sav­ages, but these poor, mis­guided, ig­nor­ant creatures took me straight to their kind of joss place to present me to the blessed old black stone there. By this time I was be­gin­ning to sort of real­ise the depth of their ig­nor­ance, and dir­ectly I set eyes on this deity I took my cue. I star­ted a bari­tone howl, ‘wow-wow,’ very long on one note, and began wav­ing my arms about a lot, and then very slowly and ce­re­mo­ni­ously turned their im­age over on its side and sat down on it. I wanted to sit down badly, for diving dresses ain’t much wear in the trop­ics. Or, to put it dif­fer­ent like, they’re a sight too much. It took away their breath, I could see, my sit­ting on their joss, but in less time than a minute they made up their minds and were hard at work wor­ship­ping me. And I can tell you I felt a bit re­lieved to see things turn­ing out so well, in spite of the weight on my shoulders and feet.

			“But what made me anxious was what the chaps in the ca­noes might think when they came back. If they’d seen me in the boat be­fore I went down, and without the hel­met on—for they might have been spy­ing and hid­ing since over night—they would very likely take a dif­fer­ent view from the oth­ers. I was in a deuce of a stew about that for hours, as it seemed, un­til the shindy of the ar­rival began.

			“But they took it down—the whole blessed vil­lage took it down. At the cost of sit­ting up stiff and stern, as much like those sit­ting Egyp­tian im­ages one sees as I could man­age, for pretty nearly twelve hours, I should guess at least, on end, I got over it. You’d hardly think what it meant in that heat and stink. I don’t think any of them dreamt of the man in­side. I was just a won­der­ful leath­ery great joss that had come up with luck out of the wa­ter. But the fa­tigue! the heat! the beastly close­ness! the mack­in­tosh­er­i­ness and the rum! and the fuss! They lit a stink­ing fire on a kind of lava slab there was be­fore me, and brought in a lot of gory muck—the worst parts of what they were feast­ing on out­side, the beasts—and burnt it all in my hon­our. I was get­ting a bit hungry, but I un­der­stand now how gods man­age to do without eat­ing, what with the smell of burnt-of­fer­ings about them. And they brought in a lot of the stuff they’d got off the brig and, among oth­er stuff, what I was a bit re­lieved to see, the kind of pneu­mat­ic pump that was used for the com­pressed air af­fair, and then a lot of chaps and girls came in and danced about me some­thing dis­grace­ful. It’s ex­traordin­ary the dif­fer­ent ways dif­fer­ent people have of show­ing re­spect. If I’d had a hatchet handy I’d have gone for the lot of them—they made me feel that wild. All this time I sat as stiff as com­pany, not know­ing any­thing bet­ter to do. And at last, when night­fall came, and the wattle joss-house place got a bit too shad­owy for their taste—all these here sav­ages are afraid of the dark, you know—and I star­ted a sort of ‘Moo’ noise, they built big bon­fires out­side and left me alone in peace in the dark­ness of my hut, free to un­screw my win­dows a bit and think things over, and feel just as bad as I liked. And Lord! I was sick.

			“I was weak and hungry, and my mind kept on be­hav­ing like a beetle on a pin, tre­mend­ous activ­ity and noth­ing done at the end of it. Come round just where it was be­fore. There was sor­row­ing for the oth­er chaps, beastly drunk­ards cer­tainly, but not de­serving such a fate, and young Sanders with the spear through his neck wouldn’t go out of my mind. There was the treas­ure down there in the Ocean Pi­on­eer, and how one might get it and hide it some­where safer, and get away and come back for it. And there was the puzzle where to get any­thing to eat. I tell you I was fair ram­bling. I was afraid to ask by signs for food, for fear of be­hav­ing too hu­man, and so there I sat and hungered un­til very near the dawn. Then the vil­lage got a bit quiet, and I couldn’t stand it any longer, and I went out and got some stuff like ar­tichokes in a bowl and some sour milk. What was left of these I put away among the oth­er of­fer­ings, just to give them a hint of my tastes. And in the morn­ing they came to wor­ship, and found me sit­ting up stiff and re­spect­able on their pre­vi­ous god, just as they’d left me overnight. I’d got my back against the cent­ral pil­lar of the hut, and, prac­tic­ally, I was asleep. And that’s how I be­came a god among the hea­then—false god, no doubt, and blas­phem­ous, but one can’t al­ways pick and choose.

			“Now, I don’t want to crack my­self up as a god bey­ond my mer­its, but I must con­fess that while I was god to these people they was ex­traordin­ary suc­cess­ful. I don’t say there’s any­thing in it, mind you. They won a battle with an­oth­er tribe—I got a lot of of­fer­ings I didn’t want through it—they had won­der­ful fish­ing, and their crop of pourra was ex­cep­tion­al fine. And they coun­ted the cap­ture of the brig among the be­ne­fits I brought ’em. I must say I don’t think that was a poor re­cord for a per­fectly new hand. And, though per­haps you’d scarcely cred­it it, I was the tri­bal god of those beastly sav­ages for pretty nearly four months …

			“What else could I do, man? But I didn’t wear that diving-dress all the time. I made ’em rig me up a sort of holy of hol­ies, and a deuce of a time I had too, mak­ing them un­der­stand what it was I wanted them to do. That in­deed was the great dif­fi­culty—mak­ing them un­der­stand my wishes. I couldn’t let my­self down by talk­ing their lingo badly, even if I’d been able to speak at all, and I couldn’t go flap­ping a lot of ges­tures at them. So I drew pic­tures in sand and sat down be­side them and hooted like one o’clock. Some­times they did the things I wanted all right, and some­times they did them all wrong. They was al­ways very will­ing, cer­tainly. All the while I was puzz­ling how I was to get the con­foun­ded busi­ness settled. Every night be­fore the dawn I used to march out in full rig and go off to a place where I could see the chan­nel in which the Ocean Pi­on­eer lay sunk, and once even, one moon­light night, I tried to walk out to her, but the weeds and rocks and dark clean beat me. I didn’t get back till full day, and then I found all those silly nig­gers out on the beach pray­ing their sea-god to re­turn to them. I was that vexed and tired, mess­ing and tum­bling about, and com­ing up and go­ing down again, I could have punched their silly heads all round when they star­ted re­joicing. Hanged if I like so much ce­re­mony.

			“And then came the mis­sion­ary. That mis­sion­ary! What a Guy! Gummy! It was in the af­ter­noon, and I was sit­ting in state in my out­er temple place, sit­ting on that old black stone of theirs, when he came. I heard a row out­side and jab­ber­ing, and then his voice speak­ing to an in­ter­pret­er. ‘They wor­ship stocks and stones,’ he said, and I knew what was up, in a flash. I had one of my win­dows out for com­fort, and I sang out straight away on the spur of the mo­ment. ‘Stocks and stones!’ I says. ‘You come in­side,’ I says, ‘and I’ll punch your bloom­ing Ex­eter Hall of a head.’

			“There was a kind of si­lence and more jab­ber­ing, and in he came, Bible in hand, after the man­ner of them—a little sandy chap in specks and a pith hel­met. I flat­ter my­self that me sit­ting there in the shad­ows, with my cop­per head and my big goggles, struck him a bit of a heap at first. ‘Well,’ I says, ‘how’s the trade in scis­sors?’ for I don’t hold with mis­sion­ar­ies.

			“I had a lark with that mis­sion­ary. He was a raw hand, and quite out­classed by a man like me. He gasped out who was I, and I told him to read the in­scrip­tion at my feet if he wanted to know. There wasn’t no in­scrip­tion; why should there be? but down he goes to read, and his in­ter­pret­er, be­ing of course as su­per­sti­tious as any of them, more so by reas­on of his see­ing mis­sion­ary close to, took it for an act of wor­ship and plumped down like a shot. All my people gave a howl of tri­umph, and there wasn’t any more busi­ness to be done in my vil­lage after that jour­ney, not by the likes of him.

			“But, of course, I was a fool to choke him off like that. If I’d had any sense I should have told him straight away of the treas­ure and taken him in­to Co. I’ve no doubt he’d have come in­to Co. A child, with a few hours to think it over, could have seen the con­nec­tion between my diving dress and the loss of the Ocean Pi­on­eer. A week after he left I went out one morn­ing and saw the Moth­er­hood, the sal­ver’s ship from Starr Race, tow­ing up the chan­nel and sound­ing. The whole blessed game was up, and all my trouble thrown away. Gummy! How wild I felt! And guy­ing it in that stink­ing silly dress! Four months!”

			The sun­burnt man’s story de­gen­er­ated again. “Think of it,” he said, when he emerged to lin­guist­ic pur­ity once more. “Forty thou­sand pounds’ worth of gold.”

			“Did the little mis­sion­ary come back?” I asked.

			“Oh yes! bless him! And he pledged his repu­ta­tion there was a man in­side the god, and star­ted out to see as much with tre­mend­ous ce­re­mony. But wasn’t—he got sold again. I al­ways did hate scenes and ex­plan­a­tions, and long be­fore he came I was out of it all—go­ing home to Ban­ya along the coast, hid­ing in bushes by day, and thiev­ing food from the vil­lages by night. Only weapon, a spear. No clothes, no money. Noth­ing. My face, my for­tune, as the say­ing is. And just a squeak of eight thou­sand pounds of gold—fifth share. But the nat­ives cut up rusty, thank good­ness, be­cause they thought it was him had driv­en their luck away.”

		
	
		
			Mr. Brisher’s Treasure

			“You can’t be too care­ful who you marry,” said Mr. Brish­er, and pulled thought­fully with a fat-wris­ted hand at the lank mous­tache that hides his want of chin.

			“That’s why—” I ven­tured.

			“Yes,” said Mr. Brish­er, with a sol­emn light in his bleary, blue-grey eyes, mov­ing his head ex­press­ively and breath­ing al­co­hol in­tim­ately at me. “There’s lots as ’ave ’ad a try at me—many as I could name in this town—but none ’ave done it—none.”

			I sur­veyed the flushed coun­ten­ance, the equat­ori­al ex­pan­sion, the mas­terly care­less­ness of his at­tire, and heaved a sigh to think that by reas­on of the un­wor­thi­ness of wo­men he must needs be the last of his race.

			“I was a smart young chap when I was young­er,” said Mr. Brish­er. “I ’ad my work cut out. But I was very care­ful—very. And I got through …”

			He leant over the tap­room table and thought vis­ibly on the sub­ject of my trust­wor­thi­ness. I was re­lieved at last by his con­fid­ence.

			“I was en­gaged once,” he said at last, with a re­min­is­cent eye on the shuv-a’penny board.

			“So near as that?”

			He looked at me. “So near as that. Fact is—” He looked about him, brought his face close to mine, lowered his voice, and fenced off an un­sym­path­et­ic world with a grimy hand. “If she ain’t dead or mar­ried to someone else or any­thing—I’m en­gaged still. Now.” He con­firmed this state­ment with nods and fa­cial con­tor­tions. “Still,” he said, end­ing the pan­to­mime, and broke in­to a reck­less smile at my sur­prise. “Me!”

			“Run away,” he ex­plained fur­ther, with co­rus­cat­ing eye­brows. “Come ’ome.

			“That ain’t all.

			“You’d ’ar­dly be­lieve it,” he said, “but I found a treas­ure. Found a reg­u­lar treas­ure.”

			I fan­cied this was irony, and did not, per­haps, greet it with prop­er sur­prise. “Yes,” he said, “I found a treas­ure. And come ’ome. I tell you I could sur­prise you with things that has happened to me.” And for some time he was con­tent to re­peat that he had found a treas­ure—and left it.

			I made no vul­gar clam­our for a story, but I be­came at­tent­ive to Mr. Brish­er’s bod­ily needs, and presently I led him back to the deser­ted lady.

			“She was a nice girl,” he said—a little sadly, I thought. “And re­spect­able.”

			He raised his eye­brows and tightened his mouth to ex­press ex­treme re­spect­ab­il­ity—bey­ond the likes of us eld­erly men.

			“It was a long way from ’ere. Es­sex, in fact. Near Col­chester. It was when I was up in Lon­don—in the build­in’ trade. I was a smart young chap then, I can tell you. Slim. ’Ad best clo’es ’s good as any­body. ’At—silk ’at, mind you.” Mr. Brish­er’s hand shot above his head to­wards the in­fin­ite to in­dic­ate it silk hat of the highest. “Um­brella—nice um­brella with a ’orn ’andle. Sav­in’s. Very care­ful I was …”

			He was pens­ive for a little while, think­ing, as we must all come to think soon­er or later, of the van­ished bright­ness of youth. But he re­frained, as one may do in tap­rooms, from the ob­vi­ous mor­al.

			“I got to know ’er through a chap what was en­gaged to ’er sis­ter. She was stop­ping in Lon­don for a bit with an aunt that ’ad a ’am an’ beef shop. This aunt was very par­tic­u­lar—they was all very par­tic­u­lar people, all ’er people was—and wouldn’t let ’er sis­ter go out with this feller ex­cept ’er oth­er sis­ter, my girl that is, went with them. So ’e brought me in­to it, sort of to ease the crowding. We used to go walks in Bat­ter­sea Park of a Sunday af­ter­noon. Me in my top­per, and ’im in ’is; and the girl’s—well—styl­ish. There wasn’t many in Bat­ter­sea Park ’ad the larf of us. She wasn’t what you’d call pretty, but a nicer girl I nev­er met. I liked ’er from the start, and, well—though I say it who shouldn’t—she liked me. You know ’ow it is, I des­say?”

			I pre­ten­ded I did.

			“And when this chap mar­ried ’er sis­ter—’im and me was great friends—what must ’e do but arst me down to Col­chester, close by where she lived. Nat­ur­ally I was in­tro­juced to ’er people, and well, very soon, her and me was en­gaged.”

			He re­peated “en­gaged.”

			“She lived at ’ome with ’er fath­er and moth­er, quite the lady, in a very nice little ’ouse with a garden—and re­mark­able re­spect­able people they was. Rich you might call ’em a’most. They owned their own ’ouse—got it out of the Build­ing So­ci­ety, and cheap be­cause the chap who had it be­fore was a burg­lar and in pris­on—and they ’ad a bit of free’old land, and some cot­tages and money ’nves­ted—all nice and tight: they was what you’d call snug and warm. I tell you, I was on. Fur­niture too. Why! They ’ad a pi­an­ner. Jane—‘er name was Jane—used to play it Sundays, and very nice she played too. There wasn’t ’ar­dly a ’im toon in the book she couldn’t play …

			“Many’s the even­in’ we’ve met and sung ’ims there, me and ’er and the fam­ily.

			“ ’Er fath­er was quite a lead­in’ man in chapel. You should ha’ seen him Sundays, in­ter­rupt­in’ the min­is­ter and giv­in’ out ’ims. He had gold spec­tacles, I re­mem­ber, and used to look over ’em at you while he sang hearty—he was al­ways great on singing ’earty to the Lord—and when he got out o’ toon ’arf the people went after ’im—al­ways. ’E was that sort of man. And to walk be’ind ’im in ’is nice black clo’es—‘is ’at was a brim­mer—made one reg­u­lar proud to be en­gaged to such a fath­er-in-law. And when the sum­mer came I went down there and stopped a fort­night.

			“Now, you know there was a sort of ’itch,” said Mr. Brish­er. “We wanted to marry, me and Jane did, and get things settled. But ’e said I ’ad to get a prop­er po­s­i­tion first. Con­sequently there was a ’itch. Con­sequently, when I went down there, I was anxious to show that I was a good use­ful sort of chap like. Show I could do pretty nearly everything like. See?”

			I made a sym­path­et­ic noise.

			“And down at the bot­tom of their garden was a bit of wild part like. So I says to ’im, ‘Why don’t you ’ave a rock­ery ’ere?’ I says. ‘It ’ud look nice.’

			“ ‘Too much ex­pense,’ he says.

			“ ‘Not a penny,’ says I. ‘I’m a dab at rock­er­ies. Lemme make you one.’ You see, I’d ’elped my broth­er make a rock­ery in the beer garden be’ind ’is tap, so I knew ’ow to do it to rights. ‘Lemme make you one,’ I says. ‘It’s ’ol­i­days, but I’m that sort of chap, I ’ate do­ing noth­ing,’ I says. ‘I’ll make you one to rights.’ And the long and the short of it was, he said I might.

			“And that’s ’ow I come on the treas­ure.”

			“What treas­ure?” I asked.

			“Why!” said Mr. Brish­er, “the treas­ure I’m telling you about, what’s the reas­on why I nev­er mar­ried.”

			“What!—a treas­ure—dug up?”

			“Yes—bur­ied wealth—treas­ure trove. Come out of the ground. What I kept on say­ing—reg­u­lar treas­ure—” He looked at me with un­usu­al dis­respect.

			“It wasn’t more than a foot deep, not the top of it,” he said. “I’d ’ar­dly got thirsty like, be­fore I come on the corner.”

			“Go on,” I said. “I didn’t un­der­stand.”

			“Why! Dir­ectly I ’it the box I knew it was treas­ure. A sort of in­stinct told me. Some­thing seemed to shout in­side of me—‘Now’s your chance—lie low.’ It’s lucky I knew the laws of treas­ure trove or I’d ’ave been shoutin’ there and then. I daresay you know—”

			“Crown bags it,” I said, “all but one per­cent. Go on. It’s a shame. What did you do?”

			“Un­covered the top of the box. There wasn’t any­body in the garden or about like. Jane was ’elp­ing ’er moth­er do the ’ouse. I was ex­cited—I tell you. I tried the lock and then gave a whack at the hinges. Open it came. Sil­ver coins—full! Shin­ing. It made me tremble to see ’em. And jest then—I’m blessed if the dust­man didn’t come round the back of the ’ouse. It pretty nearly gave me ’eart dis­ease to think what a fool I was to ’ave that money show­ing. And dir­ectly after I ’eard the chap next door—’e was ’ol­i­day­ing, too—I ’eard him wa­ter­ing ’is beans. If only ’e’d looked over the fence!”

			“What did you do?”

			“Kicked the lid on again and covered it up like a shot, and went on dig­ging about a yard away from it—like mad. And my face, so to speak, was laugh­ing on its own ac­count till I had it hid. I tell you I was reg­u­lar scared like at my luck. I jest thought that it ’ad to be kep’ close and that was all. ‘Treas­ure,’ I kep’ whis­per­in’ to my­self, ‘Treas­ure’ and ‘ ’un­dreds of pounds, ’un­dreds, ’un­dreds of pounds.’ Whis­per­ing to my­self like, and dig­ging like blazes. It seemed to me the box was reg­u­lar stick­ing out and show­ing, like your legs do un­der the sheets in bed, and I went and put all the earth I’d got out of my ’ole for the rock­ery slap on top of it. I was in a sweat. And in the midst of it all out toddles ’er fath­er. He didn’t say any­thing to me, jest stood be­hind me and stared, but Jane tole me af­ter­wards when he went in­doors, ’e says, ‘That there jack­anapes of yours, Jane’—he al­ways called me a jack­anapes some’ow—‘knows ’ow to put ’is back in­to it after all.’ Seemed quite im­pressed by it, ’e did.”

			“How long was the box?” I asked, sud­denly.

			“ ’Ow long?” said Mr. Brish­er.

			“Yes—in length?”

			“Oh! ’bout so-by-so.” Mr. Brish­er in­dic­ated a mod­er­ate-sized trunk.

			“Full?” said I.

			“Full up of sil­ver coins—’arf-crowns, I be­lieve.”

			“Why!” I cried, “that would mean—hun­dreds of pounds.”

			“Thou­sands,” said Mr. Brish­er, in a sort of sad calm. “I calc’lated it out.”

			“But how did they get there?”

			“All I know is what I found. What I thought at the time was this. The chap who’d owned the ’ouse be­fore ’er fath­er ’d been a reg­u­lar slap-up burg­lar. What you’d call a ’igh-class crim­in­al. Used to drive ’is trap—like Peace did.” Mr. Brish­er med­it­ated on the dif­fi­culties of nar­ra­tion and em­barked on a com­plic­ated par­en­thes­is. “I don’t know if I told you it’d been a burg­lar’s ’ouse be­fore it was my girl’s fath­er’s, and I knew ’e’d robbed a mail train once, I did know that. It seemed to me—”

			“That’s very likely,” I said. “But what did you do?”

			“Sweated,” said Mr. Brish­er. “Reg­u­lar run orf me. All that morn­ing,” said Mr. Brish­er, “I was at it, pre­tend­ing to make that rock­ery and won­der­ing what I should do. I’d ’ave told ’er fath­er p’r’aps, only I was doubt­ful of ’is hon­esty—I was afraid he might rob me of it like, and give it up to the au­thor­it­ies—and be­sides, con­sid­er­ing I was mar­ry­ing in­to the fam­ily, I thought it would be nicer like if it came through me. Put me on a bet­ter foot­ing, so to speak. Well, I ’ad three days be­fore me left of my ’ol­i­days, so there wasn’t no hurry, so I covered it up and went on dig­ging, and tried to puzzle out ’ow I was to make sure of it. Only I couldn’t.

			“I thought,” said Mr. Brish­er, “and I thought. Once I got reg­u­lar doubt­ful wheth­er I’d seen it or not, and went down to it and ’ad it un­covered again, just as her ma came out to ’ang up a bit of wash­in’ she’d done. Jumps again! Af­ter­wards I was just think­ing I’d ’ave an­oth­er go at it, when Jane comes to tell me din­ner was ready. ‘You’ll want it,’ she said, ’see­ing all the ’ole you’ve dug.’

			“I was in a reg­u­lar daze all din­ner, won­der­ing wheth­er that chap next door wasn’t over the fence and filling ’is pock­ets. But in the af­ter­noon I got easi­er in my mind—it seemed to me it must ’ave been there so long it was pretty sure to stop a bit longer—and I tried to get up a bit of a dis­cus­sion to dror out the old man and see what ’e thought of treas­ure trove.”

			Mr. Brish­er paused, and af­fected amuse­ment at the memory.

			“The old man was a scorch­er,” he said; “a reg­u­lar scorch­er.”

			“What!” said I; “did he—?”

			“It was like this,” ex­plained Mr. Brish­er, lay­ing a friendly hand on my arm and breath­ing in­to my face to calm me. “Just to dror ’im out, I told a story of a chap I said I knew—pre­tend­in’, you know—who’d found a sov­ring in a nover­coat ’e’d bor­rowed. I said ’e stuck to it, but I said I wasn’t sure wheth­er that was right or not. And then the old man began. Lor’! ’e did let me ’ave it!” Mr. Brish­er af­fected an in­sin­cere amuse­ment. “ ’E was, well—what you might call a rare ’and at Snacks. Said that was the sort of friend ’e’d nat­ur­ally ex­pect me to ’ave. Said ’e’d nat­ur­ally ex­pect that from the friend of a out-of-work loafer who took up with daugh­ters who didn’t be­long to ’im. There! I couldn’t tell you ’arf ’e said. ’E went on most out­rageous. I stood up to ’im about it, just to dror ’im out. ‘Wouldn’t you stick to a ’arf-sov’, not if you found it in the street?’ I says. ‘Cer­tainly not,’ ’e says; ‘cer­tainly I wouldn’t.’ ‘What! not if you found it as a sort of treas­ure?’ ‘Young man,’ ’e says, ‘there’s ’i’er ’thor­ity than mine—Render un­to Caesar’—what is it? Yes. Well, he fetched up that. A rare ’and at ’it­ting you over the ’ed with the Bible, was the old man. And so he went on. ’E got to such Snacks about me at last I couldn’t stand it. I’d prom­ised Jane not to an­swer ’im back, but it got a bit too thick. I—I give it ’im—”

			Mr. Brish­er, by means of en­ig­mat­ic­al face­work, tried to make me think he had had the best of that ar­gu­ment, but I knew bet­ter.

			“I went out in a ’uff at last. But not be­fore I was pretty sure I ’ad to lift that treas­ure by my­self. The only thing that kep’ me up was think­ing ’ow I’d take it out of ’im when I ’ad the cash.”

			There was a lengthy pause.

			“Now, you’d ’ar­dly be­lieve it, but all them three days I nev­er ’ad a chance at the blessed treas­ure, nev­er got out not even a ’arf-crown. There was al­ways a some­think—al­ways.

			“ ’Ston­ish­ing thing it isn’t thought of more,” said Mr. Brish­er. “Find­ing treas­ure’s no great shakes. It’s get­tin’ it. I don’t sup­pose I slep’ a wink any of those nights, think­ing where I was to take it, what I was to do with it, ’ow I was to ex­plain it. It made me reg­u­lar ill. And days I was that dull, it made Jane reg­u­lar ’uffy. ‘You ain’t the same chap you was in Lon­don,’ she says, sev­er­al times. I tried to lay it on ’er fath­er and ’is Snacks, but bless you, she knew bet­ter. What must she ’ave but that I’d got an­oth­er girl on my mind! Said I wasn’t true. Well, we had a bit of a row. But I was that set on the treas­ure, I didn’t seem to mind a bit any­thing she said.

			“Well, at last I got a sort of plan. I was al­ways a bit good at plan­ning, though car­ry­ing out isn’t so much in my line. I thought it all out and settled on a plan. First, I was go­ing to take all my pock­ets full of these ’ere ’arf-crowns—see?—and af­ter­wards as I shall tell.

			“Well, I got to that state I couldn’t think of get­ting at the treas­ure again in the day­time, so I waited un­til the night be­fore I had to go, and then, when everything was still, up I gets and slips down to the back door, mean­ing to get my pock­ets full. What must I do in the scull­ery but fall over a pail! Up gets ’er fath­er with a gun—’e was a light sleep­er was ’er fath­er, and very sus­pi­cious and there was me: ’ad to ex­plain I’d come down to the pump for a drink be­cause my wa­ter-bottle was bad. ’E didn’t let me off a Snack or two over that bit, you lay a bob.”

			“And you mean to say—” I began.

			“Wait a bit,” said Mr. Brish­er. “I say, I’d made my plan. That put the ky­bosh on one bit, but it didn’t ’urt the gen­er­al scheme not a bit. I went and I fin­ished that rock­ery next day, as though there wasn’t a Snack in the world; ce­men­ted over the stones, I did, dabbed it green and every­think. I put a dab of green just to show where the box was. They all came and looked at it, and sai ’ow nice it was—even ’e was a bit softer like to see it, and all he said was, ‘It’s a pity you can’t al­ways work like that, then you might get some­thing def­in­ite to do,’ he says.

			“ ‘Yes,’ I says—I couldn’t ’elp it—‘I put a lot in that rock­ery,’ I says, like that. See? ‘I put a lot in that rock­ery’—mean­ing—”

			“I see,” said I—for Mr. Brish­er is apt to overelab­or­ate his jokes.

			“’E didn’t,” said Mr. Brish­er. “Not then, any­how.

			“Ar’ever—after all that was over, off I set for Lon­don … Orf I set for Lon­don.”

			Pause.

			“On’y I wasn’t go­ing to no Lon­don,” said Mr. Brish­er, with sud­den an­im­a­tion, and thrust­ing his face in­to mine. “No fear! What do you think?

			“I didn’t go no fur­ther than Col­chester—not a yard.

			“I’d left the spade just where I could find it. I’d got everything planned and right. I ’ired a little trap in Col­chester, and pre­ten­ded I wanted to go to Ipswich and stop the night, and come back next day, and the chap I ’ired it from made me leave two sov­rings on it right away, and off I set.

			“I didn’t go to no Ipswich neither.

			“Mid­night the ’orse and trap was ’itched by the little road that ran by the cot­tage where ’e lived—not sixty yards off, it wasn’t—and I was at it like a good ’un. It was jest the night for such games—over­cast—but a trifle too ’ot, and all round the sky there was sum­mer light­ning and presently a thun­der­storm. Down it came. First big drops in a sort of fizzle, then ’ail. I kep’on. I whacked at it—I didn’t dream the old man would ’ear. I didn’t even trouble to go quiet with the spade, and the thun­der and light­ning and ’ail seemed to ex­cite me like. I shouldn’t won­der if I was singing. I got so ’ard at it I clean for­got the thun­der and the ’orse and trap. I pre­cious soon got the box show­ing, and star­ted to lift it—”

			“Heavy?” I said.

			“I couldn’t no more lift it than fly. I was sick. I’d nev­er thought of that I got reg­u­lar wild—I tell you, I cursed. I got sort of out­rageous. I didn’t think of di­vid­ing it like for the minute, and even then I couldn’t ’ave took money about loose in a trap. I hois­ted one end sort of wild like, and over the whole show went with a tre­men­jous noise. Per­feck smash of sil­ver. And then right on the heels of that, Flash! Light­ning like the day! and there was the back door open and the old man com­ing down the garden with ’is bloom­ing old gun. He wasn’t not a ’un­dred yards away!

			“I tell you I was that up­set—I didn’t think what I was do­ing. I nev­er stopped-not even to fill my pock­ets. I went over the fence like a shot, and ran like one o’clock for the trap, cuss­ing and swear­ing as I went. I was in a state …

			“And will you be­lieve me, when I got to the place where I’d left the ’orse and trap, they’d gone. Orf! When I saw that I ’adn’t a cuss left for it. I jest danced on the grass, and when I’d danced enough I star­ted off to Lon­don … I was done.”

			Mr. Brish­er was pens­ive for an in­ter­val. “I was done,” he re­peated, very bit­terly.

			“Well?” I said.

			“That’s all,” said Mr. Brish­er.

			“You didn’t go back?”

			“No fear. I’d ’ad enough of that bloom­ing treas­ure, any’ow for a bit. Be­sides, I didn’t know what was done to chaps who tried to col­lar a treas­ure trove. I star­ted off for Lon­don there and then …”

			“And you nev­er went back?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“But about Jane? Did you write?”

			“Three times, fish­ing like. And no an­swer. We’d par­ted in a bit of a ’uff on ac­count of ’er be­ing jeal­ous. So that I couldn’t make out for cer­tain what it meant.

			“I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t even know wheth­er the old man knew it was me. I sort of kep’ an eye open on pa­pers to see when he’d give up that treas­ure to the Crown, as I hadn’t a doubt ’e would, con­sid­er­ing ’ow re­spect­able he’d al­ways been.”

			“And did he?”

			Mr. Brish­er pursed his mouth and moved his head slowly from side to side. “Not ’im,” he said.

			“Jane was a nice girl,” he said, “a thor­ough nice girl mind you, if jeal­ous, and there’s no know­ing I mightn’t ’ave gone back to ’er after a bit. I thought if he didn’t give up the treas­ure I might ’ave a sort of ’old on ’im … Well, one day I looks as usu­al un­der Col­chester—and there I saw ’is name. What for, d’yer think?”

			I could not guess.

			Mr. Brish­er’s voice sank to a whis­per, and once more he spoke be­hind his hand. His man­ner was sud­denly suf­fused with a pos­it­ive joy. “Is­su­ing coun­ter­feit coins,” he said. “Coun­ter­feit coins!”

			“You don’t mean to say—?”

			“Yes-It. Bad. Quite a long case they made of it. But they got ’im, though he dodged tre­men­jous. Traced ’is ’aving passed, oh!—nearly a dozen bad ’arf-crowns.”

			“And you didn’t—?”

			“No fear. And it didn’t do ’im much good to say it was treas­ure trove.”

		
	
		
			A Vision of Judgment

			
				I

				Bru-a-a-a.

				I listened, not un­der­stand­ing.

				Wa-ra-ra-ra.

				“Good Lord!” said I, still only half awake. “What an in­fernal shindy!”

				Ra-ra-ra-ra-ra-ra-ra-ra-ra Ta-ra-rra-ra.

				“It’s enough,” said I, “to wake—” and stopped short. Where was I?

				Ta-rra-rara—louder and louder.

				“It’s either some new in­ven­tion—”

				Toora-toora-toora! Deaf­en­ing!

				“No,” said I, speak­ing loud in or­der to hear my­self. “That’s the Last Trump.”

				Tooo-rraa!

			
			
				II

				The last note jerked me out of my grave like a hooked min­now.

				I saw my monu­ment (rather a mean little af­fair, and I wished I knew who’d done it), and the old elm tree and the sea view van­ished like a puff of steam, and then all about me—a mul­ti­tude no man could num­ber, na­tions, tongues, king­doms, peoples—chil­dren of all the ages, in an am­phi­theat­ral space as vast as the sky. And over against us, seated on a throne of dazzling white cloud, the Lord God and all the host of his an­gels. I re­cog­nised Azrael by his dark­ness and Mi­chael by his sword, and the great an­gel who had blown the trum­pet stood with the trum­pet still half raised.

			
			
				III

				“Prompt,” said the little man be­side me. “Very prompt. Do you see the an­gel with the book?”

				He was duck­ing and cran­ing his head about to see over and un­der and between the souls that crowded round us. “Every­body’s here,” he said. “Every­body. And now we shall know—

				“There’s Dar­win,” he said, go­ing off at a tan­gent. “He’ll catch it! And there—you see?—that tall, im­port­ant-look­ing man try­ing to catch the eye of the Lord God, that’s the Duke. But there’s a lot of people one doesn’t know.

				“Oh! there’s Priggles, the pub­lish­er. I have al­ways wondered about print­ers’ overs. Priggles was a clev­er man … But we shall know now—even about him.

				“I shall hear all that. I shall get most of the fun be­fore … My let­ter’s S.”

				He drew the air in between his teeth.

				“His­tor­ic­al char­ac­ters, too. See? That’s Henry the Eighth. There’ll be a good bit of evid­ence. Oh, damn! He’s Tu­dor.”

				He lowered his voice. “No­tice this chap, just in front of us, all covered with hair. Pa­leo­lith­ic, you know. And there again—”

				But I did not heed him, be­cause I was look­ing at the Lord God.

			
			
				IV

				“Is this all?” asked the Lord God.

				The an­gel at the book—it was one of count­less volumes, like the Brit­ish Mu­seum Read­ing-room Cata­logue, glanced at us and seemed to count us in the in­stant.

				“That’s all,” he said, and ad­ded: “It was, O God, a very little plan­et.”

				The eyes of God sur­veyed us.

				“Let us be­gin,” said the Lord God.

			
			
				V

				The an­gel opened the book and read a name. It was a name full of A’s, and the echoes of it came back out of the ut­ter­most parts of space. I did not catch it clearly, be­cause the little man be­side me said, in a sharp jerk, “What’s that?” It soun­ded like “Ahab” to me; but it could not have been the Ahab of Scrip­ture.

				In­stantly a small black fig­ure was lif­ted up to a puffy cloud at the very feet of God. It was a stiff little fig­ure, dressed in rich out­land­ish robes and crowned, and it fol­ded its arms and scowled.

				“Well?” said God, look­ing down at him.

				We were priv­ileged to hear the reply, and in­deed the acous­tic prop­er­ties of the place were mar­vel­lous.

				“I plead guilty,” said the little fig­ure.

				“Tell them what you have done,” said the Lord God.

				“I was a king,” said the little fig­ure, “a great king, and I was lust­ful and proud and cruel. I made wars, I dev­ast­ated coun­tries, I built palaces, and the mor­tar was the blood of men. Hear, O God, the wit­nesses against me, call­ing to you for ven­geance. Hun­dreds and thou­sands of wit­nesses.” He waved his hands to­wards us. “And worse! I took a proph­et—one of your proph­ets—”

				“One of my proph­ets,” said the Lord God.

				“And be­cause he would not bow to me, I tor­tured him for four days and nights, and in the end he died. I did more, O God, I blas­phemed. I robbed you of your hon­ours—”

				“Robbed me of my hon­ours,” said the Lord God.

				“I caused my­self to be wor­shipped in your stead. No evil was there but I prac­tised it; no cruelty where­with I did not stain my soul. And at last you smote me, O God!”

				God raised his eye­brows slightly.

				“And I was slain in battle. And so I stand be­fore you, meet for your neth­er­most Hell! Out of your great­ness dar­ing no lies, dar­ing no pleas, but telling the truth of my iniquit­ies be­fore all man­kind.”

				He ceased. His face I saw dis­tinctly, and it seemed to me white and ter­rible and proud and strangely noble. I thought of Milton’s Satan.

				“Most of that is from the Ob­elisk,” said the Re­cord­ing An­gel, fin­ger on page.

				“It is,” said the Tyr­an­nous Man, with a faint touch of sur­prise.

				Then sud­denly God bent for­ward and took this man in his hand, and held him up on his palm as if to see him bet­ter. He was just a little dark stroke in the middle of God’s palm.

				“Did he do all this?” said the Lord God.

				The Re­cord­ing An­gel flattened his book with his hand.

				“In a way,” said the Re­cord­ing An­gel, care­lessly. Now when I looked again at the little man his face had changed in a very curi­ous man­ner. He was look­ing at the Re­cord­ing An­gel with a strange ap­pre­hen­sion in his eyes, and one hand fluttered to his mouth. Just the move­ment of a muscle or so, and all that dig­nity of de­fi­ance was gone.

				“Read,” said the Lord God.

				And the an­gel read, ex­plain­ing very care­fully and fully all the wicked­ness of the Wicked Man. It was quite an in­tel­lec­tu­al treat.—A little “dar­ing” in places, I thought, but of course Heav­en has its priv­ileges …

			
			
				VI

				Every­body was laugh­ing. Even the proph­et of the Lord whom the Wicked Man had tor­tured had a smile on his face. The Wicked Man was really such a pre­pos­ter­ous little fel­low.

				“And then,” read the Re­cord­ing An­gel, with a smile that set us all agog, “one day, when he was a little iras­cible from over­eat­ing, he—”

				“Oh, not that,” cried the Wicked Man, “nobody knew of that.

				“It didn’t hap­pen,” screamed the Wicked Man. “I was bad—I was really bad. Fre­quently bad, but there was noth­ing so silly—so ab­so­lutely silly—”

				The an­gel went on read­ing.

				“O God!” cried the Wicked Man. “Don’t let them know that! I’ll re­pent! I’ll apo­lo­gise—”

				The Wicked Man on God’s hand began to dance and weep. Sud­denly shame over­came him. He made a wild rush to jump off the ball of God’s little fin­ger, but God stopped him by a dex­ter­ous turn of the wrist. Then he made a rush for the gap between hand and thumb, but the thumb closed. And all the while the an­gel went on read­ing—read­ing. The Wicked Man rushed to and fro across God’s palm, and then sud­denly turned about and fled up the sleeve of God.

				I ex­pec­ted God would turn him out, but the mercy of God is in­fin­ite.

				The Re­cord­ing An­gel paused.

				“Eh?” said the Re­cord­ing An­gel.

				“Next,” said God, and be­fore the Re­cord­ing An­gel could call the name a hairy creature in filthy rags stood upon God’s palm.

			
			
				VII

				“Has God got Hell up his sleeve then?” said the little man be­side me.

				“Is there a Hell?” I asked.

				“If you no­tice,” he said—he peered between the feet of the great an­gels—“there’s no par­tic­u­lar in­dic­a­tion of a Ce­les­ti­al City.”

				“Ssh!” said a little wo­man near us, scowl­ing. “Hear this blessed Saint!”

			
			
				VIII

				“He was Lord of the Earth, but I was the proph­et of the God of Heav­en,” cried the Saint, “and all the people mar­velled at the sign. For I, O God, knew of the glor­ies of thy Para­dise. No pain, no hard­ship, gash­ing with knives, splin­ters thrust un­der my nails, strips of flesh flayed off, all for the glory and hon­our of God.”

				God smiled.

				“And at last I went, I in my rags and sores, smelling of my holy dis­com­forts—”

				Gab­ri­el laughed ab­ruptly.

				“And lay out­side his gates, as a sign, as a won­der—”

				“As a per­fect nuis­ance,” said the Re­cord­ing An­gel, and began to read, heed­less of the fact that the saint was still speak­ing of the glor­i­ously un­pleas­ant things he had done that Para­dise might be his.

				And be­hold, in that book the re­cord of the Saint also was a rev­el­a­tion, a mar­vel.

				It seemed not ten seconds be­fore the Saint also was rush­ing to and fro over the great palm of God. Not ten seconds! And at last he also shrieked be­neath that piti­less and cyn­ic­al ex­pos­i­tion, and fled also, even as the Wicked Man had fled, in­to the shad­ow of the sleeve. And it was per­mit­ted us to see in­to the shad­ow of the sleeve. And the two sat side by side, stark of all de­lu­sions, in the shad­ow of the robe of God’s char­ity, like broth­ers.

				And thith­er also I fled in my turn.

			
			
				IX

				“And now,” said God, as he shook us out of his sleeve upon the plan­et he had giv­en us to live upon, the plan­et that whirled about green Siri­us for a sun, “now that you un­der­stand me and each oth­er a little bet­ter—try again.”

				Then he and his great an­gels turned them­selves about and sud­denly had van­ished …

				The Throne had van­ished.

				All about me was a beau­ti­ful land, more beau­ti­ful than any I had ever seen be­fore—waste, aus­tere, and won­der­ful; and all about me were the en­lightened souls of men in new clean bod­ies …

			
		
	
		
			A Dream of Armageddon

			The man with the white face entered the car­riage at Rugby. He moved slowly in spite of the ur­gency of his port­er, and even while he was still on the plat­form I noted how ill he seemed. He dropped in­to the corner over against me with a sigh, made an in­com­plete at­tempt to ar­range his trav­el­ling shawl, and be­came mo­tion­less, with his eyes star­ing va­cantly. Presently he was moved by a sense of my ob­ser­va­tion, looked up at me, and put out a spir­it­less hand for his news­pa­per. Then he glanced again in my dir­ec­tion.

			I feigned to read. I feared I had un­wit­tingly em­bar­rassed him, and in a mo­ment I was sur­prised to find him speak­ing.

			“I beg your par­don?” said I.—“That book,” he re­peated, point­ing a lean fin­ger, “is about dreams.”

			“Ob­vi­ously,” I answered, for it was Fort­num-Ro­s­coe’s Dream States, and the title was on the cov­er.

			He hung si­lent for a space as if he sought words. “Yes,” he said, at last, “but they tell you noth­ing.”

			I did not catch his mean­ing for a second.

			“They don’t know,” he ad­ded.

			I looked a little more at­tent­ively at his face.

			“There are dreams,” he said, “and dreams.” That sort of pro­pos­i­tion I nev­er dis­pute. “I sup­pose—” he hes­it­ated. “Do you ever dream? I mean vividly.”

			“I dream very little,” I answered. “I doubt if I have three vivid dreams in a year.”

			“Ah!” he said, and seemed for a mo­ment to col­lect his thoughts.

			“Your dreams don’t mix with your memor­ies?” he asked ab­ruptly. “You don’t find your­self in doubt: did this hap­pen or did it not?”

			“Hardly ever. Ex­cept just for a mo­ment­ary hes­it­a­tion now and then. I sup­pose few people do.”

			“Does he say—” he in­dic­ated the book.

			“Says it hap­pens at times and gives the usu­al ex­plan­a­tion about in­tens­ity of im­pres­sion and the like to ac­count for its not hap­pen­ing as a rule. I sup­pose you know some­thing of these the­or­ies—”

			“Very little—ex­cept that they are wrong.”

			His ema­ci­ated hand played with the strap of the win­dow for a time. I pre­pared to re­sume read­ing, and that seemed to pre­cip­it­ate his next re­mark. He leant for­ward al­most as though he would touch me.

			“Isn’t there some­thing called con­sec­ut­ive dream­ing—that goes on night after night?”

			“I be­lieve there is. There are cases giv­en in most books on men­tal trouble.”

			“Men­tal trouble! Yes. I daresay there are. It’s the right place for them. But what I mean—” He looked at his bony knuckles. “Is that sort of thing al­ways dream­ing? Is it dream­ing? Or is it some­thing else? Mightn’t it be some­thing else?”

			I should have snubbed his per­sist­ent con­ver­sa­tion but for the drawn anxi­ety of his face. I re­mem­ber now the look of his faded eyes and the lids red stained—per­haps you know that look.

			“I’m not just ar­guing about a mat­ter of opin­ion,” he said. “The thing’s killing me.”

			“Dreams?”

			“If you call them dreams. Night after night. Vivid!—so vivid … this—” (he in­dic­ated the land­scape that went stream­ing by the win­dow) “seems un­real in com­par­is­on! I can scarcely re­mem­ber who I am, what busi­ness I am on …”

			He paused. “Even now—”

			“The dream is al­ways the same—do you mean?” I asked.

			“It’s over.”

			“You mean?”

			“I died.”

			“Died?”

			“Smashed and killed, and now so much of me as that dream was is dead. Dead forever. I dreamt I was an­oth­er man, you know, liv­ing in a dif­fer­ent part of the world and in a dif­fer­ent time. I dreamt that night after night. Night after night I woke in­to that oth­er life. Fresh scenes and fresh hap­pen­ings—un­til I came upon the last—”

			“When you died?”

			“When I died.”

			“And since then—”

			“No,” he said. “Thank God! that was the end of the dream …”

			It was clear I was in for this dream. And, after all, I had an hour be­fore me, the light was fad­ing fast, and Fort­num-Ro­s­coe has a dreary way with him. “Liv­ing in a dif­fer­ent time,” I said: “do you mean in some dif­fer­ent age?”

			“Yes.”

			“Past?”

			“No, to come—to come.”

			“The year three thou­sand, for ex­ample?”

			“I don’t know what year it was. I did when I was asleep, when I was dream­ing, that is, but not now—not now that I am awake. There’s a lot of things I have for­got­ten since I woke out of these dreams, though I knew them at the time when I was—I sup­pose it was dream­ing. They called the year dif­fer­ently from our way of call­ing the year … What did they call it?” He put his hand to his fore­head. “No,” said he, “I for­get.”

			He sat smil­ing weakly. For a mo­ment I feared he did not mean to tell me his dream. As a rule, I hate people who tell their dreams, but this struck me dif­fer­ently. I proffered as­sist­ance even. “It began—” I sug­ges­ted.

			“It was vivid from the first. I seemed to wake up in it sud­denly. And it’s curi­ous that in these dreams I am speak­ing of I nev­er re­membered this life I am liv­ing now. It seemed as if the dream life was enough while it las­ted. Per­haps—But I will tell you how I find my­self when I do my best to re­call it all. I don’t re­mem­ber any­thing clearly un­til I found my­self sit­ting in a sort of log­gia look­ing out over the sea. I had been doz­ing, and sud­denly I woke up—fresh and vivid—not a bit dream­like—be­cause the girl had stopped fan­ning me.”

			“The girl?”

			“Yes, the girl. You must not in­ter­rupt or you will put me out.”

			He stopped ab­ruptly. “You won’t think I’m mad?” he said.

			“No,” I answered; “you’ve been dream­ing. Tell me your dream.”

			“I woke up, I say, be­cause the girl had stopped fan­ning me. I was not sur­prised to find my­self there or any­thing of that sort, you un­der­stand. I did not feel I had fallen in­to it sud­denly. I simply took it up at that point. Whatever memory I had of this life, this nine­teenth-cen­tury life, faded as I woke, van­ished like a dream. I knew all about my­self, knew that my name was no longer Cooper but He­don, and all about my po­s­i­tion in the world. I’ve for­got­ten a lot since I woke—there’s a want of con­nec­tion—but it was all quite clear and mat­ter-of-fact then.”

			He hes­it­ated again, grip­ping the win­dow strap, put­ting his face for­ward, and look­ing up to me ap­peal­ingly.

			“This seems bosh to you?”

			“No, no!” I cried. “Go on. Tell me what this log­gia was like.”

			“It was not really a log­gia—I don’t know what to call it. It faced south. It was small. It was all in shad­ow ex­cept the semi­circle above the bal­cony that showed the sky and sea and the corner where the girl stood. I was on a couch—it was a met­al couch with light striped cush­ions—and the girl was lean­ing over the bal­cony with her back to me. The light of the sun­rise fell on her ear and cheek. Her pretty white neck and the little curls that nestled there, and her white shoulder were in the sun, and all the grace of her body was in the cool blue shad­ow. She was dressed—how can I de­scribe it? It was easy and flow­ing. And al­to­geth­er there she stood, so that it came to me how beau­ti­ful and de­sir­able she was, as though I had nev­er seen her be­fore. And when at last I sighed and raised my­self upon my arm she turned her face to me—”

			He stopped.

			“I have lived three-and-fifty years in this world. I have had moth­er, sis­ters, friends, wife and daugh­ters—all their faces, the play of their faces, I know. But the face of this girl—it is much more real to me. I can bring it back in­to memory so that I see it again—I could draw it or paint it. And after all—”

			He stopped—but I said noth­ing.

			“The face of a dream—the face of a dream. She was beau­ti­ful. Not that beauty which is ter­rible, cold, and wor­ship­ful, like the beauty of a saint; nor that beauty that stirs fierce pas­sions; but a sort of ra­di­ation, sweet lips that softened in­to smiles, and grave gray eyes. And she moved grace­fully, she seemed to have part with all pleas­ant and gra­cious things—”

			He stopped, and his face was down­cast and hid­den. Then he looked up at me and went on, mak­ing no fur­ther at­tempt to dis­guise his ab­so­lute be­lief in the real­ity of his story.

			“You see, I had thrown up my plans and am­bi­tions, thrown up all I had ever worked for or de­sired, for her sake. I had been a mas­ter man away there in the north, with in­flu­ence and prop­erty and a great repu­ta­tion, but none of it had seemed worth hav­ing be­side her. I had come to the place, this city of sunny pleas­ures, with her, and left all those things to wreck and ru­in just to save a rem­nant at least of my life. While I had been in love with her be­fore I knew that she had any care for me, be­fore I had ima­gined that she would dare—that we should dare—all my life had seemed vain and hol­low, dust and ashes. It was dust and ashes. Night after night, and through the long days I had longed and de­sired—my soul had beaten against the thing for­bid­den!

			“But it is im­possible for one man to tell an­oth­er just these things. It’s emo­tion, it’s a tint, a light that comes and goes. Only while it’s there, everything changes, everything. The thing is I came away and left them in their crisis to do what they could.”

			“Left whom?” I asked, puzzled.

			“The people up in the north there. You see—in this dream, any­how—I had been a big man, the sort of man men come to trust in, to group them­selves about. Mil­lions of men who had nev­er seen me were ready to do things and risk things be­cause of their con­fid­ence in me. I had been play­ing that game for years, that big la­bor­i­ous game, that vague, mon­strous polit­ic­al game amidst in­trigues and be­tray­als, speech and agit­a­tion. It was a vast wel­ter­ing world, and at last I had a sort of lead­er­ship against the Gang—you know it was called the Gang—a sort of com­prom­ise of scoun­drelly pro­jects and base am­bi­tions and vast pub­lic emo­tion­al stu­pid­it­ies and catch­words—the Gang that kept the world noisy and blind year by year, and all the while that it was drift­ing, drift­ing to­wards in­fin­ite dis­aster. But I can’t ex­pect you to un­der­stand the shades and com­plic­a­tions of the year—the year some­thing or oth­er ahead. I had it all—down to the smal­lest de­tails—in my dream. I sup­pose I had been dream­ing of it be­fore I awoke, and the fad­ing out­line of some queer new de­vel­op­ment I had ima­gined still hung about me as I rubbed my eyes. It was some grubby af­fair that made me thank God for the sun­light. I sat up on the couch and re­mained look­ing at the wo­man, and re­joicing—re­joicing that I had come away out of all that tu­mult and folly and vi­ol­ence be­fore it was too late. After all, I thought, this is life—love and beauty, de­sire and de­light, are they not worth all those dis­mal struggles for vague, gi­gant­ic ends? And I blamed my­self for hav­ing ever sought to be a lead­er when I might have giv­en my days to love. But then, thought I, if I had not spent my early days sternly and aus­terely, I might have wasted my­self upon vain and worth­less wo­men, and at the thought all my be­ing went out in love and ten­der­ness to my dear mis­tress, my dear lady, who had come at last and com­pelled me—com­pelled me by her in­vin­cible charm for me—to lay that life aside.

			“ ‘You are worth it,’ I said, speak­ing without in­tend­ing her to hear; ‘you are worth it, my dearest one; worth pride and praise and all things. Love! to have you is worth them all to­geth­er.’ And at the mur­mur of my voice she turned about.

			“ ‘Come and see,’ she cried—I can hear her now—come and see the sun­rise upon Monte Sol­aro.’

			“I re­mem­ber how I sprang to my feet and joined her at the bal­cony. She put a white hand upon my shoulder and poin­ted to­wards great masses of lime­stone flush­ing, as it were, in­to life. I looked. But first I noted the sun­light on her face caress­ing the lines of her cheeks and neck. How can I de­scribe to you the scene we had be­fore us? We were at Capri—”

			“I have been there,” I said. “I have clambered up Monte Sol­aro and drunk vero Capri—muddy stuff like cider—at the sum­mit.”

			“Ah!” said the man with the white face; “then per­haps you can tell me—you will know if this was in­deed Capri. For in this life I have nev­er been there. Let me de­scribe it. We were in a little room, one of a vast mul­ti­tude of little rooms, very cool and sunny, hol­lowed out of the lime­stone of a sort of cape, very high above the sea. The whole is­land, you know, was one enorm­ous hotel, com­plex bey­ond ex­plain­ing, and on the oth­er side there were miles of float­ing ho­tels, and huge float­ing stages to which the fly­ing ma­chines came. They called it a Pleas­ure City. Of course, there was none of that in your time—rather, I should say, is none of that now. Of course. Now!—yes.

			“Well, this room of ours was at the ex­tremity of the cape, so that one could see east and west. East­ward was a great cliff—a thou­sand feet high per­haps, coldly grey ex­cept for one bright edge of gold, and bey­ond it the Isle of the Sirens, and a fall­ing coast that faded and passed in­to the hot sun­rise. And when one turned to the west, dis­tinct and near was a little bay, a little beach still in shad­ow. And out of that shad­ow rose Sol­aro, straight and tall, flushed and golden-cres­ted, like a beauty throned, and the white moon was float­ing be­hind her in the sky. And be­fore us from east to west stretched the many-tin­ted sea all dot­ted with little sail­ing-boats.

			“To the east­ward, of course, these little boats were gray and very minute and clear, but to the west­ward they were little boats of gold—shin­ing gold—al­most like little flames. And just be­low us was a rock with an arch worn through it. The blue sea­wa­ter broke to green and foam all round the rock, and a gal­ley came glid­ing out of the arch.”

			“I know that rock,” I said. “I was nearly drowned there. It is called the Faragli­oni.”

			“Faragli­oni? Yes, she called it that,” answered the man with the white face. “There was some story—but that—”

			He put his hand to his fore­head again. “No,” he said, “I for­get that story.

			“Well, that is the first thing I re­mem­ber, the first dream I had, that little shaded room and the beau­ti­ful air and sky and that dear lady of mine, with her shin­ing arms and her grace­ful robe, and how we sat and talked in half whis­pers to one an­oth­er. We talked in whis­pers, not be­cause there was any­one to hear, but be­cause there was still such a fresh­ness of mind between us that our thoughts were a little frightened, I think, to find them­selves at last in words. And so they went softly.

			“Presently we were hungry, and we went from our apart­ment, go­ing by a strange pas­sage with a mov­ing floor, un­til we came to the great break­fast-room—there was a foun­tain and mu­sic. A pleas­ant and joy­ful place it was, with its sun­light and splash­ing, and the mur­mur of plucked strings. And we sat and ate and smiled at one an­oth­er, and I would not heed a man who was watch­ing me from a table near by.

			“And af­ter­wards we went on to the dan­cing-hall. But I can­not de­scribe that hall. The place was enorm­ous, lar­ger than any build­ing you have ever seen—and in one place there was the old gate of Capri, caught in­to the wall of a gal­lery high over­head. Light girders, stems and threads of gold, burst from the pil­lars like foun­tains, streamed like an Au­rora across the roof and in­ter­laced, like—like con­jur­ing tricks. All about the great circle for the dan­cers there were beau­ti­ful fig­ures, strange dragons, and in­tric­ate and won­der­ful grot­esques bear­ing lights. The place was in­und­ated with ar­ti­fi­cial light that shamed the new­born day. And as we went through the throng the people turned about and looked at us, for all through the world my name and face were known, and how I had sud­denly thrown up pride, and struggle to come to this place. And they looked also at the lady be­side me, though half the story of how at last she had come to me was un­known or mis­told. And few of the men who were there, I know, but judged me a happy man, in spite of all the shame and dis­hon­our that had come upon my name.

			“The air was full of mu­sic, full of har­mo­ni­ous scents, full of the rhythm of beau­ti­ful mo­tions. Thou­sands of beau­ti­ful people swarmed about the hall, crowded the gal­ler­ies, sat in a myri­ad re­cesses; they were dressed in splen­did col­ours and crowned with flowers; thou­sands danced about the great circle be­neath the white im­ages of the an­cient gods, and glor­i­ous pro­ces­sions of youths and maid­ens came and went. We two danced, not the dreary mono­ton­ies of your days—of this time, I mean—but dances that were beau­ti­ful, in­tox­ic­at­ing. And even now I can see my lady dan­cing—dan­cing joy­ously. She danced, you know, with a ser­i­ous face; she danced with a ser­i­ous dig­nity, and yet she was smil­ing at me and caress­ing me—smil­ing and caress­ing with her eyes.

			“The mu­sic was dif­fer­ent,” he mur­mured. “It went—I can­not de­scribe it; but it was in­fin­itely rich­er and more var­ied than any mu­sic that has ever come to me awake.

			“And then—it was when we had done dan­cing—a man came to speak to me. He was a lean, res­ol­ute man, very soberly clad for that place, and already I had marked his face watch­ing me in the break­fast­ing hall, and af­ter­wards as we went along the pas­sage I had avoided his eye. But now, as we sat in a little al­cove smil­ing at the pleas­ure of all the people who went to and fro across the shin­ing floor, he came and touched me, and spoke to me so that I was forced to listen. And he asked that he might speak to me for a little time apart.

			“ ‘No,’ I said. ‘I have no secrets from this lady. What do you want to tell me?’

			“He said it was a trivi­al mat­ter, or at least a dry mat­ter, for a lady to hear.

			“ ‘Per­haps for me to hear,’ said I.—He glanced at her, as though al­most he would ap­peal to her. Then he asked me sud­denly if I had heard of a great and aven­ging de­clar­a­tion that Gre­sham had made. Now, Gre­sham had al­ways be­fore been the man next to my­self in the lead­er­ship of that great party in the north. He was a for­cible, hard, and tact­less man, and only I had been able to con­trol and soften him. It was on his ac­count even more than my own, I think, that the oth­ers had been so dis­mayed at my re­treat. So this ques­tion about what he had done reawakened my old in­terest in the life I had put aside just for a mo­ment.

			“ ‘I have taken no heed of any news for many days,’ I said. ‘What has Gre­sham been say­ing?’

			“And with that the man began, noth­ing loth, and I must con­fess ever; I was struck by Gre­sham’s reck­less folly in the wild and threat­en­ing words he had used. And this mes­sen­ger they had sent to me not only told me of Gre­sham’s speech, but went on to ask coun­sel and to point out what need they had of me. While he talked, my lady sat a little for­ward and watched his face and mine.

			“My old habits of schem­ing and or­gan­ising re­as­ser­ted them­selves. I could even see my­self sud­denly re­turn­ing to the north, and all the dra­mat­ic ef­fect of it. All that this man said wit­nessed to the dis­order of the party in­deed, but not to its dam­age. I should go back stronger than I had come. And then I thought of my lady. You see—how can I tell you? There were cer­tain pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies of our re­la­tion­ship—as things are I need not tell about that—which would render her pres­ence with me im­possible. I should have had to leave her; in­deed, I should have had to re­nounce her clearly and openly, if I was to do all that I could do in the north. And the man knew that, even as he talked to her and me, knew it as well as she did, that my steps to duty were—first, sep­ar­a­tion, then aban­don­ment. At the touch of that thought my dream of a re­turn was shattered. I turned on the man sud­denly, as he was ima­gin­ing his elo­quence was gain­ing ground with me.

			“ ‘What have I to do with these things now?’ I said. ‘I have done with them. Do you think I am coquet­ting with your people in com­ing here?’

			“ ‘No,’ he said; ‘but—’

			“ ‘Why can­not you leave me alone? I have done with these things. I have ceased to be any­thing but a private man.’

			“ ‘Yes,’ he answered. ‘But have you thought?—this talk of war, these reck­less chal­lenges, these wild ag­gres­sions—’

			“I stood up.

			“ ‘No,’ I cried. ‘I won’t hear you. I took count of all those things, I weighed them—and I have come away.”

			“He seemed to con­sider the pos­sib­il­ity of per­sist­ence. He looked from me to where the lady sat re­gard­ing us.

			“ ‘War,’ he said, as if he were speak­ing to him­self, and then turned slowly from me and walked away.

			“I stood, caught in the whirl of thoughts his ap­peal had set go­ing.

			“I heard my lady’s voice.

			“ ‘Dear,’ she said; ‘but if they have need of you—’

			“She did not fin­ish her sen­tence, she let it rest there. I turned to her sweet face, and the bal­ance of my mood swayed and reeled.

			“ ‘They want me only to do the thing they dare not do them­selves,’ I said. ‘If they dis­trust Gre­sham they must settle with him them­selves.’

			“She looked at me doubt­fully.

			“ ‘But war—’ she said.

			“I saw a doubt on her face that I had seen be­fore, a doubt of her­self and me, the first shad­ow of the dis­cov­ery that, seen strongly and com­pletely, must drive us apart forever.

			“Now, I was an older mind than hers, and I could sway her to this be­lief or that.

			“ ‘My dear one,’ I said, ‘you must not trouble over these things. There will be no war. Cer­tainly there will be no war. The age of wars is past. Trust me to know the justice of this case. They have no right upon me, dearest, and no one has a right upon me. I have been free to choose my life, and I have chosen this.’

			“ ‘But war—’ she said.

			“I sat down be­side her. I put an arm be­hind her and took her hand in mine. I set my­self to drive that doubt away—I set my­self to fill her mind with pleas­ant things again. I lied to her, and in ly­ing to her I lied also to my­self. And she was only too ready to be­lieve me, only too ready to for­get.

			“Very soon the shad­ow had gone again, and we were hasten­ing to our bathing-place in the Grotta del Bovo Marino, where it was our cus­tom to bathe every day. We swam and splashed one an­oth­er, and in that buoy­ant wa­ter I seemed to be­come some­thing light­er and stronger than a man. And at last we came out drip­ping and re­joicing and raced among the rocks. And then I put on a dry bathing-dress, and we sat to bask in the sun, and presently I nod­ded, rest­ing my head against her knee, and she put her hand upon my hair and stroked it softly and I dozed. And be­hold! as it were with the snap­ping of the string of a vi­ol­in, I was awaken­ing, and I was in my own bed in Liv­er­pool, in the life of today.

			“Only for a time I could not be­lieve that all these vivid mo­ments had been no more than the sub­stance of a dream.

			“In truth, I could not be­lieve it a dream, for all the sober­ing real­ity of things about me. I bathed and dressed as it were by habit, and as I shaved I ar­gued why I of all men should leave the wo­man I loved to go back to fant­ast­ic polit­ics in the hard and strenu­ous north. Even if Gre­sham did force the world back to war, what was that to me? I was a man, with the heart of a man, and why should I feel the re­spons­ib­il­ity of a deity for the way the world might go?

			“You know that is not quite the way I think about af­fairs, about my real af­fairs. I am a so­li­cit­or, you know, with a point of view.

			“The vis­ion was so real, you must un­der­stand, so ut­terly un­like a dream, that I kept per­petu­ally re­call­ing little ir­rel­ev­ant de­tails; even the or­na­ment of a book­cov­er that lay on my wife’s sew­ing-ma­chine in the break­fast-room re­called with the ut­most vivid­ness the gilt line that ran about the seat in the al­cove where I had talked with the mes­sen­ger from my deser­ted party. Have you ever heard of a dream that had a qual­ity like that?”

			“Like—?”

			“So that af­ter­wards you re­membered little de­tails you had for­got­ten.”

			I thought. I had nev­er no­ticed the point be­fore, but he was right.

			“Nev­er,” I said. “That is what you nev­er seem to do with dreams.”

			“No,” he answered. “But that is just what I did. I am a so­li­cit­or, you must un­der­stand, in Liv­er­pool, and I could not help won­der­ing what the cli­ents and busi­ness people I found my­self talk­ing to in my of­fice would think if I told them sud­denly I was in love with a girl who would be born a couple of hun­dred years or so hence, and wor­ried about the polit­ics of my great-great-great-grand­chil­dren. I was chiefly busy that day ne­go­ti­at­ing a ninety-nine-year build­ing lease. It was a private build­er in a hurry, and we wanted to tie him in every pos­sible way. I had an in­ter­view with him, and he showed a cer­tain want of tem­per that sent me to bed still ir­rit­ated. That night I had no dream. Nor did I dream the next night, at least, to re­mem­ber.

			“Some­thing of that in­tense real­ity of con­vic­tion van­ished. I began to feel sure it was a dream. And then it came again.

			“When the dream came again, nearly four days later, it was very dif­fer­ent. I think it cer­tain that four days had also elapsed in the dream. Many things had happened in the north, and the shad­ow of them was back again between us, and this time it was not so eas­ily dis­pelled. I began, I know, with moody mus­ings. Why, in spite of all, should I go back, go back for all the rest of my days, to toil and stress, in­sults, and per­petu­al dis­sat­is­fac­tion, simply to save hun­dreds of mil­lions of com­mon people, whom I did not love, whom too of­ten I could not do oth­er than des­pise, from the stress and an­guish of war and in­fin­ite mis­rule? And, after all, I might fail. They all sought their own nar­row ends, and why should not I—why should not I also live as a man? And out of such thoughts her voice summoned me, and I lif­ted my eyes.

			“I found my­self awake and walk­ing. We had come out above the Pleas­ure City, we were near the sum­mit of Monte Sol­aro and look­ing to­wards the bay. It was the late af­ter­noon and very clear. Far away to the left Is­chia hung in a golden haze between sea and sky, and Naples was coldly white against the hills, and be­fore us was Vesuvi­us with a tall and slender stream­er feath­er­ing at last to­wards the south, and the ru­ins of Torre dell’ An­nun­zi­ata and Cas­tel­lam­mare glit­ter­ing and near.”

			I in­ter­rup­ted sud­denly: “You have been to Capri, of course?”

			“Only in this dream,” he said, “only in this dream. All across the bay bey­ond Sor­rento were the float­ing palaces of the Pleas­ure City moored and chained. And north­ward were the broad float­ing stages that re­ceived the aero­planes. Aero­planes fell out of the sky every af­ter­noon, each bring­ing its thou­sands of pleas­ure-seekers from the ut­ter­most parts of the Earth to Capri and its de­lights. All these things, I say, stretched be­low.

			“But we no­ticed them only in­cid­ent­ally be­cause of an un­usu­al sight that even­ing had to show. Five war aero­planes that had long slumbered use­less in the dis­tant ar­sen­als of the Rhine-mouth were man­oeuv­ring now in the east­ward sky. Gre­sham had as­ton­ished the world by pro­du­cing them and oth­ers, and send­ing them to circle here and there. It was the threat ma­ter­i­al in the great game of bluff he was play­ing, and it had taken even me by sur­prise. He was one of those in­cred­ibly stu­pid en­er­get­ic people who seem sent by heav­en to cre­ate dis­asters. His en­ergy to the first glance seemed so won­der­fully like ca­pa­city! But he had no ima­gin­a­tion, no in­ven­tion, only a stu­pid, vast, driv­ing force of will, and a mad faith in his stu­pid idi­ot ‘luck’ to pull him through. I re­mem­ber how we stood out upon the head­land watch­ing the squad­ron circ­ling far away, and how I weighed the full mean­ing of the sight, see­ing clearly the way things must go. And then even it was not too late. I might have gone back, I think, and saved the world. The people of the north would fol­low me, I knew, gran­ted only that in one thing I re­spec­ted their mor­al stand­ards. The east and south would trust me as they would trust no oth­er north­ern man. And I knew I had only to put it to her and she would have let me go … Not be­cause she did not love me!

			“Only I did not want to go; my will was all the oth­er way about. I had so newly thrown off the in­cubus of re­spons­ib­il­ity: I was still so fresh a reneg­ade from duty that the day­light clear­ness of what I ought to do had no power at all to touch my will. My will was to live, to gath­er pleas­ures, and make my dear lady happy. But though this sense of vast neg­lected du­ties had no power to draw me, it could make me si­lent and pre­oc­cu­pied, it robbed the days I had spent of half their bright­ness and roused me in­to dark med­it­a­tions in the si­lence of the night. And as I stood and watched Gre­sham’s aero­planes sweep to and fro—those birds of in­fin­ite ill omen—she stood be­side me, watch­ing me, per­ceiv­ing the trouble in­deed, but not per­ceiv­ing it clearly—her eyes ques­tion­ing my face, her ex­pres­sion shaded with per­plex­ity. Her face was grey be­cause the sun­set was fad­ing out of the sky. It was no fault of hers that she held me. She had asked me to go from her, and again in the night­time and with tears she had asked me to go.

			“At last it was the sense of her that roused me from my mood. I turned upon her sud­denly and chal­lenged her to race down the moun­tain slopes. ‘No,’ she said, as if I jarred with her grav­ity, but I was re­solved to end that grav­ity and made her run—no one can be very grey and sad who is out of breath—and when she stumbled I ran with my hand be­neath her arm. We ran down past a couple of men, who turned back star­ing in as­ton­ish­ment at my be­ha­viour—they must have re­cog­nised my face. And halfway down the slope came a tu­mult in the air—clang-clank, clang-clank—and we stopped, and presently over the hill-crest those war things came fly­ing one be­hind the oth­er.”

			The man seemed hes­it­at­ing on the verge of a de­scrip­tion.

			“What were, they like?” I asked.

			“They had nev­er fought,” he said. “They were just like our iron­clads are nowadays; they had nev­er fought. No one knew what they might do, with ex­cited men in­side them; few even cared to spec­u­late. They were great driv­ing things shaped like spear­heads without a shaft, with a pro­peller in the place of the shaft.”

			“Steel?”

			“Not steel.”

			“Alu­mini­um?”

			“No, no, noth­ing of that sort. An al­loy that was very com­mon—as com­mon as brass, for ex­ample. It was called—let me see—” He squeezed his fore­head with the fin­gers of one hand. “I am for­get­ting everything,” he said.

			“And they car­ried guns?”

			“Little guns, fir­ing high ex­plos­ive shells. They fired the guns back­wards, out of the base of the leaf, so to speak, and rammed with the beak. That was the the­ory, you know, but they had nev­er been fought. No one could tell ex­actly what was go­ing to hap­pen. And mean­while I sup­pose it was very fine to go whirl­ing through the air like a flight of young swal­lows, swift and easy. I guess the cap­tains tried not to think too clearly what the real thing would be like. And these fly­ing war ma­chines, you know, were only one sort of the end­less war con­triv­ances that had been in­ven­ted and had fallen in­to abey­ance dur­ing the long peace. There were all sorts of these things that people were rout­ing out and fur­bish­ing up; in­fernal things, silly things; things that had nev­er been tried; big en­gines, ter­rible ex­plos­ives, great guns. You know the silly way of these in­geni­ous sort of men who make these things; they turn ’em out as beavers build dams, and with no more sense of the rivers they’re go­ing to di­vert and the lands they’re go­ing to flood!

			“As we went down the wind­ing step­way to our hotel again in the twi­light I foresaw it all: I saw how clearly and in­ev­it­ably things were driv­ing for war in Gre­sham’s silly, vi­ol­ent hands, and I had some ink­ling of what war was bound to be un­der these new con­di­tions. And even then, though I knew it was draw­ing near the lim­it of my op­por­tun­ity, I could find no will to go back.”

			He sighed.

			“That was my last chance.

			“We did not go in­to the city un­til the sky was full of stars, so we walked out upon the high ter­race, to and fro, and—she coun­selled me to go back.

			“ ‘My dearest,’ she said, and her sweet face looked up to me, ‘this is Death. This life you lead is Death. Go back to them, go back to your duty—’

			“She began to weep, say­ing between her sobs, and cling­ing to my arm as she said it, ‘Go back—go back.’

			“Then sud­denly she fell mute, and glan­cing down at her face, I read in an in­stant the thing she had thought to do. It was one of those mo­ments when one sees.

			“ ‘No!’ I said.

			“ ‘No?’ she asked, in sur­prise, and I think a little fear­ful at the an­swer to her thought.

			“ ‘Noth­ing,’ I said, ‘shall send me back. Noth­ing! I have chosen. Love, I have chosen, and the world must go. Whatever hap­pens, I will live this life—I will live for you! It—noth­ing shall turn me aside; noth­ing, my dear one. Even if you died—even if you died—’

			“ ‘Yes?’ she mur­mured, softly.

			“ ‘Then—I also would die.’

			“And be­fore she could speak again I began to talk, talk­ing elo­quently—as I could do in that life—talk­ing to ex­alt love, to make the life we were liv­ing seem hero­ic and glor­i­ous; and the thing I was desert­ing some­thing hard and enorm­ously ig­noble that it was a fine thing to set aside. I bent all my mind to throw that glam­our upon it, seek­ing not only to con­vert her but my­self to that. We talked, and she clung to me, torn too between all that she deemed noble and all that she knew was sweet. And at last I did make it hero­ic, made all the thick­en­ing dis­aster of the world only a sort of glor­i­ous set­ting to our un­par­alleled love, and we two poor fool­ish souls strut­ted there at last, clad in that splen­did de­lu­sion, drunk­en rather with that glor­i­ous de­lu­sion, un­der the still stars.

			“And so my mo­ment passed.

			“It was my last chance. Even as we went to and fro there, the lead­ers of the south and east were gath­er­ing their re­solve, and the hot an­swer that shattered Gre­sham’s bluff­ing forever took shape and waited. And all over Asia, and the ocean, and the south, the air and the wires were throb­bing with their warn­ings to pre­pare—pre­pare.

			“No one liv­ing, you know, knew what war was; no one could ima­gine, with all these new in­ven­tions, what hor­ror war might bring. I be­lieve most people still be­lieved it would be a mat­ter of bright uni­forms and shout­ing charges and tri­umphs and flags and bands—in a time when half the world drew its food-sup­ply from re­gions ten thou­sand miles away—”

			The man with the white face paused. I glanced at him, and his face was in­tent on the floor of the car­riage. A little rail­way sta­tion, a string of loaded trucks, a sig­nal-box, and the back of a cot­tage shot by the car­riage win­dow, and a bridge passed with a clap of noise, echo­ing the tu­mult of the train.

			“After that,” he said, “I dreamt of­ten. For three weeks of nights that dream was my life. And the worst of it was there were nights when I could not dream, when I lay toss­ing on a bed in this ac­cursed life; and there—some­where lost to me—things were hap­pen­ing—mo­ment­ous, ter­rible things … I lived at nights—my days, my wak­ing days, this life I am liv­ing now, be­came a faded, faraway dream, a drab set­ting, the cov­er of the book.”

			He thought.

			“I could tell you all, tell you every little thing in the dream, but as to what I did in the day­time—no. I could not tell—I do not re­mem­ber. My memory—my memory has gone. The busi­ness of life slips from me—”

			He leant for­ward, and pressed his hands upon his eyes. For a long time he said noth­ing.

			“And then?” said I.—“The war burst like a hur­ricane.”

			He stared be­fore him at un­speak­able things.

			“And then?” I urged again.

			“One touch of un­real­ity,” he said, in the low tone of a man who speaks to him­self, “and they would have been night­mares. But they were not night­mares—they were not night­mares. No!”

			He was si­lent for so long that it dawned upon me that there was a danger of los­ing the rest of the story. But he went on talk­ing again in the same tone of ques­tion­ing self-com­mu­nion.

			“What was there to do but flight? I had not thought the war would touch Capri—I had seemed to see Capri as be­ing out of it all, as the con­trast to it all; but two nights after the whole place was shout­ing and bawl­ing, every wo­man al­most and every oth­er man wore a badge—Gre­sham’s badge—and there was no mu­sic but a jangling war-song over and over again, and every­where men en­list­ing, and in the dan­cing halls they were drilling. The whole is­land was a-whirl with ru­mours; it was said again and again, that fight­ing had be­gun. I had not ex­pec­ted this. I had seen so little of the life of pleas­ure that I had failed to reck­on with this vi­ol­ence of the am­a­teurs. And as for me, I was out of it. I was like a man who might have pre­ven­ted the fir­ing of a magazine. The time had gone. I was no one; the vain­est strip­ling with a badge coun­ted for more than I. The crowd jostled us and bawled in our ears; that ac­cursed song deafened us; a wo­man shrieked at my lady be­cause no badge was on her, and we two went back to our own place again, ruffled and in­sul­ted—my lady white and si­lent, and I a-quiver with rage. So furi­ous was I, I could have quar­relled with her if I could have found one shade of ac­cus­a­tion in her eyes.

			“All my mag­ni­fi­cence had gone from me. I walked up and down our rock cell, and out­side was the dark­ling sea and a light to the south­ward that flared and passed and came again.

			“ ‘We must get out of this place,’ I said over and over. ‘I have made my choice, and I will have no hand in these troubles. I will have noth­ing of this war. We have taken our lives out of all these things. This is no refuge for us. Let us go.’

			“And the next day we were already in flight from the war that covered the world.

			“And all the rest was Flight—all the rest was Flight.”

			He mused darkly.

			“How much was there of it?”

			He made no an­swer.

			“How many days?”

			His face was white and drawn and his hands were clenched. He took no heed of my curi­os­ity.

			I tried to draw him back to his story with ques­tions.

			“Where did you go?” I said.

			“When?”

			“When you left Capri.”

			“South­w­est,” he said, and glanced at me for a second. “We went in a boat.”

			“But I should have thought an aero­plane?”

			“They had been seized.”

			I ques­tioned him no more. Presently I thought he was be­gin­ning again. He broke out in an ar­gu­ment­at­ive mono­tone:

			“But why should it be? If, in­deed, this battle, this slaughter and stress, is life, why have we this crav­ing for pleas­ure and beauty? If there is no refuge, if there is no place of peace, and if all our dreams of quiet places are a folly and a snare, why have we such dreams? Surely it was no ig­noble crav­ings, no base in­ten­tions, had brought us to this; it was love had isol­ated us. Love had come to me with her eyes and robed in her beauty, more glor­i­ous than all else in life, in the very shape and col­our of life, and summoned me away. I had si­lenced all the voices, I had answered all the ques­tions—I had come to her. And sud­denly there was noth­ing but War and Death!”

			I had an in­spir­a­tion. “After all,” I said, “it could have been only a dream.”

			“A dream!” he cried, flam­ing upon me, “a dream—when, even now—”

			For the first time he be­came an­im­ated. A faint flush crept in­to his cheek. He raised his open hand and clenched it, and dropped it to his knee. He spoke, look­ing away from me, and for all the rest of the time he looked away. “We are but phantoms,” he said, “and the phantoms of phantoms, de­sires like cloud shad­ows and wills of straw that eddy in the wind; the days pass, use and wont carry us through as a train car­ries the shad­ow of its lights—so be it? But one thing is real and cer­tain, one thing is no dream stuff, but etern­al and en­dur­ing. It is the centre of my life, and all oth­er things about it are sub­or­din­ate or al­to­geth­er vain. I loved her, that wo­man of a dream. And she and I are dead to­geth­er!

			“A dream! How can it be a dream, when it drenched a liv­ing life with un­ap­peas­able sor­row, when it makes all that I have lived for and cared for worth­less and un­mean­ing?

			“Un­til that very mo­ment when she was killed I be­lieved we had still a chance of get­ting away,” he said. “All through the night and morn­ing that we sailed across the sea from Capri to Salerno we talked of es­cape. We were full of hope, and it clung about us to the end, hope for the life to­geth­er we should lead, out of it all, out of the battle and struggle, the wild and empty pas­sions, the empty, ar­bit­rary ‘thou shalt’ and ‘thou shalt not’ of the world. We were up­lif­ted, as though our quest was a holy thing, as though love for one an­oth­er was a mis­sion …

			“Even when from our boat we saw the fair face of that great rock Capri—already scarred and gashed by the gun em­place­ments and hid­ing-places that were to make it a fast­ness—we reckoned noth­ing of the im­min­ent slaughter, though the fury of pre­par­a­tion hung about in puffs and clouds of dust at a hun­dred points amidst the grey; but, in­deed, I made a text of that and talked. There, you know, was the rock, still beau­ti­ful for all its scars, with its count­less win­dows and arches and ways, tier upon tier, for a thou­sand feet, a vast carving of grey, broken by vine-clad ter­races, and lem­on and or­ange groves, and masses of agave and prickly pear, and puffs of al­mond blos­som. And out un­der the arch­way that is built over the Pic­cola Mar­ina oth­er boats were com­ing; and as we came round the cape and with­in sight of the main­land, an­oth­er little string of boats came in­to view, driv­ing be­fore the wind to­wards the south­w­est. In a little while a mul­ti­tude had come out, the re­moter just little specks of ul­tra­mar­ine in the shad­ow of the east­ward cliff.

			“ ‘It is love and reas­on,’ I said, ‘flee­ing from all this mad­ness of war.’

			“And though we presently saw a squad­ron of aero­planes fly­ing across the south­ern sky we did not heed it. There it was—a line of little dots in the sky—and then more, dotting the south­east­ern ho­ri­zon, and then still more, un­til all that quarter of the sky was stippled with blue specks. Now they were all thin little strokes of blue, and now one and now a mul­ti­tude would heel and catch the sun and be­come short flashes of light. They came, rising and fall­ing and grow­ing lar­ger, like some huge flight of gulls or rooks or such­like birds, mov­ing with a mar­vel­lous uni­form­ity, and ever as they drew near­er they spread over a great­er width of sky. The south­ward wing flung it­self in an ar­row-headed cloud athwart the sun. And then sud­denly they swept round to the east­ward and streamed east­ward, grow­ing smal­ler and smal­ler and clear­er and clear­er again un­til they van­ished from the sky. And after that we noted to the north­ward, and very high, Gre­sham’s fight­ing ma­chines hanging high over Naples like an even­ing swarm of gnats.

			“It seemed to have no more to do with us than a flight of birds.

			“Even the mut­ter of guns far away in the south­east seemed to us to sig­ni­fy noth­ing …

			“Each day, each dream after that, we were still ex­al­ted, still seek­ing that refuge where we might live and love. Fa­tigue had come upon us, pain and many dis­tresses. For though we were dusty and stained by our toil­some tramp­ing, and half starved, and with the hor­ror of the dead men we had seen and the flight of the peas­ants—for very soon a gust of fight­ing swept up the pen­in­sula—with these things haunt­ing our minds it still res­ul­ted only in a deep­en­ing res­ol­u­tion to es­cape. Oh, but she was brave and pa­tient! She who had nev­er faced hard­ship and ex­pos­ure had cour­age for her­self—and me. We went to and fro seek­ing an out­let, over a coun­try all com­mand­eered and ran­sacked by the gath­er­ing hosts of war. Al­ways we went on foot. At first there were oth­er fu­git­ives, but we did not mingle with them. Some es­caped north­ward, some were caught in the tor­rent of peas­antry that swept along the main roads; many gave them­selves in­to the hands of the sol­diery and were sent north­ward. Many of the men were im­pressed. But we kept away from these things; we had brought no money to bribe a pas­sage north, and I feared for my lady at the hands of these con­script crowds. We had landed at Salerno, and we had been turned back from Cava, and we had tried to cross to­wards Taranto by a pass over Mount Al­burno, but we had been driv­en back for want of food, and so we had come down among the marshes by Paestum, where those great temples stand alone. I had some vague idea that by Paestum it might be pos­sible to find a boat or some­thing, and take once more to sea. And there it was the battle over­took us.

			“A sort of soul-blind­ness had me. Plainly I could see that we were be­ing hemmed in; that the great net of that gi­ant War­fare had us in its toils. Many times we had seen the levies that had come down from the north go­ing to and fro, and had come upon them in the dis­tance amidst the moun­tains mak­ing ways for the am­muni­tion and pre­par­ing the mount­ing of the guns. Once we fan­cied they had fired at us, tak­ing us for spies—at any rate a shot had gone shud­der­ing over us. Sev­er­al times we had hid­den in woods from hov­er­ing aero­planes.

			“But all these things do not mat­ter now, these nights of flight and pain … We were in an open place near those great temples at Paestum, at last, on a blank stony place dot­ted with spiky bushes, empty and des­ol­ate and so flat that a grove of eu­ca­lyptus far away showed to the feet of its stems. How I can see it! My lady was sit­ting down un­der a bush rest­ing a little, for she was very weak and weary, and I was stand­ing up watch­ing to see if I could tell the dis­tance of the fir­ing that came and went. They were still, you know, fight­ing far from each oth­er, with these ter­rible new weapons that had nev­er be­fore been used: guns that would carry bey­ond sight, and aero­planes that would do—What they would do no man could fore­tell.

			“I knew that we were between the two armies, and that they drew to­geth­er. I knew we were in danger, and that we could not stop there and rest!

			“Though all those things were in my mind, they were in the back­ground. They seemed to be af­fairs bey­ond our con­cern. Chiefly, I was think­ing of my lady. An aching dis­tress filled me. For the first time she had owned her­self beaten and had fallen a-weep­ing. Be­hind me I could hear her sob­bing, but I would not turn round to her be­cause I knew she had need of weep­ing, and had held her­self so far and so long for me. It was well, I thought, that she would weep and rest, and then we would toil on again, for I had no ink­ling of the thing that hung so near. Even now I can see her as she sat there, her lovely hair upon her shoulder, can mark again the deep­en­ing hol­low of her cheek.

			“ ‘If we had par­ted,’ she said, ‘if I had let you go—’

			“ ‘No,’ said I. ‘Even now I do not re­pent. I will not re­pent; I made my choice, and I will hold on to the end.’

			“And then—

			“Over­head in the sky flashed some­thing and burst, and all about us I heard the bul­lets mak­ing a noise like a hand­ful of peas sud­denly thrown. They chipped the stones about us, and whirled frag­ments from the bricks and passed …”

			He put his hand to his mouth, and then moistened his lips.

			“At the flash I had turned about …

			“You know—she stood up—

			“She stood up, you know, and moved a step to­wards me—

			“As though she wanted to reach me—

			“And she had been shot through the heart.”

			He stopped and stared at me. I felt all that fool­ish in­ca­pa­city an Eng­lish­man feels on such oc­ca­sions. I met his eyes for a mo­ment, and then stared out of the win­dow. For a long space we kept si­lence. When at last I looked at him he was sit­ting back in his corner, his arms fol­ded and his teeth gnaw­ing at his knuckles.

			He bit his nail sud­denly, and stared at it.

			“I car­ried her,” he said, “to­wards the temples, in my arms—as though it mattered. I don’t know why. They seemed a sort of sanc­tu­ary, you know, they had las­ted so long, I sup­pose.

			“She must have died al­most in­stantly. Only—I talked to her—all the way.”

			Si­lence again.

			“I have seen those temples,” I said ab­ruptly, and in­deed he had brought those still, sun­lit ar­cades of worn sand­stone very vividly be­fore me.

			“It was the brown one, the big brown one. I sat down on a fallen pil­lar and held her in my arms … Si­lent after the first babble was over. And after a little while the liz­ards came out and ran about again, as though noth­ing un­usu­al was go­ing on, as though noth­ing had changed … It was tre­mend­ously still there, the sun high and the shad­ows still; even the shad­ows of the weeds upon the en­tab­la­ture were still—in spite of the thud­ding and banging that went all about the sky.

			“I seem to re­mem­ber that the aero­planes came up out of the south, and that the battle went away to the west. One aero­plane was struck, and over­set and fell. I re­mem­ber that—though it didn’t in­terest me in the least. It didn’t seem to sig­ni­fy. It was like a wounded gull, you know—flap­ping for a time in the wa­ter. I could see it down the aisle of the temple—a black thing in the bright blue wa­ter.

			“Three or four times shells burst about the beach, and then that ceased. Each time that happened all the liz­ards scuttled in and hid for a space. That was all the mis­chief done, ex­cept that once a stray bul­let gashed the stone hard by—made just a fresh bright sur­face.

			“As the shad­ows grew longer, the still­ness seemed great­er.

			“The curi­ous thing,” he re­marked, with the man­ner of a man who makes a trivi­al con­ver­sa­tion, “is that I didn’t think—I didn’t think at all. I sat with her in my arms amidst the stones—in a sort of leth­argy—stag­nant.

			“And I don’t re­mem­ber wak­ing up. I don’t re­mem­ber dress­ing that day. I know I found my­self in my of­fice, with my let­ters all slit open in front of me, and how I was struck by the ab­surdity of be­ing there, see­ing that in real­ity I was sit­ting, stunned, in that Paestum Temple with a dead wo­man in my arms. I read my let­ters like a ma­chine. I have for­got­ten what they were about.”

			He stopped, and there was a long si­lence.

			Sud­denly I per­ceived that we were run­ning down the in­cline from Chalk Farm to Eu­ston. I star­ted at this passing of time. I turned on him with a bru­tal ques­tion with the tone of “Now or nev­er.”

			“And did you dream again?”

			“Yes.”

			He seemed to force him­self to fin­ish. His voice was very low.

			“Once more, and as it were only for a few in­stants. I seemed to have sud­denly awakened out of a great apathy, to have ris­en in­to a sit­ting po­s­i­tion, and the body lay there on the stones be­side me. A gaunt body. Not her, you know. So soon—it was not her …

			“I may have heard voices. I do not know. Only I knew clearly that men were com­ing in­to the solitude and that that was a last out­rage.

			“I stood up and walked through the temple, and then there came in­to sight—first one man with a yel­low face, dressed in a uni­form of dirty white, trimmed with blue, and then sev­er­al, climb­ing to the crest of the old wall of the van­ished city, and crouch­ing there. They were little bright fig­ures in the sun­light, and there they hung, weapon in hand, peer­ing cau­tiously be­fore them.

			“And fur­ther away I saw oth­ers, and then more at an­oth­er point in the wall. It was a long lax line of men in open or­der.

			“Presently the man I had first seen stood up and shouted a com­mand, and his men came tum­bling down the wall and in­to the high weeds to­wards the temple. He scrambled down with them and led them. He came fa­cing to­wards me, and when he saw me he stopped.

			“At first I had watched these men with a mere curi­os­ity, but when I had seen they meant to come to the temple I was moved to for­bid them. I shouted to the of­ficer.

			“ ‘You must not come here,’ I cried, ‘I am here. I am here with my dead.’

			“He stared, and then shouted a ques­tion back to me in some un­known tongue.

			“I re­peated what I had said.

			“He shouted again, and I fol­ded my arms and stood still. Presently he spoke to his men and came for­ward. He car­ried a drawn sword.

			“I signed to him to keep away, but he con­tin­ued to ad­vance. I told him again very pa­tiently and clearly: ‘You must not come here. These are old temples, and I am here with my dead.’

			“Presently he was so close I could see his face clearly. It was a nar­row face, with dull grey eyes, and a black mous­tache. He had a scar on his up­per lip, and he was dirty and un­shaven. He kept shout­ing un­in­tel­li­gible things, ques­tions per­haps, at me.

			“I know now that he was afraid of me, but at the time that did not oc­cur to me. As I tried to ex­plain to him he in­ter­rup­ted me in im­per­i­ous tones, bid­ding me, I sup­pose, stand aside.

			“He made to go past me, and I caught hold of him.

			“I saw his face change at my grip.

			“ ‘You fool,’ I cried. ‘Don’t you know? She is dead!’

			“He star­ted back. He looked at me with cruel eyes.

			“I saw a sort of ex­ult­ant re­solve leap in­to them—de­light. Then sud­denly, with a scowl, he swept his sword back—so—and thrust.”

			He stopped ab­ruptly.

			I be­came aware of a change in the rhythm of the train. The brakes lif­ted their voices and the car­riage jarred and jerked. This present world in­sisted upon it­self, be­came clam­or­ous. I saw through the steamy win­dow huge elec­tric lights glar­ing down from tall masts upon a fog, saw rows of sta­tion­ary empty car­riages passing by, and then a sig­nal-box, hoist­ing its con­stel­la­tion of green and red in­to the murky Lon­don twi­light, marched after them. I looked again at his drawn fea­tures.

			“He ran me through the heart. It was with a sort of as­ton­ish­ment—no fear, no pain—but just amazement, that I felt it pierce me, felt the sword drive home in­to my body. It didn’t hurt, you know. It didn’t hurt at all.”

			The yel­low plat­form lights came in­to the field of view, passing first rap­idly, then slowly, and at last stop­ping with a jerk. Dim shapes of men passed to and fro without.

			“Eu­ston!” cried a voice.

			“Do you mean—?”

			“There was no pain, no sting or smart. Amazement and then dark­ness sweep­ing over everything. The hot, bru­tal face be­fore me, the face of the man who had killed me, seemed to re­cede. It swept out of ex­ist­ence—”

			“Eu­ston!” clam­oured the voices out­side; “Eu­ston!”

			The car­riage door opened, ad­mit­ting a flood of sound, and a port­er stood re­gard­ing us. The sounds of doors slam­ming, and the hoof-clat­ter of cab-horses, and be­hind these things the fea­ture­less re­mote roar of the Lon­don cobble­stones, came to my ears. A truck-load of lighted lamps blazed along the plat­form.

			“A dark­ness, a flood of dark­ness that opened and spread and blot­ted out all things.”

			“Any lug­gage, sir?” said the port­er.

			“And that was the end?” I asked.

			He seemed to hes­it­ate. Then, al­most in­aud­ibly, he answered, “No.”

			“You mean?”

			“I couldn’t get to her. She was there on the oth­er side of the temple—And then—”

			“Yes,” I in­sisted. “Yes?”

			“Night­mares,” he cried; “night­mares in­deed! My God! Great birds that fought and tore.”

		
	
		
			The New Accelerator

			Cer­tainly, if ever a man found a guinea when he was look­ing for a pin, it is my good friend Pro­fess­or Gib­berne. I have heard be­fore of in­vest­ig­at­ors over­shoot­ing the mark, but nev­er quite to the ex­tent that he has done. He has really, this time at any rate, without any touch of ex­ag­ger­a­tion in the phrase, found some­thing to re­volu­tion­ise hu­man life. And that when he was simply seek­ing an all-round nervous stim­u­lant to bring lan­guid people up to the stresses of these push­ful days. I have tasted the stuff now sev­er­al times, and I can­not do bet­ter than de­scribe the ef­fect the thing had on me. That there are as­ton­ish­ing ex­per­i­ences in store for all in search of new sen­sa­tions will be­come ap­par­ent enough.

			Pro­fess­or Gib­berne, as many people know, is my neigh­bour in Folke­stone. Un­less my memory plays me a trick, his por­trait at vari­ous ages has already ap­peared in The Strand Magazine—think late in 1899 but I am un­able to look it up be­cause I have lent that volume to someone who has nev­er sent it back. The read­er may, per­haps, re­call the high fore­head and the sin­gu­larly long black eye­brows that give such a Mephis­tophelean touch to his face. He oc­cu­pies one of those pleas­ant little de­tached houses in the mixed style that make the west­ern end of the Up­per Sandgate Road so in­ter­est­ing. His is the one with the Flem­ish gables and the Moor­ish por­tico, and it is in the little room with the mul­lioned bay win­dow that he works when he is down here, and in which of an even­ing we have so of­ten smoked and talked to­geth­er. He is a mighty jester, but, be­sides, he likes to talk to me about his work; he is one of those men who find a help and stim­u­lus in talk­ing, and so I have been able to fol­low the con­cep­tion of the New Ac­cel­er­at­or right up from a very early stage. Of course, the great­er por­tion of his ex­per­i­ment­al work is not done in Folke­stone, but in Gower Street, in the fine new labor­at­ory next to the hos­pit­al that he has been the first to use.

			As every­one knows, or at least as all in­tel­li­gent people know, the spe­cial de­part­ment in which Gib­berne has gained so great and de­served a repu­ta­tion among physiolo­gists is the ac­tion of drugs upon the nervous sys­tem. Upon sop­or­if­ics, sed­at­ives, and an­aes­thet­ics he is, I am told, un­equalled. He is also a chem­ist of con­sid­er­able em­in­ence, and I sup­pose in the subtle and com­plex jungle of riddles that centres about the gan­gli­on cell and the ax­is fibre there are little cleared places of his mak­ing, little glades of il­lu­min­a­tion, that, un­til he sees fit to pub­lish his res­ults, are still in­ac­cess­ible to every oth­er liv­ing man. And in the last few years he has been par­tic­u­larly as­sidu­ous upon this ques­tion of nervous stim­u­lants, and already, be­fore the dis­cov­ery of the New Ac­cel­er­at­or, very suc­cess­ful with them. Med­ic­al sci­ence has to thank him for at least three dis­tinct and ab­so­lutely safe in­vig­or­at­ors of un­ri­valled value to prac­tising men. In cases of ex­haus­tion the pre­par­a­tion known as Gib­berne’s B Syr­up has, I sup­pose, saved more lives already than any life­boat round the coast.

			“But none of these little things be­gin to sat­is­fy me yet,” he told me nearly a year ago. “Either they in­crease the cent­ral en­ergy without af­fect­ing the nerves, or they simply in­crease the avail­able en­ergy by lower­ing the nervous con­duct­iv­ity; and all of them are un­equal and loc­al in their op­er­a­tion. One wakes up the heart and vis­cera and leaves the brain stu­pefied, one gets at the brain cham­pagne fash­ion, and does noth­ing good for the sol­ar plex­us, and what I want—and what, if it’s an earthly pos­sib­il­ity, I mean to have—is a stim­u­lant that stim­u­lates all round, that wakes you up for a time from the crown of your head to the tip of your great toe, and makes you go two—or even three—to every­body else’s one. Eh? That’s the thing I’m after.”

			“It would tire a man,” I said.

			“Not a doubt of it. And you’d eat double or treble—and all that. But just think what the thing would mean. Ima­gine your­self with a little phi­al like this”—he held up a little bottle of green glass and marked his points with it—“and in this pre­cious phi­al is the power to think twice as fast, move twice as quickly, do twice as much work in a giv­en time as you could oth­er­wise do.”

			“But is such a thing pos­sible?”

			“I be­lieve so. If it isn’t, I’ve wasted my time for a year. These vari­ous pre­par­a­tions of the hy­po­phos­phites, for ex­ample, seem to show that some­thing of the sort … Even if it was only one and a half times as fast it would do.”

			“It would do,” I said.

			“If you were a states­man in a corner, for ex­ample, time rush­ing up against you, some­thing ur­gent to be done, eh?”

			“He could dose his private sec­ret­ary,” I said.

			“And gain—double time. And think if you, for ex­ample, wanted to fin­ish a book.”

			“Usu­ally,” I said, “I wish I’d nev­er be­gun ’em.”

			“Or a doc­tor, driv­en to death, wants to sit down and think out a case. Or a bar­ris­ter—or a man cram­ming for an ex­am­in­a­tion.”

			“Worth a guinea a drop,” said I, “and more—to men like that.”

			“And in a duel, again,” said Gib­berne, “where it all de­pends on your quick­ness in pulling the trig­ger.”

			“Or in fen­cing,” I echoed.

			“You see,” said Gib­berne, “if I get it as an all-round thing, it will really do you no harm at all—ex­cept per­haps to an in­fin­ites­im­al de­gree it brings you near­er old age. You will just have lived twice to oth­er people’s once—”

			“I sup­pose,” I med­it­ated, “in a duel—it would be fair?”

			“That’s a ques­tion for the seconds,” said Gib­berne.

			I harked back fur­ther. “And you really think such a thing is pos­sible?” I said.

			“As pos­sible,” said Gib­berne, and glanced at some­thing that went throb­bing by the win­dow, “as a mo­tor­bus. As a mat­ter of fact—”

			He paused and smiled at me deeply, and tapped slowly on the edge of his desk with the green phi­al. “I think I know the stuff … Already I’ve got some­thing com­ing.” The nervous smile upon his face be­trayed the grav­ity of his rev­el­a­tion. He rarely talked of his ac­tu­al ex­per­i­ment­al work un­less things were very near the end. “And it may be, it may be—I shouldn’t be sur­prised—it may even do the thing at a great­er rate than twice.”

			“It will be rather a big thing,” I haz­arded.

			“It will be, I think, rather a big thing.”

			But I don’t think he quite knew what a big thing it was to be, for all that.

			I re­mem­ber we had sev­er­al talks about the stuff after that. “The New Ac­cel­er­at­or” he called it, and his tone about it grew more con­fid­ent on each oc­ca­sion. Some­times he talked nervously of un­ex­pec­ted physiolo­gic­al res­ults its use might have, and then he would get a little un­happy; at oth­ers he was frankly mer­cen­ary, and we de­bated long and anxiously how the pre­par­a­tion might be turned to com­mer­cial ac­count. “It’s a good thing,” said Gib­berne, “a tre­mend­ous thing. I know I’m giv­ing the world some­thing, and I think it only reas­on­able we should ex­pect the world to pay. The dig­nity of sci­ence is all very well, but I think some­how I must have the mono­poly of the stuff for, say, ten years. I don’t see why all the fun in life should go to the deal­ers in ham.”

			My own in­terest in the com­ing drug cer­tainly did not wane in the time. I have al­ways had a queer little twist to­wards meta­phys­ics in my mind. I have al­ways been giv­en to para­doxes about space and time, and it seemed to me that Gib­berne was really pre­par­ing no less than the ab­so­lute ac­cel­er­a­tion of life. Sup­pose a man re­peatedly dosed with such a pre­par­a­tion: he would live an act­ive and re­cord life in­deed, but he would be an adult at el­ev­en, middle-aged at twenty-five, and by thirty well on the road to senile de­cay. It seemed to me that so far Gib­berne was only go­ing to do for any­one who took his drug ex­actly what Nature has done for the Jews and Ori­ent­als, who are men in their teens and aged by fifty, and quick­er in thought and act than we are all the time. The mar­vel of drugs has al­ways been great to my mind; you can mad­den a man, calm a man, make him in­cred­ibly strong and alert or a help­less log, quick­en this pas­sion and al­lay that, all by means of drugs, and here was a new mir­acle to be ad­ded to this strange ar­moury of phi­als the doc­tors use! But Gib­berne was far too eager upon his tech­nic­al points to enter very keenly in­to my as­pect of the ques­tion.

			It was the 7th or 8th of Au­gust when he told me the dis­til­la­tion that would de­cide his fail­ure or suc­cess for a time was go­ing for­ward as we talked, and it was on the 10th that he told me the thing was done and the New Ac­cel­er­at­or a tan­gible real­ity in the world. I met him as I was go­ing up the Sandgate Hill to­wards Folke­stone—I think I was go­ing to get my hair cut, and he came hur­ry­ing down to meet me—I sup­pose he was com­ing to my house to tell me at once of his suc­cess. I re­mem­ber that his eyes were un­usu­ally bright and his face flushed, and I noted even then the swift alac­rity of his step.

			“It’s done,” he cried, and gripped my hand, speak­ing very fast; “it’s more than done. Come up to my house and see.”

			“Really?”

			“Really!” he shouted. “In­cred­ibly! Come up and see.”

			“And it does—twice?”

			“It does more, much more. It scares me. Come up and see the stuff. Taste it! Try it! It’s the most amaz­ing stuff on Earth.” He gripped my arm and, walk­ing at such a pace that he forced me in­to a trot, went shout­ing with me up the hill. A whole chara­banc-ful of people turned and stared at us in uni­son after the man­ner of people in chara­banc. It was one of those hot, clear days that Folke­stone sees so much of, every col­our in­cred­ibly bright and every out­line hard. There was a breeze, of course, but not so much breeze as suf­ficed un­der these con­di­tions to keep me cool and dry. I panted for mercy.

			“I’m not walk­ing fast, am I?” cried Gib­berne, and slackened his pace to a quick march.

			“You’ve been tak­ing some of this stuff,” I puffed.

			“No,” he said. “At the ut­most a drop of wa­ter that stood in a beak­er from which I had washed out the last traces of the stuff. I took some last night, you know. But that is an­cient his­tory now.”

			“And it goes twice?” I said, near­ing his door­way in a grate­ful per­spir­a­tion.

			“It goes a thou­sand times, many thou­sand times!” cried Gib­berne, with a dra­mat­ic ges­ture, fling­ing open his Early Eng­lish carved oak gate.

			“Phew!” said I, and fol­lowed him to the door.

			“I don’t know how many times it goes,” he said, with his latch­key in his hand.

			“And you—”

			“It throws all sorts of light on nervous physiology, it kicks the the­ory of vis­ion in­to a per­fectly new shape! … Heav­en knows how many thou­sand times. We’ll try all that after—The thing is to try the stuff now.”

			“Try the stuff?” I said, as we went along the pas­sage.

			“Rather,” said Gib­berne, turn­ing on me in his study. “There it is in that little green phi­al there! Un­less you hap­pen to be afraid?”

			I am a care­ful man by nature, and only the­or­et­ic­ally ad­ven­tur­ous. I was afraid. But on the oth­er hand, there is pride.

			“Well,” I haggled. “You say you’ve tried it?”

			“I’ve tried it,” he said, “and I don’t look hurt by it, do I? I don’t even look liv­ery, and I feel—”

			I sat down. “Give me the po­tion,” I said. “If the worst comes to the worst it will save hav­ing my hair cut, and that, I think, is one of the most hate­ful du­ties of a civ­il­ised man. How do you take the mix­ture?”

			“With wa­ter,” said Gib­berne, whack­ing down a carafe.

			He stood up in front of his desk and re­garded me in his easy-chair; his man­ner was sud­denly af­fected by a touch of the Har­ley Street spe­cial­ist. “It’s rum stuff, you know,” he said.

			I made a ges­ture with my hand.

			“I must warn you, in the first place, as soon as you’ve got it down to shut your eyes, and open them very cau­tiously in a minute or so’s time. One still sees. The sense of vis­ion is a ques­tion of length of vi­bra­tion, and not of mul­ti­tude of im­pacts; but there’s a kind of shock to the ret­ina, a nasty giddy con­fu­sion just at the time if the eyes are open. Keep ’em shut.”

			“Shut,” I said. “Good!”

			“And the next thing is, keep still. Don’t be­gin to whack about. You may fetch some­thing a nasty rap if you do. Re­mem­ber you will be go­ing sev­er­al thou­sand times faster than you ever did be­fore, heart, lungs, muscles, brain—everything—and you will hit hard without know­ing it. You won’t know it, you know. You’ll feel just as you do now. Only everything in the world will seem to be go­ing ever so many thou­sand times slower than it ever went be­fore. That’s what makes it so deuced queer.”

			“Lor,” I said. “And you mean—”

			“You’ll see,” said he, and took up a little meas­ure. He glanced at the ma­ter­i­al on his desk. “Glasses,” he said, “wa­ter. All here. Mustn’t take too much for the first at­tempt.”

			The little phi­al glucked out its pre­cious con­tents. “Don’t for­get what I told you,” he said, turn­ing the con­tents of the meas­ure in­to a glass in the man­ner of an Itali­an waiter meas­ur­ing whisky. “Sit with the eyes tightly shut and in ab­so­lute still­ness for two minutes,” he said. “Then you will hear me speak.”

			He ad­ded an inch or so of wa­ter to the little dose in each glass.

			“By the by,” he said, “don’t put your glass down. Keep it in your hand and rest your hand on your knee. Yes—so. And now—”

			He raised his glass.

			“The New Ac­cel­er­at­or,” I said.

			“The New Ac­cel­er­at­or,” he answered, and we touched glasses and drank, and in­stantly I closed my eyes.

			You know that blank nonex­ist­ence in­to which one drops when one has taken “gas.” For an in­def­in­ite in­ter­val it was like that. Then I heard Gib­berne telling me to wake up, and I stirred and opened my eyes. There he stood as he had been stand­ing, glass still in hand. It was empty, that was all the dif­fer­ence.

			“Well?” said I.

			“Noth­ing out of the way?”

			“Noth­ing. A slight feel­ing of ex­hil­ar­a­tion, per­haps. Noth­ing more.”

			“Sounds?”

			“Things are still,” I said. “By Jove! yes! They are still. Ex­cept the sort of faint pat, pat­ter, like rain fall­ing on dif­fer­ent things. What is it?”

			“Ana­lysed sounds,” I think he said, but I am not sure. He glanced at the win­dow. “Have you ever seen a cur­tain be­fore a win­dow fixed in that way be­fore?”

			I fol­lowed his eyes, and there was the end of the cur­tain, frozen, as it were, corner high, in the act of flap­ping briskly in the breeze.

			“No,” said I; “that’s odd.”

			“And here,” he said, and opened the hand that held the glass. Nat­ur­ally I winced, ex­pect­ing the glass to smash. But so far from smash­ing, it did not even seem to stir; it hung in midair—mo­tion­less. “Roughly speak­ing,” said Gib­berne, “an ob­ject in these lat­it­udes falls 16 feet in the first second. This glass is fall­ing 16 feet in a second now. Only, you see, it hasn’t been fall­ing yet for the hun­dredth part of a second. That gives you some idea of the pace of my Ac­cel­er­at­or.”

			And he waved his hand round and round, over and un­der the slowly sink­ing glass. Fi­nally he took it by the bot­tom, pulled it down and placed it very care­fully on the table. “Eh?” he said to me, and laughed.

			“That seems all right,” I said, and began very gingerly to raise my­self from my chair. I felt per­fectly well, very light and com­fort­able, and quite con­fid­ent in my mind. I was go­ing fast all over. My heart, for ex­ample, was beat­ing a thou­sand times a second, but that caused me no dis­com­fort at all. I looked out of the win­dow. An im­mov­able cyc­list, head down and with a frozen puff of dust be­hind his driv­ing-wheel, scorched to over­take a gal­lop­ing chara­banc that did not stir. I gaped in amazement at this in­cred­ible spec­tacle. “Gib­berne,” I cried, “how long will this con­foun­ded stuff last?”

			“Heav­en knows!” he answered. “Last time I took it I went to bed and slept it off. I tell you, I was frightened. It must have las­ted some minutes, I think—it seemed like hours. But after a bit it slows down rather sud­denly, I be­lieve.”

			I was proud to ob­serve that I did not feel frightened—I sup­pose be­cause there were two of us. “Why shouldn’t we go out?” I asked.

			“Why not?”

			“They’ll see us.”

			“Not they. Good­ness, no! Why, we shall be go­ing a thou­sand times faster than the quick­est con­jur­ing trick that was ever done. Come along! Which way shall we go? Win­dow, or door?”

			And out by the win­dow we went.

			As­suredly of all the strange ex­per­i­ences that I have ever had, or ima­gined, or read of oth­er people hav­ing or ima­gin­ing, that little raid I made with Gib­berne on the Folke­stone Leas, un­der the in­flu­ence of the New Ac­cel­er­at­or, was the strangest and mad­dest of all. We went out by his gate in­to the road, and there we made a minute ex­am­in­a­tion of the statuesque passing traffic. The tops of the wheels and some of the legs of the horses of this chara­banc, the end of the whip­lash and the lower jaw of the con­duct­or—who was just be­gin­ning to yawn—were per­cept­ibly in mo­tion, but all the rest of the lum­ber­ing con­vey­ance seemed still. And quite noise­less ex­cept for a faint rat­tling that came from one man’s throat. And as parts of this frozen edi­fice there were a driver, you know, and a con­duct­or, and el­ev­en people! The ef­fect as we walked about the thing began by be­ing madly queer and ended by be­ing—dis­agree­able. There they were, people like ourselves and yet not like ourselves, frozen in care­less at­ti­tudes, caught in mid-ges­ture. A girl and a man smiled at one an­oth­er, a leer­ing smile that threatened to last for ever­more; a wo­man in a floppy capel­line res­ted her arm on the rail and stared at Gib­berne’s house with the un­wink­ing stare of etern­ity; a man stroked his mous­tache like a fig­ure of wax, and an­oth­er stretched a tire­some stiff hand with ex­ten­ded fin­gers to­wards his loosened hat. We stared at them, we laughed at them, we made faces at them, and then a sort of dis­gust of them came upon us, and we turned away and walked round in front of the cyc­list to­wards the Leas.

			“Good­ness!” cried Gib­berne, sud­denly; “look there!”

			He poin­ted, and there at the tip of his fin­ger and slid­ing down the air with wings flap­ping slowly and at the speed of an ex­cep­tion­ally lan­guid snail—was a bee.

			And so we came out upon the Leas. There the thing seemed mad­der than ever. The band was play­ing in the up­per stand, though all the sound it made for us was a low-pitched, wheezy rattle, a sort of pro­longed last sigh that passed at times in­to a sound like the slow, muffled tick­ing of some mon­strous clock. Frozen people stood erect, strange, si­lent, self-con­scious-look­ing dum­mies hung un­stably in mid-stride, prom­en­ad­ing upon the grass. I passed close to a little poodle dog sus­pen­ded in the act of leap­ing, and watched the slow move­ment of his legs as he sank to earth. “Lord, look here!” cried Gib­berne, and we hal­ted for a mo­ment be­fore a mag­ni­fi­cent per­son in white faint—striped flan­nels, white shoes, and a Panama hat, who turned back to wink at two gaily dressed ladies he had passed. A wink, stud­ied with such leis­urely de­lib­er­a­tion as we could af­ford, is an un­at­tract­ive thing. It loses any qual­ity of alert gaiety, and one re­marks that the wink­ing eye does not com­pletely close, that un­der its droop­ing lid ap­pears the lower edge of an eye­ball and a little line of white. “Heav­en give me memory,” said I, “and I will nev­er wink again.”

			“Or smile,” said Gib­berne, with his eye on the lady’s an­swer­ing teeth.

			“It’s in­fernally hot, some­how,” said I, “Let’s go slower.”

			“Oh, come along!” said Gib­berne.

			We picked our way among the bath-chairs in the path. Many of the people sit­ting in the chairs seemed al­most nat­ur­al in their pass­ive poses, but the con­tor­ted scar­let of the bands­men was not a rest­ful thing to see. A purple-faced little gen­tle­man was frozen in the midst of a vi­ol­ent struggle to re­fold his news­pa­per against the wind; there were many evid­ences that all these people in their slug­gish way were ex­posed to a con­sid­er­able breeze, a breeze that had no ex­ist­ence so far as our sen­sa­tions went. We came out and walked a little way from the crowd, and turned and re­garded it. To see all that mul­ti­tude changed to a pic­ture, smit­ten ri­gid, as it were, in­to the semb­lance of real­ist­ic wax, was im­possibly won­der­ful. It was ab­surd, of course; but it filled me with an ir­ra­tion­al, an ex­ult­ant sense of su­per­i­or ad­vant­age. Con­sider the won­der of it! All that I had said, and thought, and done since the stuff had be­gun to work in my veins had happened, so far as those people, so far as the world in gen­er­al went, in the twink­ling of an eye. “The New Ac­cel­er­at­or—” I began, but Gib­berne in­ter­rup­ted me.

			“There’s that in­fernal old wo­man!” he said.

			“What old wo­man?”

			“Lives next door to me,” said Gib­berne. “Has a lap­dog that yaps. Gods! The tempta­tion is strong!”

			There is some­thing very boy­ish and im­puls­ive about Gib­berne at times. Be­fore I could ex­pos­tu­late with him he had dashed for­ward, snatched the un­for­tu­nate an­im­al out of vis­ible ex­ist­ence, and was run­ning vi­ol­ently with it to­wards the cliff of the Leas. It was most ex­traordin­ary. The little brute, you know, didn’t bark or wriggle or make the slight­est sign of vi­tal­ity. It kept quite stiffly in an at­ti­tude of som­no­lent re­pose, and Gib­berne held it by the neck. It was like run­ning about with a dog of wood. “Gib­berne,” I cried, “put it down!” Then I said some­thing else. “If you run like that, Gib­berne,” I cried, “you’ll set your clothes on fire. Your lin­en trousers are go­ing brown as it is!”

			He clapped his hand on his thigh and stood hes­it­at­ing on the verge. “Gib­berne,” I cried, com­ing up, “put it down. This heat is too much! It’s our run­ning so! Two or three miles a second! Fric­tion of the air!”

			“What?” he said, glan­cing at the dog.

			“Fric­tion of the air,” I shouted. “Fric­tion of the air. Go­ing too fast. Like met­eor­ites and things. Too hot. And, Gib­berne! Gib­berne! I’m all over prick­ing and a sort of per­spir­a­tion. You can see people stir­ring slightly. I be­lieve the stuff’s work­ing off! Put that dog down.”

			“Eh?” he said.

			“It’s work­ing off,” I re­peated. “We’re too hot and the stuff’s work­ing off! I’m wet through.”

			He stared at me, then at the band, the wheezy rattle of whose per­form­ance was cer­tainly go­ing faster. Then with a tre­mend­ous sweep of the arm he hurled the dog away from him and it went spin­ning up­ward, still in­an­im­ate, and hung at last over the grouped para­sols of a knot of chat­ter­ing people. Gib­berne was grip­ping my el­bow. “By Jove!” he cried, “I be­lieve it is! A sort of hot prick­ing and—yes. That man’s mov­ing his pock­et-handker­chief! Per­cept­ibly. We must get out of this sharp.”

			But we could not get out of it sharply enough. Luck­ily, per­haps! For we might have run, and if we had run we should, I be­lieve, have burst in­to flames. Al­most cer­tainly we should have burst in­to flames! You know we had neither of us thought of that … But be­fore we could even be­gin to run the ac­tion of the drug had ceased. It was the busi­ness of a minute frac­tion of a second. The ef­fect of the New Ac­cel­er­at­or passed like the draw­ing of a cur­tain, van­ished in the move­ment of a hand. I heard Gib­berne’s voice in in­fin­ite alarm. “Sit down,” he said, and flop, down upon the turf at the edge of the Leas I sat—scorch­ing as I sat. There is a patch of burnt grass there still where I sat down. The whole stag­na­tion seemed to wake up as I did so, the dis­ar­tic­u­lated vi­bra­tion of the band rushed to­geth­er in­to a blast of mu­sic, the prom­en­aders put their feet down and walked their ways, the pa­pers and flags began flap­ping, smiles passed in­to words, the winker fin­ished his wink and went on his way com­pla­cently, and all the seated people moved and spoke.

			The whole world had come alive again, was go­ing as fast as we were, or rather we were go­ing no faster than the rest of the world. It was like slow­ing down as one comes in­to a rail­way sta­tion. Everything seemed to spin round for a second or two, I had the most tran­si­ent feel­ing of naus­ea, and that was all. And the little dog, which had seemed to hang for a mo­ment when the force of Gib­berne’s arm was ex­pen­ded, fell with a swift ac­cel­er­a­tion clean through a lady’s para­sol!

			That was the sav­ing of us. Un­less it was for one cor­pu­lent old gen­tle­man in a bath-chair, who cer­tainly did start at the sight of us, and af­ter­wards re­garded us at in­ter­vals with a darkly sus­pi­cious eye, and, fi­nally, I be­lieve, said some­thing to his nurse about us, I doubt if a sol­it­ary per­son re­marked our sud­den ap­pear­ance among them. Plop! We must have ap­peared ab­ruptly. We ceased to smoulder al­most at once, though the turf be­neath me was un­com­fort­ably hot. The at­ten­tion of every­one—in­clud­ing even the Amuse­ments’ As­so­ci­ation band, which on this oc­ca­sion, for the only time in its his­tory, got out of tune—was ar­res­ted by the amaz­ing fact, and the still more amaz­ing yap­ping and up­roar caused by the fact, that a re­spect­able, overfed lap­dog sleep­ing quietly to the east of the band­stand should sud­denly fall through the para­sol of a lady on the west—in a slightly singed con­di­tion due to the ex­treme ve­lo­city of its move­ments through the air. In these ab­surd days, too, when we are all try­ing to be as psych­ic, and silly, and su­per­sti­tious as pos­sible! People got up and trod on oth­er people, chairs were over­turned, the Leas po­lice­man ran. How the mat­ter settled it­self I do not know—we were much too anxious to dis­en­tangle ourselves from the af­fair and get out of range of the eye of the old gen­tle­man in the bath-chair to make minute in­quir­ies. As soon as we were suf­fi­ciently cool and suf­fi­ciently re­covered from our gid­di­ness and naus­ea and con­fu­sion of mind to do so we stood up, and skirt­ing the crowd, dir­ec­ted our steps back along the road be­low the Met­ro­pole to­wards Gib­berne’s house. But amidst the din I heard very dis­tinctly the gen­tle­man who had been sit­ting be­side the lady of the rup­tured sun­shade us­ing quite un­jus­ti­fi­able threats and lan­guage to one of those chair-at­tend­ants who have “In­spect­or” writ­ten on their caps: “If you didn’t throw the dog,” he said, “who did?”

			The sud­den re­turn of move­ment and fa­mil­i­ar noises, and our nat­ur­al anxi­ety about ourselves (our clothes were still dread­fully hot, and the fronts of the thighs of Gib­berne’s white trousers were scorched a drab­bish brown), pre­ven­ted the minute ob­ser­va­tions I should have liked to make on all these things. In­deed, I really made no ob­ser­va­tions of any sci­entif­ic value on that re­turn. The bee, of course, had gone. I looked for that cyc­list, but he was already out of sight as we came in­to the Up­per Sandgate Road or hid­den from us by traffic; the chara­banc, how­ever, with its people now all alive and stir­ring, was clat­ter­ing along at a spank­ing pace al­most abreast of the near­er church.

			We noted, how­ever, that the win­dowsill on which we had stepped in get­ting out of the house was slightly singed, and that the im­pres­sions of our feet on the gravel of the path were un­usu­ally deep.

			So it was I had my first ex­per­i­ence of the New Ac­cel­er­at­or. Prac­tic­ally we had been run­ning about and say­ing and do­ing all sorts of things in the space of a second or so of time. We had lived half an hour while the band had played, per­haps, two bars. But the ef­fect it had upon us was that the whole world had stopped for our con­veni­ent in­spec­tion. Con­sid­er­ing all things, and par­tic­u­larly con­sid­er­ing our rash­ness in ven­tur­ing out of the house, the ex­per­i­ence might cer­tainly have been much more dis­agree­able than it was. It showed, no doubt, that Gib­berne has still much to learn be­fore his pre­par­a­tion is a man­age­able con­veni­ence, but its prac­tic­ab­il­ity it cer­tainly demon­strated bey­ond all cav­il.

			Since that ad­ven­ture he has been stead­ily bring­ing its use un­der con­trol, and I have sev­er­al times, and without the slight­est bad res­ult, taken meas­ured doses un­der his dir­ec­tion; though I must con­fess I have not yet ven­tured abroad again while un­der its in­flu­ence. I may men­tion, for ex­ample, that this story has been writ­ten at one sit­ting and without in­ter­rup­tion, ex­cept for the nib­bling of some chocol­ate, by its means. I began at 6:25, and my watch is now very nearly at the minute past the half-hour. The con­veni­ence of se­cur­ing a long, un­in­ter­rup­ted spell of work in the midst of a day full of en­gage­ments can­not be ex­ag­ger­ated. Gib­berne is now work­ing at the quant­it­at­ive hand­ling of his pre­par­a­tion, with es­pe­cial ref­er­ence to its dis­tinct­ive ef­fects upon dif­fer­ent types of con­sti­tu­tion. He then hopes to find a Re­tarder, with which to di­lute its present rather ex­cess­ive po­tency. The Re­tarder will, of course, have the re­verse ef­fect to the Ac­cel­er­at­or; used alone it should en­able the pa­tient to spread a few seconds over many hours of or­din­ary time, and so to main­tain an apathet­ic in­ac­tion, a gla­ci­er-like ab­sence of alac­rity, amidst the most an­im­ated or ir­rit­at­ing sur­round­ings. The two things to­geth­er must ne­ces­sar­ily work an en­tire re­volu­tion in civ­il­ised ex­ist­ence. It is the be­gin­ning of our es­cape from that Time Gar­ment of which Carlyle speaks. While this Ac­cel­er­at­or will en­able us to con­cen­trate ourselves with tre­mend­ous im­pact upon any mo­ment or oc­ca­sion that de­mands our ut­most sense and vigour, the Re­tarder will en­able us to pass in pass­ive tran­quil­lity through in­fin­ite hard­ship and te­di­um. Per­haps I am a little op­tim­ist­ic about the Re­tarder, which has in­deed still to be dis­covered, but about the Ac­cel­er­at­or there is no pos­sible sort of doubt whatever. Its ap­pear­ance upon the mar­ket in a con­veni­ent, con­trol­lable, and as­sim­il­able form is a mat­ter of the next few months. It will be ob­tain­able of all chem­ists and drug­gists, in small green bottles, at a high but, con­sid­er­ing its ex­traordin­ary qual­it­ies, by no means ex­cess­ive price. Gib­berne’s Nervous Ac­cel­er­at­or it will be called, and he hopes to be able to sup­ply it in three strengths: one in 200, one in 900, and one in 2000, dis­tin­guished by yel­low, pink, and white la­bels re­spect­ively.

			No doubt its use renders a great num­ber of very ex­traordin­ary things pos­sible; for, of course, the most re­mark­able and, pos­sibly, even crim­in­al pro­ceed­ings may be ef­fected with im­pun­ity by thus dodging, as it were, in­to the in­ter­stices of time. Like all po­tent pre­par­a­tions, it will be li­able to ab­use. We have, how­ever, dis­cussed this as­pect of the ques­tion very thor­oughly, and we have de­cided that this is purely a mat­ter of med­ic­al jur­is­pru­dence and al­to­geth­er out­side our province. We shall man­u­fac­ture and sell the Ac­cel­er­at­or, and as for the con­sequences—we shall see.

		
	
		
			Filmer

			In truth the mas­tery of fly­ing was the work of thou­sands of men—this man a sug­ges­tion and that an ex­per­i­ment, un­til at last only one vig­or­ous in­tel­lec­tu­al ef­fort was needed to fin­ish the work. But the in­ex­or­able in­justice of the pop­u­lar mind has de­cided that of all these thou­sands, one man, and that a man who nev­er flew, should be chosen as the dis­cover­er, just as it has chosen to hon­our Watt as the dis­cover­er of steam and Steph­en­son of the steam-en­gine. And surely of all hon­oured names none is so grot­esquely and tra­gic­ally hon­oured as poor Filmer’s, the tim­id, in­tel­lec­tu­al creature who solved the prob­lem over which the world had hung per­plexed and a little fear­ful for so many gen­er­a­tions, the man who pressed the but­ton that has changed peace and war­fare and well-nigh every con­di­tion of hu­man life and hap­pi­ness. Nev­er has that re­cur­ring won­der of the lit­tle­ness of the sci­entif­ic man in the face of the great­ness of his sci­ence found such an amaz­ing ex­em­pli­fic­a­tion. Much con­cern­ing Filmer is, and must re­main, pro­foundly ob­scure—Filmers at­tract no Boswells—but the es­sen­tial facts and the con­clud­ing scene are clear enough, and there are let­ters, and notes, and cas­u­al al­lu­sions to piece the whole to­geth­er. And this is the story one makes, put­ting this thing with that, of Filmer’s life and death.

			The first au­then­t­ic trace of Filmer on the page of his­tory is a doc­u­ment in which he ap­plies for ad­mis­sion as a paid stu­dent in phys­ics to the Gov­ern­ment labor­at­or­ies at South Kens­ing­ton, and therein he de­scribes him­self as the son of a “mil­it­ary boot­maker” (“cob­bler” in the vul­gar tongue) of Dover, and lists his vari­ous ex­am­in­a­tion proofs of a high pro­fi­ciency in chem­istry and math­em­at­ics. With a cer­tain want of dig­nity he seeks to en­hance these at­tain­ments by a pro­fes­sion of poverty and dis­ad­vant­ages, and he writes of the labor­at­ory as the “gaol” of his am­bi­tions, a slip which re­in­forces his claim to have de­voted him­self ex­clus­ively to the ex­act sci­ences. The doc­u­ment is en­dorsed in a man­ner that shows Filmer was ad­mit­ted to this coveted op­por­tun­ity; but un­til quite re­cently no traces of his suc­cess in the Gov­ern­ment in­sti­tu­tion could be found.

			It has now, how­ever, been shown that in spite of his pro­fessed zeal for re­search, Filmer, be­fore he had held this schol­ar­ship a year, was temp­ted, by the pos­sib­il­ity of a small in­crease in his im­me­di­ate in­come, to aban­don it in or­der to be­come one of the nine­pence-an-hour com­puters em­ployed by a well-known Pro­fess­or in his vi­cari­ous con­duct of those ex­tens­ive re­searches of his in sol­ar phys­ics—re­searches which are still a mat­ter of per­plex­ity to as­tro­nomers. Af­ter­wards, for the space of sev­en years, save for the pass lists of the Lon­don Uni­ver­sity, in which he is seen to climb slowly to a double first class B. Sc., in math­em­at­ics and chem­istry, there is no evid­ence of how Filmer passed his life. No one knows how or where he lived, though it seems highly prob­able that he con­tin­ued to sup­port him­self by teach­ing while he pro­sec­uted the stud­ies ne­ces­sary for this dis­tinc­tion. And then, oddly enough, one finds him men­tioned in the cor­res­pond­ence of Ar­thur Hicks, the poet.

			“You re­mem­ber Filmer,” Hicks writes to his friend Vance; “well, he hasn’t altered a bit, the same hos­tile mumble and the nasty chin—how can a man con­trive to be al­ways three days from shav­ing?—and a sort of furt­ive air of be­ing en­gaged in sneak­ing in front of one; even his coat and that frayed col­lar of his show no fur­ther signs of the passing years. He was writ­ing in the lib­rary and I sat down be­side him in the name of God’s char­ity, whereupon he de­lib­er­ately in­sul­ted me by cov­er­ing up his memor­anda. It seems he has some bril­liant re­search on hand that he sus­pects me of all people—with a Bod­ley Book­let a-print­ing!—of steal­ing. He has taken re­mark­able hon­ours at the Uni­ver­sity—he went through them with a sort of hasty slob­ber, as though he feared I might in­ter­rupt him be­fore he had told me all—and he spoke of tak­ing his D. Sc. as one might speak of tak­ing a cab. And he asked what I was do­ing—with a sort of com­par­at­ive ac­cent, and his arm was spread nervously, pos­it­ively a pro­tect­ing arm, over the pa­per that hid the pre­cious idea—his one hope­ful idea.

			“ ’Po­etry,’ he said, ‘Po­etry. And what do you pro­fess to teach in it, Hicks?’

			“The thing’s a Pro­vin­cial pro­fess­orling in the very act of bud­ding, and I thank the Lord de­voutly that but for the pre­cious gift of in­dol­ence I also might have gone this way to D. Sc. and de­struc­tion …”

			A curi­ous little vign­ette that I am in­clined to think caught Filmer in or near the very birth of his dis­cov­ery. Hicks was wrong in an­ti­cip­at­ing a pro­vin­cial pro­fess­or­ship for Filmer. Our next glimpse of him is lec­tur­ing on “rub­ber and rub­ber sub­sti­tutes,” to the So­ci­ety of Arts—he had be­come man­ager to a great plastic-sub­stance man­u­fact­ory—and at that time, it is now known, he was a mem­ber of the Aero­naut­ic­al So­ci­ety, al­beit he con­trib­uted noth­ing to the dis­cus­sions of that body, pre­fer­ring no doubt to ma­ture his great con­cep­tion without ex­tern­al as­sist­ance. And with­in two years of that pa­per be­fore the So­ci­ety of Arts he was hast­ily tak­ing out a num­ber of pat­ents and pro­claim­ing in vari­ous un­dig­ni­fied ways the com­ple­tion of the di­ver­gent in­quir­ies which made his fly­ing ma­chine pos­sible. The first def­in­ite state­ment to that ef­fect ap­peared in a half­penny even­ing pa­per through the agency of a man who lodged in the same house with Filmer. His fi­nal haste after his long la­bor­i­ous secret pa­tience seems to have been due to a need­less pan­ic, Bootle, the no­tori­ous Amer­ic­an sci­entif­ic quack, hav­ing made an an­nounce­ment that Filmer in­ter­preted wrongly as an an­ti­cip­a­tion of his idea.

			Now what pre­cisely was Filmer’s idea? Really a very simple one. Be­fore his time the pur­suit of aero­naut­ics had taken two di­ver­gent lines, and had de­veloped on the one hand bal­loons—large ap­par­at­us light­er than air, easy in as­cent, and com­par­at­ively safe in des­cent, but float­ing help­lessly be­fore any breeze that took them; and on the oth­er, fly­ing ma­chines that flew only in the­ory—vast flat struc­tures heav­ier than air, pro­pelled and kept up by heavy en­gines and for the most part smash­ing at the first des­cent. But, neg­lect­ing the fact that the in­ev­it­able fi­nal col­lapse rendered them im­possible, the weight of the fly­ing ma­chines gave them this the­or­et­ic­al ad­vant­age, that they could go through the air against a wind, a ne­ces­sary con­di­tion if aer­i­al nav­ig­a­tion was to have any prac­tic­al value. It is Filmer’s par­tic­u­lar mer­it that he per­ceived the way in which the con­tras­ted and hitherto in­com­pat­ible mer­its of bal­loon and heavy fly­ing ma­chine might be com­bined in one ap­par­at­us, which should be at choice either heav­ier or light­er than air. He took hints from the con­tract­ile blad­ders of fish and the pneu­mat­ic cav­it­ies of birds. He de­vised an ar­range­ment of con­tract­ile and ab­so­lutely closed bal­loons which when ex­pan­ded could lift the ac­tu­al fly­ing ap­par­at­us with ease, and when re­trac­ted by the com­plic­ated “mus­cu­lature” he wove about them, were with­drawn al­most com­pletely in­to the frame; and he built the large frame­work which these bal­loons sus­tained, of hol­low, ri­gid tubes, the air in which, by an in­geni­ous con­triv­ance, was auto­mat­ic­ally pumped out as the ap­par­at­us fell, and which then re­mained ex­hausted so long as the aero­naut de­sired. There were no wings or pro­pellers to his ma­chine, such as there had been to all pre­vi­ous aero­planes, and the only en­gine re­quired was the com­pact and power­ful little ap­pli­ance needed to con­tract the bal­loons. He per­ceived that such an ap­par­at­us as he had de­vised might rise with frame ex­hausted and bal­loons ex­pan­ded to a con­sid­er­able height, might then con­tract its bal­loons and let the air in­to its frame, and by an ad­just­ment of its weights slide down the air in any de­sired dir­ec­tion. As it fell it would ac­cu­mu­late ve­lo­city and at the same time lose weight, and the mo­mentum ac­cu­mu­lated by its down-rush could be util­ised by means of a shift­ing of its weights to drive it up in the air again as the bal­loons ex­pan­ded. This con­cep­tion, which is still the struc­tur­al con­cep­tion of all suc­cess­ful fly­ing ma­chines, needed, how­ever, a vast amount of toil upon its de­tails be­fore it could ac­tu­ally be real­ised, and such toil Filmer—as he was ac­cus­tomed to tell the nu­mer­ous in­ter­view­ers who crowded upon him in the hey­day of his fame—“un­grudgingly and un­spar­ingly gave.” His par­tic­u­lar dif­fi­culty was the elast­ic lin­ing of the con­tract­ile bal­loon. He found he needed a new sub­stance, and in the dis­cov­ery and man­u­fac­ture of that new sub­stance he had, as he nev­er failed to im­press upon the in­ter­view­ers, “per­formed a far more ar­du­ous work than even in the ac­tu­al achieve­ment of my seem­ingly great­er dis­cov­ery.”

			But it must not be ima­gined that these in­ter­views fol­lowed hard upon Filmer’s pro­clam­a­tion of his in­ven­tion. An in­ter­val of nearly five years elapsed dur­ing which he tim­idly re­mained at his rub­ber fact­ory—he seems to have been en­tirely de­pend­ent on his small in­come from this source—mak­ing mis­dir­ec­ted at­tempts to as­sure a quite in­dif­fer­ent pub­lic that he really had in­ven­ted what he had in­ven­ted. He oc­cu­pied the great­er part of his leis­ure in the com­pos­i­tion of let­ters to the sci­entif­ic and daily press, and so forth, stat­ing pre­cisely the net res­ult of his con­triv­ances, and de­mand­ing fin­an­cial aid. That alone would have suf­ficed for the sup­pres­sion of his let­ters. He spent such hol­i­days as he could ar­range in un­sat­is­fact­ory in­ter­views with the door­keep­ers of lead­ing Lon­don pa­pers—he was sin­gu­larly not ad­ap­ted for in­spir­ing hall-port­ers with con­fid­ence—and he pos­it­ively at­temp­ted to in­duce the War Of­fice to take up his work with him. There re­mains a con­fid­en­tial let­ter from Ma­jor-Gen­er­al Vol­ley­fire to the Earl of Frogs. “The man’s a crank and a bounder to boot,” says the Ma­jor-Gen­er­al in his bluff, sens­ible, army way, and so left it open for the Ja­pan­ese to se­cure, as they sub­sequently did, the pri­or­ity in this side of war­fare—a pri­or­ity they still to our great dis­com­fort re­tain.

			And then by a stroke of luck the mem­brane Filmer had in­ven­ted for his con­tract­ile bal­loon was dis­covered to be use­ful for the valves of a new oil-en­gine, and he ob­tained the means for mak­ing a tri­al mod­el of his in­ven­tion. He threw up his rub­ber fact­ory ap­point­ment, de­sisted from all fur­ther writ­ing, and, with a cer­tain secrecy that seems to have been an in­sep­ar­able char­ac­ter­ist­ic of all his pro­ceed­ings, set to work upon the ap­par­at­us. He seems to have dir­ec­ted the mak­ing of its parts and col­lec­ted most of it in a room in Shored­itch, but its fi­nal put­ting to­geth­er was done at Dymchurch, in Kent. He did not make the af­fair large enough to carry a man, but he made an ex­tremely in­geni­ous use of what were then called the Mar­coni rays to con­trol its flight. The first flight of this first prac­tic­able fly­ing ma­chine took place over some fields near Burford Bridge, near Hythe, in Kent, and Filmer fol­lowed and con­trolled its flight upon a spe­cially con­struc­ted mo­tor tri­cycle.

			The flight was, con­sid­er­ing all things, an amaz­ing suc­cess. The ap­par­at­us was brought in a cart from Dymchurch to Burford Bridge, as­cen­ded there to a height of nearly three hun­dred feet, swooped thence very nearly back to Dymchurch, came about in its sweep, rose again, circled, and fi­nally sank un­injured in a field be­hind the Burford Bridge Inn. At its des­cent a curi­ous thing happened. Filmer got off his tri­cycle, scrambled over the in­ter­ven­ing dyke, ad­vanced per­haps twenty yards to­wards his tri­umph, threw out his arms in a strange ges­tic­u­la­tion, and fell down in a dead faint. Every­one could then re­call the ghast­li­ness of his fea­tures and all the evid­ences of ex­treme ex­cite­ment they had ob­served through­out the tri­al, things they might oth­er­wise have for­got­ten. Af­ter­wards in the inn he had an un­ac­count­able gust of hys­ter­ic­al weep­ing.

			Al­to­geth­er there were not twenty wit­nesses of this af­fair, and those for the most part un­educated men. The New Rom­ney doc­tor saw the as­cent but not the des­cent, his horse be­ing frightened by the elec­tric­al ap­par­at­us on Filmer’s tri­cycle and giv­ing him a nasty spill. Two mem­bers of the Kent con­stabu­lary watched the af­fair from a cart in an un­of­fi­cial spir­it, and a gro­cer call­ing round the Marsh for or­ders and two lady cyc­lists seem al­most to com­plete the list of edu­cated people. There were two re­port­ers present, one rep­res­ent­ing a Folke­stone pa­per and the oth­er be­ing a fourth-class in­ter­view­er and “sym­posi­um” journ­al­ist, whose ex­penses down, Filmer, anxious as ever for ad­equate ad­vert­ise­ment—and now quite real­ising the way in which ad­equate ad­vert­ise­ment may be ob­tained—had paid. The lat­ter was one of those writers who can throw a con­vin­cing air of un­real­ity over the most cred­ible events, and his half-fa­cetious ac­count of the af­fair ap­peared in the magazine page of a pop­u­lar journ­al. But, hap­pily for Filmer, this per­son’s col­lo­qui­al meth­ods were more con­vin­cing. He went to of­fer some fur­ther screed upon the sub­ject to Banghurst, the pro­pri­et­or of the New Pa­per, and one of the ablest and most un­scru­pu­lous men in Lon­don journ­al­ism, and Banghurst in­stantly seized upon the situ­ation. The in­ter­view­er van­ishes from the nar­rat­ive, no doubt very doubt­fully re­mu­ner­ated, and Banghurst, Banghurst him­self, double chin, grey twill suit, ab­do­men, voice, ges­tures and all, ap­pears at Dymchurch, fol­low­ing his large, un­ri­valled journ­al­ist­ic nose. He had seen the whole thing at a glance, just what it was and what it might be.

			At his touch, as it were, Filmer’s long-pent in­vest­ig­a­tions ex­ploded in­to fame. He in­stantly and most mag­ni­fi­cently was a boom. One turns over the files of the journ­als of the year 1907 with a quite in­cred­u­lous re­cog­ni­tion of how swift and flam­ing the boom of those days could be. The Ju­ly pa­pers know noth­ing of fly­ing, see noth­ing in fly­ing, state by a most ef­fect­ive si­lence that men nev­er would, could or should fly. In Au­gust fly­ing and Filmer and fly­ing and para­chutes and aer­i­al tac­tics and the Ja­pan­ese Gov­ern­ment and Filmer and again fly­ing, shouldered the war in Yun­nan and the gold mines of Up­per Green­land off the lead­ing page. And Banghurst had giv­en ten thou­sand pounds, and, fur­ther, Banghurst was giv­ing five thou­sand pounds, and Banghurst had de­voted his well-known, mag­ni­fi­cent (but hitherto sterile) private labor­at­or­ies and sev­er­al acres of land near his private res­id­ence on the Sur­rey hills to the strenu­ous and vi­ol­ent com­ple­tion—Banghurst fash­ion—of the life-size prac­tic­able fly­ing ma­chine. Mean­while, in the sight of priv­ileged mul­ti­tudes in the walled-garden of the Banghurst town res­id­ence in Ful­ham, Filmer was ex­hib­ited at weekly garden parties put­ting the work­ing mod­el through its paces. At enorm­ous ini­tial cost, but with a fi­nal profit, the New Pa­per presen­ted its read­ers with a beau­ti­ful pho­to­graph­ic souven­ir of the first of these oc­ca­sions.

			Here again the cor­res­pond­ence of Ar­thur Hicks and his friend Vance comes to our aid.

			“I saw Filmer in his glory,” he writes, with just the touch of envy nat­ur­al to his po­s­i­tion as a poet passe. “The man is brushed and shaved, dressed in the fash­ion of a Roy­al-In­sti­tu­tion-Af­ter­noon Lec­turer, the very new­est shape in frock-coats and long pat­ent shoes, and al­to­geth­er in a state of ex­traordin­ary streak­i­ness between an owl­ish great man and a scared abashed self-con­scious bounder cruelly ex­posed. He hasn’t a touch of col­our in the skin of his face, his head juts for­ward, and those queer little dark am­ber eyes of his watch furt­ively round him for his fame. His clothes fit per­fectly and yet sit upon him as though he had bought them ready-made. He speaks in a mumble still, but he says, you per­ceive in­dis­tinctly, enorm­ous self-as­sert­ive things, he backs in­to the rear of groups by in­stinct if Banghurst drops the line for a minute, and when he walks across Banghurst’s lawn one per­ceives him a little out of breath and go­ing jerky, and that his weak white hands are clenched. His is a state of ten­sion—hor­rible ten­sion. And he is the Greatest Dis­cover­er of This or Any Age—the Greatest Dis­cover­er of This or Any Age! What strikes one so for­cibly about him is that he didn’t some­how quite ex­pect it ever, at any rate, not at all like this. Banghurst is about every­where, the en­er­get­ic M.C. of his great little catch, and I swear he will have every­one down on his lawn there be­fore he has fin­ished with the en­gine; he had bagged the prime min­is­ter yes­ter­day, and he, bless his heart! didn’t look par­tic­u­larly out­size, on the very first oc­ca­sion. Con­ceive it! Filmer! Our ob­scure un­washed Filmer, the Glory of Brit­ish sci­ence! Duch­esses crowd upon him, beau­ti­ful, bold peeresses say in their beau­ti­ful, clear loud voices—have you no­ticed how pen­et­rat­ing the great lady is be­com­ing nowadays?—‘Oh, Mr. Filmer, how did you do it?’

			“Com­mon men on the edge of things are too re­mote for the an­swer. One ima­gines some­thing in the way of that in­ter­view, ‘toil un­grudgingly and un­spar­ingly giv­en, Madam, and, per­haps—I don’t know—but per­haps a little spe­cial aptitude.’ ”

			So far Hicks, and the pho­to­graph­ic sup­ple­ment to the New Pa­per is in suf­fi­cient har­mony with the de­scrip­tion. In one pic­ture the ma­chine swings down to­wards the river, and the tower of Ful­ham church ap­pears be­low it through a gap in the elms, and in an­oth­er, Filmer sits at his guid­ing bat­ter­ies, and the great and beau­ti­ful of the Earth stand around him, with Banghurst massed mod­estly but res­ol­utely in the rear. The group­ing is oddly ap­pos­ite. Oc­clud­ing much of Banghurst, and look­ing with a pens­ive, spec­u­lat­ive ex­pres­sion at Filmer, stands the Lady Mary Elk­ing­horn, still beau­ti­ful, in spite of the breath of scan­dal and her eight-and-thirty years, the only per­son whose face does not ad­mit a per­cep­tion of the cam­era that was in the act of snap­ping them all.

			So much for the ex­ter­i­or facts of the story, but, after all, they are very ex­ter­i­or facts. About the real in­terest of the busi­ness one is ne­ces­sar­ily very much in the dark. How was Filmer feel­ing at the time? How much was a cer­tain un­pleas­ant an­ti­cip­a­tion present in­side that very new and fash­ion­able frock-coat? He was in the half­penny, penny, six­penny, and more ex­pens­ive pa­pers alike, and ac­know­ledged by the whole world as “the Greatest Dis­cover­er of This or Any Age.” He had in­ven­ted a prac­tic­able fly­ing ma­chine, and every day down among the Sur­rey hills the life-sized mod­el was get­ting ready. And when it was ready, it fol­lowed as a clear in­ev­it­able con­sequence of his hav­ing in­ven­ted and made it—every­body in the world, in­deed, seemed to take it for gran­ted; there wasn’t a gap any­where in that ser­ried front of an­ti­cip­a­tion—that he would proudly and cheer­fully get aboard it, as­cend with it, and fly.

			But we know now pretty clearly that simple pride and cheer­ful­ness in such an act were sin­gu­larly out of har­mony with Filmer’s private con­sti­tu­tion. It oc­curred to no one at the time, but there the fact is. We can guess with some con­fid­ence now that it must have been drift­ing about in his mind a great deal dur­ing the day, and, from a little note to his phys­i­cian com­plain­ing of per­sist­ent in­som­nia, we have the sound­est reas­on for sup­pos­ing it dom­in­ated his nights—the idea that it would be after all, in spite of his the­or­et­ic­al se­cur­ity, an ab­om­in­ably sick­en­ing, un­com­fort­able, and dan­ger­ous thing for him to flap about in noth­ing­ness a thou­sand feet or so in the air. It must have dawned upon him quite early in the peri­od of be­ing the Greatest Dis­cover­er of This or Any Age, the vis­ion of do­ing this and that with an ex­tens­ive void be­low. Per­haps some­when in his youth he had looked down a great height or fallen down in some ex­cess­ively un­com­fort­able way; per­haps some habit of sleep­ing on the wrong side had res­ul­ted in that dis­agree­able fall­ing night­mare one knows, and giv­en him his hor­ror; of the strength of that hor­ror there re­mains now not a particle of doubt.

			Ap­par­ently he had nev­er weighed this duty of fly­ing in his earli­er days of re­search; the ma­chine had been his end, but now things were open­ing out bey­ond his end, and par­tic­u­larly this giddy whirl up above there. He was a dis­cover­er and he had dis­covered. But he was not a fly­ing man, and it was only now that he was be­gin­ning to per­ceive clearly that he was ex­pec­ted to fly. Yet, how­ever much the thing was present in his mind he gave no ex­pres­sion to it un­til the very end, and mean­while he went to and fro from Banghurst’s mag­ni­fi­cent labor­at­or­ies, and was in­ter­viewed and li­on­ised, and wore good clothes, and ate good food, and lived in an el­eg­ant flat, en­joy­ing a very abund­ant feast of such good, coarse, whole­some fame and suc­cess as a man, starved for all his years as he had been starved, might be reas­on­ably ex­pec­ted to en­joy.

			After a time, the weekly gath­er­ings in Ful­ham ceased. The mod­el had failed one day just for a mo­ment to re­spond to Filmer’s guid­ance, or he had been dis­trac­ted by the com­pli­ments of an arch­bish­op. At any rate, it sud­denly dug its nose in­to the air just a little too steeply as the arch­bish­op was sail­ing through a Lat­in quo­ta­tion for all the world like an arch­bish­op in a book, and it came down in the Ful­ham Road with­in three yards of a bus horse. It stood for a second per­haps, as­ton­ish­ing and in its at­ti­tude as­ton­ished, then it crumpled, shivered in­to pieces, and the bus horse was in­cid­ent­ally killed.

			Filmer lost the end of the archiepis­copal com­pli­ment. He stood up and stared as his in­ven­tion swooped out of sight and reach of him. His long, white hands still gripped his use­less ap­par­at­us. The arch­bish­op fol­lowed his sky­ward stare with an ap­pre­hen­sion un­be­com­ing in an arch­bish­op.

			Then came the crash and the shouts and up­roar from the road to re­lieve Filmer’s ten­sion. “My God!” he whispered, and sat down.

			Every­one else al­most was star­ing to see where the ma­chine had van­ished, or rush­ing in­to the house.

			The mak­ing of the big ma­chine pro­gressed all the more rap­idly for this. Over its mak­ing presided Filmer, al­ways a little slow and very care­ful in his man­ner, al­ways with a grow­ing pre­oc­cu­pa­tion in his mind. His care over the strength and sound­ness of the ap­par­at­us was prodi­gious. The slight­est doubt, and he delayed everything un­til the doubt­ful part could be re­placed. Wilkin­son, his seni­or as­sist­ant, fumed at some of these delays, which, he in­sisted, were for the most part un­ne­ces­sary. Banghurst mag­ni­fied the pa­tient cer­ti­tude of Filmer in the New Pa­per, and re­viled it bit­terly to his wife, and MacAndrew, the second as­sist­ant, ap­proved Filmer’s wis­dom. “We’re not want­ing a fiasco, man,” said MacAndrew. “He’s per­fectly well ad­vised.”

			And whenev­er an op­por­tun­ity arose Filmer would ex­pound to Wilkin­son and MacAndrew just ex­actly how every part of the fly­ing ma­chine was to be con­trolled and worked, so that in ef­fect they would be just as cap­able, and even more cap­able, when at last the time came, of guid­ing it through the skies.

			Now I should ima­gine that if Filmer had seen fit at this stage to define just what he was feel­ing, and to take a def­in­ite line in the mat­ter of his as­cent, he might have es­caped that pain­ful or­deal quite eas­ily. If he had had it clearly in his mind he could have done end­less things. He would surely have found no dif­fi­culty with a spe­cial­ist to demon­strate a weak heart, or some­thing gast­ric or pul­mon­ary, to stand in his way—that is the line I am as­ton­ished he did not take—or he might, had he been man enough, have de­clared simply and fi­nally that he did not in­tend to do the thing. But the fact is, though the dread was hugely present in his mind, the thing was by no means sharp and clear. I fancy that all through this peri­od he kept telling him­self that when the oc­ca­sion came he would find him­self equal to it. He was like a man just gripped by a great ill­ness, who says he feels a little out of sorts, and ex­pects to be bet­ter presently. Mean­while he delayed the com­ple­tion of the ma­chine, and let the as­sump­tion that he was go­ing to fly it take root and flour­ish ex­ceed­ingly about him. He even ac­cep­ted an­ti­cip­at­ory com­pli­ments on his cour­age. And, bar­ring this secret squeam­ish­ness, there can be no doubt he found all the praise and dis­tinc­tion and fuss he got a de­light­ful and even in­tox­ic­at­ing draught.

			The Lady Mary Elk­ing­horn made things a little more com­plic­ated for him.

			How that began was a sub­ject of in­ex­haust­ible spec­u­la­tion to Hicks. Prob­ably in the be­gin­ning she was just a little “nice” to him with that im­par­tial par­ti­al­ity of hers, and it may be that to her eyes, stand­ing out con­spicu­ously as he did rul­ing his mon­ster in the up­per air, he had a dis­tinc­tion that Hicks was not dis­posed to find. And some­how they must have had a mo­ment of suf­fi­cient isol­a­tion, and the great dis­cover­er a mo­ment of suf­fi­cient cour­age for some­thing just a little per­son­al to be mumbled or blur­ted. How­ever it began, there is no doubt that it did be­gin, and presently be­came quite per­cept­ible to a world ac­cus­tomed to find in the pro­ceed­ings of the Lady Mary Elk­ing­horn a mat­ter of en­ter­tain­ment. It com­plic­ated things, be­cause the state of love in such a vir­gin mind as Filmer’s would brace his res­ol­u­tion, if not suf­fi­ciently, at any rate con­sid­er­ably to­wards fa­cing a danger he feared, and hampered him in such at­tempts at eva­sion as would oth­er­wise be nat­ur­al and con­geni­al.

			It re­mains a mat­ter for spec­u­la­tion just how the Lady Mary felt for Filmer and just what she thought of him. At thirty-eight one may have gathered much wis­dom and still be not al­to­geth­er wise, and the ima­gin­a­tion still func­tions act­ively enough in cre­at­ing glam­ours and ef­fect­ing the im­possible. He came be­fore her eyes as a very cent­ral man, and that al­ways counts, and he had powers, unique powers as it seemed, at any rate in the air. The per­form­ance with the mod­el had just a touch of the qual­ity of a po­tent in­cant­a­tion, and wo­men have ever dis­played an un­reas­on­able dis­pos­i­tion to ima­gine that when a man has powers he must ne­ces­sar­ily have power. Giv­en so much, and what was not good in Filmer’s man­ner and ap­pear­ance be­came an ad­ded mer­it. He was mod­est, he hated dis­play, but giv­en an oc­ca­sion where true qual­it­ies are needed, then—then one would see!

			The late Mrs. Bamp­ton thought it wise to con­vey to Lady Mary her opin­ion that Filmer, all things con­sidered, was rather a “grub.” “He’s cer­tainly not a sort of man I have ever met be­fore,” said the Lady Mary, with a quite un­ruffled serenity. And Mrs. Bamp­ton, after a swift, im­per­cept­ible glance at that serenity, de­cided that so far as say­ing any­thing to Lady Mary went, she had done as much as could be ex­pec­ted of her. But she said a great deal to oth­er people.

			And at last, without any un­due haste or un­seem­li­ness, the day dawned, the great day, when Banghurst had prom­ised his pub­lic—the world in fact—that fly­ing should be fi­nally at­tained and over­come. Filmer saw it dawn, watched even in the dark­ness be­fore it dawned, watched its stars fade and the grey and pearly pinks give place at last to the clear blue sky of a sunny, cloud­less day. He watched it from the win­dow of his bed­room in the new-built wing of Banghurst’s Tu­dor house. And as the stars were over­whelmed and the shapes and sub­stances of things grew in­to be­ing out of the amorph­ous dark, he must have seen more and more dis­tinctly the fest­ive pre­par­a­tions bey­ond the beech clumps near the green pa­vil­ion in the out­er park, the three stands for the priv­ileged spec­tat­ors, the raw, new fen­cing of the en­clos­ure, the sheds and work­shops, the Vene­tian masts and flut­ter­ing flags that Banghurst had con­sidered es­sen­tial, black and limp in the breeze­less dawn, and amidst all these things a great shape covered with tar­paul­ing. A strange and ter­rible portent for hu­man­ity was that shape, a be­gin­ning that must surely spread and widen and change and dom­in­ate all the af­fairs of men, but to Filmer it is very doubt­ful wheth­er it ap­peared in any­thing but a nar­row and per­son­al light. Sev­er­al people heard him pa­cing in the small hours—for the vast place was packed with guests by a pro­pri­et­or ed­it­or who, be­fore all un­der­stood com­pres­sion. And about five o’clock, if not be­fore, Filmer left his room and wandered out of the sleep­ing house in­to the park, alive by that time with sun­light and birds and squir­rels and the fal­low deer. MacAndrew, who was also an early riser, met him near the ma­chine, and they went and had a look at it to­geth­er.

			It is doubt­ful if Filmer took any break­fast, in spite of the ur­gency of Banghurst. So soon as the guests began to be about in some num­ber he seems to have re­treated to his room. Thence about ten he went in­to the shrub­bery, very prob­ably be­cause he had seen the Lady Mary Elk­ing­horn there. She was walk­ing up and down, en­gaged in con­ver­sa­tion with her old school friend, Mrs. Brewis-Craven, and al­though Filmer had nev­er met the lat­ter lady be­fore, he joined them and walked be­side them for some time. There were sev­er­al si­lences in spite of the Lady Mary’s bril­liance. The situ­ation was a dif­fi­cult one, and Mrs. Brewis-Craven did not mas­ter its dif­fi­culty. “He struck me,” she said af­ter­wards with a lu­min­ous self-con­tra­dic­tion, “as a very un­happy per­son who had some­thing to say, and wanted be­fore all things to be helped to say it. But how was one to help him when one didn’t know what it was?”

			At half-past el­ev­en the en­clos­ures for the pub­lic in the out­er park were crammed, there was an in­ter­mit­tent stream of equipages along the belt which circles the out­er park, and the house party was dot­ted over the lawn and shrub­bery and the corner of the in­ner park, in a series of bril­liantly at­tired knots, all mak­ing for the fly­ing ma­chine. Filmer walked in a group of three with Banghurst, who was su­premely and con­spicu­ously happy, and Sir Theodore Hickle, the pres­id­ent of the Aero­naut­ic­al So­ci­ety. Mrs. Banghurst was close be­hind with the Lady Mary Elk­ing­horn, Geor­gina Hickle, and the Dean of Stays. Banghurst was large and co­pi­ous in speech, and such in­ter­stices as he left were filled in by Hickle with com­pli­ment­ary re­marks to Filmer. And Filmer walked between them say­ing not a word ex­cept by way of un­avoid­able reply. Be­hind, Mrs. Banghurst listened to the ad­mir­ably suit­able and shapely con­ver­sa­tion of the Dean with that fluttered at­ten­tion to the ampler clergy ten years of so­cial as­cent and as­cend­ency had not cured in her; and the Lady Mary watched, no doubt with an en­tire con­fid­ence in the world’s dis­il­lu­sion­ment, the droop­ing shoulders of the sort of man she had nev­er met be­fore.

			There was some cheer­ing as the cent­ral party came in­to view of the en­clos­ures, but it was not very un­an­im­ous nor in­vig­or­at­ing cheer­ing. They were with­in fifty yards of the ap­par­at­us when Filmer took a hasty glance over his shoulder to meas­ure the dis­tance of the ladies be­hind them, and de­cided to make the first re­mark he had ini­ti­ated since the house had been left. His voice was just a little hoarse, and he cut in on Banghurst in mid-sen­tence on Pro­gress.

			“I say, Banghurst,” he said, and stopped.

			“Yes,” said Banghurst.

			“I wish—” He moistened his lips. “I’m not feel­ing well.”

			Banghurst stopped dead. “Eh?” he shouted.

			“A queer feel­ing.” Filmer made to move on, but Banghurst was im­mov­able. “I don’t know. I may be bet­ter in a minute. If not—per­haps … MacAndrew—”

			“You’re not feel­ing well?” said Banghurst, and stared at his white face.

			“My dear!” he said, as Mrs. Banghurst came up with them, “Filmer says he isn’t feel­ing well.”

			“A little queer,” ex­claimed Filmer, avoid­ing the Lady Mary’s eyes. “It may pass off—”

			There was a pause.

			It came to Filmer that he was the most isol­ated per­son in the world.

			“In any case,” said Banghurst, “the as­cent must be made. Per­haps if you were to sit down some­where for a mo­ment—”

			“It’s the crowd, I think,” said Filmer.

			There was a second pause. Banghurst’s eye res­ted in scru­tiny on Filmer, and then swept the sample of pub­lic in the en­clos­ure.

			“It’s un­for­tu­nate,” said Sir Theodore Hickle; “but still—I sup­pose—Your as­sist­ants—Of course, if you feel out of con­di­tion and dis­in­clined—”

			“I don’t think Mr. Filmer would per­mit that for a mo­ment,” said Lady Mary.

			“But if Mr. Filmer’s nerve is run—It might even be dan­ger­ous for him to at­tempt—” Hickle coughed.

			“It’s just be­cause it’s dan­ger­ous,” began the Lady Mary, and felt she had made her point of view and Filmer’s plain enough.

			Con­flict­ing motives struggled for Filmer.

			“I feel I ought to go up,” he said, re­gard­ing the ground. He looked up and met the Lady Mary’s eyes. “I want to go up,” he said, and smiled whitely at her. He turned to­wards Banghurst. “If I could just sit down some­where for a mo­ment out of the crowd and sun—”

			Banghurst, at least, was be­gin­ning to un­der­stand the case. “Come in­to my little room in the green pa­vil­ion,” he said. “It’s quite cool there.” He took Filmer by the arm.

			Filmer turned his face to the Lady Mary Elk­ing­horn again. “I shall be all right in five minutes,” he said. “I’m tre­mend­ously sorry—”

			The Lady Mary Elk­ing­horn smiled at him. “I couldn’t think—” he said to Hickle, and obeyed the com­pul­sion of Banghurst’s pull.

			The rest re­mained watch­ing the two re­cede.

			“He is so fra­gile,” said the Lady Mary.

			“He’s cer­tainly a highly nervous type,” said the Dean, whose weak­ness it was to re­gard the whole world, ex­cept mar­ried cler­gy­men with enorm­ous fam­il­ies, as “neur­ot­ic.”

			“Of course,” said Hickle, “it isn’t ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary for him to go up be­cause he has in­ven­ted—”

			“How could he avoid it?” asked the Lady Mary, with the faintest shad­ow of scorn.

			“It’s cer­tainly most un­for­tu­nate if he’s go­ing to be ill now,” said Mrs. Banghurst a little severely.

			“He’s not go­ing to be ill,” said the Lady Mary, and cer­tainly she had met Filmer’s eye.

			“You’ll be all right,” said Banghurst, as they went to­wards the pa­vil­ion. “All you want is a nip of brandy. It ought to be you, you know. You’ll be—you’d get it rough, you know, if you let an­oth­er man—”

			“Oh, I want to go,” said Filmer. “I shall be all right. As a mat­ter of fact I’m al­most in­clined now—. No! I think I’ll have that nip of brandy first.”

			Banghurst took him in­to the little room and routed out an empty de­canter. He de­par­ted in search of a sup­ply. He was gone per­haps five minutes.

			The his­tory of those five minutes can­not be writ­ten. At in­ter­vals Filmer’s face could be seen by the people on the east­ern­most of the stands erec­ted for spec­tat­ors, against the win­dow pane peer­ing out, and then it would re­cede and fade. Banghurst van­ished shout­ing be­hind the grand stand, and presently the but­ler ap­peared go­ing pa­vil­ion­ward with a tray.

			The apart­ment in which Filmer came to his last solu­tion was a pleas­ant little room very simply fur­nished with green fur­niture and an old bur­eau—for Banghurst was simple in all his private ways. It was hung with little en­grav­ings after Mor­land and it had a shelf of books. But as it happened, Banghurst had left a rook rifle he some­times played with on the top of the desk, and on the corner of the man­tel­shelf was a tin with three or four cart­ridges re­main­ing in it. As Filmer went up and down that room wrest­ling with his in­tol­er­able di­lemma he went first to­wards the neat little rifle athwart the blot­ting-pad and then to­wards the neat little red la­bel

			
				“.22 long.”

			

			The thing must have jumped in­to his mind in a mo­ment.

			Nobody seems to have con­nec­ted the re­port with him, though the gun, be­ing fired in a con­fined space, must have soun­ded loud, and there were sev­er­al people in the bil­liard-room, sep­ar­ated from him only by a lath-and-plaster par­ti­tion. But dir­ectly Banghurst’s but­ler opened the door and smelt the sour smell of the smoke, he knew, he says, what had happened. For the ser­vants at least of Banghurst’s house­hold had guessed some­thing of what was go­ing on in Filmer’s mind.

			All through that try­ing af­ter­noon Banghurst be­haved as he held a man should be­have in the pres­ence of hope­less dis­aster, and his guests for the most part suc­ceeded in not in­sist­ing upon the fact—though to con­ceal their per­cep­tion of it al­to­geth­er was im­possible—that Banghurst had been pretty elab­or­ately and com­pletely swindled by the de­ceased. The pub­lic in the en­clos­ure, Hicks told me, dis­persed “like a party that has been duck­ing a welsh­er,” and there wasn’t a soul in the train to Lon­don, it seems, who hadn’t known all along that fly­ing was a quite im­possible thing for man. “But he might have tried it,” said many, “after car­ry­ing the thing so far.”

			In the even­ing, when he was com­par­at­ively alone, Banghurst broke down and went on like a man of clay. I have been told he wept, which must have made an im­pos­ing scene, and he cer­tainly said Filmer had ruined his life, and offered and sold the whole ap­par­at­us to MacAndrew for half-a-crown. “I’ve been think­ing—” said MacAndrew at the con­clu­sion of the bar­gain, and stopped.

			The next morn­ing the name of Filmer was, for the first time, less con­spicu­ous in the New Pa­per than in any oth­er daily pa­per in the world. The rest of the world’s in­struct­ors, with vary­ing em­phas­is, ac­cord­ing to their dig­nity and the de­gree of com­pet­i­tion between them­selves and the New Pa­per, pro­claimed the “En­tire Fail­ure of the New Fly­ing Ma­chine,” and “Sui­cide of the Im­post­or.” But in the dis­trict of North Sur­rey the re­cep­tion of the news was tempered by a per­cep­tion of un­usu­al aer­i­al phe­nom­ena.

			Overnight Wilkin­son and MacAndrew had fallen in­to vi­ol­ent ar­gu­ment on the ex­act motives of their prin­cip­al’s rash act.

			“The man was cer­tainly a poor, cow­ardly body, but so far as his sci­ence went he was no im­post­or,” said MacAndrew, “and I’m pre­pared to give that pro­pos­i­tion a very prac­tic­al demon­stra­tion, Mr. Wilkin­son, so soon as we’ve got the place a little more to ourselves. For I’ve no faith in all this pub­li­city for ex­per­i­ment­al tri­als.”

			And to that end, while all the world was read­ing of the cer­tain fail­ure of the new fly­ing ma­chine, MacAndrew was soar­ing and cur­vet­ting with great amp­litude and dig­nity over the Ep­som and Wimble­don di­vi­sions; and Banghurst, re­stored once more to hope and en­ergy, and re­gard­less of pub­lic se­cur­ity and the Board of Trade, was pur­su­ing his gyr­a­tions and try­ing to at­tract his at­ten­tion, on a mo­tor car and in his py­ja­mas—he had caught sight of the as­cent when pulling up the blind of his bed­room win­dow—equipped, among oth­er things, with a film cam­era that was sub­sequently dis­covered to be jammed. And Filmer was ly­ing on the bil­liard table in the green pa­vil­ion with a sheet about his body.

		
	
		
			Mr. Skelmersdale in Fairyland

			“There’s a man in that shop,” said the Doc­tor, “who has been in Fairy­land.”

			“Non­sense!” I said, and stared back at the shop. It was the usu­al vil­lage shop, post-of­fice, tele­graph wire on its brow, zinc pans and brushes out­side, boots, shirt­ings, and pot­ted meats in the win­dow. “Tell me about it,” I said, after a pause.

			“I don’t know,” said the Doc­tor. “He’s an or­din­ary sort of lout—Skelmersdale is his name. But every­body about here be­lieves it like Bible truth.”

			I re­ver­ted presently to the top­ic.

			“I know noth­ing about it,” said the Doc­tor, “and I don’t want to know. I at­ten­ded him for a broken fin­ger—Mar­ried and Single crick­et match—and that’s when I struck the non­sense. That’s all. But it shows you the sort of stuff I have to deal with, any­how, eh? Nice to get mod­ern san­it­ary ideas in­to a people like this!”

			“Very,” I said in a mildly sym­path­et­ic tone, and he went on to tell me about that busi­ness of the Bon­ham drain. Things of that kind, I ob­serve, are apt to weigh on the minds of Med­ic­al Of­ficers of Health. I was as sym­path­et­ic as I knew how, and when he called the Bon­ham people “asses,” I said they were “thun­der­ing asses,” but even that did not al­lay him.

			Af­ter­wards, later in the sum­mer, an ur­gent de­sire to se­clude my­self, while fin­ish­ing my chapter on Spir­itu­al Patho­logy—it was really, I be­lieve, stiffer to write than it is to read—took me to Bignor. I lodged at a farm­house, and presently found my­self out­side that little gen­er­al shop again, in search of to­bacco. “Skelmersdale,” said I to my­self at the sight of it, and went in.

			I was served by a short, but shapely, young man, with a fair downy com­plex­ion, good, small teeth, blue eyes, and a lan­guid man­ner. I scru­tin­ised him curi­ously. Ex­cept for a touch of mel­an­choly in his ex­pres­sion, he was noth­ing out of the com­mon. He was in the shirtsleeves and tucked-up ap­ron of his trade, and a pen­cil was thrust be­hind his in­of­fens­ive ear. Athwart his black waist­coat was a gold chain, from which dangled a bent guinea.

			“Noth­ing more today, sir?” he in­quired. He leant for­ward over my bill as he spoke.

			“Are you Mr. Skelmersdale?” said I.

			“I am, sir,” he said, without look­ing up.

			“Is it true that you have been in Fairy­land?”

			He looked up at me for a mo­ment with wrinkled brows, with an ag­grieved, ex­as­per­ated face. “O shut it!” he said, and, after a mo­ment of hos­til­ity, eye to eye, he went on adding up my bill. “Four, six and a half,” he said, after a pause. “Thank you, Sir.”

			So, un­pro­pi­tiously, my ac­quaint­ance with Mr. Skelmersdale began.

			Well, I got from that to con­fid­ence—through a series of toil­some ef­forts. I picked him up again in the Vil­lage Room, where of a night I went to play bil­liards after my sup­per, and mit­ig­ate the ex­treme se­clu­sion from my kind that was so help­ful to work dur­ing the day. I con­trived to play with him and af­ter­wards to talk with him. I found the one sub­ject to avoid was Fairy­land. On everything else he was open and ami­able in a com­mon­place sort of way, but on that he had been wor­ried—it was a mani­fest ta­boo. Only once in the room did I hear the slight­est al­lu­sion to his ex­per­i­ence in his pres­ence, and that was by a cross-grained farm hand who was los­ing to him. Skelmersdale had run a break in­to double fig­ures, which, by the Bignor stand­ards, was un­com­monly good play. “Steady on!” said his ad­versary. “None of your fairy flukes!”

			Skelmersdale stared at him for a mo­ment, cue in hand, then flung it down and walked out of the room.

			“Why can’t you leave ’im alone?” said a re­spect­able eld­er who had been en­joy­ing the game, and in the gen­er­al mur­mur of dis­ap­prov­al the grin of sat­is­fied wit faded from the plough­boy’s face.

			I scen­ted my op­por­tun­ity. “What’s this joke,” said I, “about Fairy­land?”

			“ ’Tain’t no joke about Fairy­land, not to young Skelmersdale,” said the re­spect­able eld­er, drink­ing. A little man with rosy cheeks was more com­mu­nic­at­ive. “They do say, sir,” he said, “that they took him in­to Ald­ing­ton Knoll an’ kep’ him there a mat­ter of three weeks.”

			And with that the gath­er­ing was well un­der­way. Once one sheep had star­ted, oth­ers were ready enough to fol­low, and in a little time I had at least the ex­ter­i­or as­pect of the Skelmersdale af­fair. Formerly, be­fore he came to Bignor, he had been in that very sim­il­ar little shop at Ald­ing­ton Corner, and there whatever it was did hap­pen had taken place. The story was clear that he had stayed out late one night on the Knoll and van­ished for three weeks from the sight of men, and had re­turned with “his cuffs as clean as when he star­ted,” and his pock­ets full of dust and ashes. He re­turned in a state of moody wretched­ness that only slowly passed away, and for many days he would give no ac­count of where it was he had been. The girl he was en­gaged to at Clapton Hill tried to get it out of him, and threw him over partly be­cause he re­fused, and partly be­cause, as she said, he fairly gave her the “ ’ump.” And then when, some time after, he let out to someone care­lessly that he had been in Fairy­land and wanted to go back, and when the thing spread and the simple bad­in­age of the coun­tryside came in­to play, he threw up his situ­ation ab­ruptly, and came to Bignor to get out of the fuss. But as to what had happened in Fairy­land none of these people knew. There the gath­er­ing in the Vil­lage Room went to pieces like a pack at fault. One said this, and an­oth­er said that.

			Their air in deal­ing with this mar­vel was os­tens­ibly crit­ic­al and scep­tic­al, but I could see a con­sid­er­able amount of be­lief show­ing through their guarded qual­i­fic­a­tions. I took a line of in­tel­li­gent in­terest, tinged with a reas­on­able doubt of the whole story.

			“If Fairy­land’s in­side Ald­ing­ton Knoll,” I said, “why don’t you dig it out?”

			“That’s what I says,” said the young plough­boy.

			“There’s a-many have tried to dig on Ald­ing­ton Knoll,” said the re­spect­able eld­er, sol­emnly, “one time and an­oth­er. But there’s none as goes about today to tell what they got by dig­ging.”

			The un­an­im­ity of vague be­lief that sur­roun­ded me was rather im­press­ive; I felt there must surely be some­thing at the root of so much con­vic­tion, and the already pretty keen curi­os­ity I felt about the real facts of the case was dis­tinctly whetted. If these real facts were to be got from any­one, they were to be got from Skelmersdale him­self; and I set my­self, there­fore, still more as­sidu­ously to ef­face the first bad im­pres­sion I had made and win his con­fid­ence to the pitch of vol­un­tary speech. In that en­deav­our I had a so­cial ad­vant­age. Be­ing a per­son of af­fabil­ity and no ap­par­ent em­ploy­ment, and wear­ing tweeds and knick­er­bock­ers, I was nat­ur­ally classed as an artist in Bignor, and in the re­mark­able code of so­cial pre­ced­ence pre­val­ent in Bignor an artist ranks con­sid­er­ably high­er than a gro­cer’s as­sist­ant. Skelmersdale, like too many of his class, is some­thing of a snob; he had told me to “shut it,” only un­der sud­den, ex­cess­ive pro­voca­tion, and with, I am cer­tain, a sub­sequent re­pent­ance; he was, I knew, quite glad to be seen walk­ing about the vil­lage with me. In due course, he ac­cep­ted the pro­pos­al of a pipe and whisky in my rooms read­ily enough, and there, scent­ing by some happy in­stinct that there was trouble of the heart in this, and know­ing that con­fid­ences be­get con­fid­ences, I plied him with much of in­terest and sug­ges­tion from my real and fic­ti­tious past. And it was after the third whisky of the third vis­it of that sort, if I re­mem­ber rightly, that apro­pos of some art­less ex­pan­sion of a little af­fair that had touched and left me in my teens, that he did at last, of his own free will and mo­tion, break the ice. “It was like that with me,” he said, “over there at Ald­ing­ton. It’s just that that’s so rum. First I didn’t care a bit and it was all her, and af­ter­wards, when it was too late, it was, in a man­ner of speak­ing, all me.”

			I for­bore to jump upon this al­lu­sion, and so he presently threw out an­oth­er, and in a little while he was mak­ing it as plain as day­light that the one thing he wanted to talk about now was this Fairy­land ad­ven­ture he had sat tight upon for so long. You see, I’d done the trick with him, and from be­ing just an­oth­er half-in­cred­u­lous, would-be fa­cetious stranger, I had, by all my wealth of shame­less self-ex­pos­ure, be­come the pos­sible con­fid­ant. He had been bit­ten by the de­sire to show that he, too, had lived and felt many things, and the fever was upon him.

			He was cer­tainly con­foun­dedly al­lus­ive at first, and my eager­ness to clear him up with a few pre­cise ques­tions was only equalled and con­trolled by my anxi­ety not to get to this sort of thing too soon. But in an­oth­er meet­ing or so the basis of con­fid­ence was com­plete; and from first to last I think I got most of the items and as­pects—in­deed, I got quite a num­ber of times over al­most everything that Mr. Skelmersdale, with his very lim­ited powers of nar­ra­tion, will ever be able to tell. And so I come to the story of his ad­ven­ture, and I piece it all to­geth­er again. Wheth­er it really happened, wheth­er he ima­gined it or dreamt it, or fell upon it in some strange hal­lu­cin­at­ory trance, I do not pro­fess to say. But that he in­ven­ted it I will not for one mo­ment en­ter­tain. The man simply and hon­estly be­lieves the thing happened as he says it happened; he is trans­par­ently in­cap­able of any lie so elab­or­ate and sus­tained, and in the be­lief of the simple, yet of­ten keenly pen­et­rat­ing, rus­tic minds about him I find a very strong con­firm­a­tion of his sin­cer­ity. He be­lieves—and nobody can pro­duce any pos­it­ive fact to falsi­fy his be­lief. As for me, with this much of en­dorse­ment, I trans­mit his story—I am a little old now to jus­ti­fy or ex­plain.

			He says he went to sleep on Ald­ing­ton Knoll about ten o’clock one night—it was quite pos­sibly Mid­sum­mer night, though he has nev­er thought of the date, and he can­not be sure with­in a week or so—and it was a fine night and wind­less, with a rising moon. I have been at the pains to vis­it this Knoll thrice since his story grew up un­der my per­sua­sions, and once I went there in the twi­light sum­mer moon­rise on what was, per­haps, a sim­il­ar night to that of his ad­ven­ture. Jupiter was great and splen­did above the moon, and in the north and north­w­est the sky was green and vividly bright over the sunken sun. The Knoll stands out bare and bleak un­der the sky, but sur­roun­ded at a little dis­tance by dark thick­ets, and as I went up to­wards it there was a mighty start­ing and scam­per­ing of ghostly or quite in­vis­ible rab­bits. Just over the crown of the Knoll, but nowhere else, was a mul­ti­tudin­ous thin trum­pet­ing of midges. The Knoll is, I be­lieve, an ar­ti­fi­cial mound, the tu­mu­lus of some great pre­his­tor­ic chief­tain, and surely no man ever chose a more spa­cious pro­spect for a sep­ulchre. East­ward one sees along the hills to Hythe, and thence across the Chan­nel to where, thirty miles and more per­haps, away, the great white lights by Gris Nez and Boulogne wink and pass and shine. West­ward lies the whole tumbled val­ley of the Weald, vis­ible as far as Hind­head and Leith Hill, and the val­ley of the Stour opens the Downs in the north to in­ter­min­able hills bey­ond Wye. All Rom­ney Marsh lies south­ward at one’s feet, Dymchurch and Rom­ney and Ly­dd, Hast­ings and its hill are in the middle dis­tance, and the hills mul­tiply vaguely far bey­ond where East­bourne rolls up to Beachy Head.

			And out upon all this it was that Skelmersdale wandered, be­ing troubled in his earli­er love af­fair, and as he says, “not caring where he went.” And there he sat down to think it over, and so, sulk­ing and griev­ing, was over­taken by sleep. And so he fell in­to the fair­ies’ power.

			The quar­rel that had up­set him was some trivi­al mat­ter enough between him­self and the girl at Clapton Hill to whom he was en­gaged. She was a farm­er’s daugh­ter, said Skelmersdale, and “very re­spect­able,” and no doubt an ex­cel­lent match for him; but both girl and lov­er were very young and with just that mu­tu­al jeal­ousy, that in­tol­er­antly keen edge of cri­ti­cism, that ir­ra­tion­al hun­ger for a beau­ti­ful per­fec­tion, that life and wis­dom do presently and most mer­ci­fully dull. What the pre­cise mat­ter of quar­rel was I have no idea. She may have said she liked men in gaiters when he hadn’t any gaiters on, or he may have said he liked her bet­ter in a dif­fer­ent sort of hat, but how­ever it began, it got by a series of clumsy stages to bit­ter­ness and tears. She no doubt got tear­ful and smeary, and he grew dusty and droop­ing, and she par­ted with in­vi­di­ous com­par­is­ons, grave doubts wheth­er she ever had really cared for him, and a clear cer­tainty she would nev­er care again. And with this sort of thing upon his mind he came out upon Ald­ing­ton Knoll griev­ing, and presently, after a long in­ter­val, per­haps, quite in­ex­plic­ably, fell asleep.

			He woke to find him­self on a softer turf than ever he had slept on be­fore, and un­der the shade of very dark trees that com­pletely hid the sky. Al­ways, in­deed, in Fairy­land the sky is hid­den, it seems. Ex­cept for one night when the fair­ies were dan­cing, Mr. Skelmersdale, dur­ing all his time with them, nev­er saw a star. And of that night I am in doubt wheth­er he was in Fairy­land prop­er or out where the rings and rushes are, in those low mead­ows near the rail­way line at Smeeth.

			But it was light un­der these trees for all that, and on the leaves and amidst the turf shone a mul­ti­tude of glow­worms, very bright and fine. Mr. Skelmersdale’s first im­pres­sion was that he was small, and the next that quite a num­ber of people still smal­ler were stand­ing all about him. For some reas­on, he says, he was neither sur­prised nor frightened, but sat up quite de­lib­er­ately and rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. And there all about him stood the smil­ing elves who had caught him sleep­ing un­der their priv­ileges and had brought him in­to Fairy­land.

			What these elves were like I have failed to gath­er, so vague and im­per­fect is his vocab­u­lary, and so un­ob­serv­ant of all minor de­tail does he seem to have been. They were clothed in some­thing very light and beau­ti­ful, that was neither wool, nor silk, nor leaves, nor the petals of flowers. They stood all about him as he sat and waked, and down the glade to­wards him, down a glow­worm av­en­ue and fron­ted by a star, came at once that Fairy Lady who is the chief per­son­age of his memory and tale. Of her I gathered more. She was clothed in filmy green, and about her little waist was a broad sil­ver girdle. Her hair waved back from her fore­head on either side; there were curls not too way­ward and yet astray, and on her brow was a little tiara, set with a single star. Her sleeves were some sort of open sleeves that gave little glimpses of her arms; her throat, I think, was a little dis­played, be­cause he speaks of the beauty of her neck and chin. There was a neck­lace of cor­al about her white throat, and in her breast a cor­al-col­oured flower. She had the soft lines of a little child in her chin and cheeks and throat. And her eyes, I gath­er, were of a kindled brown, very soft and straight and sweet un­der her level brows. You see by these par­tic­u­lars how greatly this lady must have loomed in Mr. Skelmersdale’s pic­ture. Cer­tain things he tried to ex­press and could not ex­press; “the way she moved,” he said sev­er­al times; and I fancy a sort of de­mure joy­ous­ness ra­di­ated from this lady.

			And it was in the com­pany of this de­light­ful per­son, as the guest and chosen com­pan­ion of this de­light­ful per­son, that Mr. Skelmersdale set out to be taken in­to the in­timacies of Fairy­land. She wel­comed him gladly and a little warmly—I sus­pect a pres­sure of his hand in both of hers and a lit face to his. After all, ten years ago young Skelmersdale may have been a very comely youth. And once she took his arm, and once, I think, she led him by the hand down the glade that the glow­worms lit.

			Just how things chanced and happened there is no telling from Mr. Skelmersdale’s dis­ar­tic­u­lated skel­et­on of de­scrip­tion. He gives little un­sat­is­fact­ory glimpses of strange corners and do­ings, of places where there were many fair­ies to­geth­er, of “toad­stool things that shone pink,” of fairy food, of which he could only say “you should have tasted it!” and of fairy mu­sic, “like a little mu­sic­al box,” that came out of nod­ding flowers. There was a great open place where fair­ies rode and raced on “things,” but what Mr. Skelmersdale meant by “these here things they rode,” there is no telling. Lar­vae, per­haps, or crick­ets, or the little beetles that elude us so abund­antly. There was a place where wa­ter splashed and gi­gant­ic kingcups grew, and there in the hot­ter times the fair­ies bathed to­geth­er. There were games be­ing played and dan­cing and much elvish love­mak­ing, too, I think, among the moss-branch thick­ets. There can be no doubt that the Fairy Lady made love to Mr. Skelmersdale, and no doubt either that this young man set him­self to res­ist her. A time came, in­deed, when she sat on a bank be­side him, in a quiet, se­cluded place “all smelling of vi’lets,” and talked to him of love.

			“When her voice went low and she whispered,” said Mr. Skelmersdale, “and laid ’er ’and on my ’and, you know, and came close with a soft, warm friendly way she ’ad, it was as much as I could do to keep my ’ead.”

			It seems he kept his head to a cer­tain lim­ited un­for­tu­nate ex­tent. He saw “ ’ow the wind was blow­ing,” he says, and so, sit­ting there in a place all smelling of vi­ol­ets, with the touch of this lovely Fairy Lady about him, Mr. Skelmersdale broke it to her gently—that he was en­gaged!

			She had told him she loved him dearly, that he was a sweet hu­man lad for her, and whatever he would ask of her he should have—even his heart’s de­sire.

			And Mr. Skelmersdale, who, I fancy, tried hard to avoid look­ing at her little lips as they just dropped apart and came to­geth­er, led up to the more in­tim­ate ques­tion by say­ing he would like enough cap­it­al to start a little shop. He’d just like to feel, he said, he had money enough to do that. I ima­gine a little sur­prise in those brown eyes he talked about, but she seemed sym­path­et­ic for all that, and she asked him many ques­tions about the little shop, “laugh­ing like” all the time. So he got to the com­plete state­ment of his af­fi­anced po­s­i­tion, and told her all about Mil­lie.

			“All?” said I.

			“Everything,” said Mr. Skelmersdale, “just who she was, and where she lived, and everything about her. I sort of felt I ’ad to all the time, I did.”

			“ ‘Whatever you want you shall have,’ said the Fairy Lady. ‘That’s as good as done. You shall feel you have the money just as you wish. And now, you know—you must kiss me.’ ”

			And Mr. Skelmersdale pre­ten­ded not to hear the lat­ter part of her re­mark, and said she was very kind. That he really didn’t de­serve she should be so kind. And—

			The Fairy Lady sud­denly came quite close to him and whispered, “Kiss me!”

			“And,” said Mr. Skelmersdale, “like a fool, I did.”

			There are kisses and kisses, I am told, and this must have been quite the oth­er sort from Mil­lie’s res­on­ant sig­nals of re­gard. There was some­thing ma­gic in that kiss; as­suredly it marked a turn­ing point. At any rate, this is one of the pas­sages that he thought suf­fi­ciently im­port­ant to de­scribe most at length. I have tried to get it right, I have tried to dis­en­tangle it from the hints and ges­tures through which it came to me, but I have no doubt that it was all dif­fer­ent from my telling and far finer and sweeter, in the soft filtered light and the subtly stir­ring si­lences of the fairy glades. The Fairy Lady asked him more about Mil­lie, and was she very lovely, and so on—a great many times. As to Mil­lie’s love­li­ness, I con­ceive him an­swer­ing that she was “all right.” And then, or on some such oc­ca­sion, the Fairy Lady told him she had fallen in love with him as he slept in the moon­light, and so he had been brought in­to Fairy­land, and she had thought, not know­ing of Mil­lie, that per­haps he might chance to love her. “But now you know you can’t,” she said, “so you must stop with me just a little while, and then you must go back to Mil­lie.” She told him that, and you know Skelmersdale was already in love with her, but the pure in­er­tia of his mind kept him in the way he was go­ing. I ima­gine him sit­ting in a sort of stu­pefac­tion amidst all these glow­ing beau­ti­ful things, an­swer­ing about his Mil­lie and the little shop he pro­jec­ted and the need of a horse and cart … And that ab­surd state of af­fairs must have gone on for days and days. I see this little lady, hov­er­ing about him and try­ing to amuse him, too dainty to un­der­stand his com­plex­ity and too tender to let him go. And he, you know, hyp­not­ised as it were by his earthly po­s­i­tion, went his way with her hith­er and thith­er, blind to everything in Fairy­land but this won­der­ful in­tim­acy that had come to him. It is hard, it is im­possible, to give in print the ef­fect of her ra­di­ant sweet­ness shin­ing through the jungle of poor Skelmersdale’s rough and broken sen­tences. To me, at least, she shone clear amidst the muddle of his story like a glow­worm in a tangle of weeds.

			There must have been many days of things while all this was hap­pen­ing—and once, I say, they danced un­der the moon­light in the fairy rings that stud the mead­ows near Smeeth—but at last it all came to an end. She led him in­to a great cav­ernous place, lit by a red night­light sort of thing, where there were cof­fers piled on cof­fers, and cups and golden boxes, and a great heap of what cer­tainly seemed to all Mr. Skelmersdale’s senses—coined gold. There were little gnomes amidst this wealth, who sa­luted her at her com­ing, and stood aside. And sud­denly she turned on him there with brightly shin­ing eyes.

			“And now,” she said, “you have been kind to stay with me so long, and it is time I let you go. You must go back to your Mil­lie. You must go back to your Mil­lie, and here—just as I prom­ised you—they will give you gold.”

			“She choked like,” said Mr. Skelmersdale. “At that, I had a sort of feel­ing—” (he touched his breast­bone) “as though I was faint­ing here. I felt pale, you know, and shiv­er­ing, and even then—I ’adn’t a thing to say.”

			He paused. “Yes,” I said.

			The scene was bey­ond his de­scrib­ing. But I know that she kissed him good­bye.

			“And you said noth­ing?”

			“Noth­ing,” he said. “I stood like a stuffed calf. She just looked back once, you know, and stood smil­ing like and cry­ing—I could see the shine of her eyes—and then she was gone, and there was all these little fel­lows bust­ling about me, stuff­ing my ’ands and my pock­ets and the back of my col­lar and every­where with gold.”

			And then it was, when the Fairy Lady had van­ished, that Mr. Skelmersdale really un­der­stood and knew. He sud­denly began pluck­ing out the gold they were thrust­ing upon him, and shout­ing out at them to pre­vent their giv­ing him more. “ ‘I don’t want yer gold,’ I said. ‘I ’aven’t done yet. I’m not go­ing. I want to speak to that Fairy Lady again.’ I star­ted off to go after her and they held me back. Yes, stuck their little ’ands against my middle and shoved me back. They kept giv­ing me more and more gold un­til it was run­ning all down my trouser legs and drop­ping out of my ’ands. ‘I don’t want yer gold,’ I says to them, ‘I want just to speak to the Fairy Lady again.’ ”

			“And did you?”

			“It came to a tussle.”

			“Be­fore you saw her?”

			“I didn’t see her. When I got out from them she wasn’t any­where to be seen.”

			So he ran in search of her out of this red-lit cave, down a long grotto, seek­ing her, and thence he came out in a great and des­ol­ate place athwart which a swarm of will-o’-the-wisps were fly­ing to and fro. And about him elves were dan­cing in de­ri­sion, and the little gnomes came out of the cave after him, car­ry­ing gold in hand­fuls and cast­ing it after him, shout­ing, “Fairy love and fairy gold! Fairy love and fairy gold!”

			And when he heard these words, came a great fear that it was all over, and he lif­ted up his voice and called to her by her name, and sud­denly set him­self to run down the slope from the mouth of the cav­ern, through a place of thorns and bri­ers, call­ing after her very loudly and of­ten. The elves danced about him un­heeded, pinch­ing him and prick­ing him, and the will-o’-the-wisps circled round him and dashed in­to his face, and the gnomes pur­sued him shout­ing and pelt­ing him with fairy gold. As he ran with all this strange rout about him and dis­tract­ing him, sud­denly he was knee-deep in a swamp, and sud­denly he was amidst thick twis­ted roots, and he caught his foot in one and stumbled and fell …

			He fell and he rolled over, and in that in­stant he found him­self sprawl­ing upon Ald­ing­ton Knoll, all lonely un­der the stars.

			He sat up sharply at once, he says, and found he was very stiff and cold, and his clothes were damp with dew. The first pal­lor of dawn and a chilly wind were com­ing up to­geth­er. He could have be­lieved the whole thing a strangely vivid dream un­til he thrust his hand in­to his side pock­et and found it stuffed with ashes. Then he knew for cer­tain it was fairy gold they had giv­en him. He could feel all their pinches and pricks still, though there was nev­er a bruise upon him. And in that man­ner, and so sud­denly, Mr. Skelmersdale came out of Fairy­land back in­to this world of men. Even then he fan­cied the thing was but the mat­ter of a night un­til he re­turned to the shop at Ald­ing­ton Corner and dis­covered amidst their as­ton­ish­ment that he had been away three weeks.

			“Lor’! the trouble I ’ad!” said Mr. Skelmersdale.

			“How?”

			“Ex­plain­ing. I sup­pose you’ve nev­er had any­thing like that to ex­plain.”

			“Nev­er,” I said, and he ex­pa­ti­ated for a time on the be­ha­viour of this per­son and that. One name he avoided for a space.

			“And Mil­lie?” said I at last.

			“I didn’t seem to care a bit for see­ing Mil­lie,” he said.

			“I ex­pect she seemed changed?”

			“Every­one was changed. Changed for good. Every­one seemed big, you know, and coarse. And their voices seemed loud. Why, the sun, when it rose in the morn­ing, fair hit me in the eye!”

			“And Mil­lie?”

			“I didn’t want to see Mil­lie.”

			“And when you did?”

			“I came up against her Sunday, com­ing out of church. ‘Where you been?’ she said, and I saw there was a row. I didn’t care if there was. I seemed to for­get about her even while she was there a-talk­ing to me. She was just noth­ing. I couldn’t make out whatever I ’ad seen in ’er ever, or what there could ’ave been. Some­times when she wasn’t about, I did get back a little, but nev­er when she was there. Then it was al­ways the oth­er came up and blot­ted her out … Any­ow, it didn’t break her heart.”

			“Mar­ried?” I asked.

			“Mar­ried ’er cous­in,” said Mr. Skelmersdale, and re­flec­ted on the pat­tern of the table­cloth for a space.

			When he spoke again it was clear that his former sweet­heart had clean van­ished from his mind, and that the talk had brought back the Fairy Lady tri­umphant in his heart. He talked of her—soon he was let­ting out the oddest things, queer love secrets it would be treach­ery to re­peat. I think, in­deed, that was the queerest thing in the whole af­fair, to hear that neat little gro­cer man after his story was done, with a glass of whisky be­side him and a ci­gar between his fin­gers, wit­ness­ing, with sor­row still, though now, in­deed, with a time-blun­ted an­guish, of the in­ap­peas­able hun­ger of the heart that presently came upon him. “I couldn’t eat,” he said, “I couldn’t sleep. I made mis­takes in or­ders and got mixed with change. There she was day and night, draw­ing me and draw­ing me. Oh, I wanted her. Lord! how I wanted her! I was up there, most even­ings I was up there on the Knoll, of­ten even when it rained. I used to walk over the Knoll and round it and round it, call­ing for them to let me in. Shout­ing. Near blub­ber­ing I was at times. Daft I was and miser­able. I kept on say­ing it was all a mis­take. And every Sunday af­ter­noon I went up there, wet and fine, though I knew as well as you do it wasn’t no good by day. And I’ve tried to go to sleep there.”

			He stopped sharply and de­cided to drink some whisky.

			“I’ve tried to go to sleep there,” he said, and I could swear his lips trembled. “I’ve tried to go to sleep there, of­ten and of­ten. And, you know, I couldn’t, sir—nev­er. I’ve thought if I could go to sleep there, there might be some­thing. But I’ve sat up there and laid up there, and I couldn’t—not for think­ing and long­ing. It’s the long­ing … I’ve tried—”

			He blew, drank up the rest of his whisky spas­mod­ic­ally, stood up sud­denly and buttoned his jack­et, star­ing closely and crit­ic­ally at the cheap oleo­graphs be­side the man­tel mean­while. The little black note­book in which he re­cor­ded the or­ders of his daily round pro­jec­ted stiffly from his breast pock­et. When all the but­tons were quite done, he pat­ted his chest and turned on me sud­denly. “Well,” he said, “I must be go­ing.”

			There was some­thing in his eyes and man­ner that was too dif­fi­cult for him to ex­press in words. “One gets talk­ing,” he said at last at the door, and smiled wanly, and so van­ished from my eyes. And that is the tale of Mr. Skelmersdale in Fairy­land just as he told it to me.

		
	
		
			The Valley of Spiders

			To­wards mid­day the three pur­suers came ab­ruptly round a bend in the tor­rent bed upon the sight of a very broad and spa­cious val­ley. The dif­fi­cult and wind­ing trench of pebbles along which they had tracked the fu­git­ives for so long ex­pan­ded to a broad slope, and with a com­mon im­pulse the three men left the trail, and rode to a little em­in­ence set with olive-dun trees, and there hal­ted, the two oth­ers, as be­came them, a little be­hind the man with the sil­ver-stud­ded bridle.

			For a space they scanned the great ex­panse be­low them with eager eyes. It spread re­moter and re­moter, with only a few clusters of sere thorn bushes here and there, and the dim sug­ges­tions of some now wa­ter­less rav­ine to break its des­ol­a­tion of yel­low grass. Its purple dis­tances melted at last in­to the blu­ish slopes of the fur­ther hills—hills it might be of a green­er kind—and above them, in­vis­ibly sup­por­ted, and seem­ing in­deed to hang in the blue, were the snow-clad sum­mits of moun­tains—that grew lar­ger and bolder to the north­west­ward as the sides of the val­ley drew to­geth­er. And west­ward the val­ley opened un­til a dis­tant dark­ness un­der the sky told where the forests began. But the three men looked neither east nor west, but only stead­fastly across the val­ley.

			The gaunt man with the scarred lip was the first to speak. “Nowhere,” he said, with a sigh of dis­ap­point­ment in his voice. “But, after all, they had a full day’s start.”

			“They don’t know we are after them,” said the little man on the white horse.

			“She would know,” said the lead­er bit­terly, as if speak­ing to him­self.

			“Even then they can’t go fast. They’ve got no beast but the mule, and all today the girl’s foot has been bleed­ing—”

			The man with the sil­ver bridle flashed a quick in­tens­ity of rage on him. “Do you think I haven’t seen that?” he snarled.

			“It helps, any­how,” whispered the little man to him­self.

			The gaunt man with the scarred lip stared im­pass­ively. “They can’t be over the val­ley,” he said. “If we ride hard—”

			He glanced at the white horse and paused.

			“Curse all white horses!” said the man with the sil­ver bridle, and turned to scan the beast his curse in­cluded.

			The little man looked down between the mel­an­choly ears of his steed.

			“I did my best,” he said.

			The two oth­ers stared again across the val­ley for a space. The gaunt man passed the back of his hand across the scarred lip.

			“Come up!” said the man who owned the sil­ver bridle, sud­denly. The little man star­ted and jerked his rein, and the horse hoofs of the three made a mul­ti­tudin­ous faint pat­ter­ing upon the withered grass as they turned back to­wards the trail …

			They rode cau­tiously down the long slope be­fore them, and so came through a waste of prickly twis­ted bushes and strange dry shapes of thorny branches that grew amongst the rocks, in­to the levels be­low. And there the trail grew faint, for the soil was scanty, and the only herb­age was this scorched dead straw that lay upon the ground. Still, by hard scan­ning, by lean­ing be­side the horses’ necks and paus­ing ever and again, even these white men could con­trive to fol­low after their prey.

			There were trod­den places, bent and broken blades of the coarse grass, and ever and again the suf­fi­cient in­tim­a­tion of a foot­mark. And once the lead­er saw a brown smear of blood where the half-caste girl may have trod. And at that un­der his breath he cursed her for a fool.

			The gaunt man checked his lead­er’s track­ing, and the little man on the white horse rode be­hind, a man lost in a dream. They rode one after an­oth­er, the man with the sil­ver bridle led the way, and they spoke nev­er a word. After a time it came to the little man on the white horse that the world was very still. He star­ted out of his dream. Be­sides the little noises of their horses and equip­ment, the whole great val­ley kept the brood­ing quiet of a painted scene.

			Be­fore him went his mas­ter and his fel­low, each in­tently lean­ing for­ward to the left, each im­pass­ively mov­ing with the paces of his horse; their shad­ows went be­fore them—still, noise­less, taper­ing at­tend­ants; and near­er a crouched cool shape was his own. He looked about him. What was it had gone? Then he re­membered the re­ver­ber­a­tion from the banks of the gorge and the per­petu­al ac­com­pani­ment of shift­ing, jost­ling pebbles. And, moreover—? There was no breeze. That was it! What a vast, still place it was, a mono­ton­ous af­ter­noon slum­ber! And the sky open and blank ex­cept for a sombre veil of haze that had gathered in the up­per val­ley.

			He straightened his back, fret­ted with his bridle, puckered his lips to whistle, and simply sighed. He turned in his saddle for a time, and stared at the throat of the moun­tain gorge out of which they had come. Blank! Blank slopes on either side, with nev­er a sign of a de­cent beast or tree—much less a man. What a land it was! What a wil­der­ness! He dropped again in­to his former pose.

			It filled him with a mo­ment­ary pleas­ure to see a wry stick of purple black flash out in­to the form of a snake, and van­ish amidst the brown. After all, the in­fernal val­ley was alive. And then, to re­joice him still more, came a little breath across his face, a whis­per that came and went, the faintest in­clin­a­tion of a stiff black-antlered bush upon a little crest, the first in­tim­a­tions of a pos­sible breeze. Idly he wet­ted his fin­ger, and held it up.

			He pulled up sharply to avoid a col­li­sion with the gaunt man, who had stopped at fault upon the trail. Just at that guilty mo­ment he caught his mas­ter’s eye look­ing to­wards him.

			For a time he forced an in­terest in the track­ing. Then, as they rode on again, he stud­ied his mas­ter’s shad­ow and hat and shoulder, ap­pear­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing be­hind the gaunt man’s near­er con­tours. They had rid­den four days out of the very lim­its of the world in­to this des­ol­ate place, short of wa­ter, with noth­ing but a strip of dried meat un­der their saddles, over rocks and moun­tains, where surely none but these fu­git­ives had ever been be­fore—for that!

			And all this was for a girl, a mere wil­ful child! And the man had whole city­fuls of people to do his basest bid­ding—girls, wo­men! Why in the name of pas­sion­ate folly this one in par­tic­u­lar? asked the little man, and scowled at the world, and licked his parched lips with a blackened tongue. It was the way of the mas­ter, and that was all he knew. Just be­cause she sought to evade him …

			His eye caught a whole row of high-plumed canes bend­ing in uni­son, and then the tails of silk that hung be­fore his neck flapped and fell. The breeze was grow­ing stronger. Some­how it took the stiff still­ness out of things—and that was well.

			“Hullo!” said the gaunt man.

			All three stopped ab­ruptly.

			“What?” asked the mas­ter. “What?”

			“Over there,” said the gaunt man, point­ing up the val­ley.

			“What?”

			“Some­thing com­ing to­wards us.”

			And as he spoke a yel­low an­im­al cres­ted a rise and came bear­ing down upon them. It was a big wild dog, com­ing be­fore the wind, tongue out, at a steady pace, and run­ning with such an in­tens­ity of pur­pose that he did not seem to see the horse­men he ap­proached. He ran with his nose up, fol­low­ing, it was plain, neither scent nor quarry. As he drew near­er the little man felt for his sword. “He’s mad,” said the gaunt rider.

			“Shout!” said the little man, and shouted.

			The dog came on. Then when the little man’s blade was already out, it swerved aside and went pant­ing by them and passed. The eyes of the little man fol­lowed its flight. “There was no foam,” he said. For a space the man with the sil­ver-stud­ded bridle stared up the val­ley. “Oh, come on!” he cried at last. “What does it mat­ter?” and jerked his horse in­to move­ment again.

			The little man left the in­sol­uble mys­tery of a dog that fled from noth­ing but the wind, and lapsed in­to pro­found mus­ings on hu­man char­ac­ter. “Come on!” he whispered to him­self. “Why should it be giv­en to one man to say ‘Come on!’ with that stu­pendous vi­ol­ence of ef­fect? Al­ways, all his life, the man with the sil­ver bridle has been say­ing that. If I said it—!” thought the little man. But people mar­velled when the mas­ter was dis­obeyed even in the wild­est things. This half-caste girl seemed to him, seemed to every­one, mad—blas­phem­ous al­most. The little man, by way of com­par­is­on, re­flec­ted on the gaunt rider with the scarred lip, as stal­wart as his mas­ter, as brave and, in­deed, per­haps braver, and yet for him there was obed­i­ence, noth­ing but to give obed­i­ence duly and stoutly …

			Cer­tain sen­sa­tions of the hands and knees called the little man back to more im­me­di­ate things. He be­came aware of some­thing. He rode up be­side his gaunt fel­low. “Do you no­tice the horses?” he said in an un­der­tone.

			The gaunt face looked in­ter­rog­a­tion.

			“They don’t like this wind,” said the little man, and dropped be­hind as the man with the sil­ver bridle turned upon him.

			“It’s all right,” said the gaunt-faced man.

			They rode on again for a space in si­lence. The fore­most two rode down­cast upon the trail, the hind­most man watched the haze that crept down the vast­ness of the val­ley, near­er and near­er, and noted how the wind grew in strength mo­ment by mo­ment. Far away on the left he saw a line of dark bulks—wild hog, per­haps, gal­lop­ing down the val­ley, but of that he said noth­ing, nor did he re­mark again upon the un­eas­i­ness of the horses.

			And then he saw first one and then a second great white ball, a great shin­ing white ball like a gi­gant­ic head of thistle­down, that drove be­fore the wind athwart the path. These balls soared high in the air, and dropped and rose again and caught for a mo­ment, and hur­ried on and passed, but at the sight of them the rest­less­ness of the horses in­creased.

			Then presently he saw that more of these drift­ing globes—and then soon very many more—were hur­ry­ing to­wards him down the val­ley.

			They be­came aware of a squeal­ing. Athwart the path a huge boar rushed, turn­ing his head but for one in­stant to glance at them, and then hurl­ing on down the val­ley again. And at that all three stopped and sat in their saddles, star­ing in­to the thick­en­ing haze that was com­ing upon them.

			“If it were not for this thistle­down—” began the lead­er.

			But now a big globe came drift­ing past with­in a score of yards of them. It was really not an even sphere at all, but a vast, soft, ragged, filmy thing, a sheet gathered by the corners, an aer­i­al jelly­fish, as it were, but rolling over and over as it ad­vanced, and trail­ing long cob­webby threads and stream­ers that floated in its wake.

			“It isn’t thistle­down,” said the little man.

			“I don’t like the stuff,” said the gaunt man.

			And they looked at one an­oth­er.

			“Curse it!” cried the lead­er. “The air’s full of it up there. If it keeps on at this pace long, it will stop us al­to­geth­er.”

			An in­stinct­ive feel­ing, such as lines out a herd of deer at the ap­proach of some am­bigu­ous thing, promp­ted them to turn their horses to the wind, ride for­ward for a few paces, and stare at that ad­van­cing mul­ti­tude of float­ing masses. They came on be­fore the wind with a sort of smooth swift­ness, rising and fall­ing noise­lessly, sink­ing to earth, re­bound­ing high, soar­ing—all with a per­fect un­an­im­ity, with a still, de­lib­er­ate as­sur­ance.

			Right and left of the horse­men the pi­on­eers of this strange army passed. At one that rolled along the ground, break­ing shape­lessly and trail­ing out re­luct­antly in­to long grap­pling rib­bons and bands, all three horses began to shy and dance. The mas­ter was seized with a sud­den, un­reas­on­able im­pa­tience. He cursed the drift­ing globes roundly. “Get on!” he cried; “get on! What do these things mat­ter? How can they mat­ter? Back to the trail!” He fell swear­ing at his horse and sawed the bit across its mouth.

			He shouted aloud with rage. “I will fol­low that trail, I tell you,” he cried. “Where is the trail?”

			He gripped the bridle of his pran­cing horse and searched amidst the grass. A long and cling­ing thread fell across his face, a grey stream­er dropped about his bridle arm, some big, act­ive thing with many legs ran down the back of his head. He looked up to dis­cov­er one of those grey masses anchored as it were above him by these things and flap­ping out ends as a sail flaps when a boat comes about—but noise­lessly.

			He had an im­pres­sion of many eyes, of a dense crew of squat bod­ies, of long, many-join­ted limbs haul­ing at their moor­ing ropes to bring the thing down upon him. For a space he stared up, rein­ing in his pran­cing horse with the in­stinct born of years of horse­man­ship. Then the flat of a sword smote his back, and a blade flashed over­head and cut the drift­ing bal­loon of spider­web free, and the whole mass lif­ted softly and drove clear and away.

			“Spiders!” cried the voice of the gaunt man. “The things are full of big spiders! Look, my lord!”

			The man with the sil­ver bridle still fol­lowed the mass that drove away.

			“Look, my lord!”

			The mas­ter found him­self star­ing down at a red smashed thing on the ground that, in spite of par­tial ob­lit­er­a­tion, could still wriggle un­avail­ing legs. Then, when the gaunt man poin­ted to an­oth­er mass that bore down upon them, he drew his sword hast­ily. Up the val­ley now it was like a fog bank torn to rags. He tried to grasp the situ­ation.

			“Ride for it!” the little man was shout­ing. “Ride for it down the val­ley.”

			What happened then was like the con­fu­sion of a battle. The man with the sil­ver bridle saw the little man go past him, slash­ing furi­ously at ima­gin­ary cob­webs, saw him can­non in­to the horse of the gaunt man and hurl it and its rider to earth. His own horse went a dozen paces be­fore he could rein it in. Then he looked up to avoid ima­gin­ary dangers, and then back again to see a horse rolling on the ground, the gaunt man stand­ing and slash­ing over it at a rent and flut­ter­ing mass of grey that streamed and wrapped about them both. And thick and fast as thistle­down on waste land on a windy day in Ju­ly the cob­web masses were com­ing on.

			The little man had dis­moun­ted, but he dared not re­lease his horse. He was en­deav­our­ing to lug the strug­gling brute back with the strength of one arm, while with the oth­er he slashed aim­lessly. The tentacles of a second grey mass had en­tangled them­selves with the struggle, and this second grey mass came to its moor­ings, and slowly sank.

			The mas­ter set his teeth, gripped his bridle, lowered his head, and spurred his horse for­ward. The horse on the ground rolled over, there was blood and mov­ing shapes upon the flanks, and the gaunt man sud­denly leav­ing it, ran for­ward to­wards his mas­ter, per­haps ten paces. His legs were swathed and en­cumbered with grey; he made in­ef­fec­tu­al move­ments with his sword. Grey stream­ers waved from him; there was a thin veil of grey across his face. With his left hand he beat at some­thing on his body, and sud­denly he stumbled and fell. He struggled to rise, and fell again, and sud­denly, hor­ribly, began to howl, “Oh—ohoo, ohooh!”

			The mas­ter could see the great spiders upon him, and oth­ers upon the ground.

			As he strove to force his horse near­er to this ges­tic­u­lat­ing, scream­ing grey ob­ject that struggled up and down, there came a clat­ter of hoofs, and the little man, in act of mount­ing, sword­less, bal­anced on his belly athwart the white horse, and clutch­ing its mane, whirled past. And again a cling­ing thread of grey gos­samer swept across the mas­ter’s face. All about him, and over him, it seemed this drift­ing, noise­less cob­web circled and drew near­er him …

			To the day of his death he nev­er knew just how the event of that mo­ment happened. Did he, in­deed, turn his horse, or did it really of its own ac­cord stam­pede after its fel­low? Suf­fice it that in an­oth­er second he was gal­lop­ing full tilt down the val­ley with his sword whirl­ing furi­ously over­head. And all about him on the quick­en­ing breeze, the spiders’ air­ships, their air bundles and air sheets, seemed to him to hurry in a con­scious pur­suit.

			Clat­ter, clat­ter, thud, thud—the man with the sil­ver bridle rode, heed­less of his dir­ec­tion, with his fear­ful face look­ing up now right, now left, and his sword arm ready to slash. And a few hun­dred yards ahead of him, with a tail of torn cob­web trail­ing be­hind him, rode the little man on the white horse, still but im­per­fectly in the saddle. The reeds bent be­fore them, the wind blew fresh and strong, over his shoulder the mas­ter could see the webs hur­ry­ing to over­take …

			He was so in­tent to es­cape the spiders’ webs that only as his horse gathered to­geth­er for a leap did he real­ise the rav­ine ahead. And then he real­ised it only to mis­un­der­stand and in­ter­fere. He was lean­ing for­ward on his horse’s neck and sat up and back all too late.

			But if in his ex­cite­ment he had failed to leap, at any rate he had not for­got­ten how to fall. He was horse­man again in midair. He came off clear with a mere bruise upon his shoulder, and his horse rolled, kick­ing spas­mod­ic legs, and lay still. But the mas­ter’s sword drove its point in­to the hard soil, and snapped clean across, as though Chance re­fused him any longer as her Knight, and the splintered end missed his face by an inch or so.

			He was on his feet in a mo­ment, breath­lessly scan­ning the on-rush­ing spider­webs. For a mo­ment he was minded to run, and then thought of the rav­ine, and turned back. He ran aside once to dodge one drift­ing ter­ror, and then he was swiftly clam­ber­ing down the pre­cip­it­ous sides, and out of the touch of the gale.

			There, un­der the lee of the dry tor­rent’s steep­er banks, he might crouch and watch these strange, grey masses pass and pass in safety till the wind fell, and it be­came pos­sible to es­cape. And there for a long time he crouched, watch­ing the strange, grey, ragged masses trail their stream­ers across his nar­rowed sky.

			Once a stray spider fell in­to the rav­ine close be­side him—a full foot it meas­ured from leg to leg and its body was half a man’s hand—and after he had watched its mon­strous alac­rity of search and es­cape for a little while and temp­ted it to bite his broken sword, he lif­ted up his iron-heeled boot and smashed it in­to a pulp. He swore as he did so, and for a time sought up and down for an­oth­er.

			Then presently, when he was surer these spider swarms could not drop in­to the rav­ine, he found a place where he could sit down, and sat and fell in­to deep thought and began, after his man­ner, to gnaw his knuckles and bite his nails. And from this he was moved by the com­ing of the man with the white horse.

			He heard him long be­fore he saw him, as a clat­ter­ing of hoofs, stum­bling foot­steps, and a re­as­sur­ing voice. Then the little man ap­peared, a rue­ful fig­ure, still with a tail of white cob­web trail­ing be­hind him. They ap­proached each oth­er without speak­ing, without a sa­luta­tion. The little man was fa­tigued and shamed to the pitch of hope­less bit­ter­ness, and came to a stop at last, face to face with his seated mas­ter. The lat­ter winced a little un­der his de­pend­ent’s eye. “Well?” he said at last, with no pre­tence of au­thor­ity.

			“You left him?”

			“My horse bolted.”

			“I know. So did mine.”

			He laughed at his mas­ter mirth­lessly.

			“I say my horse bolted,” said the man who once had a sil­ver-stud­ded bridle.

			“Cow­ards both,” said the little man.

			The oth­er gnawed his knuckle through some med­it­at­ive mo­ments, with his eye on his in­feri­or.

			“Don’t call me a cow­ard,” he said at length.

			“You are a cow­ard, like my­self.”

			“A cow­ard pos­sibly. There is a lim­it bey­ond which every man must fear. That I have learnt at last. But not like your­self. That is where the dif­fer­ence comes in.”

			“I nev­er could have dreamt you would have left him. He saved your life two minutes be­fore … Why are you our lord?”

			The mas­ter gnawed his knuckles again, and his coun­ten­ance was dark.

			“No man calls me a cow­ard,” he said. “No … A broken sword is bet­ter than none … One spavined white horse can­not be ex­pec­ted to carry two men a four days’ jour­ney. I hate white horses, but this time it can­not be helped. You be­gin to un­der­stand me? I per­ceive that you are minded, on the strength of what you have seen and fancy, to taint my repu­ta­tion. It is men of your sort who un­make kings. Be­sides which—I nev­er liked you.”

			“My lord!” said the little man.

			“No,” said the mas­ter. “No!”

			He stood up sharply as the little man moved. For a minute per­haps they faced one an­oth­er. Over­head the spiders’ balls went driv­ing. There was a quick move­ment among the pebbles; a run­ning of feet, a cry of des­pair, a gasp and a blow …

			To­wards night­fall the wind fell. The sun set in a calm serenity, and the man who had once pos­sessed the sil­ver bridle came at last very cau­tiously and by an easy slope out of the rav­ine again; but now he led the white horse that once be­longed to the little man. He would have gone back to his horse to get his sil­ver-moun­ted bridle again, but he feared night and a quick­en­ing breeze might still find him in the val­ley, and be­sides, he dis­liked greatly to think he might dis­cov­er his horse all swathed in cob­webs and per­haps un­pleas­antly eaten.

			And as he thought of those cob­webs, and of all the dangers he had been through, and the man­ner in which he had been pre­served that day, his hand sought a little reliquary that hung about his neck, and he clasped it for a mo­ment with heart­felt grat­it­ude. As he did so his eyes went across the val­ley.

			“I was hot with pas­sion,” he said, “and now she has met her re­ward. They also, no doubt—”

			And be­hold! far away out of the wooded slopes across the val­ley, but in the clear­ness of the sun­set, dis­tinct and un­mis­tak­able, he saw a little spire of smoke.

			At that his ex­pres­sion of se­rene resig­na­tion changed to an amazed an­ger. Smoke? He turned the head of the white horse about, and hes­it­ated. And as he did so a little rustle of air went through the grass about him. Far away upon some reeds swayed a tattered sheet of grey. He looked at the cob­webs; he looked at the smoke.

			“Per­haps, after all, it is not them,” he said at last.

			But he knew bet­ter.

			After he had stared at the smoke for some time, he moun­ted the white horse.

			As he rode, he picked his way amidst stran­ded masses of web. For some reas­on there were many dead spiders on the ground, and those that lived feasted guiltily on their fel­lows. At the sound of his horse’s hoofs they fled.

			Their time had passed. From the ground, without either a wind to carry them or a wind­ing-sheet ready, these things, for all their pois­on, could do him little evil.

			He flicked with his belt at those he fan­cied came too near. Once, where a num­ber ran to­geth­er over a bare place, he was minded to dis­mount and trample them with his boots, but this im­pulse he over­came. Ever and again he turned in his saddle, and looked back at the smoke.

			“Spiders,” he muttered over and over again. “Spiders. Well, well … The next time I must spin a web.”

		
	
		
			The Truth About Pyecraft

			He sits not a dozen yards away. If I glance over my shoulder I can see him. And if I catch his eye—and usu­ally I catch his eye—it meets me with an ex­pres­sion—

			It is mainly an im­plor­ing look—and yet with sus­pi­cion in it.

			Con­found his sus­pi­cion! If I wanted to tell on him I should have told long ago. I don’t tell and I don’t tell, and he ought to feel at his ease. As if any­thing so gross and fat as he could feel at ease! Who would be­lieve me if I did tell?

			Poor old Py­e­craft! Great, un­easy jelly of sub­stance! The fat­test club­man in Lon­don.

			He sits at one of the little club tables in the huge bay by the fire, stuff­ing. What is he stuff­ing? I glance ju­di­ciously, and catch him bit­ing at a round of hot buttered tea­cake, with his eyes on me. Con­found him!—with his eyes on me!

			That settles it, Py­e­craft! Since you will be ab­ject, since you will be­have as though I was not a man of hon­our, here, right un­der your em­bed­ded eyes, I write the thing down—the plain truth about Py­e­craft. The man I helped, the man I shiel­ded, and who has re­quited me by mak­ing my club un­en­dur­able, ab­so­lutely un­en­dur­able, with his li­quid ap­peal, with the per­petu­al “don’t tell” of his looks.

			And, be­sides, why does he keep on etern­ally eat­ing?

			Well, here goes for the truth, the whole truth, and noth­ing but the truth!

			Py­e­craft—I made the ac­quaint­ance of Py­e­craft in this very smoking-room. I was a young, nervous new mem­ber, and he saw it. I was sit­ting all alone, wish­ing I knew more of the mem­bers, and sud­denly he came, a great rolling front of chins and ab­dom­ina, to­wards me, and grunted and sat down in a chair close by me and wheezed for a space, and scraped for a space with a match and lit a ci­gar, and then ad­dressed me. I for­get what he said—some­thing about the matches not light­ing prop­erly, and af­ter­wards as he talked he kept stop­ping the waiters one by one as they went by, and telling them about the matches in that thin, fluty voice he has. But, any­how, it was in some such way we began our talk­ing.

			He talked about vari­ous things and came round to games. And thence to my fig­ure and com­plex­ion. “You ought to be a good crick­eter,” he said. I sup­pose I am slender, slender to what some people would call lean, and I sup­pose I am rather dark, still—I am not ashamed of hav­ing a Hindu great-grand­moth­er, but, for all that, I don’t want cas­u­al strangers to see through me at a glance to her. So that I was set against Py­e­craft from the be­gin­ning.

			But he only talked about me in or­der to get to him­self.

			“I ex­pect,” he said, “you take no more ex­er­cise than I do, and prob­ably you eat no less.” (Like all ex­cess­ively obese people he fan­cied he ate noth­ing.) “Yet”—and he smiled an ob­lique smile—“we dif­fer.”

			And then he began to talk about his fat­ness and his fat­ness; all he did for his fat­ness and all he was go­ing to do for his fat­ness; what people had ad­vised him to do for his fat­ness and what he had heard of people do­ing for fat­ness sim­il­ar to his. “A pri­ori,” he said, “one would think a ques­tion of nu­tri­tion could be answered by di­et­ary and a ques­tion of as­sim­il­a­tion by drugs.” It was stifling. It was dump­ling talk. It made me feel swelled to hear him.

			One stands that sort of thing once in a way at a club, but a time came when I fan­cied I was stand­ing too much. He took to me al­to­geth­er too con­spicu­ously. I could nev­er go in­to the smoking-room but he would come wal­low­ing to­wards me, and some­times he came and gor­mand­ised round and about me while I had my lunch. He seemed at times al­most to be cling­ing to me. He was a bore, but not so fear­ful a bore as to be lim­ited to me and from the first there was some­thing in his man­ner—al­most as though he knew, al­most as though he pen­et­rated to the fact that I might—that there was a re­mote, ex­cep­tion­al chance in me that no one else presen­ted.

			“I’d give any­thing to get it down,” he would say—“any­thing,” and peer at me over his vast cheeks and pant. Poor old Py­e­craft! He has just gonged; no doubt to or­der an­oth­er buttered tea­cake!

			He came to the ac­tu­al thing one day. “Our phar­ma­co­poeia,” he said, “our West­ern phar­ma­co­poeia, is any­thing but the last word of med­ic­al sci­ence. In the East, I’ve been told—”

			He stopped and stared at me. It was like be­ing at an aquar­i­um.

			I was quite sud­denly angry with him. “Look here,” I said, “who told you about my great-grand­moth­er’s re­cipes?”

			“Well,” he fenced.

			“Every time we’ve met for a week,” I said—“and we’ve met pretty of­ten—you’ve giv­en me a broad hint or so about that little secret of mine.”

			“Well,” he said, “now the cat’s out of the bag, I’ll ad­mit, yes, it is so. I had it—”

			“From Pat­tis­on?”

			“In­dir­ectly,” he said, which I be­lieve was ly­ing, “yes.”

			“Pat­tis­on,” I said, “took that stuff at his own risk.” He pursed his mouth and bowed.

			“My great-grand­moth­er’s re­cipes,” I said, “are queer things to handle. My fath­er was near mak­ing me prom­ise—”

			“He didn’t?”

			“No. But he warned me. He him­self used one—once.”

			“Ah! … But do you think—? Sup­pose—sup­pose there did hap­pen to be one—”

			“The things are curi­ous doc­u­ments,” I said. “Even the smell of ’em … No!”

			But after go­ing so far Py­e­craft was re­solved I should go farther. I was al­ways a little afraid if I tried his pa­tience too much he would fall on me sud­denly and smoth­er me. I own I was weak. But I was also an­noyed with Py­e­craft. I had got to that state of feel­ing for him that dis­posed me to say, “Well, take the risk!” The little af­fair of Pat­tis­on to which I have al­luded was a dif­fer­ent mat­ter al­to­geth­er. What it was doesn’t con­cern us now, but I knew, any­how, that the par­tic­u­lar re­cipe I used then was safe. The rest I didn’t know so much about, and, on the whole, I was in­clined to doubt their safety pretty com­pletely.

			Yet even if Py­e­craft got poisoned—

			I must con­fess the pois­on­ing of Py­e­craft struck me as an im­mense un­der­tak­ing.

			That even­ing I took that queer, odd-scen­ted san­dal­wood box out of my safe, and turned the rust­ling skins over. The gen­tle­man who wrote the re­cipes for my great-grand­moth­er evid­ently had a weak­ness for skins of a mis­cel­laneous ori­gin, and his hand­writ­ing was cramped to the last de­gree. Some of the things are quite un­read­able to me—though my fam­ily, with its In­di­an Civil Ser­vice as­so­ci­ations, has kept up a know­ledge of Hindus­tani from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion—and none are ab­so­lutely plain sail­ing. But I found the one that I knew was there soon enough, and sat on the floor by my safe for some time look­ing at it.

			“Look here,” said I to Py­e­craft next day, and snatched the slip away from his eager grasp.

			“So far as I can make it out, this is a re­cipe for Loss of Weight.” (“Ah!” said Py­e­craft.) “I’m not ab­so­lutely sure, but I think it’s that. And if you take my ad­vice you’ll leave it alone. Be­cause, you know—I black­en my blood in your in­terest, Py­e­craft—my an­cest­ors on that side were, so far as I can gath­er, a jolly queer lot. See?”

			“Let me try it,” said Py­e­craft.

			I leant back in my chair. My ima­gin­a­tion made one mighty ef­fort and fell flat with­in me. “What in Heav­en’s name, Py­e­craft,” I asked, “do you think you’ll look like when you get thin?”

			He was im­per­vi­ous to reas­on, I made him prom­ise nev­er to say a word to me about his dis­gust­ing fat­ness again whatever happened—nev­er, and then I handed him that little piece of skin.

			“It’s nasty stuff,” I said.

			“No mat­ter,” he said, and took it.

			He goggled at it. “But—but—” he said.

			He had just dis­covered that it wasn’t Eng­lish.

			“To the best of my abil­ity,” I said, “I will do you a trans­la­tion.”

			I did my best. After that we didn’t speak for a fort­night. Whenev­er he ap­proached me I frowned and mo­tioned him away, and he re­spec­ted our com­pact, but at the end of the fort­night he was as fat as ever. And then he got a word in.

			“I must speak,” he said, “It isn’t fair. There’s some­thing wrong. It’s done me no good. You’re not do­ing your great-grand­moth­er justice.”

			“Where’s the re­cipe?”

			He pro­duced it gingerly from his pock­et­book.

			I ran my eye over the items. “Was the egg addled?” I asked.

			“No. Ought it to have been?”

			“That,” I said, “goes without say­ing in all my poor dear great-grand­moth­er’s re­cipes. When con­di­tion or qual­ity is not spe­cified you must get the worst. She was drastic or noth­ing … And there’s one or two pos­sible al­tern­at­ives to some of these oth­er things. You got fresh rattlesnake venom?”

			“I got a rattlesnake from Jam­rach’s. It cost—it cost—”

			“That’s your af­fair any­how. This last item—”

			“I know a man who—”

			“Yes. H’m. Well, I’ll write the al­tern­at­ives down. So far as I know the lan­guage, the spelling of this re­cipe is par­tic­u­larly at­ro­cious. By the by, dog here prob­ably means pari­ah dog.”

			For a month after that I saw Py­e­craft con­stantly at the club and as fat and anxious as ever. He kept our treaty, but at times he broke the spir­it of it by shak­ing his head des­pond­ently. Then one day in the cloak­room he said, “Your great-grand­moth­er—”

			“Not a word against her,” I said; and he held his peace.

			I could have fan­cied he had de­sisted, and I saw him one day talk­ing to three new mem­bers about his fat­ness as though he was in search of oth­er re­cipes. And then, quite un­ex­pec­tedly, his tele­gram came.

			“Mr. Form­a­lyn!” bawled a page­boy un­der my nose, and I took the tele­gram and opened it at once.

			
				“For Heav­en’s sake come.—Py­e­craft.”

			

			“H’m,” said I, and to tell the truth I was so pleased at the re­hab­il­it­a­tion of my great-grand­moth­er’s repu­ta­tion this evid­ently prom­ised that I made a most ex­cel­lent lunch.

			I got Py­e­craft’s ad­dress from the hall port­er. Py­e­craft in­hab­ited the up­per half of a house in Blooms­bury, and I went there so soon as I had done my cof­fee and Trap­pistine. I did not wait to fin­ish my ci­gar.

			“Mr. Py­e­craft?” said I, at the front door.

			They be­lieved he was ill; he hadn’t been out for two days.

			“He ex­pects me,” said I, and they sent me up.

			I rang the bell at the lat­tice-door upon the land­ing.

			“He shouldn’t have tried it, any­how,” I said to my­self. “A man who eats like a pig ought to look like a pig.”

			An ob­vi­ously worthy wo­man, with an anxious face and a care­lessly placed cap, came and sur­veyed me through the lat­tice.

			I gave my name and she let me in in a du­bi­ous fash­ion.

			“Well?” said I, as we stood to­geth­er in­side Py­e­craft’s piece of the land­ing.

			“ ’E said you was to come in if you came,” she said, and re­garded me, mak­ing no mo­tion to show me any­where. And then, con­fid­en­tially, “ ’E’s locked in, sir.”

			“Locked in?”

			“Locked ’im­self in yes­ter­day morn­ing and ’asn’t let any­one in since, sir. And ever and again swear­ing. Oh, my!”

			I stared at the door she in­dic­ated by her glances. “In there?” I said.

			“Yes, sir.”

			“What’s up?”

			She shook her head sadly. “ ’E keeps on call­ing for vittles, sir. ’Eavy vittles ’e wants. I get ’im what I can. Pork ’e’s had, soo­it pud­din’, sossiges, noo bread. Every­think like that. Left out­side, if you please, and me go away. ’E’s eat­in’, sir, some­think aw­ful.”

			There came a pip­ing bawl from in­side the door: “That Form­a­lyn?”

			“That you, Py­e­craft?” I shouted, and went and banged the door.

			“Tell her to go away.”

			I did.

			Then I could hear a curi­ous pat­ter­ing upon the door, al­most like someone feel­ing for the handle in the dark, and Py­e­craft’s fa­mil­i­ar grunts.

			“It’s all right,” I said, “she’s gone.”

			But for a long time the door didn’t open.

			I heard the key turn. Then Py­e­craft’s voice said, “Come in.”

			I turned the handle and opened the door. Nat­ur­ally I ex­pec­ted to see Py­e­craft.

			Well, you know, he wasn’t there!

			I nev­er had such a shock in my life. There was his sit­ting-room in a state of un­tidy dis­order, plates and dishes among the books and writ­ing things, and sev­er­al chairs over­turned, but Py­e­craft—

			“It’s all right, old man; shut the door,” he said, and then I dis­covered him.

			There he was, right up close to the cor­nice in the corner by the door, as though someone had glued him to the ceil­ing. His face was anxious and angry. He panted and ges­tic­u­lated. “Shut the door,” he said. “If that wo­man gets hold of it—”

			I shut the door, and went and stood away from him and stared.

			“If any­thing gives way and you tumble down,” I said, “you’ll break your neck, Py­e­craft.”

			“I wish I could,” he wheezed.

			“A man of your age and weight get­ting up to kid­dish gym­nastics—”

			“Don’t,” he said, and looked ag­on­ised.

			“I’ll tell you,” he said, and ges­tic­u­lated.

			“How the deuce,” said I, “are you hold­ing on up there?”

			And then ab­ruptly I real­ised that he was not hold­ing on at all, that he was float­ing up there—just as a gas-filled blad­der might have floated in the same po­s­i­tion. He began a struggle to thrust him­self away from the ceil­ing and to clam­ber down the wall to me. “It’s that pre­scrip­tion,” he panted, as he did so. “Your great-gran—”

			He took hold of a framed en­grav­ing rather care­lessly as he spoke and it gave way, and he flew back to the ceil­ing again, while the pic­ture smashed on to the sofa. Bump he went against the ceil­ing, and I knew then why he was all over white on the more sa­li­ent curves and angles of his per­son. He tried again more care­fully, com­ing down by way of the man­tel.

			It was really a most ex­traordin­ary spec­tacle, that great, fat, apo­plect­ic-look­ing man up­side down and try­ing to get from the ceil­ing to the floor. “That pre­scrip­tion,” he said. “Too suc­cess­ful.”

			“How?”

			“Loss of weight—al­most com­plete.”

			And then, of course, I un­der­stood.

			“By Jove, Py­e­craft,” said I, “what you wanted was a cure for fat­ness! But you al­ways called it weight. You would call it weight.”

			Some­how I was ex­tremely de­lighted. I quite liked Py­e­craft for the time. “Let me help you!” I said, and took his hand and pulled him down. He kicked about, try­ing to get foothold some­where. It was very like hold­ing a flag on a windy day.

			“That table,” he said, point­ing, “is sol­id ma­hogany and very heavy. If you can put me un­der that—”

			I did, and there he wal­lowed about like a cap­tive bal­loon, while I stood on his hearth­rug and talked to him.

			I lit a ci­gar. “Tell me,” I said, “what happened?”

			“I took it,” he said.

			“How did it taste?”

			“Oh, beastly!”

			I should fancy they all did. Wheth­er one re­gards the in­gredi­ents or the prob­able com­pound or the pos­sible res­ults, al­most all my great-grand­moth­er’s rem­ed­ies ap­pear to me at least to be ex­traordin­ar­ily un­in­vit­ing. For my own part—

			“I took a little sip first.”

			“Yes?”

			“And as I felt light­er and bet­ter after an hour, I de­cided to take the draught.”

			“My dear Py­e­craft!”

			“I held my nose,” he ex­plained. “And then I kept on get­ting light­er and light­er—and help­less, you know.”

			He gave way sud­denly to a burst of pas­sion. “What the good­ness am I to do?” he said.

			“There’s one thing pretty evid­ent,” I said, “that you mustn’t do. If you go out of doors you’ll go up and up.” I waved an arm up­ward. “They’d have to send San­tos-Du­mont after you to bring you down again.”

			“I sup­pose it will wear off?”

			I shook my head. “I don’t think you can count on that,” I said.

			And then there was an­oth­er burst of pas­sion, and he kicked out at ad­ja­cent chairs and banged the floor. He be­haved just as I should have ex­pec­ted a great, fat, self-in­dul­gent man to be­have un­der try­ing cir­cum­stances—that is to say, very badly. He spoke of me and of my great-grand­moth­er with an ut­ter want of dis­cre­tion.

			“I nev­er asked you to take the stuff,” I said.

			And gen­er­ously dis­reg­ard­ing the in­sults he was put­ting upon me, I sat down in his arm­chair and began to talk to him in a sober, friendly fash­ion.

			I poin­ted out to him that this was a trouble he had brought upon him­self, and that it had al­most an air of po­et­ic­al justice. He had eaten too much. This he dis­puted, and for a time we ar­gued the point.

			He be­came noisy and vi­ol­ent, so I de­sisted from this as­pect of his les­son. “And then,” said I, “you com­mit­ted the sin of eu­phu­ism. You called it, not ‘fat,’ which is just and in­glori­ous, but ‘weight.’ You—”

			He in­ter­rup­ted to say that he re­cog­nised all that. What was he to do?

			I sug­ges­ted he should ad­apt him­self to his new con­di­tions. So we came to the really sens­ible part of the busi­ness. I sug­ges­ted that it would not be dif­fi­cult for him to learn to walk about on the ceil­ing with his hands—

			“I can’t sleep,” he said.

			But that was no great dif­fi­culty. It was quite pos­sible, I poin­ted out, to make a shakeup un­der a wire mat­tress, fasten the un­der things on with tapes, and have a blanket, sheet, and cov­er­let to but­ton at the side. He would have to con­fide in his house­keep­er, I said; and after some squab­bling he agreed to that. (Af­ter­wards it was quite de­light­ful to see the beau­ti­fully mat­ter-of-fact way with which the good lady took all these amaz­ing in­ver­sions.) He could have a lib­rary lad­der in his room, and all his meals could be laid on the top of his book­case. We also hit on an in­geni­ous device by which he could get to the floor whenev­er he wanted, which was simply to put the Brit­ish En­cyc­lo­pae­dia (tenth edi­tion) on the top of his open shelves. He just pulled out a couple of volumes and held on, and down he came. And we agreed there must be iron staples along the skirt­ing, so that he could cling to those whenev­er he wanted to get about the room on the lower level.

			As we got on with the thing I found my­self al­most keenly in­ter­ested. It was I who called in the house­keep­er and broke mat­ters to her, and it was I chiefly who fixed up the in­ver­ted bed. In fact, I spent two whole days at his flat. I am a handy, in­ter­fer­ing sort of man with a screw­driver, and I made all sorts of in­geni­ous ad­apt­a­tions for him—ran a wire to bring his bells with­in reach, turned all his elec­tric lights up in­stead of down, and so on. The whole af­fair was ex­tremely curi­ous and in­ter­est­ing to me, and it was de­light­ful to think of Py­e­craft like some great, fat blow­fly, crawl­ing about on his ceil­ing and clam­ber­ing round the lin­tel of his doors from one room to an­oth­er, and nev­er, nev­er, nev­er com­ing to the club any more …

			Then, you know, my fatal in­genu­ity got the bet­ter of me. I was sit­ting by his fire drink­ing his whisky, and he was up in his fa­vour­ite corner by the cor­nice, tack­ing a Tur­key car­pet to the ceil­ing, when the idea struck me. “By Jove, Py­e­craft!” I said, “all this is totally un­ne­ces­sary.”

			And be­fore I could cal­cu­late the com­plete con­sequences of my no­tion I blur­ted it out. “Lead un­der­cloth­ing,” said I, and the mis­chief was done.

			Py­e­craft re­ceived the thing al­most in tears. “To be right ways up again—” he said.

			I gave him the whole secret be­fore I saw where it would take me. “Buy sheet lead,” I said, “stamp it in­to discs. Sew ’em all over your un­der­clothes un­til you have enough. Have lead-soled boots, carry a bag of sol­id lead, and the thing is done! In­stead of be­ing a pris­on­er here you may go abroad again, Py­e­craft; you may travel—”

			A still hap­pi­er idea came to me. “You need nev­er fear a ship­wreck. All you need do is just slip off some or all of your clothes, take the ne­ces­sary amount of lug­gage in your hand, and float up in the air—”

			In his emo­tion he dropped the tack-ham­mer with­in an ace of my head. “By Jove!” he said, “I shall be able to come back to the club again.”

			“The thing pulled me up short. By Jove!” I said, faintly. “Yes. Of course—you will.”

			He did. He does. There he sits be­hind me now, stuff­ing—as I live!—a third go of buttered tea­cake. And no one in the whole world knows—ex­cept his house­keep­er and me—that he weighs prac­tic­ally noth­ing; that he is a mere bor­ing mass of as­sim­il­at­ory mat­ter, mere clouds in cloth­ing, ni­ente, ne­fas, the most in­con­sid­er­able of men. There he sits watch­ing un­til I have done this writ­ing. Then, if he can, he will way­lay me. He will come bil­low­ing up to me …

			He will tell me over again all about it, how it feels, how it doesn’t feel, how he some­times hopes it is passing off a little. And al­ways some­where in that fat, abund­ant dis­course he will say, “The secret’s keep­ing, eh? If any­one knew of it—I should be so ashamed … Makes a fel­low look such a fool, you know. Crawl­ing about on a ceil­ing and all that …”

			And now to elude Py­e­craft, oc­cupy­ing, as he does, an ad­mir­able stra­tegic po­s­i­tion between me and the door.

		
	
		
			The Magic Shop

			I had seen the Ma­gic Shop from afar sev­er­al times; I had passed it once or twice, a shop win­dow of al­lur­ing little ob­jects, ma­gic balls, ma­gic hens, won­der­ful cones, vent­ri­lo­quist dolls, the ma­ter­i­al of the bas­ket trick, packs of cards that looked all right, and all that sort of thing, but nev­er had I thought of go­ing in un­til one day, al­most without warn­ing, Gip hauled me by my fin­ger right up to the win­dow, and so con­duc­ted him­self that there was noth­ing for it but to take him in. I had not thought the place was there, to tell the truth—a mod­est-sized front­age in Re­gent Street, between the pic­ture shop and the place where the chicks run about just out of pat­ent in­cub­at­ors—but there it was sure enough. I had fan­cied it was down near­er the Cir­cus, or round the corner in Ox­ford Street, or even in Hol­born; al­ways over the way and a little in­ac­cess­ible it had been, with some­thing of the mirage in its po­s­i­tion; but here it was now quite in­dis­put­ably, and the fat end of Gip’s point­ing fin­ger made a noise upon the glass.

			“If I was rich,” said Gip, dab­bing a fin­ger at the Dis­ap­pear­ing Egg, “I’d buy my­self that. And that”—which was The Cry­ing Baby, Very Hu­man—“and that,” which was a mys­tery, and called, so a neat card as­ser­ted, “Buy One and As­ton­ish Your Friends.”

			“Any­thing,” said Gip, “will dis­ap­pear un­der one of those cones. I have read about it in a book.

			“And there, dadda, is the Van­ish­ing Half­penny—only they’ve put it this way up so’s we can’t see how it’s done.”

			Gip, dear boy, in­her­its his moth­er’s breed­ing, and he did not pro­pose to enter the shop or worry in any way; only, you know, quite un­con­sciously, he lugged my fin­ger door­ward, and he made his in­terest clear.

			“That,” he said, and poin­ted to the Ma­gic Bottle.

			“If you had that?” I said; at which prom­ising in­quiry he looked up with a sud­den ra­di­ance.

			“I could show it to Jessie,” he said, thought­ful as ever of oth­ers.

			“It’s less than a hun­dred days to your birth­day, Gibbles,” I said, and laid my hand on the door-handle.

			Gip made no an­swer, but his grip tightened on my fin­ger, and so we came in­to the shop.

			It was no com­mon shop this; it was a ma­gic shop, and all the pran­cing pre­ced­ence Gip would have taken in the mat­ter of mere toys was want­ing. He left the bur­den of the con­ver­sa­tion to me.

			It was a little, nar­row shop, not very well lit, and the door­bell pinged again with a plaint­ive note as we closed it be­hind us. For a mo­ment or so we were alone and could glance about us. There was a ti­ger in papi­er-mâché on the glass case that covered the low counter—a grave, kind-eyed ti­ger that waggled his head in a meth­od­ic­al man­ner; there were sev­er­al crys­tal spheres, a china hand hold­ing ma­gic cards, a stock of ma­gic fish­bowls in vari­ous sizes, and an im­mod­est ma­gic hat that shame­lessly dis­played its springs. On the floor were ma­gic mir­rors; one to draw you out long and thin, one to swell your head and van­ish your legs, and one to make you short and fat like a draught; and while, we were laugh­ing at these the shop­man, as I sup­pose, came in.

			At any rate, there he was be­hind the counter—a curi­ous, sal­low, dark man, with one ear lar­ger than the oth­er and a chin like the toe­cap of a boot.

			“What can we have the pleas­ure?” he said, spread­ing his long ma­gic fin­gers on the glass case; and so with a start we were aware of him.

			“I want,” I said, “to buy my little boy a few simple tricks.”

			“Leger­de­main?” he asked. “Mech­an­ic­al? Do­mest­ic?”

			“Any­thing amus­ing?” said I.

			“Um!” said the shop­man, and scratched his head for a mo­ment as if think­ing. Then, quite dis­tinctly, he drew from his head a glass ball. “Some­thing in this way?” he said, and held it out.

			The ac­tion was un­ex­pec­ted. I had seen the trick done at en­ter­tain­ments end­less times be­fore—it’s part of the com­mon stock of con­jur­ers—but I had not ex­pec­ted it here. “That’s good,” I said, with a laugh.

			“Isn’t it?” said the shop­man.

			Gip stretched out his dis­en­gaged hand to take this ob­ject and found merely a blank palm.

			“It’s in your pock­et,” said the shop­man, and there it was!

			“How much will that be?” I asked.

			“We make no charge for glass balls,” said the shop­man po­litely. “We get them”—he picked one out of his el­bow as he spoke—“free.” He pro­duced an­oth­er from the back of his neck, and laid it be­side its pre­de­cessor on the counter. Gip re­garded his glass ball sagely, then dir­ec­ted a look of in­quiry at the two on the counter, and fi­nally brought his round-eyed scru­tiny to the shop­man, who smiled. “You may have those two,” said the shop­man, “and, if you don’t mind one from my mouth. So!”

			Gip coun­selled me mutely for a mo­ment, and then in a pro­found si­lence put away the four balls, re­sumed my re­as­sur­ing fin­ger, and nerved him­self for the next event.

			“We get all our smal­ler tricks in that way,” the shop­man re­marked.

			I laughed in the man­ner of one who sub­scribes to a jest. “In­stead of go­ing to the whole­sale shop,” I said. “Of course, it’s cheap­er.”

			“In a way,” the shop­man said. “Though we pay in the end. But not so heav­ily—as people sup­pose … Our lar­ger tricks, and our daily pro­vi­sions and all the oth­er things we want, we get out of that hat … And you know, sir, if you’ll ex­cuse my say­ing it, there isn’t a whole­sale shop, not for Genu­ine Ma­gic goods, sir. I don’t know if you no­ticed our in­scrip­tion—the Genu­ine Ma­gic Shop.” He drew a busi­ness card from his cheek and handed it to me. “Genu­ine,” he said, with his fin­ger on the word, and ad­ded, “There is ab­so­lutely no de­cep­tion, sir.”

			He seemed to be car­ry­ing out the joke pretty thor­oughly, I thought.

			He turned to Gip with a smile of re­mark­able af­fabil­ity. “You, you know, are the Right Sort of Boy.”

			I was sur­prised at his know­ing that, be­cause, in the in­terests of dis­cip­line, we keep it rather a secret even at home; but Gip re­ceived it in un­flinch­ing si­lence, keep­ing a stead­fast eye on him.

			“It’s only the Right Sort of Boy gets through that door­way.”

			And, as if by way of il­lus­tra­tion, there came a rat­tling at the door, and a squeak­ing little voice could be faintly heard. “Nyar! I warn ’a go in there, dadda, I warn ’a go in there. Ny-a-a-ah!” and then the ac­cents of a down­trod­den par­ent, ur­ging con­sol­a­tions and pro­pi­ti­ations. “It’s locked, Ed­ward,” he said.

			“But it isn’t,” said I.

			“It is, sir,” said the shop­man, “al­ways—for that sort of child,” and as he spoke we had a glimpse of the oth­er young­ster, a little, white face, pal­lid from sweet-eat­ing and over-sap­id food, and dis­tor­ted by evil pas­sions, a ruth­less little egot­ist, paw­ing at the en­chanted pane. “It’s no good, sir,” said the shop­man, as I moved, with my nat­ur­al help­ful­ness, door­ward, and presently the spoilt child was car­ried off howl­ing.

			“How do you man­age that?” I said, breath­ing a little more freely.

			“Ma­gic!” said the shop­man, with a care­less wave of the hand, and be­hold! sparks of col­oured fire flew out of his fin­gers and van­ished in­to the shad­ows of the shop.

			“You were say­ing,” he said, ad­dress­ing him­self to Gip, “be­fore you came in, that you would like one of our ‘Buy One and As­ton­ish your Friends’ boxes?”

			Gip, after a gal­lant ef­fort, said “Yes.”

			“It’s in your pock­et.”

			And lean­ing over the counter—he really had an ex­traordin­ary long body—this amaz­ing per­son pro­duced the art­icle in the cus­tom­ary con­jurer’s man­ner. “Pa­per,” he said, and took a sheet out of the empty hat with the springs; “string,” and be­hold his mouth was a string box, from which he drew an un­end­ing thread, which when he had tied his par­cel he bit off—and, it seemed to me, swal­lowed the ball of string. And then he lit a candle at the nose of one of the vent­ri­lo­quist’s dum­mies, stuck one of his fin­gers (which had be­come seal­ing-wax red) in­to the flame, and so sealed the par­cel. “Then there was the Dis­ap­pear­ing Egg,” he re­marked, and pro­duced one from with­in my coat-breast and packed it, and also The Cry­ing Baby, Very Hu­man. I handed each par­cel to Gip as it was ready, and he clasped them to his chest.

			He said very little, but his eyes were elo­quent; the clutch of his arms was elo­quent. He was the play­ground of un­speak­able emo­tions. These, you know, were real ma­gics.

			Then, with a start, I dis­covered some­thing mov­ing about in my hat—some­thing soft and jumpy. I whipped it off, and a ruffled pi­geon—no doubt a con­fed­er­ate—dropped out and ran on the counter, and went, I fancy, in­to a card­board box be­hind the papi­er-mâché ti­ger.

			“Tut, tut!” said the shop­man, dex­ter­ously re­liev­ing, me of my he­ad­dress; “care­less bird, and—as I live—nest­ing!”

			He shook my hat, and shook out in­to his ex­ten­ded hand, two or three eggs, a large marble, a watch, about half a dozen of the in­ev­it­able glass balls, and then crumpled, crinkled pa­per, more and more and more, talk­ing all the time of the way in which people neg­lect to brush their hats in­side as well as out—po­litely, of course, but with a cer­tain per­son­al ap­plic­a­tion. “All sorts of things ac­cu­mu­late, sir … Not you, of course, in par­tic­u­lar … Nearly every cus­tom­er … As­ton­ish­ing what they carry about with them …” The crumpled pa­per rose and bil­lowed on the counter more and more and more, un­til he was nearly hid­den from us, un­til he was al­to­geth­er hid­den, and still his voice went on and on. “We none of us know what the fair semb­lance of a hu­man be­ing may con­ceal, Sir. Are we all then no bet­ter than brushed ex­ter­i­ors, whited sep­ulchres—”

			His voice stopped—ex­actly like when you hit a neigh­bour’s gramo­phone with a well-aimed brick, the same in­stant si­lence—and the rustle of the pa­per stopped, and everything was still …

			“Have you done with my hat?” I said, after an in­ter­val.

			There was no an­swer.

			I stared at Gip, and Gip stared at me, and there were our dis­tor­tions in the ma­gic mir­rors, look­ing very rum, and grave, and quiet …

			“I think we’ll go now,” I said. “Will you tell me how much all this comes to? …

			“I say,” I said, on a rather louder note, “I want the bill; and my hat, please.”

			It might have been a sniff from be­hind the pa­per pile …

			“Let’s look be­hind the counter, Gip,” I said. “He’s mak­ing fun of us.”

			I led Gip round the head-wag­ging ti­ger, and what do you think there was be­hind the counter? No one at all! Only my hat on the floor, and a com­mon con­jurer’s lop-eared white rab­bit lost in med­it­a­tion, and look­ing as stu­pid and crumpled as only a con­jurer’s rab­bit can do. I re­sumed my hat, and the rab­bit lolloped a lol­lop or so out of my way.

			“Dadda!” said Gip, in a guilty whis­per.

			“What is it, Gip?” said I.

			“I do like this shop, dadda.”

			“So should I,” I said to my­self, “if the counter wouldn’t sud­denly ex­tend it­self to shut one off from the door.” But I didn’t call Gip’s at­ten­tion to that. “Pussy!” he said, with a hand out to the rab­bit as it came lol­lop­ing past us; “Pussy, do Gip a ma­gic!” and his eyes fol­lowed it as it squeezed through a door I had cer­tainly not re­marked a mo­ment be­fore. Then this door opened wider, and the man with one ear lar­ger than the oth­er ap­peared again. He was smil­ing still, but his eye met mine with some­thing between amuse­ment and de­fi­ance. “You’d like to see our show­room, sir,” he said, with an in­no­cent suav­ity. Gip tugged my fin­ger for­ward. I glanced at the counter and met the shop­man’s eye again. I was be­gin­ning to think the ma­gic just a little too genu­ine. “We haven’t very much time,” I said. But some­how we were in­side the show­room be­fore I could fin­ish that.

			“All goods of the same qual­ity,” said the shop­man, rub­bing his flex­ible hands to­geth­er, “and that is the best. Noth­ing in the place that isn’t genu­ine ma­gic, and war­ran­ted thor­oughly rum. Ex­cuse me, sir!”

			I felt him pull at some­thing that clung to my coat-sleeve, and then I saw he held a little, wrig­gling red de­mon by the tail—the little creature bit and fought and tried to get at his hand—and in a mo­ment he tossed it care­lessly be­hind a counter. No doubt the thing was only an im­age of twis­ted in­diarub­ber, but for the mo­ment—! And his ges­ture was ex­actly that of a man who handles some petty bit­ing bit of ver­min. I glanced at Gip, but Gip was look­ing at a ma­gic rock­ing-horse. I was glad he hadn’t seen the thing. “I say,” I said, in an un­der­tone, and in­dic­at­ing Gip and the red de­mon with my eyes, “you haven’t many things like that about, have you?”

			“None of ours! Prob­ably brought it with you,” said the shop­man—also in an un­der­tone, and with a more dazzling smile than ever. “As­ton­ish­ing what people will, carry about with them un­awares!” And then to Gip, “Do you see any­thing you fancy here?”

			There were many things that Gip fan­cied there.

			He turned to this as­ton­ish­ing trades­man with mingled con­fid­ence and re­spect. “Is that a ma­gic sword?” he said.

			“A ma­gic toy sword. It neither bends, breaks, nor cuts the fin­gers. It renders the bear­er in­vin­cible in battle against any­one un­der eight­een. Half a crown to sev­en and six­pence, ac­cord­ing to size. These panoplies on cards are for ju­ven­ile knights-er­rant and very use­ful—shield of safety, san­dals of swift­ness, hel­met of in­vis­ib­il­ity.”

			“Oh, dadda!” gasped Gip.

			I tried to find out what they cost, but the shop­man did not heed me. He had got Gip now; he had got him away from my fin­ger; he had em­barked upon the ex­pos­i­tion of all his con­foun­ded stock, and noth­ing was go­ing to stop him. Presently I saw with a qualm of dis­trust and some­thing very like jeal­ousy that Gip had hold of this per­son’s fin­ger as usu­ally he has hold of mine. No doubt the fel­low was in­ter­est­ing, I thought, and had an in­ter­est­ingly faked lot of stuff, really good faked stuff, still—

			I wandered after them, say­ing very little, but keep­ing an eye on this pres­ti­di­git­al fel­low. After all, Gip was en­joy­ing it. And no doubt when the time came to go we should be able to go quite eas­ily.

			It was a long, ram­bling place, that show­room, a gal­lery broken up by stands and stalls and pil­lars, with arch­ways lead­ing off to oth­er de­part­ments, in which the queerest-look­ing as­sist­ants loafed and stared at one, and with per­plex­ing mir­rors and cur­tains. So per­plex­ing, in­deed, were these that I was presently un­able to make out the door by which we had come.

			The shop­man showed Gip ma­gic trains that ran without steam or clock­work, just as you set the sig­nals, and then some very, very valu­able boxes of sol­diers that all came alive dir­ectly you took off the lid and said—I my­self haven’t a very quick ear, and it was a tongue-twist­ing sound, but Gip—he has his moth­er’s ear—got it in no time. “Bravo!” said the shop­man, put­ting the men back in­to the box un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously and hand­ing it to Gip. “Now,” said the shop­man, and in a mo­ment Gip had made them all alive again.

			“You’ll take that box?” asked the shop­man.

			“We’ll take that box,” said I, “un­less you charge its full value. In which case it would need a Trust Mag­nate—”

			“Dear heart! No!” and the shop­man swept the little men back again, shut the lid, waved the box in the air, and there it was, in brown pa­per, tied up and—with Gip’s full name and ad­dress on the pa­per!

			The shop­man laughed at my amazement.

			“This is the genu­ine ma­gic,” he said. “The real thing.”

			“It’s a little too genu­ine for my taste,” I said again.

			After that he fell to show­ing Gip tricks, odd tricks, and still odder the way they were done. He ex­plained them, he turned them in­side out, and there was the dear little chap nod­ding his busy bit of a head in the sagest man­ner.

			I did not at­tend as well as I might. “Hey, presto!” said the Ma­gic Shop­man, and then would come the clear, small “Hey, presto!” of the boy. But I was dis­trac­ted by oth­er things. It was be­ing borne in upon me just how tre­mend­ously rum this place was; it was, so to speak, in­und­ated by a sense of rum­ness. There was some­thing a little rum about the fix­tures even, about the ceil­ing, about the floor, about the cas­u­ally dis­trib­uted chairs. I had a queer feel­ing that whenev­er I wasn’t look­ing at them straight they went askew, and moved about, and played a noise­less puss-in-the-corner be­hind my back. And the cor­nice had a ser­pent­ine design with masks—masks al­to­geth­er too ex­press­ive for prop­er plaster.

			Then ab­ruptly my at­ten­tion was caught by one of the odd-look­ing as­sist­ants. He was some way off and evid­ently un­aware of my pres­ence—I saw a sort of three-quarter length of him over a pile of toys and through an arch—and, you know, he was lean­ing against a pil­lar in an idle sort of way do­ing the most hor­rid things with his fea­tures! The par­tic­u­lar hor­rid thing he did was with his nose. He did it just as though he was idle and wanted to amuse him­self. First of all it was a short, blobby nose, and then sud­denly he shot it out like a tele­scope, and then out it flew and be­came thin­ner and thin­ner un­til it was like a long, red flex­ible whip. Like a thing in a night­mare it was! He flour­ished it about and flung it forth as a fly-fish­er flings his line.

			My in­stant thought was that Gip mustn’t see him. I turned about, and there was Gip quite pre­oc­cu­pied with the shop­man, and think­ing no evil. They were whis­per­ing to­geth­er and look­ing at me. Gip was stand­ing on a little stool, and the shop­man was hold­ing a sort of big drum in his hand.

			“Hide and seek, dadda!” cried Gip. “You’re He!”

			And be­fore I could do any­thing to pre­vent it, the shop­man had clapped the big drum over him.

			I saw what was up dir­ectly. “Take that off,” I cried, “this in­stant! You’ll fright­en the boy. Take it off!”

			The shop­man with the un­equal ears did so without a word, and held the big cyl­in­der to­wards me to show its empti­ness. And the little stool was va­cant! In that in­stant my boy had ut­terly dis­ap­peared! …

			You know, per­haps, that sin­is­ter some­thing that comes like a hand out of the un­seen and grips your heart about. You know it takes your com­mon self away and leaves you tense and de­lib­er­ate, neither slow nor hasty, neither angry nor afraid. So it was with me.

			I came up to this grin­ning shop­man and kicked his stool aside.

			“Stop this folly!” I said. “Where is my boy?”

			“You see,” he said, still dis­play­ing the drum’s in­teri­or, “there is no de­cep­tion—”

			I put out my hand to grip him, and he eluded me by a dex­ter­ous move­ment. I snatched again, and he turned from me and pushed open a door to es­cape. “Stop!” I said, and he laughed, re­ced­ing. I leapt after him—in­to ut­ter dark­ness.

			
				Thud!
			

			“Lor’ bless my ’eart! I didn’t see you com­ing, sir!”

			I was in Re­gent Street, and I had col­lided with a de­cent-look­ing work­ing man; and a yard away, per­haps, and look­ing a little per­plexed with him­self, was Gip. There was some sort of apo­logy, and then Gip had turned and come to me with a bright little smile, as though for a mo­ment he had missed me.

			And he was car­ry­ing four par­cels in his arm!

			He se­cured im­me­di­ate pos­ses­sion of my fin­ger.

			For the second I was rather at a loss. I stared round to see the door of the Ma­gic Shop, and, be­hold, it was not there! There was no door, no shop, noth­ing, only the com­mon pi­laster between the shop where they sell pic­tures and the win­dow with the chicks … !

			I did the only thing pos­sible in that men­tal tu­mult; I walked straight to the kerb­stone and held up my um­brella for a cab.

			“ ’An­soms,” said Gip, in a note of cul­min­at­ing ex­ulta­tion.

			I helped him in, re­called my ad­dress with an ef­fort, and got in also. Some­thing un­usu­al pro­claimed it­self in my tail­coat pock­et, and I felt and dis­covered a glass ball. With a petu­lant ex­pres­sion I flung it in­to the street.

			Gip said noth­ing.

			For a space neither of us spoke.

			“Dadda!” said Gip, at last, “that was a prop­er shop!”

			I came round with that to the prob­lem of just how the whole thing had seemed to him. He looked com­pletely un­dam­aged—so far, good; he was neither scared nor un­hinged, he was simply tre­mend­ously sat­is­fied with the af­ter­noon’s en­ter­tain­ment, and there in his arms were the four par­cels.

			Con­found it! what could be in them?

			“Um!” I said. “Little boys can’t go to shops like that every day.”

			He re­ceived this with his usu­al stoicism, and for a mo­ment I was sorry I was his fath­er and not his moth­er, and so couldn’t sud­denly there, coram pub­lico, in our hansom, kiss him. After all, I thought, the thing wasn’t so very bad.

			But it was only when we opened the par­cels that I really began to be re­as­sured. Three of them con­tained boxes of sol­diers, quite or­din­ary lead sol­diers, but of so good a qual­ity as to make Gip al­to­geth­er for­get that ori­gin­ally these par­cels had been ma­gic tricks of the only genu­ine sort, and the fourth con­tained a kit­ten, a little liv­ing white kit­ten, in ex­cel­lent health and ap­pet­ite and tem­per.

			I saw this un­pack­ing with a sort of pro­vi­sion­al re­lief. I hung about in the nurs­ery for quite an un­con­scion­able time …

			That happened six months ago. And now I am be­gin­ning to be­lieve it is all right. The kit­ten had only the ma­gic nat­ur­al to all kit­tens, and the sol­diers seemed as steady a com­pany as any col­on­el could de­sire. And Gip—?

			The in­tel­li­gent par­ent will un­der­stand that I have to go cau­tiously with Gip.

			But I went so far as this one day. I said, “How would you like your sol­diers to come alive, Gip, and march about by them­selves?”

			“Mine do,” said Gip. “I just have to say a word I know be­fore I open the lid.”

			“Then they march about alone?”

			“Oh, quite, dadda. I shouldn’t like them if they didn’t do that.”

			I dis­played no un­be­com­ing sur­prise, and since then I have taken oc­ca­sion to drop in upon him once or twice, un­an­nounced, when the sol­diers were about, but so far I have nev­er dis­covered them per­form­ing in any­thing like a ma­gic­al man­ner …

			It’s so dif­fi­cult to tell.

			There’s also a ques­tion of fin­ance. I have an in­cur­able habit of pay­ing bills. I have been up and down Re­gent Street sev­er­al times look­ing for that shop. I am in­clined to think, in­deed, that in that mat­ter hon­our is sat­is­fied, and that, since Gip’s name and ad­dress are known to them, I may very well leave it to these people, who­ever they may be, to send in their bill in their own time.

		
	
		
			The Country of the Blind

			Three hun­dred miles and more from Chim­borazo, one hun­dred from the snows of Coto­paxi, in the wild­est wastes of Ecuador’s Andes, there lies that mys­ter­i­ous moun­tain val­ley, cut off from the world of men, the Coun­try of the Blind. Long years ago that val­ley lay so far open to the world that men might come at last through fright­ful gorges and over an icy pass in­to its equable mead­ows; and thith­er in­deed men came, a fam­ily or so of Per­uvi­an half-breeds flee­ing from the lust and tyranny of an evil Span­ish ruler. Then came the stu­pendous out­break of Mindobamba, when it was night in Quito for sev­en­teen days, and the wa­ter was boil­ing at Yagua­chi and all the fish float­ing dy­ing even as far as Guay­a­quil; every­where along the Pa­cific slopes there were land­slips and swift thaw­ings and sud­den floods, and one whole side of the old Arauca crest slipped and came down in thun­der, and cut off the Coun­try of the Blind forever from the ex­plor­ing feet of men. But one of these early set­tlers had chanced to be on the hith­er side of the gorges when the world had so ter­ribly shaken it­self, and he per­force had to for­get his wife and his child and all the friends and pos­ses­sions he had left up there, and start life over again in the lower world. He star­ted it again but ill, blind­ness over­took him, and he died of pun­ish­ment in the mines; but the story he told be­got a le­gend that lingers along the length of the Cor­diller­as of the Andes to this day.

			He told of his reas­on for ven­tur­ing back from that fast­ness, in­to which he had first been car­ried lashed to a llama, be­side a vast bale of gear, when he was a child. The val­ley, he said, had in it all that the heart of man could de­sire—sweet wa­ter, pas­ture, and even cli­mate, slopes of rich brown soil with tangles of a shrub that bore an ex­cel­lent fruit, and on one side great hanging forests of pine that held the ava­lanches high. Far over­head, on three sides, vast cliffs of grey-green rock were capped by cliffs of ice; but the gla­ci­er stream came not to them but flowed away by the farther slopes, and only now and then huge ice masses fell on the val­ley side. In this val­ley it neither rained nor snowed, but the abund­ant springs gave a rich green pas­ture, that ir­rig­a­tion would spread over all the val­ley space. The set­tlers did well in­deed there. Their beasts did well and mul­ti­plied, and but one thing marred their hap­pi­ness. Yet it was enough to mar it greatly. A strange dis­ease had come upon them, and had made all the chil­dren born to them there—and in­deed, sev­er­al older chil­dren also—blind. It was to seek some charm or an­ti­dote against this plague of blind­ness that he had with fa­tigue and danger and dif­fi­culty re­turned down the gorge. In those days, in such cases, men did not think of germs and in­fec­tions but of sins; and it seemed to him that the reas­on of this af­flic­tion must lie in the neg­li­gence of these priest­less im­mig­rants to set up a shrine so soon as they entered the val­ley. He wanted a shrine—a hand­some, cheap, ef­fec­tu­al shrine—to be erec­ted in the val­ley; he wanted rel­ics and such­like po­tent things of faith, blessed ob­jects and mys­ter­i­ous medals and pray­ers. In his wal­let he had a bar of nat­ive sil­ver for which he would not ac­count; he in­sisted there was none in the val­ley with some­thing of the in­sist­ence of an in­ex­pert li­ar. They had all clubbed their money and or­na­ments to­geth­er, hav­ing little need for such treas­ure up there, he said, to buy them holy help against their ill. I fig­ure this dim-eyed young moun­tain­eer, sun­burnt, gaunt, and anxious, hat-brim clutched fe­ver­ishly, a man all un­used to the ways of the lower world, telling this story to some keen-eyed, at­tent­ive priest be­fore the great con­vul­sion; I can pic­ture him presently seek­ing to re­turn with pi­ous and in­fal­lible rem­ed­ies against that trouble, and the in­fin­ite dis­may with which he must have faced the tumbled vast­ness where the gorge had once come out. But the rest of his story of mis­chances is lost to me, save that I know of his evil death after sev­er­al years. Poor stray from that re­mote­ness! The stream that had once made the gorge now bursts from the mouth of a rocky cave, and the le­gend his poor, ill-told story set go­ing de­veloped in­to the le­gend of a race of blind men some­where “over there” one may still hear today.

			And amidst the little pop­u­la­tion of that now isol­ated and for­got­ten val­ley the dis­ease ran its course. The old be­came grop­ing and pur­blind, the young saw but dimly, and the chil­dren that were born to them saw nev­er at all. But life was very easy in that snow-rimmed basin, lost to all the world, with neither thorns nor bri­ars, with no evil in­sects nor any beasts save the gentle breed of lla­mas they had lugged and thrust and fol­lowed up the beds of the shrunken rivers in the gorges up which they had come. The see­ing had be­come pur­blind so gradu­ally that they scarcely noted their loss. They guided the sight­less young­sters hith­er and thith­er un­til they knew the whole val­ley mar­vel­lously, and when at last sight died out among them the race lived on. They had even time to ad­apt them­selves to the blind con­trol of fire, which they made care­fully in stoves of stone. They were a simple strain of people at the first, un­lettered, only slightly touched with the Span­ish civil­isa­tion, but with some­thing of a tra­di­tion of the arts of old Peru and of its lost philo­sophy. Gen­er­a­tion fol­lowed gen­er­a­tion. They for­got many things; they de­vised many things. Their tra­di­tion of the great­er world they came from be­came myth­ic­al in col­our and un­cer­tain. In all things save sight they were strong and able, and presently the chance of birth and hered­ity sent one who had an ori­gin­al mind and who could talk and per­suade among them, and then af­ter­wards an­oth­er. These two passed, leav­ing their ef­fects, and the little com­munity grew in num­bers and in un­der­stand­ing, and met and settled so­cial and eco­nom­ic prob­lems that arose. Gen­er­a­tion fol­lowed gen­er­a­tion. Gen­er­a­tion fol­lowed gen­er­a­tion. There came a time when a child was born who was fif­teen gen­er­a­tions from that an­cest­or who went out of the val­ley with a bar of sil­ver to seek God’s aid, and who nev­er re­turned. There­abouts it chanced that a man came in­to this com­munity from the out­er world. And this is the story of that man.

			He was a moun­tain­eer from the coun­try near Quito, a man who had been down to the sea and had seen the world, a read­er of books in an ori­gin­al way, an acute and en­ter­pris­ing man, and he was taken on by a party of Eng­lish­men who had come out to Ecuador to climb moun­tains, to re­place one of their three Swiss guides who had fallen ill. He climbed here and he climbed there, and then came the at­tempt on Para­s­coto­petl, the Mat­ter­horn of the Andes, in which he was lost to the out­er world. The story of the ac­ci­dent has been writ­ten a dozen times. Point­er’s nar­rat­ive is the best. He tells how the little party worked their dif­fi­cult and al­most ver­tic­al way up to the very foot of the last and greatest pre­cip­ice, and how they built a night shel­ter amidst the snow upon a little shelf of rock, and, with a touch of real dra­mat­ic power, how presently they found Nun­ez had gone from them. They shouted, and there was no reply; shouted and whistled, and for the rest of that night they slept no more.

			As the morn­ing broke they saw the traces of his fall. It seems im­possible he could have uttered a sound. He had slipped east­ward to­wards the un­known side of the moun­tain; far be­low he had struck a steep slope of snow, and ploughed his way down it in the midst of a snow ava­lanche. His track went straight to the edge of a fright­ful pre­cip­ice, and bey­ond that everything was hid­den. Far, far be­low, and hazy with dis­tance, they could see trees rising out of a nar­row, shut-in val­ley—the lost Coun­try of the Blind. But they did not know it was the lost Coun­try of the Blind, nor dis­tin­guish it in any way from any oth­er nar­row streak of up­land val­ley. Un­nerved by this dis­aster, they aban­doned their at­tempt in the af­ter­noon, and Point­er was called away to the war be­fore he could make an­oth­er at­tack. To this day Para­s­coto­petl lifts an un­conquered crest, and Point­er’s shel­ter crumbles un­vis­ited amidst the snows.

			And the man who fell sur­vived.

			At the end of the slope he fell a thou­sand feet, and came down in the midst of a cloud of snow upon a snow slope even steep­er than the one above. Down this he was whirled, stunned and in­sens­ible, but without a bone broken in his body; and then at last came to gentler slopes, and at last rolled out and lay still, bur­ied amidst a soften­ing heap of the white masses that had ac­com­pan­ied and saved him. He came to him­self with a dim fancy that he was ill in bed; then real­ised his po­s­i­tion with a moun­tain­eer’s in­tel­li­gence, and worked him­self loose and, after a rest or so, out un­til he saw the stars. He res­ted flat upon his chest for a space, won­der­ing where he was and what had happened to him. He ex­plored his limbs, and dis­covered that sev­er­al of his but­tons were gone and his coat turned over his head. His knife had gone from his pock­et and his hat was lost, though he had tied it un­der his chin. He re­called that he had been look­ing for loose stones to raise his piece of the shel­ter wall. His ice-axe had dis­ap­peared.

			He de­cided he must have fallen, and looked up to see, ex­ag­ger­ated by the ghastly light of the rising moon, the tre­mend­ous flight he had taken. For a while he lay, gaz­ing blankly at that vast pale cliff tower­ing above, rising mo­ment by mo­ment out of a sub­sid­ing tide of dark­ness. Its phant­as­mal, mys­ter­i­ous beauty held him for a space, and then he was seized with a par­oxysm of sob­bing laughter …

			After a great in­ter­val of time he be­came aware that he was near the lower edge of the snow. Be­low, down what was now a moon­lit and prac­tic­able slope, he saw the dark and broken ap­pear­ance of rock-strewn turf. He struggled to his feet, aching in every joint and limb, got down pain­fully from the heaped loose snow about him, went down­ward un­til he was on the turf, and there dropped rather than lay be­side a boulder, drank deep from the flask in his in­ner pock­et, and in­stantly fell asleep …

			He was awakened by the singing of birds in the trees far be­low.

			He sat up and per­ceived he was on a little alp at the foot of a vast pre­cip­ice, that was grooved by the gully down which he and his snow had come. Over against him an­oth­er wall of rock reared it­self against the sky. The gorge between these pre­cip­ices ran east and west and was full of the morn­ing sun­light, which lit to the west­ward the mass of fallen moun­tain that closed the des­cend­ing gorge. Be­low him it seemed there was a pre­cip­ice equally steep, but be­hind the snow in the gully he found a sort of chim­ney-cleft drip­ping with snow-wa­ter down which a des­per­ate man might ven­ture. He found it easi­er than it seemed, and came at last to an­oth­er des­ol­ate alp, and then after a rock climb of no par­tic­u­lar dif­fi­culty to a steep slope of trees. He took his bear­ings and turned his face up the gorge, for he saw it opened out above upon green mead­ows, among which he now glimpsed quite dis­tinctly a cluster of stone huts of un­fa­mil­i­ar fash­ion. At times his pro­gress was like clam­ber­ing along the face of a wall, and after a time the rising sun ceased to strike along the gorge, the voices of the singing birds died away, and the air grew cold and dark about him. But the dis­tant val­ley with its houses was all the bright­er for that. He came presently to talus, and among the rocks he noted—for he was an ob­ser­v­ant man—an un­fa­mil­i­ar fern that seemed to clutch out of the crevices with in­tense green hands. He picked a frond or so and gnawed its stalk and found it help­ful.

			About mid­day he came at last out of the throat of the gorge in­to the plain and the sun­light. He was stiff and weary; he sat down in the shad­ow of a rock, filled up his flask with wa­ter from a spring and drank it down, and re­mained for a time rest­ing be­fore he went on to the houses.

			They were very strange to his eyes, and in­deed the whole as­pect of that val­ley be­came, as he re­garded it, queer­er and more un­fa­mil­i­ar. The great­er part of its sur­face was lush green mead­ow, starred with many beau­ti­ful flowers, ir­rig­ated with ex­traordin­ary care, and bear­ing evid­ence of sys­tem­at­ic crop­ping piece by piece. High up and ringing the val­ley about was a wall, and what ap­peared to be a cir­cum­fer­en­tial wa­ter-chan­nel, from which the little trickles of wa­ter that fed the mead­ow plants came, and on the high­er slopes above this flocks of lla­mas cropped the scanty herb­age. Sheds, ap­par­ently shel­ters or feed­ing-places for the lla­mas, stood against the bound­ary wall here and there. The ir­rig­a­tion streams ran to­geth­er in­to a main chan­nel down the centre of the val­ley, and this was en­closed on either side by a wall breast high. This gave a sin­gu­larly urb­an qual­ity to this se­cluded place, a qual­ity that was greatly en­hanced by the fact that a num­ber of paths paved with black and white stones, and each with a curi­ous little kerb at the side, ran hith­er and thith­er in an or­derly man­ner. The houses of the cent­ral vil­lage were quite un­like the cas­u­al and higgledy-piggledy ag­glom­er­a­tion of the moun­tain vil­lages he knew; they stood in a con­tinu­ous row on either side of a cent­ral street of as­ton­ish­ing clean­ness; here and there their parti-col­oured façade was pierced by a door, and not a sol­it­ary win­dow broke their even front­age. They were parti-col­oured with ex­traordin­ary ir­reg­u­lar­ity, smeared with a sort of plaster that was some­times grey, some­times drab, some­times slate-col­oured or dark brown; and it was the sight of this wild plas­ter­ing first brought the word “blind” in­to the thoughts of the ex­plorer. “The good man who did that,” he thought, “must have been as blind as a bat.”

			He des­cen­ded a steep place, and so came to the wall and chan­nel that ran about the val­ley, near where the lat­ter spouted out its sur­plus con­tents in­to the deeps of the gorge in a thin and waver­ing thread of cas­cade. He could now see a num­ber of men and wo­men rest­ing on piled heaps of grass, as if tak­ing a si­esta, in the re­moter part of the mead­ow, and near­er the vil­lage a num­ber of re­cum­bent chil­dren, and then near­er at hand three men car­ry­ing pails on yokes along a little path that ran from the en­circ­ling wall to­wards the houses. These lat­ter were clad in gar­ments of llama cloth and boots and belts of leath­er, and they wore caps of cloth with back and ear flaps. They fol­lowed one an­oth­er in single file, walk­ing slowly and yawn­ing as they walked, like men who have been up all night. There was some­thing so re­as­sur­ingly pros­per­ous and re­spect­able in their bear­ing that after a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion Nun­ez stood for­ward as con­spicu­ously as pos­sible upon his rock, and gave vent to a mighty shout that echoed round the val­ley.

			The three men stopped, and moved their heads as though they were look­ing about them. They turned their faces this way and that, and Nun­ez ges­tic­u­lated with free­dom. But they did not ap­pear to see him for all his ges­tures, and after a time, dir­ect­ing them­selves to­wards the moun­tains far away to the right, they shouted as if in an­swer. Nun­ez bawled again, and then once more, and as he ges­tured in­ef­fec­tu­ally the word “blind” came up to the top of his thoughts. “The fools must be blind,” he said.

			When at last, after much shout­ing and wrath, Nun­ez crossed the stream by a little bridge, came through a gate in the wall, and ap­proached them, he was sure that they were blind. He was sure that this was the Coun­try of the Blind of which the le­gends told. Con­vic­tion had sprung upon him, and a sense of great and rather en­vi­able ad­ven­ture. The three stood side by side, not look­ing at him, but with their ears dir­ec­ted to­wards him, judging him by his un­fa­mil­i­ar steps. They stood close to­geth­er like men a little afraid, and he could see their eye­lids closed and sunken, as though the very balls be­neath had shrunk away. There was an ex­pres­sion near awe on their faces.

			“A man,” one said, in hardly re­cog­nis­able Span­ish—“a man it is—a man or a spir­it—com­ing down from the rocks.”

			But Nun­ez ad­vanced with the con­fid­ent steps of a youth who enters upon life. All the old stor­ies of the lost val­ley and the Coun­try of the Blind had come back to his mind, and through his thoughts ran this old pro­verb, as if it were a re­frain—

			“In the Coun­try of the Blind the One-eyed Man is King.”

			“In the Coun­try of the Blind the One-eyed Man is King.”

			And very civilly he gave them greet­ing. He talked to them and used his eyes.

			“Where does he come from, broth­er Pedro?” asked one.

			“Down out of the rocks.”

			“Over the moun­tains I come,” said Nun­ez, “out of the coun­try bey­ond there—where men can see. From near Bogota, where there are a hun­dred thou­sands of people, and where the city passes out of sight.”

			“Sight?” muttered Pedro. “Sight?”

			“He comes,” said the second blind man, “out of the rocks.”

			The cloth of their coats Nun­ez saw was curi­ously fash­ioned, each with a dif­fer­ent sort of stitch­ing.

			They startled him by a sim­ul­tan­eous move­ment to­wards him, each with a hand out­stretched. He stepped back from the ad­vance of these spread fin­gers.

			“Come hith­er,” said the third blind man, fol­low­ing his mo­tion and clutch­ing him neatly.

			And they held Nun­ez and felt him over, say­ing no word fur­ther un­til they had done so.

			“Care­fully,” he cried, with a fin­ger in his eye, and found they thought that or­gan, with its flut­ter­ing lids, a queer thing in him. They went over it again.

			“A strange creature, Cor­rea,” said the one called Pedro. “Feel the coarse­ness of his hair. Like a llama’s hair.”

			“Rough he is as the rocks that be­got him,” said Cor­rea, in­vest­ig­at­ing Nun­ez’s un­shaven chin with a soft and slightly moist hand. “Per­haps he will grow finer.” Nun­ez struggled a little un­der their ex­am­in­a­tion, but they gripped him firm.

			“Care­fully,” he said again.

			“He speaks,” said the third man. “Cer­tainly he is a man.”

			“Ugh!” said Pedro, at the rough­ness of his coat.

			“And you have come in­to the world?” asked Pedro.

			“Out of the world. Over moun­tains and gla­ciers; right over above there, halfway to the sun. Out of the great big world that goes down, twelve days’ jour­ney to the sea.”

			They scarcely seemed to heed him. “Our fath­ers have told us men may be made by the forces of Nature,” said Cor­rea. “It is the warmth of things and mois­ture, and rot­ten­ness—rot­ten­ness.”

			“Let us lead him to the eld­ers,” said Pedro.

			“Shout first,” said Cor­rea, “lest the chil­dren be afraid … This is a mar­vel­lous oc­ca­sion.”

			So they shouted, and Pedro went first and took Nun­ez by the hand to lead him to the houses.

			He drew his hand away. “I can see,” he said.

			“See?” said Cor­rea.

			“Yes, see,” said Nun­ez, turn­ing to­wards him, and stumbled against Pedro’s pail.

			“His senses are still im­per­fect,” said the third blind man. “He stumbles, and talks un­mean­ing words. Lead him by the hand.”

			“As you will,” said Nun­ez, and was led along, laugh­ing.

			It seemed they knew noth­ing of sight.

			Well, all in good time he would teach them.

			He heard people shout­ing, and saw a num­ber of fig­ures gath­er­ing to­geth­er in the middle road­way of the vil­lage.

			He found it tax his nerve and pa­tience more than he had an­ti­cip­ated, that first en­counter with the pop­u­la­tion of the Coun­try of the Blind. The place seemed lar­ger as he drew near to it, and the smeared plas­ter­ings queer­er, and a crowd of chil­dren and men and wo­men (the wo­men and girls, he was pleased to note, had some of them quite sweet faces, for all that their eyes were shut and sunken) came about him, hold­ing on to him, touch­ing him with soft, sens­it­ive hands, smelling at him, and listen­ing at every word he spoke. Some of the maid­ens and chil­dren, how­ever, kept aloof as if afraid, and in­deed his voice seemed coarse and rude be­side their softer notes. They mobbed him. His three guides kept close to him with an ef­fect of pro­pri­et­or­ship, and said again and again, “A wild man out of the rock.”

			“Bogota,” he said. “Bogota. Over the moun­tain crests.”

			“A wild man—us­ing wild words,” said Pedro. “Did you hear that—Bogota? His mind is hardly formed yet. He has only the be­gin­nings of speech.”

			A little boy nipped his hand. “Bogota!” he said mock­ingly.

			“Ay! A city to your vil­lage. I come from the great world—where men have eyes and see.”

			“His name’s Bogota,” they said.

			“He stumbled,” said Cor­rea, “stumbled twice as we came hith­er.”

			“Bring him to the eld­ers.”

			And they thrust him sud­denly through a door­way in­to a room as black as pitch, save at the end there faintly glowed a fire. The crowd closed in be­hind him and shut out all but the faintest glim­mer of day, and be­fore he could ar­rest him­self he had fallen head­long over the feet of a seated man. His arm, out­flung, struck the face of someone else as he went down; he felt the soft im­pact of fea­tures and heard a cry of an­ger, and for a mo­ment he struggled against a num­ber of hands that clutched him. It was a one-sided fight. An ink­ling of the situ­ation came to him, and he lay quiet.

			“I fell down,” he said; “I couldn’t see in this pitchy dark­ness.”

			There was a pause as if the un­seen per­sons about him tried to un­der­stand his words. Then the voice of Cor­rea said: “He is but newly formed. He stumbles as he walks and mingles words that mean noth­ing with his speech.”

			Oth­ers also said things about him that he heard or un­der­stood im­per­fectly.

			“May I sit up?” he asked, in a pause. “I will not struggle against you again.”

			They con­sul­ted and let him rise.

			The voice of an older man began to ques­tion him, and Nun­ez found him­self try­ing to ex­plain the great world out of which he had fallen, and the sky and moun­tains and sight and such­like mar­vels, to these eld­ers who sat in dark­ness in the Coun­try of the Blind. And they would be­lieve and un­der­stand noth­ing whatever he told them, a thing quite out­side his ex­pect­a­tion. They would not even un­der­stand many of his words. For four­teen gen­er­a­tions these people had been blind and cut off from all the see­ing world; the names for all the things of sight had faded and changed; the story of the out­er world was faded and changed to a child’s story; and they had ceased to con­cern them­selves with any­thing bey­ond the rocky slopes above their circ­ling wall. Blind men of geni­us had aris­en among them and ques­tioned the shreds of be­lief and tra­di­tion they had brought with them from their see­ing days, and had dis­missed all these things as idle fan­cies, and re­placed them with new and saner ex­plan­a­tions. Much of their ima­gin­a­tion had shriv­elled with their eyes, and they had made for them­selves new ima­gin­a­tions with their ever more sens­it­ive ears and fin­ger­tips. Slowly Nun­ez real­ised this; that his ex­pect­a­tion of won­der and rev­er­ence at his ori­gin and his gifts was not to be borne out; and after his poor at­tempt to ex­plain sight to them had been set aside as the con­fused ver­sion of a new-made be­ing de­scrib­ing the mar­vels of his in­co­her­ent sen­sa­tions, he sub­sided, a little dashed, in­to listen­ing to their in­struc­tion. And the eld­est of the blind men ex­plained to him life and philo­sophy and re­li­gion, how that the world (mean­ing their val­ley) had been first an empty hol­low in the rocks, and then had come, first, in­an­im­ate things without the gift of touch, and lla­mas and a few oth­er creatures that had little sense, and then men, and at last an­gels, whom one could hear singing and mak­ing flut­ter­ing sounds, but whom no one could touch at all, which puzzled Nun­ez greatly un­til he thought of the birds.

			He went on to tell Nun­ez how this time had been di­vided in­to the warm and the cold, which are the blind equi­val­ents of day and night, and how it was good to sleep in the warm and work dur­ing the cold, so that now, but for his ad­vent, the whole town of the blind would have been asleep. He said Nun­ez must have been spe­cially cre­ated to learn and serve the wis­dom, they had ac­quired, and that for all his men­tal in­co­her­ency and stum­bling be­ha­viour he must have cour­age, and do his best to learn, and at that all the people in the door­way mur­mured en­cour­agingly. He said the night—for the blind call their day night—was now far gone, and it be­hoved every­one to go back to sleep. He asked Nun­ez if he knew how to sleep, and Nun­ez said he did, but that be­fore sleep he wanted food.

			They brought him food—llama’s milk in a bowl, and rough salted bread—and led him in­to a lonely place, to eat out of their hear­ing, and af­ter­wards to slum­ber un­til the chill of the moun­tain even­ing roused them to be­gin their day again. But Nun­ez slumbered not at all.

			In­stead, he sat up in the place where they had left him, rest­ing his limbs and turn­ing the unanti­cip­ated cir­cum­stances of his ar­rival over and over in his mind.

			Every now and then he laughed, some­times with amuse­ment, and some­times with in­dig­na­tion.

			“Un­formed mind!” he said. “Got no senses yet! They little know they’ve been in­sult­ing their heav­en-sent king and mas­ter. I see I must bring them to reas­on. Let me think—let me think.”

			He was still think­ing when the sun set.

			Nun­ez had an eye for all beau­ti­ful things, and it seemed to him that the glow upon the snow­fields and gla­ciers that rose about the val­ley on every side was the most beau­ti­ful thing he had ever seen. His eyes went from that in­ac­cess­ible glory to the vil­lage and ir­rig­ated fields, fast sink­ing in­to the twi­light, and sud­denly a wave of emo­tion took him, and he thanked God from the bot­tom of his heart that the power of sight had been giv­en him.

			He heard a voice call­ing to him from out of the vil­lage. “Ya ho there, Bogota! Come hith­er!”

			At that he stood up smil­ing. He would show these people once and for all what sight would do for a man. They would seek him, but not find him.

			“You move not, Bogota,” said the voice.

			He laughed noise­lessly, and made two stealthy steps aside from the path.

			“Trample not on the grass, Bogota; that is not al­lowed.”

			Nun­ez had scarcely heard the sound he made him­self. He stopped amazed.

			The own­er of the voice came run­ning up the piebald path to­wards him.

			He stepped back in­to the path­way. “Here I am,” he said.

			“Why did you not come when I called you?” said the blind man. “Must you be led like a child? Can­not you hear the path as you walk?”

			Nun­ez laughed. “I can see it,” he said.

			“There is no such word as see,” said the blind man, after a pause. “Cease this folly, and fol­low the sound of my feet.”

			Nun­ez fol­lowed, a little an­noyed.

			“My time will come,” he said.

			“You’ll learn,” the blind man answered. “There is much to learn in the world.”

			“Has no one told you, ‘In the Coun­try of the Blind the One-eyed Man is King’?”

			“What is blind?” asked the blind man care­lessly over his shoulder.

			Four days passed, and the fifth found the King of the Blind still in­cog­nito, as a clumsy and use­less stranger among his sub­jects.

			It was, he found, much more dif­fi­cult to pro­claim him­self than he had sup­posed, and in the mean­time, while he med­it­ated his coup d’etat, he did what he was told and learnt the man­ners and cus­toms of the Coun­try of the Blind. He found work­ing and go­ing about at night a par­tic­u­larly irk­some thing, and he de­cided that that should be the first thing he would change.

			They led a simple, la­bor­i­ous life, these people, with all the ele­ments of vir­tue and hap­pi­ness, as these things can be un­der­stood by men. They toiled, but not op­press­ively; they had food and cloth­ing suf­fi­cient for their needs; they had days and sea­sons of rest; they made much of mu­sic and singing, and there was love among them, and little chil­dren.

			It was mar­vel­lous with what con­fid­ence and pre­ci­sion they went about their ordered world. Everything, you see, had been made to fit their needs; each of the ra­di­at­ing paths of the val­ley area had a con­stant angle to the oth­ers, and was dis­tin­guished by a spe­cial notch upon its kerbing; all obstacles and ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies of path or mead­ow had long since been cleared away; all their meth­ods and pro­ced­ure arose nat­ur­ally from their spe­cial needs. Their senses had be­come mar­vel­lously acute; they could hear and judge the slight­est ges­ture of a man a dozen paces away—could hear the very beat­ing of his heart. In­ton­a­tion had long re­placed ex­pres­sion with them, and touches ges­ture, and their work with hoe and spade and fork was as free and con­fid­ent as garden work can be. Their sense of smell was ex­traordin­ar­ily fine; they could dis­tin­guish in­di­vidu­al dif­fer­ences as read­ily as a dog can, and they went about the tend­ing of the lla­mas, who lived among the rocks above and came to the wall for food and shel­ter, with ease and con­fid­ence. It was only when at last Nun­ez sought to as­sert him­self that he found how easy and con­fid­ent their move­ments could be.

			He re­belled only after he had tried per­sua­sion.

			He tried at first on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions to tell them of sight. “Look you here, you people,” he said. “There are things you do not un­der­stand in me.”

			Once or twice one or two of them at­ten­ded to him; they sat with faces down­cast and ears turned in­tel­li­gently to­wards him, and he did his best to tell them what it was to see. Among his hear­ers was a girl, with eye­lids less red and sunken than the oth­ers, so that one could al­most fancy she was hid­ing eyes, whom es­pe­cially he hoped to per­suade. He spoke of the beau­ties of sight, of watch­ing the moun­tains, of the sky and the sun­rise, and they heard him with amused in­credu­lity that presently be­came con­dem­nat­ory. They told him there were in­deed no moun­tains at all, but that the end of the rocks where the lla­mas grazed was in­deed the end of the world; thence sprang a cav­ernous roof of the uni­verse, from which the dew and the ava­lanches fell; and when he main­tained stoutly the world had neither end nor roof such as they sup­posed, they said his thoughts were wicked. So far as he could de­scribe sky and clouds and stars to them it seemed to them a hideous void, a ter­rible blank­ness in the place of the smooth roof to things in which they be­lieved—it was an art­icle of faith with them that the cav­ern roof was ex­quis­itely smooth to the touch. He saw that in some man­ner he shocked them, and gave up that as­pect of the mat­ter al­to­geth­er, and tried to show them the prac­tic­al value of sight. One morn­ing he saw Pedro in the path called Sev­en­teen and com­ing to­wards the cent­ral houses, but still too far off for hear­ing or scent, and he told them as much. “In a little while,” he proph­esied, “Pedro will be here.” An old man re­marked that Pedro had no busi­ness on path Sev­en­teen, and then, as if in con­firm­a­tion, that in­di­vidu­al as he drew near turned and went trans­versely in­to path Ten, and so back with nimble paces to­wards the out­er wall. They mocked Nun­ez when Pedro did not ar­rive, and af­ter­wards, when he asked Pedro ques­tions to clear his char­ac­ter, Pedro denied and out­faced him, and was af­ter­wards hos­tile to him.

			Then he in­duced them to let him go a long way up the slop­ing mead­ows to­wards the wall with one com­pla­cent in­di­vidu­al, and to him he prom­ised to de­scribe all that happened among the houses. He noted cer­tain go­ings and com­ings, but the things that really seemed to sig­ni­fy to these people happened in­side of or be­hind the win­dow­less houses—the only things they took note of to test him by—and of these he could see or tell noth­ing; and it was after the fail­ure of this at­tempt, and the ri­dicule they could not repress, that he re­sor­ted to force. He thought of seiz­ing a spade and sud­denly smit­ing one or two of them to earth, and so in fair com­bat show­ing the ad­vant­age of eyes. He went so far with that res­ol­u­tion as to seize his spade, and then he dis­covered a new thing about him­self, and that was that it was im­possible for him to hit a blind man in cold blood.

			He hes­it­ated, and found them all aware that he had snatched up the spade. They stood alert, with their heads on one side, and bent ears to­wards him for what he would do next.

			“Put that spade down,” said one, and he felt a sort of help­less hor­ror. He came near obed­i­ence.

			Then he thrust one back­wards against a house wall, and fled past him and out of the vil­lage.

			He went athwart one of their mead­ows, leav­ing a track of trampled grass be­hind his feet, and presently sat down by the side of one of their ways. He felt some­thing of the buoy­ancy that comes to all men in the be­gin­ning of a fight, but more per­plex­ity. He began to real­ise that you can­not even fight hap­pily with creatures who stand upon a dif­fer­ent men­tal basis to your­self. Far away he saw a num­ber of men car­ry­ing spades and sticks come out of the street of houses, and ad­vance in a spread­ing line along the sev­er­al paths to­wards him. They ad­vanced slowly, speak­ing fre­quently to one an­oth­er, and ever and again the whole cor­don would halt and sniff the air and listen.

			The first time they did this Nun­ez laughed. But af­ter­wards he did not laugh.

			One struck his trail in the mead­ow grass, and came stoop­ing and feel­ing his way along it.

			For five minutes he watched the slow ex­ten­sion of the cor­don, and then his vague dis­pos­i­tion to do some­thing forth­with be­came frantic. He stood up, went a pace or so to­wards the cir­cum­fer­en­tial wall, turned, and went back a little way. There they all stood in a cres­cent, still and listen­ing.

			He also stood still, grip­ping his spade very tightly in both hands. Should he charge them?

			The pulse in his ears ran in­to the rhythm of “In the Coun­try of the Blind the One-eyed Man is King!”

			Should he charge them?

			He looked back at the high and un­climb­able wall be­hind—un­climb­able be­cause of its smooth plas­ter­ing, but with­al pierced with many little doors, and at the ap­proach­ing line of seekers. Be­hind these oth­ers were now com­ing out of the street of houses.

			Should he charge them?

			“Bogota!” called one. “Bogota! where are you?”

			He gripped his spade still tight­er, and ad­vanced down the mead­ows to­wards the place of hab­it­a­tions, and dir­ectly he moved they con­verged upon him. “I’ll hit them if they touch me,” he swore; “by Heav­en, I will. I’ll hit.” He called aloud, “Look here, I’m go­ing to do what I like in this val­ley. Do you hear? I’m go­ing to do what I like and go where I like!”

			They were mov­ing in upon him quickly, grop­ing, yet mov­ing rap­idly. It was like play­ing blind man’s buff, with every­one blind­folded ex­cept one. “Get hold of him!” cried one. He found him­self in the arc of a loose curve of pur­suers. He felt sud­denly he must be act­ive and res­ol­ute.

			“You don’t un­der­stand,” he cried in a voice that was meant to be great and res­ol­ute, and which broke. “You are blind, and I can see. Leave me alone!”

			“Bogota! Put down that spade, and come off the grass!”

			The last or­der, grot­esque in its urb­an fa­mili­ar­ity, pro­duced a gust of an­ger.

			“I’ll hurt you,” he said, sob­bing with emo­tion. “By Heav­en, I’ll hurt you. Leave me alone!”

			He began to run, not know­ing clearly where to run. He ran from the nearest blind man, be­cause it was a hor­ror to hit him. He stopped, and then made a dash to es­cape from their clos­ing ranks. He made for where a gap was wide, and the men on either side, with a quick per­cep­tion of the ap­proach of his paces, rushed in on one an­oth­er. He sprang for­ward, and then saw he must be caught, and swish! the spade had struck. He felt the soft thud of hand and arm, and the man was down with a yell of pain, and he was through.

			Through! And then he was close to the street of houses again, and blind men, whirl­ing spades and stakes, were run­ning with a sort of reasoned swift­ness hith­er and thith­er.

			He heard steps be­hind him just in time, and found a tall man rush­ing for­ward and swip­ing at the sound of him. He lost his nerve, hurled his spade a yard wide at his ant­ag­on­ist, and whirled about and fled, fairly yelling as he dodged an­oth­er.

			He was pan­ic-stricken. He ran furi­ously to and fro, dodging when there was no need to dodge, and in his anxi­ety to see on every side of him at once, stum­bling. For a mo­ment he was down and they heard his fall. Far away in the cir­cum­fer­en­tial wall a little door­way looked like heav­en, and he set off in a wild rush for it. He did not even look round at his pur­suers un­til it was gained, and he had stumbled across the bridge, clambered a little way among the rocks, to the sur­prise and dis­may of a young llama, who went leap­ing out of sight, and lay down sob­bing for breath.

			And so his coup d’etat came to an end.

			He stayed out­side the wall of the val­ley of the Blind for two nights and days without food or shel­ter, and med­it­ated upon the un­ex­pec­ted. Dur­ing these med­it­a­tions he re­peated very fre­quently and al­ways with a pro­founder note of de­ri­sion the ex­ploded pro­verb: “In the Coun­try of the Blind the One-Eyed Man is King.” He thought chiefly of ways of fight­ing and con­quer­ing these people, and it grew clear that for him no prac­tic­able way was pos­sible. He had no weapons, and now it would be hard to get one.

			The canker of civil­isa­tion had got to him even in Bogota, and he could not find it in him­self to go down and as­sas­sin­ate a blind man. Of course, if he did that, he might then dic­tate terms on the threat of as­sas­sin­at­ing them all. But—soon­er or later he must sleep! …

			He tried also to find food among the pine trees, to be com­fort­able un­der pine boughs while the frost fell at night, and—with less con­fid­ence—to catch a llama by ar­ti­fice in or­der to try to kill it—per­haps by ham­mer­ing it with a stone—and so fi­nally, per­haps, to eat some of it. But the lla­mas had a doubt of him and re­garded him with dis­trust­ful brown eyes, and spat when he drew near. Fear came on him the second day and fits of shiv­er­ing. Fi­nally he crawled down to the wall of the Coun­try of the Blind and tried to make terms. He crawled along by the stream, shout­ing, un­til two blind men came out to the gate and talked to him.

			“I was mad,” he said. “But I was only newly made.”

			They said that was bet­ter.

			He told them he was wiser now, and re­pen­ted of all he had done.

			Then he wept without in­ten­tion, for he was very weak and ill now, and they took that as a fa­vour­able sign.

			They asked him if he still thought he could “see.”

			“No,” he said. “That was folly. The word means noth­ing—less than noth­ing!”

			They asked him what was over­head.

			“About ten times ten the height of a man there is a roof above the world—of rock—and very, very smooth.” … He burst again in­to hys­ter­ic­al tears. “Be­fore you ask me any more, give me some food or I shall die.”

			He ex­pec­ted dire pun­ish­ments, but these blind people were cap­able of tol­er­a­tion. They re­garded his re­bel­lion as but one more proof of his gen­er­al idiocy and in­feri­or­ity; and after they had whipped him they ap­poin­ted him to do the simplest and heav­iest work they had for any­one to do, and he, see­ing no oth­er way of liv­ing, did sub­missively what he was told.

			He was ill for some days, and they nursed him kindly. That re­fined his sub­mis­sion. But they in­sisted on his ly­ing in the dark, and that was a great misery. And blind philo­soph­ers came and talked to him of the wicked lev­ity of his mind, and re­proved him so im­press­ively for his doubts about the lid of rock that covered their cos­mic cas­ser­ole that he al­most doubted wheth­er in­deed he was not the vic­tim of hal­lu­cin­a­tion in not see­ing it over­head.

			So Nun­ez be­came a cit­izen of the Coun­try of the Blind, and these people ceased to be a gen­er­al­ised people and be­came in­di­vidu­al­it­ies and fa­mil­i­ar to him, while the world bey­ond the moun­tains be­came more and more re­mote and un­real. There was Yacob, his mas­ter, a kindly man when not an­noyed; there was Pedro, Yacob’s neph­ew; and there was Med­ina-sa­roti, who was the young­est daugh­ter of Yacob. She was little es­teemed in the world of the blind, be­cause she had a clear-cut face, and lacked that sat­is­fy­ing, glossy smooth­ness that is the blind man’s ideal of fem­in­ine beauty; but Nun­ez thought her beau­ti­ful at first, and presently the most beau­ti­ful thing in the whole cre­ation. Her closed eye­lids were not sunken and red after the com­mon way of the val­ley, but lay as though they might open again at any mo­ment; and she had long eye­lashes, which were con­sidered a grave dis­fig­ure­ment. And her voice was strong, and did not sat­is­fy the acute hear­ing of the val­ley swains. So that she had no lov­er.

			There came a time when Nun­ez thought that, could he win her, he would be resigned to live in the val­ley for all the rest of his days.

			He watched her; he sought op­por­tun­it­ies of do­ing her little ser­vices, and presently he found that she ob­served him. Once at a rest-day gath­er­ing they sat side by side in the dim star­light, and the mu­sic was sweet. His hand came upon hers and he dared to clasp it. Then very ten­derly she re­turned his pres­sure. And one day, as they were at their meal in the dark­ness, he felt her hand very softly seek­ing him, and as it chanced the fire leapt then and he saw the ten­der­ness of her face.

			He sought to speak to her.

			He went to her one day when she was sit­ting in the sum­mer moon­light spin­ning. The light made her a thing of sil­ver and mys­tery. He sat down at her feet and told her he loved her, and told her how beau­ti­ful she seemed to him. He had a lov­er’s voice, he spoke with a tender rev­er­ence that came near to awe, and she had nev­er be­fore been touched by ad­or­a­tion. She made him no def­in­ite an­swer, but it was clear his words pleased her.

			After that he talked to her whenev­er he could take an op­por­tun­ity. The val­ley be­came the world for him, and the world bey­ond the moun­tains where men lived in sun­light seemed no more than a fairy tale he would some day pour in­to her ears. Very tent­at­ively and tim­idly he spoke to her of sight.

			Sight seemed to her the most po­et­ic­al of fan­cies, and she listened to his de­scrip­tion of the stars and the moun­tains and her own sweet white-lit beauty as though it was a guilty in­dul­gence. She did not be­lieve, she could only half un­der­stand, but she was mys­ter­i­ously de­lighted, and it seemed to him that she com­pletely un­der­stood.

			His love lost its awe and took cour­age. Presently he was for de­mand­ing her of Yacob and the eld­ers in mar­riage, but she be­came fear­ful and delayed. And it was one of her eld­er sis­ters who first told Yacob that Med­ina-sa­roti and Nun­ez were in love.

			There was from the first very great op­pos­i­tion to the mar­riage of Nun­ez and Med­ina-sa­roti; not so much be­cause they val­ued her as be­cause they held him as a be­ing apart, an idi­ot, in­com­pet­ent thing be­low the per­miss­ible level of a man. Her sis­ters op­posed it bit­terly as bring­ing dis­cred­it on them all; and old Yacob, though he had formed a sort of lik­ing for his clumsy, obed­i­ent serf, shook his head and said the thing could not be. The young men were all angry at the idea of cor­rupt­ing the race, and one went so far as to re­vile and strike Nun­ez. He struck back. Then for the first time he found an ad­vant­age in see­ing, even by twi­light, and after that fight was over no one was dis­posed to raise a hand against him. But they still found his mar­riage im­possible.

			Old Yacob had a ten­der­ness for his last little daugh­ter, and was grieved to have her weep upon his shoulder.

			“You see, my dear, he’s an idi­ot. He has de­lu­sions; he can’t do any­thing right.”

			“I know,” wept Med­ina-sa­roti. “But he’s bet­ter than he was. He’s get­ting bet­ter. And he’s strong, dear fath­er, and kind—stronger and kinder than any I oth­er man in the world. And he loves me—and, fath­er, I love him.”

			Old Yacob was greatly dis­tressed to find her in­con­sol­able, and, be­sides—what made it more dis­tress­ing—he liked Nun­ez for many things. So he went and sat in the win­dow­less coun­cil-cham­ber with the oth­er eld­ers and watched the trend of the talk, and said, at the prop­er time, “He’s bet­ter than he was. Very likely, some day, we shall find him as sane as ourselves.”

			Then af­ter­wards one of the eld­ers, who thought deeply, had an idea. He was the great doc­tor among these people, their medi­cine-man, and he had a very philo­soph­ic­al and in­vent­ive mind, and the idea of cur­ing Nun­ez of his pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies ap­pealed to him. One day when Yacob was present he re­turned to the top­ic of Nun­ez.

			“I have ex­amined Bogota,” he said, “and the case is clear­er to me. I think very prob­ably he might be cured.”

			“That is what I have al­ways hoped,” said old Yacob.

			“His brain is af­fected,” said the blind doc­tor.

			The eld­ers mur­mured as­sent.

			“Now, what af­fects it?”

			“Ah!” said old Yacob.

			“This,” said the doc­tor, an­swer­ing his own ques­tion. “Those queer things that are called the eyes, and which ex­ist to make an agree­able soft de­pres­sion in the face, are dis­eased, in the case of Bogota, in such a way as to af­fect his brain. They are greatly dis­ten­ded, he has eye­lashes, and his eye­lids move, and con­sequently his brain is in a state of con­stant ir­rit­a­tion and dis­trac­tion.”

			“Yes?” said old Yacob. “Yes?”

			“And I think I may say with reas­on­able cer­tainty that, in or­der to cure him com­pletely, all that we need do is a simple and easy sur­gic­al op­er­a­tion—namely, to re­move these ir­rit­ant bod­ies.”

			“And then he will be sane?”

			“Then he will be per­fectly sane, and a quite ad­mir­able cit­izen.”

			“Thank Heav­en for sci­ence!” said old Yacob, and went forth at once to tell Nun­ez of his happy hopes.

			But Nun­ez’s man­ner of re­ceiv­ing the good news struck him as be­ing cold and dis­ap­point­ing.

			“One might think,” he said, “from the tone you take, that you did not care for my daugh­ter.”

			It was Med­ina-sa­roti who per­suaded Nun­ez to face the blind sur­geons.

			“You do not want me,” he said, “to lose my gift of sight?”

			She shook her head.

			“My world is sight.”

			Her head drooped lower.

			“There are the beau­ti­ful things, the beau­ti­ful little things—the flowers, the lichens among the rocks, the light­ness and soft­ness on a piece of fur, the far sky with its drift­ing down of clouds, the sun­sets and the stars. And there is you. For you alone it is good to have sight, to see your sweet, se­rene face, your kindly lips, your dear, beau­ti­ful hands fol­ded to­geth­er … It is these eyes of mine you won, these eyes that hold me to you, that these idi­ots seek. In­stead, I must touch you, hear you, and nev­er see you again. I must come un­der that roof of rock and stone and dark­ness, that hor­rible roof un­der which your ima­gin­a­tion stoops … No; you would not have me do that?”

			A dis­agree­able doubt had aris­en in him. He stopped, and left the thing a ques­tion.

			“I wish,” she said, “some­times—” She paused.

			“Yes,” said he, a little ap­pre­hens­ively.

			“I wish some­times—you would not talk like that.”

			“Like what?”

			“I know it’s pretty—it’s your ima­gin­a­tion. I love it, but now—”

			He felt cold. “Now?” he said faintly.

			She sat quite still.

			“You mean—you think—I should be bet­ter, bet­ter per­haps—”

			He was real­ising things very swiftly. He felt an­ger, in­deed, an­ger at the dull course of fate, but also sym­pathy for her lack of un­der­stand­ing—a sym­pathy near akin to pity.

			“Dear,” he said, and he could see by her white­ness how in­tensely her spir­it pressed against the things she could not say. He put his arms about her, he kissed her ear, and they sat for a time in si­lence.

			“If I were to con­sent to this?” he said at last, in a voice that was very gentle.

			She flung her arms about him, weep­ing wildly. “Oh, if you would,” she sobbed, “if only you would!”

			

			For a week be­fore the op­er­a­tion that was to raise him from his ser­vitude and in­feri­or­ity to the level of a blind cit­izen, Nun­ez knew noth­ing of sleep, and all through the warm sun­lit hours, while the oth­ers slumbered hap­pily, he sat brood­ing or wandered aim­lessly, try­ing to bring his mind to bear on his di­lemma. He had giv­en his an­swer, he had giv­en his con­sent, and still he was not sure. And at last work-time was over, the sun rose in splend­our over the golden crests, and his last day of vis­ion began for him. He had a few minutes with Med­ina-sa­roti be­fore she went apart to sleep.

			“To­mor­row,” he said, “I shall see no more.”

			“Dear heart!” she answered, and pressed his hands with all her strength.

			“They will hurt you but little,” she said; “and you are go­ing through this pain—you are go­ing through it, dear lov­er, for me … Dear, if a wo­man’s heart and life can do it, I will re­pay you. My dearest one, my dearest with the tender voice, I will re­pay.”

			He was drenched in pity for him­self and her.

			He held her in his arms, and pressed his lips to hers, and looked on her sweet face for the last time. “Good­bye!” he whispered at that dear sight, “good­bye!”

			And then in si­lence he turned away from her.

			She could hear his slow re­treat­ing foot­steps, and some­thing in the rhythm of them threw her in­to a pas­sion of weep­ing.

			He had fully meant to go to a lonely place where the mead­ows were beau­ti­ful with white nar­cissus, and there re­main un­til the hour of his sac­ri­fice should come, but as he went he lif­ted up his eyes and saw the morn­ing, the morn­ing like an an­gel in golden ar­mour, march­ing down the steeps …

			It seemed to him that be­fore this splend­our he, and this blind world in the val­ley, and his love, and all, were no more than a pit of sin.

			He did not turn aside as he had meant to do, but went on, and passed through the wall of the cir­cum­fer­ence and out upon the rocks, and his eyes were al­ways upon the sun­lit ice and snow.

			He saw their in­fin­ite beauty, and his ima­gin­a­tion soared over them to the things bey­ond he was now to resign forever.

			He thought of that great free world he was par­ted from, the world that was his own, and he had a vis­ion of those fur­ther slopes, dis­tance bey­ond dis­tance, with Bogota, a place of mul­ti­tudin­ous stir­ring beauty, a glory by day, a lu­min­ous mys­tery by night, a place of palaces and foun­tains and statues and white houses, ly­ing beau­ti­fully in the middle dis­tance. He thought how for a day or so one might come down through passes, draw­ing ever near­er and near­er to its busy streets and ways. He thought of the river jour­ney, day by day, from great Bogota to the still vaster world bey­ond, through towns and vil­lages, forest and desert places, the rush­ing river day by day, un­til its banks re­ceded and the big steam­ers came splash­ing by, and one had reached the sea—the lim­it­less sea, with its thou­sand is­lands, its thou­sands of is­lands, and its ships seen dimly far away in their in­cess­ant jour­ney­ings round and about that great­er world. And there, un­pent by moun­tains, one saw the sky—the sky, not such a disc as one saw it here, but an arch of im­meas­ur­able blue, a deep of deeps in which the circ­ling stars were float­ing …

			His eyes scru­tin­ised the great cur­tain of the moun­tains with a keen­er in­quiry.

			For ex­ample, if one went so, up that gully and to that chim­ney there, then one might come out high among those stun­ted pines that ran round in a sort of shelf and rose still high­er and high­er as it passed above the gorge. And then? That talus might be man­aged. Thence per­haps a climb might be found to take him up to the pre­cip­ice that came be­low the snow; and if that chim­ney failed, then an­oth­er farther to the east might serve his pur­pose bet­ter. And then? Then one would be out upon the am­ber-lit snow there, and halfway up to the crest of those beau­ti­ful des­ol­a­tions.

			He glanced back at the vil­lage, then turned right round and re­garded it stead­fastly.

			He thought of Med­ina-sa­roti, and she had be­come small and re­mote.

			He turned again to­wards the moun­tain wall, down which the day had come to him.

			Then very cir­cum­spectly he began to climb.

			When sun­set came he was no longer climb­ing, but he was far and high. He had been high­er, but he was still very high. His clothes were torn, his limbs were blood­stained, he was bruised in many places, but he lay as if he were at his ease, and there was a smile on his face.

			From where he res­ted the val­ley seemed as if it were in a pit and nearly a mile be­low. Already it was dim with haze and shad­ow, though the moun­tain sum­mits around him were things of light and fire. The moun­tain sum­mits around him were things of light and fire, and the little de­tails of the rocks near at hand were drenched with subtle beauty—a vein of green min­er­al pier­cing the grey, the flash of crys­tal faces here and there, a minute, minutely-beau­ti­ful or­ange lichen close be­side his face. There were deep mys­ter­i­ous shad­ows in the gorge, blue deep­en­ing in­to purple, and purple in­to a lu­min­ous dark­ness, and over­head was the il­lim­it­able vast­ness of the sky. But he heeded these things no longer, but lay quite in­act­ive there, smil­ing as if he were sat­is­fied merely to have es­caped from the val­ley of the Blind in which he had thought to be King.

			The glow of the sun­set passed, and the night came, and still he lay peace­fully con­ten­ted un­der the cold clear stars.

		
	
		
			The Obliterated Man

			I was—you shall hear im­me­di­ately why I am not now—Egbert Crad­dock Cum­mins. The name re­mains. I am still (Heav­en help me!) Dra­mat­ic Crit­ic to the Fiery Cross. What I shall be in a little while I do not know. I write in great trouble and con­fu­sion of mind. I will do what I can to make my­self clear in the face of ter­rible dif­fi­culties. You must bear with me a little. When a man is rap­idly los­ing his own iden­tity, he nat­ur­ally finds a dif­fi­culty in ex­press­ing him­self. I will make it per­fectly plain in a minute, when once I get my grip upon the story. Let me see—where am I? I wish I knew. Ah, I have it! Dead self! Egbert Crad­dock Cum­mins!

			In the past I should have dis­liked writ­ing any­thing quite so full of “I” as this story must be. It is full of “I’s” be­fore and be­hind, like the beast in Rev­el­a­tion—the one with a head like a calf, I am afraid. But my tastes have changed since I be­came a Dra­mat­ic Crit­ic and stud­ied the mas­ters—G.A.S., G.B.S., G.R.S., and the oth­ers. Everything has changed since then. At least the story is about my­self—so that there is some ex­cuse for me. And it is really not egot­ism, be­cause, as I say, since those days my iden­tity has un­der­gone an en­tire al­ter­a­tion.

			That past! … I was—in those days—rather a nice fel­low, rather shy—taste for grey in my clothes, weedy little mous­tache, face “in­ter­est­ing,” slight stut­ter which I had caught in my early life from a schoolfel­low. En­gaged to a very nice girl, named De­lia. Fairly new, she was—ci­gar­ettes—liked me be­cause I was hu­man and ori­gin­al. Con­sidered I was like Lamb—on the strength of the stut­ter, I be­lieve. Fath­er, an em­in­ent au­thor­ity on post­age stamps. She read a great deal in the Brit­ish Mu­seum. (A per­fect pair­ing ground for lit­er­ary people, that Brit­ish Mu­seum—you should read George Eger­ton and Justin Huntly M’Carthy and Giss­ing and the rest of them.) We loved in our in­tel­lec­tu­al way, and shared the bright­est hopes. (All gone now.) And her fath­er liked me be­cause I seemed hon­estly eager to hear about stamps. She had no moth­er. In­deed, I had the hap­pi­est pro­spects a young man could have. I nev­er went to theatres in those days. My Aunt Char­lotte be­fore she died had told me not to.

			Then Barn­aby, the ed­it­or of the Fiery Cross, made me—in spite of my spas­mod­ic ef­forts to es­cape—Dra­mat­ic Crit­ic. He is a fine, healthy man, Barn­aby, with an enorm­ous head of frizzy black hair and a con­vin­cing man­ner, and he caught me on the stair­case go­ing to see Wembly. He had been din­ing, and was more than usu­ally buoy­ant. “Hullo, Cum­mins!” he said. “The very man I want!” He caught me by the shoulder or the col­lar or some­thing, ran me up the little pas­sage, and flung me over the waste-pa­per bas­ket in­to the arm­chair in his of­fice. “Pray be seated,” he said, as he did so. Then he ran across the room and came back with some pink and yel­low tick­ets and pushed them in­to my hand. “Op­era Comique,” he said, “Thursday; Fri­day, the Sur­rey; Sat­urday, the Frivolity. That’s all, I think.”

			“But—” I began.

			“Glad you’re free,” he said, snatch­ing some proofs off the desk and be­gin­ning to read.

			“I don’t quite un­der­stand,” I said.

			“Eigh?” he said, at the top of his voice, as though he thought I had gone and was startled at my re­mark.

			“Do you want me to cri­ti­cise these plays?”

			“Do some­thing with ’em … Did you think it was a treat?”

			“But I can’t.”

			“Did you call me a fool?”

			“Well, I’ve nev­er been to a theatre in my life.”

			“Vir­gin soil.”

			“But I don’t know any­thing about it, you know.”

			“That’s just it. New view. No habits. No clichés in stock. Ours is a live pa­per, not a bag of tricks. None of your clock­work pro­fes­sion­al journ­al­ism in this of­fice. And I can rely on your in­teg­rity—”

			“But I’ve con­scien­tious scruples—”

			He caught me up sud­denly and put me out­side his door. “Go and talk to Wembly about that,” he said. “He’ll ex­plain.”

			As I stood per­plexed, he opened the door again, said, “I for­got this,” thrust a fourth tick­et in­to my hand (it was for that night—in twenty minutes’ time) and slammed the door upon me. His ex­pres­sion was quite calm, but I caught his eye.

			I hate ar­gu­ments. I de­cided that I would take his hint and be­come (to my own de­struc­tion) a Dra­mat­ic Crit­ic. I walked slowly down the pas­sage to Wembly. That Barn­aby has a re­mark­able per­suas­ive way. He has made few sug­ges­tions dur­ing our very pleas­ant in­ter­course of four years that he has not ul­ti­mately won me round to ad­opt­ing. It may be, of course, that I am of a yield­ing dis­pos­i­tion; cer­tainly I am too apt to take my col­our from my cir­cum­stances. It is, in­deed, to my un­for­tu­nate sus­cept­ib­il­ity to vivid im­pres­sions that all my mis­for­tunes are due. I have already al­luded to the slight stam­mer I had ac­quired from a schoolfel­low in my youth. How­ever, this is a di­gres­sion … I went home in a cab to dress.

			I will not trouble the read­er with my thoughts about the first-night audi­ence, strange as­sembly as it is—those I re­serve for my Mem­oirs—nor the hu­mi­li­at­ing story of how I got lost dur­ing the en­tr’acte in a lot of red plush pas­sages, and saw the third act from the gal­lery. The only point upon which I wish to lay stress was the re­mark­able ef­fect of the act­ing upon me. You must re­mem­ber I had lived a quiet and re­tired life, and had nev­er been to the theatre be­fore, and that I am ex­tremely sens­it­ive to vivid im­pres­sions. At the risk of re­pe­ti­tion I must in­sist upon these points.

			The first ef­fect was a pro­found amazement, not un­tinc­tured by alarm. The phe­nom­en­al un­nat­ur­al­ness of act­ing is a thing dis­coun­ted in the minds of most people by early vis­its to the theatre. They get used to the fant­ast­ic ges­tures, the flam­boy­ant emo­tions, the weird mouth­ings, me­lodi­ous snort­ings, ag­on­ising yelps, lip-gnaw­ings, glar­ing hor­rors, and oth­er emo­tion­al sym­bol­ism of the stage. It be­comes at last a mere deaf-and-dumb lan­guage to them, which they read in­tel­li­gently pari passu with the hear­ing of the dia­logue. But all this was new to me. The thing was called a mod­ern com­edy, the people were sup­posed to be Eng­lish and were dressed like fash­ion­able Amer­ic­ans of the cur­rent epoch, and I fell in­to the nat­ur­al er­ror of sup­pos­ing that the act­ors were try­ing to rep­res­ent hu­man be­ings. I looked round on my first-night audi­ence with a kind of won­der, dis­covered—as all new Dra­mat­ic Crit­ics do—that it res­ted with me to re­form the Drama, and, after a sup­per choked with emo­tion, went off to the of­fice to write a column, piebald with “new para­graphs” (as all my stuff is—it fills out so) and purple with in­dig­na­tion. Barn­aby was de­lighted.

			But I could not sleep that night. I dreamt of act­ors—act­ors glar­ing, act­ors smit­ing their chests, act­ors fling­ing out a hand­ful of ex­ten­ded fin­gers, act­ors smil­ing bit­terly, laugh­ing des­pair­ingly, fall­ing hope­lessly, dy­ing idi­ot­ic­ally. I got up at el­ev­en with a slight head­ache, read my no­tice in the Fiery Cross, break­fas­ted, and went back to my room to shave, (It’s my habit to do so.) Then an odd thing happened. I could not find my razor. Sud­denly it oc­curred to me that I had not un­packed it the day be­fore.

			“Ah!” said I, in front of the look­ing-glass. Then “Hullo!”

			Quite in­vol­un­tar­ily, when I had thought of my port­manteau, I had flung up the left arm (fin­gers fully ex­ten­ded) and clutched at my dia­phragm with my right hand. I am an acutely self-con­scious man at all times. The ges­ture struck me as ab­so­lutely nov­el for me. I re­peated it, for my own sat­is­fac­tion. “Odd!” Then (rather puzzled) I turned to my port­manteau.

			After shav­ing, my mind re­ver­ted to the act­ing I had seen, and I en­ter­tained my­self be­fore the che­val glass with some im­it­a­tions of Jaf­feray’s more ex­ag­ger­ated ges­tures. “Really, one might think it a dis­ease,” I said—“Stage-Walkit­is!” (There’s many a truth spoken in jest.) Then, if I re­mem­ber rightly, I went off to see Wembly, and af­ter­wards lunched at the Brit­ish Mu­seum with De­lia. We ac­tu­ally spoke about our pro­spects, in the light of my new ap­point­ment.

			But that ap­point­ment was the be­gin­ning of my down­fall. From that day I ne­ces­sar­ily be­came a per­sist­ent theatre­go­er, and al­most in­sens­ibly I began to change. The next thing I no­ticed after the ges­ture about the razor was to catch my­self bow­ing in­ef­fably when I met De­lia, and stoop­ing in an old-fash­ioned, courtly way over her hand. Dir­ectly I caught my­self, I straightened my­self up and be­came very un­com­fort­able. I re­mem­ber she looked at me curi­ously. Then, in the of­fice, I found my­self do­ing “nervous busi­ness,” fin­gers on teeth, when Barn­aby asked me a ques­tion I could not very well an­swer. Then, in some tri­fling dif­fer­ence with De­lia, I clasped my hand to my brow. And I pranced through my so­cial trans­ac­tions at times sin­gu­larly like an act­or! I tried not to—no one could be more keenly alive to the ar­rant ab­surdity of the his­tri­on­ic bear­ing. And I did!

			It began to dawn on me what it all meant. The act­ing, I saw, was too much for my del­ic­ately-strung nervous sys­tem. I have al­ways, I know, been too amen­able to the sug­ges­tions of my cir­cum­stances. Night after night of con­cen­trated at­ten­tion to the con­ven­tion­al at­ti­tudes and in­ton­a­tion of the Eng­lish stage was gradu­ally af­fect­ing my speech and car­riage. I was giv­ing way to the in­fec­tion of sym­path­et­ic im­it­a­tion. Night after night my plastic nervous sys­tem took the print of some new amaz­ing ges­ture, some new emo­tion­al ex­ag­ger­a­tion—and re­tained it. A kind of the­at­ric­al ven­eer threatened to plate over and ob­lit­er­ate my private in­di­vidu­al­ity al­to­geth­er. I saw my­self in a kind of vis­ion. Sit­ting by my­self one night, my new self seemed to me to glide, pos­ing and ges­tic­u­lat­ing, across the room. He clutched his throat, he opened his fin­gers, he opened his legs in walk­ing like a high-class ma­ri­on­ette. He went from at­ti­tude to at­ti­tude. He might have been clock­work. Dir­ectly after this I made an in­ef­fec­tu­al at­tempt to resign my the­at­ric­al work. But Barn­aby per­sisted in talk­ing about the Poly­w­hiddle Di­vorce all the time I was with him, and I could get no op­por­tun­ity of say­ing what I wished.

			And then De­lia’s man­ner began to change to­wards me. The ease of our in­ter­course van­ished. I felt she was learn­ing to dis­like me. I grinned, and capered, and scowled, and posed at her in a thou­sand ways, and knew—with what a voice­less agony!—that I did it all the time. I tried to resign again, and Barn­aby talked about “X” and “Z” and “Y” in the New Re­view, and gave me a strong ci­gar to smoke, and so routed me. And then I walked up the As­syr­i­an Gal­lery in the man­ner of Irving to meet De­lia, and so pre­cip­it­ated the crisis.

			“Ah!—Dear!” I said, with more spright­li­ness and emo­tion in my voice than had ever been in all my life be­fore I be­came (to my own un­do­ing) a Dra­mat­ic Crit­ic.

			She held out her hand rather coldly, scru­tin­ising my face as she did so. I pre­pared, with a new-won grace, to walk by her side. “Egbert,” she said, stand­ing still, and thought. Then she looked at me.

			I said noth­ing. I felt what was com­ing. I tried to be the old Egbert Crad­dock Cum­mins of sham­bling gait and stam­mer­ing sin­cer­ity, whom she loved, but I felt even as I did so that I was a new thing, a thing of sur­ging emo­tions and mys­ter­i­ous fix­ity—like no hu­man be­ing that ever lived, ex­cept upon the stage. “Egbert,” she said, “you are not your­self.”

			“Ah!” In­vol­un­tar­ily I clutched my dia­phragm and aver­ted my head (as is the way with them).

			“There!” she said.

			“What do you mean?” I said, whis­per­ing in vo­cal it­al­ics—you know how they do it—turn­ing on her, per­plex­ity on face, right hand down, left on brow. I knew quite well what she meant. I knew quite well the dra­mat­ic un­real­ity of my be­ha­viour. But I struggled against it in vain. “What do you mean?” I said, and, in a kind of hoarse whis­per, “I don’t un­der­stand!”

			She really looked as though she dis­liked me. “What do you keep on pos­ing for?” she said. “I don’t like it. You didn’t use to.”

			“Didn’t use to!” I said slowly, re­peat­ing this twice. I glared up and down the gal­lery with short, sharp glances. “We are alone,” I said swiftly. “Listen!” I poked my fore­finger to­wards her, and glared at her. “I am un­der a curse.”

			I saw her hand tight­en upon her sun­shade. “You are un­der some bad in­flu­ence or oth­er,” said De­lia. “You should give it up. I nev­er knew any­one change as you have done.”

			“De­lia!” I said, lapsing in­to the pathet­ic. “Pity me, Augh! De­lia! Pit—y me!”

			She eyed me crit­ic­ally. “Why you keep play­ing the fool like this I don’t know,” she said. “Any­how, I really can­not go about with a man who be­haves as you do. You made us both ri­dicu­lous on Wed­nes­day. Frankly, I dis­like you, as you are now. I met you here to tell you so—as it’s about the only place where we can be sure of be­ing alone to­geth­er—”

			“De­lia!” said I, with in­tens­ity, knuckles of clenched hands white. “You don’t mean—”

			“I do,” said De­lia. “A wo­man’s lot is sad enough at the best of times. But with you—”

			I clapped my hand on my brow.

			“So, good­bye,” said De­lia, without emo­tion.

			“Oh, De­lia!” I said. “Not this?”

			“Good­bye, Mr. Cum­mins,” she said.

			By a vi­ol­ent ef­fort I con­trolled my­self and touched her hand. I tried to say some word of ex­plan­a­tion to her. She looked in­to my work­ing face and winced. “I must do it,” she said hope­lessly. Then she turned from me and began walk­ing rap­idly down the gal­lery.

			Heav­ens! How the hu­man agony cried with­in me! I loved De­lia. But noth­ing found ex­pres­sion—I was already too deeply crus­ted with my ac­quired self.

			“Good-baye!” I said at last, watch­ing her re­treat­ing fig­ure. How I hated my­self for do­ing it! After she had van­ished, I re­peated in a dreamy way, “Good-baye!” look­ing hope­lessly round me. Then, with a kind of heart­broken cry, I shook my clenched fists in the air, staggered to the ped­es­tal of a winged fig­ure, bur­ied my face in my arms, and made my shoulders heave. Some­thing with­in me said “Ass!” as I did so. (I had the greatest dif­fi­culty in per­suad­ing the Mu­seum po­lice­man, who was at­trac­ted by my cry of agony, that I was not in­tox­ic­ated, but merely suf­fer­ing from a tran­si­ent in­dis­pos­i­tion.)

			But even this great sor­row has not availed to save me from my fate. I see it; every­one sees it: I grow more “the­at­ric­al” every day. And no one could be more pain­fully aware of the pun­gent sil­li­ness of the­at­ric­al ways. The quiet, nervous, but pleas­ing E. C. Cum­mins van­ishes. I can­not save him. I am driv­en like a dead leaf be­fore the winds of March. My tail­or even enters in­to the spir­it of my dis­order. He has a pe­cu­li­ar sense of what is fit­ting. I tried to get a dull grey suit from him this spring, and he fois­ted a bril­liant blue upon me, and I see he has put braid down the sides of my new dress trousers. My hairdress­er in­sists upon giv­ing me a “wave.”

			I am be­gin­ning to as­so­ci­ate with act­ors. I de­test them, but it is only in their com­pany that I can feel I am not glar­ingly con­spicu­ous. Their talk in­fects me. I no­tice a grow­ing tend­ency to dra­mat­ic brev­ity, to dashes and pauses in my style, to a punc­tu­ation of bows and at­ti­tudes. Barn­aby has re­marked it too. I of­fen­ded Wembly by call­ing him “Dear Boy” yes­ter­day. I dread the end, but I can­not es­cape from it.

			The fact is, I am be­ing ob­lit­er­ated. Liv­ing a grey, re­tired life all my youth, I came to the theatre a del­ic­ate sketch of a man, a thing of tints and faint lines. Their gor­geous col­our­ing has ef­faced me al­to­geth­er. People for­get how much mode of ex­pres­sion, meth­od of move­ment, are a mat­ter of con­ta­gion. I have heard of stage-struck people be­fore, and thought it a fig­ure of speech. I spoke of it jest­ingly, as a dis­ease. It is no jest. It is a dis­ease. And I have got it badly! Deep down with­in me I protest against the wrong done to my per­son­al­ity—un­avail­ingly. For three hours or more a week I have to go and con­cen­trate my at­ten­tion on some fresh play, and the sug­ges­tions of the drama strengthen their aw­ful hold upon me. My man­ners grow so flam­boy­ant, my pas­sions so pro­fes­sion­al, that I doubt, as I said at the out­set, wheth­er it is really my­self that be­haves in such a man­ner. I feel merely the core to this dra­mat­ic cas­ing, that grows thick­er and presses upon me—me and mine. I feel like King John’s ab­bot in his cope of lead.

			I doubt, in­deed, wheth­er I should not aban­don the struggle al­to­geth­er—leave this sad world of or­din­ary life for which I am so ill fit­ted, aban­don the name of Cum­mins for some pro­fes­sion­al pseud­onym, com­plete my self-ef­face­ment, and—a thing of tricks and tat­ters, of pos­ing and pre­tence—go upon the stage. It seems my only re­sort—“to hold the mir­ror up to Nature.” For in the or­din­ary life, I will con­fess, no one now seems to re­gard me as both sane and sober. Only upon the stage, I feel con­vinced, will people take me ser­i­ously. That will be the end of it. I know that will be the end of it. And yet … I will frankly con­fess … all that marks off your act­or from your com­mon man … I de­test. I am still largely of my Aunt Char­lotte’s opin­ion, that play­act­ing is un­worthy of a pure-minded man’s at­ten­tion, much more par­ti­cip­a­tion. Even now I would resign my dra­mat­ic cri­ti­cism and try a rest. Only I can’t get hold of Barn­aby. Let­ters of resig­na­tion he nev­er no­tices. He says it is against the etiquette of journ­al­ism to write to your Ed­it­or. And when I go to see him, he gives me an­oth­er big ci­gar and some strong whisky and soda, and then some­thing al­ways turns up to pre­vent my ex­plan­a­tion.

		
	
		
			The Story of the Inexperienced Ghost

			The scene amidst which Clayton told his last story comes back very vividly to my mind. There he sat, for the great­er part of the time, in the corner of the au­then­t­ic settle by the spa­cious open fire, and Sander­son sat be­side him smoking the Brose­ley clay that bore his name. There was Evans, and that mar­vel among act­ors, Wish, who is also a mod­est man. We had all come down to the Mer­maid Club that Sat­urday morn­ing, ex­cept Clayton, who had slept there overnight—which in­deed gave him the open­ing of his story. We had golfed un­til golf­ing was in­vis­ible; we had dined, and we were in that mood of tran­quil kind­li­ness when men will suf­fer a story. When Clayton began to tell one, we nat­ur­ally sup­posed he was ly­ing. It may be that in­deed he was ly­ing—of that the read­er will speedily be able to judge as well as I. He began, it is true, with an air of mat­ter-of-fact an­ec­dote, but that we thought was only the in­cur­able ar­ti­fice of the man.

			“I say!” he re­marked, after a long con­sid­er­a­tion of the up­ward rain of sparks from the log that Sander­son had thumped, “you know I was alone here last night?”

			“Ex­cept for the do­mest­ics,” said Wish.

			“Who sleep in the oth­er wing,” said Clayton. “Yes. Well—” He pulled at his ci­gar for some little time as though he still hes­it­ated about his con­fid­ence. Then he said, quite quietly, “I caught a ghost!”

			“Caught a ghost, did you?” said Sander­son. “Where is it?”

			And Evans, who ad­mires Clayton im­mensely and has been four weeks in Amer­ica, shouted, “Caught a ghost, did you, Clayton? I’m glad of it! Tell us all about it right now.”

			Clayton said he would in a minute, and asked him to shut the door.

			He looked apo­lo­get­ic­ally at me. “There’s no eaves­drop­ping of course, but we don’t want to up­set our very ex­cel­lent ser­vice with any ru­mours of ghosts in the place. There’s too much shad­ow and oak pan­el­ling to trifle with that. And this, you know, wasn’t a reg­u­lar ghost. I don’t think it will come again—ever.”

			“You mean to say you didn’t keep it?” said Sander­son.

			“I hadn’t the heart to,” said Clayton.

			And Sander­son said he was sur­prised.

			We laughed, and Clayton looked ag­grieved. “I know,” he said, with the flick­er of a smile, “but the fact is it really was a ghost, and I’m as sure of it as I am that I am talk­ing to you now. I’m not jok­ing. I mean what I say.”

			Sander­son drew deeply at his pipe, with one red­dish eye on Clayton, and then emit­ted a thin jet of smoke more elo­quent than many words.

			Clayton ig­nored the com­ment. “It is the strangest thing that has ever happened in my life. You know, I nev­er be­lieved in ghosts or any­thing of the sort, be­fore, ever; and then, you know, I bag one in a corner; and the whole busi­ness is in my hands.”

			He med­it­ated still more pro­foundly, and pro­duced and began to pierce a second ci­gar with a curi­ous little stab­ber he af­fected.

			“You talked to it?” asked Wish.

			“For the space, prob­ably, of an hour.”

			“Chatty?” I said, join­ing the party of the scep­tics.

			“The poor dev­il was in trouble,” said Clayton, bowed over his ci­gar-end and with the very faintest note of re­proof.

			“Sob­bing?” someone asked.

			Clayton heaved a real­ist­ic sigh at the memory. “Good Lord!” he said; “yes.” And then, “Poor fel­low! yes.”

			“Where did you strike it?” asked Evans, in his best Amer­ic­an ac­cent.

			“I nev­er real­ised,” said Clayton, ig­nor­ing him, “the poor sort of thing a ghost might be,” and he hung us up again for a time, while he sought for matches in his pock­et and lit and warmed to his ci­gar.

			“I took an ad­vant­age,” he re­flec­ted at last.

			We were none of us in a hurry. “A char­ac­ter,” he said, “re­mains just the same char­ac­ter for all that it’s been dis­em­bod­ied. That’s a thing we too of­ten for­get. People with a cer­tain strength or fix­ity of pur­pose may have ghosts of a cer­tain strength and fix­ity of pur­pose—most haunt­ing ghosts, you know, must be as one-idea’d as mono­ma­ni­acs and as ob­stin­ate as mules to come back again and again. This poor creature wasn’t.” He sud­denly looked up rather queerly, and his eye went round the room. “I say it,” he said, “in all kind­li­ness, but that is the plain truth of the case. Even at the first glance he struck me as weak.”

			He punc­tu­ated with the help of his ci­gar.

			“I came upon him, you know, in the long pas­sage. His back was to­wards me and I saw him first. Right off I knew him for a ghost. He was trans­par­ent and whit­ish; clean through his chest I could see the glim­mer of the little win­dow at the end. And not only his physique but his at­ti­tude struck me as be­ing weak. He looked, you know, as though he didn’t know in the slight­est whatever he meant to do. One hand was on the pan­el­ling and the oth­er fluttered to his mouth. Like—so!”

			“What sort of physique?” said Sander­son.

			“Lean. You know that sort of young man’s neck that has two great flut­ings down the back, here and here—so! And a little, mean­ish head with scrubby hair—And rather bad ears. Shoulders bad, nar­row­er than the hips; turndown col­lar, ready-made short jack­et, trousers baggy and a little frayed at the heels. That’s how he took me. I came very quietly up the stair­case. I did not carry a light, you know—the candles are on the land­ing table and there is that lamp—and I was in my list slip­pers, and I saw him as I came up. I stopped dead at that—tak­ing him in. I wasn’t a bit afraid. I think that in most of these af­fairs one is nev­er nearly so afraid or ex­cited as one ima­gines one would be. I was sur­prised and in­ter­ested. I thought, ‘Good Lord! Here’s a ghost at last! And I haven’t be­lieved for a mo­ment in ghosts dur­ing the last five-and-twenty years.’ ”

			“Um,” said Wish.

			“I sup­pose I wasn’t on the land­ing a mo­ment be­fore he found out I was there. He turned on me sharply, and I saw the face of an im­ma­ture young man, a weak nose, a scrubby little mous­tache, a feeble chin. So for an in­stant we stood—he look­ing over his shoulder at me and re­garded one an­oth­er. Then he seemed to re­mem­ber his high call­ing. He turned round, drew him­self up, pro­jec­ted his face, raised his arms, spread his hands in ap­proved ghost fash­ion—came to­wards me. As he did so his little jaw dropped, and he emit­ted a faint, drawn-out ‘Boo.’ No, it wasn’t—not a bit dread­ful. I’d dined. I’d had a bottle of cham­pagne, and be­ing all alone, per­haps two or three—per­haps even four or five—whiskies, so I was as sol­id as rocks and no more frightened than if I’d been as­sailed by a frog. ‘Boo!’ I said. ‘Non­sense. You don’t be­long to this place. What are you do­ing here?’

			“I could see him wince. ‘Boo-oo,’ he said.

			“ ’Boo—be hanged! Are you a mem­ber?’ I said; and just to show I didn’t care a pin for him I stepped through a corner of him and made to light my candle. ‘Are you a mem­ber?’ I re­peated, look­ing at him side­ways.

			“He moved a little so as to stand clear of me, and his bear­ing be­came crest­fal­len. ‘No,’ he said, in an­swer to the per­sist­ent in­ter­rog­a­tion of my eye; ‘I’m not a mem­ber—I’m a ghost.’

			“ ‘Well, that doesn’t give you the run of the Mer­maid Club. Is there any­one you want to see, or any­thing of that sort?’ and do­ing it as stead­ily as pos­sible for fear that he should mis­take the care­less­ness of whisky for the dis­trac­tion of fear, I got my candle alight. I turned on him, hold­ing it. ‘What are you do­ing here?’ I said.

			“He had dropped his hands and stopped his boo­ing, and there he stood, abashed and awk­ward, the ghost of a weak, silly, aim­less young man. ‘I’m haunt­ing,’ he said.

			“ ‘You haven’t any busi­ness to,’ I said in a quiet voice.

			“ ‘I’m a ghost,’ he said, as if in de­fence.

			“ ‘That may be, but you haven’t any busi­ness to haunt here. This is a re­spect­able private club; people of­ten stop here with nurse­maids and chil­dren, and, go­ing about in the care­less way you do, some poor little mite could eas­ily come upon you and be scared out of her wits. I sup­pose you didn’t think of that?’

			“ ‘No, sir,’ he said, ‘I didn’t.’

			“ ‘You should have done. You haven’t any claim on the place, have you? Wer­en’t murdered here, or any­thing of that sort?’

			“ ‘None, sir; but I thought as it was old and oak-pan­elled—’

			“ ‘That’s no ex­cuse.’ I re­garded him firmly. ‘Your com­ing here is a mis­take,’ I said, in a tone of friendly su­peri­or­ity. I feigned to see if I had my matches, and then looked up at him frankly. ‘If I were you I wouldn’t wait for cock­crow—I’d van­ish right away.’

			“He looked em­bar­rassed. ‘The fact is, sir—’ he began.

			“ ‘I’d van­ish,’ I said, driv­ing it home.

			“ ‘The fact is, sir, that—some­how—I can’t.’

			“ ‘You can’t?’

			“ ‘No, sir. There’s some­thing I’ve for­got­ten. I’ve been hanging about here since mid­night last night, hid­ing in the cup­boards of the empty bed­rooms and things like that. I’m flur­ried. I’ve nev­er come haunt­ing be­fore, and it seems to put me out.’

			“ ‘Put you out?’

			“ ‘Yes, sir. I’ve tried to do it sev­er­al times, and it doesn’t come off. There’s some little thing has slipped me, and I can’t get back.’

			“That, you know, rather bowled me over. He looked at me in such an ab­ject way that for the life of me I couldn’t keep up quite the high, hec­tor­ing vein I had ad­op­ted. ‘That’s queer,’ I said, and as I spoke I fan­cied I heard someone mov­ing about down be­low. ‘Come in­to my room and tell me more about it,’ I said. ‘I didn’t, of course, un­der­stand this,’ and I tried to take him by the arm. But, of course, you might as well have tried to take hold of a puff of smoke! I had for­got­ten my num­ber, I think; any­how, I re­mem­ber go­ing in­to sev­er­al bed­rooms—it was lucky I was the only soul in that wing—un­til I saw my traps. ‘Here we are,’ I said, and sat down in the arm­chair; ‘sit down and tell me all about it. It seems to me you have got your­self in­to a jolly awk­ward po­s­i­tion, old chap.’

			“Well, he said he wouldn’t sit down! he’d prefer to flit up and down the room if it was all the same to me. And so he did, and in a little while we were deep in a long and ser­i­ous talk. And presently, you know, some­thing of those whiskies and so­das evap­or­ated out of me, and I began to real­ise just a little what a thun­der­ing rum and weird busi­ness it was that I was in. There he was, semitrans­par­ent—the prop­er con­ven­tion­al phantom, and noise­less ex­cept for his ghost of a voice—flit­ting to and fro in that nice, clean, chintz-hung old bed­room. You could see the gleam of the cop­per can­dle­sticks through him, and the lights on the brass fend­er, and the corners of the framed en­grav­ings on the wall—and there he was telling me all about this wretched little life of his that had re­cently ended on Earth. He hadn’t a par­tic­u­larly hon­est face, you know, but be­ing trans­par­ent, of course, he couldn’t avoid telling the truth.”

			“Eh?” said Wish, sud­denly sit­ting up in his chair.

			“What?” said Clayton.

			“Be­ing trans­par­ent—couldn’t avoid telling the truth—I don’t see it,” said Wish.

			“I don’t see it,” said Clayton, with in­im­it­able as­sur­ance. “But it is so, I can as­sure you nev­er­the­less. I don’t be­lieve he got once a nail’s breadth off the Bible truth. He told me how he had been killed—he went down in­to a Lon­don base­ment with a candle to look for a leak­age of gas—and de­scribed him­self as a seni­or Eng­lish mas­ter in a Lon­don private school when that re­lease oc­curred.”

			“Poor wretch!” said I.

			“That’s what I thought, and the more he talked the more I thought it. There he was, pur­pose­less in life and pur­pose­less out of it. He talked of his fath­er and moth­er and his school­mas­ter, and all who had ever been any­thing to him in the world, meanly. He had been too sens­it­ive, too nervous; none of them had ever val­ued him prop­erly or un­der­stood him, he said. He had nev­er had a real friend in the world, I think; he had nev­er had a suc­cess. He had shirked games and failed ex­am­in­a­tions. ‘It’s like that with some people,’ he said; ‘whenev­er I got in­to the ex­am­in­a­tion-room or any­where everything seemed to go.’ En­gaged to be mar­ried of course—to an­oth­er over­sens­it­ive per­son, I sup­pose—when the in­dis­cre­tion with the gas es­cape ended his af­fairs. ‘And where are you now?’ I asked. ‘Not in—?’

			“He wasn’t clear on that point at all. The im­pres­sion he gave me was of a sort of vague, in­ter­me­di­ate state, a spe­cial re­serve for souls too nonex­ist­ent for any­thing so pos­it­ive as either sin or vir­tue. I don’t know. He was much too egot­ist­ic­al and un­ob­serv­ant to give me any clear idea of the kind of place, kind of coun­try, there is on the oth­er side of things. Wherever he was, he seems to have fallen in with a set of kindred spir­its: ghosts of weak Cock­ney young men, who were on a foot­ing of Chris­ti­an names, and among these there was cer­tainly a lot of talk about ‘go­ing haunt­ing’ and things like that. Yes—go­ing haunt­ing! They seemed to think ‘haunt­ing’ a tre­mend­ous ad­ven­ture, and most of them funked it all the time. And so primed, you know, he had come.”

			“But really!” said Wish to the fire.

			“These are the im­pres­sions he gave me, any­how,” said Clayton, mod­estly. “I may, of course, have been in a rather un­crit­ic­al state, but that was the sort of back­ground he gave to him­self. He kept flit­ting up and down, with his thin voice go­ing talk­ing, talk­ing about his wretched self, and nev­er a word of clear, firm state­ment from first to last. He was thin­ner and sil­li­er and more point­less than if he had been real and alive. Only then, you know, he would not have been in my bed­room here—if he had been alive. I should have kicked him out.”

			“Of course,” said Evans, “there are poor mor­tals like that.”

			“And there’s just as much chance of their hav­ing ghosts as the rest of us,” I ad­mit­ted.

			“What gave a sort of point to him, you know, was the fact that he did seem with­in lim­its to have found him­self out. The mess he had made of haunt­ing had de­pressed him ter­ribly. He had been told it would be a ‘lark’; he had come ex­pect­ing it to be a ‘lark,’ and here it was, noth­ing but an­oth­er fail­ure ad­ded to his re­cord! He pro­claimed him­self an ut­ter out-and-out fail­ure. He said, and I can quite be­lieve it, that he had nev­er tried to do any­thing all his life that he hadn’t made a per­fect mess of—and through all the wastes of etern­ity he nev­er would. If he had had sym­pathy, per­haps—He paused at that, and stood re­gard­ing me. He re­marked that, strange as it might seem to me, nobody, not any­one, ever, had giv­en him the amount of sym­pathy I was do­ing now. I could see what he wanted straight away, and I de­term­ined to head him off at once. I may be a brute, you know, but be­ing the only real friend, the re­cip­i­ent of the con­fid­ences of one of these egot­ist­ic­al weak­lings, ghost or body, is bey­ond my phys­ic­al en­dur­ance. I got up briskly. ‘Don’t you brood on these things too much,’ I said. ‘The thing you’ve got to do is to get out of this get out of this—sharp. You pull your­self to­geth­er and try.’ ‘I can’t,’ he said. ‘You try,’ I said, and try he did.”

			“Try!” said Sander­son. “How?”

			“Passes,” said Clayton.

			“Passes?”

			“Com­plic­ated series of ges­tures and passes with the hands. That’s how he had come in and that’s how he had to get out again. Lord! what a busi­ness I had!”

			“But how could any series of passes—?” I began.

			“My dear man,” said Clayton, turn­ing on me and put­ting a great em­phas­is on cer­tain words, “you want everything clear. I don’t know how. All I know is that you do—that he did, any­how, at least. After a fear­ful time, you know, he got his passes right and sud­denly dis­ap­peared.”

			“Did you,” said Sander­son, slowly, “ob­serve the passes?”

			“Yes,” said Clayton, and seemed to think. “It was tre­mend­ously queer,” he said. “There we were, I and this thin vague ghost, in that si­lent room, in this si­lent, empty inn, in this si­lent little Fri­day-night town. Not a sound ex­cept our voices and a faint pant­ing he made when he swung. There was the bed­room candle, and one candle on the dress­ing-table alight, that was all—some­times one or oth­er would flare up in­to a tall, lean, as­ton­ished flame for a space. And queer things happened. ‘I can’t,’ he said; ‘I shall nev­er—!’ And sud­denly he sat down on a little chair at the foot of the bed and began to sob and sob. Lord! what a har­row­ing, whim­per­ing thing he seemed!

			“ ‘You pull your­self to­geth­er,’ I said, and tried to pat him on the back, and … my con­foun­ded hand went through him! By that time, you know, I wasn’t nearly so—massive as I had been on the land­ing. I got the queer­ness of it full. I re­mem­ber snatch­ing back my hand out of him, as it were, with a little thrill, and walk­ing over to the dress­ing-table. ‘You pull your­self to­geth­er,’ I said to him, ‘and try.’ And in or­der to en­cour­age and help him I began to try as well.”

			“What!” said Sander­son, “the passes?”

			“Yes, the passes.”

			“But—” I said, moved by an idea that eluded me for a space.

			“This is in­ter­est­ing,” said Sander­son, with his fin­ger in his pipe-bowl. “You mean to say this ghost of yours gave away—”

			“Did his level best to give away the whole con­foun­ded bar­ri­er? Yes.”

			“He didn’t,” said Wish; “he couldn’t. Or you’d have gone there too.”

			“That’s pre­cisely it,” I said, find­ing my elu­sive idea put in­to words for me.

			“That is pre­cisely it,” said Clayton, with thought­ful eyes upon the fire.

			For just a little while there was si­lence.

			“And at last he did it?” said Sander­son.

			“At last he did it. I had to keep him up to it hard, but he did it at last—rather sud­denly. He des­paired, we had a scene, and then he got up ab­ruptly and asked me to go through the whole per­form­ance, slowly, so that he might see. ‘I be­lieve,’ he said, ‘if I could see I should spot what was wrong at once.’ And he did. ‘I know,’ he said. ‘What do you know?’ said I. ‘I know,’ he re­peated. Then he said, peev­ishly, ‘I can’t do it if you look at me—I really can’t; it’s been that, partly, all along. I’m such a nervous fel­low that you put me out.’ Well, we had a bit of an ar­gu­ment. Nat­ur­ally I wanted to see; but he was as ob­stin­ate as a mule, and sud­denly I had come over as tired as a dog—he tired me out. ‘All right,’ I said, ‘I won’t look at you,’ and turned to­wards the mir­ror, on the ward­robe, by the bed.

			“He star­ted off very fast. I tried to fol­low him by look­ing in the look­ing-glass, to see just what it was had hung. Round went his arms and his hands, so, and so, and so, and then with a rush came to the last ges­ture of all—you stand erect and open out your arms—and so, don’t you know, he stood. And then he didn’t! He didn’t! He wasn’t! I wheeled round from the look­ing-glass to him. There was noth­ing, I was alone, with the flar­ing candles and a stag­ger­ing mind. What had happened? Had any­thing happened? Had I been dream­ing? … And then, with an ab­surd note of fi­nal­ity about it, the clock upon the land­ing dis­covered the mo­ment was ripe for strik­ing one. So!—Ping! And I was as grave and sober as a judge, with all my cham­pagne and whisky gone in­to the vast se­rene. Feel­ing queer, you know—con­foun­dedly queer! Queer! Good Lord!”

			He re­garded his ci­gar-ash for a mo­ment. “That’s all that happened,” he said.

			“And then you went to bed?” asked Evans.

			“What else was there to do?”

			I looked Wish in the eye. We wanted to scoff, and there was some­thing, some­thing per­haps in Clayton’s voice and man­ner, that hampered our de­sire.

			“And about these passes?” said Sander­son.

			“I be­lieve I could do them now.”

			“Oh!” said Sander­son, and pro­duced a pen­knife and set him­self to grub the dot­tel out of the bowl of his clay.

			“Why don’t you do them now?” said Sander­son, shut­ting his pen­knife with a click.

			“That’s what I’m go­ing to do,” said Clayton.

			“They won’t work,” said Evans.

			“If they do—” I sug­ges­ted.

			“You know, I’d rather you didn’t,” said Wish, stretch­ing out his legs.

			“Why?” asked Evans.

			“I’d rather he didn’t,” said Wish.

			“But he hasn’t got ’em right,” said Sander­son, plug­ging too much to­bacco in his pipe.

			“All the same, I’d rather he didn’t,” said Wish.

			We ar­gued with Wish. He said that for Clayton to go through those ges­tures was like mock­ing a ser­i­ous mat­ter. “But you don’t be­lieve—?” I said. Wish glanced at Clayton, who was star­ing in­to the fire, weigh­ing some­thing in his mind. “I do—more than half, any­how, I do,” said Wish.

			“Clayton,” said I, “you’re too good a li­ar for us. Most of it was all right. But that dis­ap­pear­ance … happened to be con­vin­cing. Tell us, it’s a tale of cock and bull.”

			He stood up without heed­ing me, took the middle of the hearth­rug, and faced me. For a mo­ment he re­garded his feet thought­fully, and then for all the rest of the time his eyes were on the op­pos­ite wall, with an in­tent ex­pres­sion. He raised his two hands slowly to the level of his eyes and so began …

			Now, Sander­son is a Free­ma­son, a mem­ber of the lodge of the Four Kings, which de­votes it­self so ably to the study and elu­cid­a­tion of all the mys­ter­ies of Ma­sonry past and present, and among the stu­dents of this lodge Sander­son is by no means the least. He fol­lowed Clayton’s mo­tions with a sin­gu­lar in­terest in his red­dish eye. “That’s not bad,” he said, when it was done. “You really do, you know, put things to­geth­er, Clayton, in a most amaz­ing fash­ion. But there’s one little de­tail out.”

			“I know,” said Clayton. “I be­lieve I could tell you which.”

			“Well?”

			“This,” said Clayton, and did a queer little twist and writh­ing and thrust of the hands.

			“Yes.”

			“That, you know, was what he couldn’t get right,” said Clayton. “But how do you—?”

			“Most of this busi­ness, and par­tic­u­larly how you in­ven­ted it, I don’t un­der­stand at all,” said Sander­son, “but just that phase—I do.” He re­flec­ted. “These hap­pen to be a series of ges­tures—con­nec­ted with a cer­tain branch of eso­ter­ic Ma­sonry. Prob­ably you know. Or else—how?” He re­flec­ted still fur­ther. “I do not see I can do any harm in telling you just the prop­er twist. After all, if you know, you know; if you don’t, you don’t.”

			“I know noth­ing,” said Clayton, “ex­cept what the poor dev­il let out last night.”

			“Well, any­how,” said Sander­son, and placed his church­warden very care­fully upon the shelf over the fire­place. Then very rap­idly he ges­tic­u­lated with his hands.

			“So?” said Clayton, re­peat­ing.

			“So,” said Sander­son, and took his pipe in hand again.

			“Ah, now,” said Clayton, “I can do the whole thing—right.”

			He stood up be­fore the wan­ing fire and smiled at us all. But I think there was just a little hes­it­a­tion in his smile. “If I be­gin—” he said.

			“I wouldn’t be­gin,” said Wish.

			“It’s all right!” said Evans. “Mat­ter is in­des­truct­ible. You don’t think any jig­gery-pokery of this sort is go­ing to snatch Clayton in­to the world of shades. Not it! You may try, Clayton, so far as I’m con­cerned, un­til your arms drop off at the wrists.”

			“I don’t be­lieve that,” said Wish, and stood up and put his arm on Clayton’s shoulder. “You’ve made me half be­lieve in that story some­how, and I don’t want to see the thing done!”

			“Good­ness!” said I, “here’s Wish frightened!”

			“I am,” said Wish, with real or ad­mir­ably feigned in­tens­ity. “I be­lieve that if he goes through these mo­tions right he’ll go.”

			“He’ll not do any­thing of the sort,” I cried. “There’s only one way out of this world for men, and Clayton is thirty years from that. Be­sides … And such a ghost! Do you think—?”

			Wish in­ter­rup­ted me by mov­ing. He walked out from among our chairs and stopped be­side the tole and stood there. “Clayton,” he said, “you’re a fool.”

			Clayton, with a hu­mor­ous light in his eyes, smiled back at him. “Wish,” he said, “is right and all you oth­ers are wrong. I shall go. I shall get to the end of these passes, and as the last swish whistles through the air, Presto!—this hearth­rug will be va­cant, the room will be blank amazement, and a re­spect­ably dressed gen­tle­man of fif­teen stone will plump in­to the world of shades. I’m cer­tain. So will you be. I de­cline to ar­gue fur­ther. Let the thing be tried.”

			“No,” said Wish, and made a step and ceased, and Clayton raised his hands once more to re­peat the spir­it’s passing.

			By that time, you know, we were all in a state of ten­sion—largely be­cause of the be­ha­viour of Wish. We sat all of us with our eyes on Clayton—I, at least, with a sort of tight, stiff feel­ing about me as though from the back of my skull to the middle of my thighs my body had been changed to steel. And there, with a grav­ity that was im­per­turb­ably se­rene, Clayton bowed and swayed and waved his hands and arms be­fore us. As he drew to­wards the end one piled up, one tingled in one’s teeth. The last ges­ture, I have said, was to swing the arms out wide open, with the face held up. And when at last he swung out to this clos­ing ges­ture I ceased even to breathe. It was ri­dicu­lous, of course, but you know that ghost-story feel­ing. It was after din­ner, in a queer, old shad­owy house. Would he, after all—?

			There he stood for one stu­pendous mo­ment, with his arms open and his up­turned face, as­sured and bright, in the glare of the hanging lamp. We hung through that mo­ment as if it were an age, and then came from all of us some­thing that was half a sigh of in­fin­ite re­lief and half a re­as­sur­ing “No!” For vis­ibly—he wasn’t go­ing. It was all non­sense. He had told an idle story, and car­ried it al­most to con­vic­tion, that was all! … And then in that mo­ment the face of Clayton, changed.

			It changed. It changed as a lit house changes when its lights are sud­denly ex­tin­guished. His eyes were sud­denly eyes that were fixed, his smile was frozen on his lips, and he stood there still. He stood there, very gently sway­ing.

			That mo­ment, too, was an age. And then, you know, chairs were scrap­ing, things were fall­ing, and we were all mov­ing. His knees seemed to give, and he fell for­ward, and Evans rose and caught him in his arms …

			It stunned us all. For a minute I sup­pose no one said a co­her­ent thing. We be­lieved it, yet could not be­lieve it … I came out of a muddled stu­pefac­tion to find my­self kneel­ing be­side him, and his vest and shirt were torn open, and Sander­son’s hand lay on his heart …

			Well—the simple fact be­fore us could very well wait our con­veni­ence; there was no hurry for us to com­pre­hend. It lay there for an hour; it lies athwart my memory, black and amaz­ing still, to this day. Clayton had, in­deed, passed in­to the world that lies so near to and so far from our own, and he had gone thith­er by the only road that mor­tal man may take. But wheth­er he did in­deed pass there by that poor ghost’s in­cant­a­tion, or wheth­er he was stricken sud­denly by apo­plexy in the midst of an idle tale—as the cor­on­er’s jury would have us be­lieve—is no mat­ter for my judging; it is just one of those in­ex­plic­able riddles that must re­main un­solved un­til the fi­nal solu­tion of all things shall come. All I cer­tainly know is that, in the very mo­ment, in the very in­stant, of con­clud­ing those passes, he changed, and staggered, and fell down be­fore us—dead!

		
	
		
			The Door in the Wall

			
				I

				One con­fid­en­tial even­ing, not three months ago, Li­onel Wal­lace told me this story of the Door in the Wall. And at the time I thought that so far as he was con­cerned it was a true story.

				He told it me with such a dir­ect sim­pli­city of con­vic­tion that I could not do oth­er­wise than be­lieve in him. But in the morn­ing, in my own flat, I woke to a dif­fer­ent at­mo­sphere, and as I lay in bed and re­called the things he had told me, stripped of the glam­our of his earn­est slow voice, de­nuded of the fo­cused, shaded table light, the shad­owy at­mo­sphere that wrapped about him and me, and the pleas­ant bright things, the dessert and glasses and napery of the din­ner we had shared, mak­ing them for the time a bright little world quite cut off from every­day real­it­ies, I saw it all as frankly in­cred­ible. “He was mys­ti­fy­ing!” I said, and then: “How well he did it! … It isn’t quite the thing I should have ex­pec­ted him, of all people, to do well.”

				Af­ter­wards as I sat up in bed and sipped my morn­ing tea, I found my­self try­ing to ac­count for the fla­vour of real­ity that per­plexed me in his im­possible re­min­is­cences, by sup­pos­ing they did in some way sug­gest, present, con­vey—I hardly know which word to use—ex­per­i­ences it was oth­er­wise im­possible to tell.

				Well, I don’t re­sort to that ex­plan­a­tion now. I have got over my in­ter­ven­ing doubts. I be­lieve now, as I be­lieved at the mo­ment of telling, that Wal­lace did to the very best of his abil­ity strip the truth of his secret for me. But wheth­er he him­self saw, or only thought he saw, wheth­er he him­self was the pos­sessor of an in­es­tim­able priv­ilege or the vic­tim of a fant­ast­ic dream, I can­not pre­tend to guess. Even the facts of his death, which ended my doubts forever, throw no light on that.

				That much the read­er must judge for him­self.

				I for­get now what chance com­ment or cri­ti­cism of mine moved so reti­cent a man to con­fide in me. He was, I think, de­fend­ing him­self against an im­puta­tion of slack­ness and un­re­li­ab­il­ity I had made in re­la­tion to a great pub­lic move­ment, in which he had dis­ap­poin­ted me. But he plunged sud­denly. “I have,” he said, “a pre­oc­cu­pa­tion—

				“I know,” he went on, after a pause, “I have been neg­li­gent. The fact is—it isn’t a case of ghosts or ap­par­i­tions—but—it’s an odd thing to tell of, Red­mond—I am haunted. I am haunted by some­thing—that rather takes the light out of things, that fills me with long­ings …”

				He paused, checked by that Eng­lish shy­ness that so of­ten over­comes us when we would speak of mov­ing or grave or beau­ti­ful things. “You were at Saint Aethel­stan’s all through,” he said, and for a mo­ment that seemed to me quite ir­rel­ev­ant. “Well—” and he paused. Then very halt­ingly at first, but af­ter­wards more eas­ily, he began to tell of the thing that was hid­den in his life, the haunt­ing memory of a beauty and a hap­pi­ness that filled his heart with in­sa­ti­able long­ings, that made all the in­terests and spec­tacle of worldly life seem dull and te­di­ous and vain to him.

				Now that I have the clue to it, the thing seems writ­ten vis­ibly in his face. I have a pho­to­graph in which that look of de­tach­ment has been caught and in­tens­i­fied. It re­minds me of what a wo­man once said of him—a wo­man who had loved him greatly. “Sud­denly,” she said, “the in­terest goes out of him. He for­gets you. He doesn’t care a rap for you—un­der his very nose …”

				Yet the in­terest was not al­ways out of him, and when he was hold­ing his at­ten­tion to a thing Wal­lace could con­trive to be an ex­tremely suc­cess­ful man. His ca­reer, in­deed, is set with suc­cesses. He left me be­hind him long ago: he soared up over my head, and cut a fig­ure in the world that I couldn’t cut—any­how. He was still a year short of forty, and they say now that he would have been in of­fice and very prob­ably in the new Cab­in­et if he had lived. At school he al­ways beat me without ef­fort—as it were by nature. We were at school to­geth­er at Saint Aethel­stan’s Col­lege in West Kens­ing­ton for al­most all our school-time. He came in­to the school as my co­equal, but he left far above me, in a blaze of schol­ar­ships and bril­liant per­form­ance. Yet I think I made a fair av­er­age run­ning. And it was at school I heard first of the “Door in the Wall”—that I was to hear of a second time only a month be­fore his death.

				To him at least the Door in the Wall was a real door, lead­ing through a real wall to im­mor­tal real­it­ies. Of that I am now quite as­sured.

				And it came in­to his life quite early, when he was a little fel­low between five and six. I re­mem­ber how, as he sat mak­ing his con­fes­sion to me with a slow grav­ity, he reasoned and reckoned the date of it. “There was,” he said, “a crim­son Vir­gin­ia creep­er in it—all one bright uni­form crim­son, in a clear am­ber sun­shine against a white wall. That came in­to the im­pres­sion some­how, though I don’t clearly re­mem­ber how, and there were horse-chest­nut leaves upon the clean pave­ment out­side the green door. They were blotched yel­low and green, you know, not brown nor dirty, so that they must have been new fallen. I take it that means Oc­to­ber. I look out for horse-chest­nut leaves every year and I ought to know.

				“If I’m right in that, I was about five years and four months old.”

				He was, he said, rather a pre­co­cious little boy—he learnt to talk at an ab­nor­mally early age, and he was so sane and “old-fash­ioned,” as people say, that he was per­mit­ted an amount of ini­ti­at­ive that most chil­dren scarcely at­tain by sev­en or eight. His moth­er died when he was two, and he was un­der the less vi­gil­ant and au­thor­it­at­ive care of a nurs­ery gov­erness. His fath­er was a stern, pre­oc­cu­pied law­yer, who gave him little at­ten­tion, and ex­pec­ted great things of him. For all his bright­ness he found life a little grey and dull, I think. And one day he wandered.

				He could not re­call the par­tic­u­lar neg­lect that en­abled him to get away, nor the course he took among the West Kens­ing­ton roads. All that had faded among the in­cur­able blurs of memory. But the white wall and the green door stood out quite dis­tinctly.

				As his memory of that child­ish ex­per­i­ence ran, he did at the very first sight of that door ex­per­i­ence a pe­cu­li­ar emo­tion, an at­trac­tion, a de­sire to get to the door and open it and walk in. And at the same time he had the clearest con­vic­tion that either it was un­wise or it was wrong of him—he could not tell which—to yield to this at­trac­tion. He in­sisted upon it as a curi­ous thing that he knew from the very be­gin­ning—un­less memory has played him the queerest trick—that the door was un­fastened, and that he could go in as he chose.

				I seem to see the fig­ure of that little boy, drawn and re­pelled. And it was very clear in his mind, too, though why it should be so was nev­er ex­plained, that his fath­er would be very angry if he went in through that door.

				Wal­lace de­scribed all these mo­ments of hes­it­a­tion to me with the ut­most par­tic­u­lar­ity. He went right past the door, and then, with his hands in his pock­ets and mak­ing an in­fant­ile at­tempt to whistle, strolled right along bey­ond the end of the wall. There he re­calls a num­ber of mean dirty shops, and par­tic­u­larly that of a plumb­er and dec­or­at­or with a dusty dis­order of earth­en­ware pipes, sheet lead, ball taps, pat­tern books of wall pa­per, and tins of enamel. He stood pre­tend­ing to ex­am­ine these things, and cov­et­ing, pas­sion­ately de­sir­ing, the green door.

				Then, he said, he had a gust of emo­tion. He made a run for it, lest hes­it­a­tion should grip him again; he went plump with out­stretched hand through the green door and let it slam be­hind him. And so, in a trice, he came in­to the garden that has haunted all his life.

				It was very dif­fi­cult for Wal­lace to give me his full sense of that garden in­to which he came.

				There was some­thing in the very air of it that ex­hil­ar­ated, that gave one a sense of light­ness and good hap­pen­ing and well-be­ing; there was some­thing in the sight of it that made all its col­our clean and per­fect and subtly lu­min­ous. In the in­stant of com­ing in­to it one was ex­quis­itely glad—as only in rare mo­ments, and when one is young and joy­ful one can be glad in this world. And everything was beau­ti­ful there …

				Wal­lace mused be­fore he went on telling me. “You see,” he said, with the doubt­ful in­flec­tion of a man who pauses at in­cred­ible things, “there were two great pan­thers there … Yes, spot­ted pan­thers. And I was not afraid. There was a long wide path with marble-edged flower bor­ders on either side, and these two huge vel­vety beasts were play­ing there with a ball. One looked up and came to­wards me, a little curi­ous as it seemed. It came right up to me, rubbed its soft round ear very gently against the small hand I held out, and purred. It was, I tell you, an en­chanted garden. I know. And the size? Oh! it stretched far and wide, this way and that. I be­lieve there were hills far away. Heav­en knows where West Kens­ing­ton had sud­denly got to. And some­how it was just like com­ing home.

				“You know, in the very mo­ment the door swung to be­hind me, I for­got the road with its fallen chest­nut leaves, its cabs and trades­men’s carts, I for­got the sort of grav­it­a­tion­al pull back to the dis­cip­line and obed­i­ence of home, I for­got all hes­it­a­tions and fear, for­got dis­cre­tion, for­got all the in­tim­ate real­it­ies of this life. I be­came in a mo­ment a very glad and won­der-happy little boy—in an­oth­er world. It was a world with a dif­fer­ent qual­ity, a warm­er, more pen­et­rat­ing and mel­low­er light, with a faint clear glad­ness in its air, and wisps of sun-touched cloud in the blue­ness of its sky. And be­fore me ran this long wide path, in­vit­ingly, with weed­less beds on either side, rich with un­ten­ded flowers, and these two great pan­thers. I put my little hands fear­lessly on their soft fur, and caressed their round ears and the sens­it­ive corners un­der their ears, and played with them, and it was as though they wel­comed me home. There was a keen sense of home­com­ing in my mind, and when presently a tall, fair girl ap­peared in the path­way and came to meet me, smil­ing, and said ‘Well?’ to me, and lif­ted me, and kissed me, and put me down, and led me by the hand, there was no amazement, but only an im­pres­sion of de­light­ful right­ness, of be­ing re­minded of happy things that had in some strange way been over­looked. There were broad red steps, I re­mem­ber, that came in­to view between spikes of del­phini­um, and up these we went to a great av­en­ue between very old and shady dark trees. All down this av­en­ue, you know, between the red chapped stems, were marble seats of hon­our and statu­ary, and very tame and friendly white doves …

				“Along this cool av­en­ue my girl friend led me, look­ing down—I re­call the pleas­ant lines, the finely-mod­elled chin of her sweet kind face—ask­ing me ques­tions in a soft, agree­able voice, and telling me things, pleas­ant things I know, though what they were I was nev­er able to re­call … Presently a little Capuchin mon­key, very clean, with a fur of ruddy brown and kindly hazel eyes, came down a tree to us and ran be­side me, look­ing up at me and grin­ning, and presently leapt to my shoulder. So we two went on our way in great hap­pi­ness.”

				He paused.

				“Go on,” I said.

				“I re­mem­ber little things. We passed an old man mus­ing among laurels, I re­mem­ber, and a place gay with para­keets, and came through a broad shaded colon­nade to a spa­cious cool palace, full of pleas­ant foun­tains, full of beau­ti­ful things, full of the qual­ity and prom­ise of heart’s de­sire. And there were many things and many people, some that still seem to stand out clearly and some that are a little vague; but all these people were beau­ti­ful and kind. In some way—I don’t know how—it was con­veyed to me that they all were kind to me, glad to have me there, and filling me with glad­ness by their ges­tures, by the touch of their hands, by the wel­come and love in their eyes. Yes—”

				He mused for a while. “Play­mates I found there. That was very much to me, be­cause I was a lonely little boy. They played de­light­ful games in a grass-covered court where there was a sun­di­al set about with flowers. And as one played one loved …

				“But—it’s odd—there’s a gap in my memory. I don’t re­mem­ber the games we played. I nev­er re­membered. Af­ter­wards, as a child, I spent long hours try­ing, even with tears, to re­call the form of that hap­pi­ness. I wanted to play it all over again—in my nurs­ery—by my­self. No! All I re­mem­ber is the hap­pi­ness and two dear play­fel­lows who were most with me … Then presently came a sombre dark wo­man, with a grave, pale face and dreamy eyes, a sombre wo­man, wear­ing a soft long robe of pale purple, who car­ried a book, and beckoned and took me aside with her in­to a gal­lery above a hall—though my play­mates were loth to have me go, and ceased their game and stood watch­ing as I was car­ried away. Come back to us!’ they cried. ‘Come back to us soon!’ I looked up at her face, but she heeded them not at all. Her face was very gentle and grave. She took me to a seat in the gal­lery, and I stood be­side her, ready to look at her book as she opened it upon her knee. The pages fell open. She poin­ted, and I looked, mar­vel­ling, for in the liv­ing pages of that book I saw my­self; it was a story about my­self, and in it were all the things that had happened to me since ever I was born …

				“It was won­der­ful to me, be­cause the pages of that book were not pic­tures, you un­der­stand, but real­it­ies.”

				Wal­lace paused gravely—looked at me doubt­fully.

				“Go on,” I said. “I un­der­stand.”

				“They were real­it­ies—yes, they must have been; people moved and things came and went in them; my dear moth­er, whom I had near for­got­ten; then my fath­er, stern and up­right, the ser­vants, the nurs­ery, all the fa­mil­i­ar things of home. Then the front door and the busy streets, with traffic to and fro. I looked and mar­velled, and looked half doubt­fully again in­to the wo­man’s face and turned the pages over, skip­ping this and that, to see more of this book and more, and so at last I came to my­self hov­er­ing and hes­it­at­ing out­side the green door in the long white wall, and felt again the con­flict and the fear.

				“ ‘And next?’ I cried, and would have turned on, but the cool hand of the grave wo­man delayed me.

				“ ‘Next?’ I in­sisted, and struggled gently with her hand, pulling up her fin­gers with all my child­ish strength, and as she yiel­ded and the page came over she bent down upon me like a shad­ow and kissed my brow.

				“But the page did not show the en­chanted garden, nor the pan­thers, nor the girl who had led me by the hand, nor the play­fel­lows who had been so loth to let me go. It showed a long grey street in West Kens­ing­ton, in that chill hour of af­ter­noon be­fore the lamps are lit, and I was there, a wretched little fig­ure, weep­ing aloud, for all that I could do to re­strain my­self, and I was weep­ing be­cause I could not re­turn to my dear play­fel­lows who had called after me, ‘Come back to us! Come back to us soon!’ I was there. This was no page in a book, but harsh real­ity; that en­chanted place and the re­strain­ing hand of the grave moth­er at whose knee I stood had gone—whith­er had they gone?”

				He hal­ted again, and re­mained for a time star­ing in­to the fire.

				“Oh! the woe­ful­ness of that re­turn!” he mur­mured.

				“Well?” I said, after a minute or so.

				“Poor little wretch I was!—brought back to this grey world again! As I real­ised the full­ness of what had happened to me, I gave way to quite un­gov­ern­able grief. And the shame and hu­mi­li­ation of that pub­lic weep­ing and my dis­grace­ful home­com­ing re­main with me still. I see again the be­ne­vol­ent-look­ing old gen­tle­man in gold spec­tacles who stopped and spoke to me—prod­ding me first with his um­brella. ‘Poor little chap,’ said he; ‘and are you lost then?’—and me a Lon­don boy of five and more! And he must needs bring in a kindly young po­lice­man and make a crowd of me, and so march me home. Sob­bing, con­spicu­ous, and frightened, I came back from the en­chanted garden to the steps of my fath­er’s house.

				“That is as well as I can re­mem­ber my vis­ion of that garden—the garden that haunts me still. Of course, I can con­vey noth­ing of that in­des­crib­able qual­ity of trans­lu­cent un­real­ity, that dif­fer­ence from the com­mon things of ex­per­i­ence that hung about it all; but that—that is what happened. If it was a dream, I am sure it was a day­time and al­to­geth­er ex­traordin­ary dream … H’m!—nat­ur­ally there fol­lowed a ter­rible ques­tion­ing, by my aunt, my fath­er, the nurse, the gov­erness—every­one …

				“I tried to tell them, and my fath­er gave me my first thrash­ing for telling lies. When af­ter­wards I tried to tell my aunt, she pun­ished me again for my wicked per­sist­ence. Then, as I said, every­one was for­bid­den to listen to me, to hear a word about it. Even my fairytale books were taken away from me for a time—be­cause I was too ‘ima­gin­at­ive.’ Eh? Yes, they did that! My fath­er be­longed to the old school … And my story was driv­en back upon my­self. I whispered it to my pil­low—my pil­low that was of­ten damp and salt to my whis­per­ing lips with child­ish tears. And I ad­ded al­ways to my of­fi­cial and less fer­vent pray­ers this one heart­felt re­quest: ‘Please God I may dream of the garden. Oh! take me back to my garden!’ Take me back to my garden! I dreamt of­ten of the garden. I may have ad­ded to it, I may have changed it; I do not know … All this, you un­der­stand, is an at­tempt to re­con­struct from frag­ment­ary memor­ies a very early ex­per­i­ence. Between that and the oth­er con­sec­ut­ive memor­ies of my boy­hood there is a gulf. A time came when it seemed im­possible I should ever speak of that won­der glimpse again.”

				I asked an ob­vi­ous ques­tion.

				“No,” he said. “I don’t re­mem­ber that I ever at­temp­ted to find my way back to the garden in those early years. This seems odd to me now, but I think that very prob­ably a closer watch was kept on my move­ments after this mis­ad­ven­ture to pre­vent my go­ing astray. No, it wasn’t till you knew me that I tried for the garden again. And I be­lieve there was a peri­od—in­cred­ible as it seems now—when I for­got the garden al­to­geth­er—when I was about eight or nine it may have been. Do you re­mem­ber me as a kid at Saint Aethel­stan’s?”

				“Rather!”

				“I didn’t show any signs, did I, in those days of hav­ing a secret dream?”

			
			
				II

				He looked up with a sud­den smile.

				“Did you ever play North­w­est Pas­sage with me? … No, of course you didn’t come my way!”

				“It was the sort of game,” he went on, “that every ima­gin­at­ive child plays all day. The idea was the dis­cov­ery of a North­w­est Pas­sage to school. The way to school was plain enough; the game con­sisted in find­ing some way that wasn’t plain, start­ing off ten minutes early in some al­most hope­less dir­ec­tion, and work­ing my way round through un­ac­cus­tomed streets to my goal. And one day I got en­tangled among some rather low-class streets on the oth­er side of Camp­den Hill, and I began to think that for once the game would be against me and that I should get to school late. I tried rather des­per­ately a street that seemed a cul-de-sac, and found a pas­sage at the end. I hur­ried through that with re­newed hope. ‘I shall do it yet,’ I said, and passed a row of frowsy little shops that were in­ex­plic­ably fa­mil­i­ar to me, and be­hold! there was my long white wall and the green door that led to the en­chanted garden!

				“The thing whacked upon me sud­denly. Then, after all, that garden, that won­der­ful garden, wasn’t a dream!”

				He paused.

				“I sup­pose my second ex­per­i­ence with the green door marks the world of dif­fer­ence there is between the busy life of a school­boy and the in­fin­ite leis­ure of a child. Any­how, this second time I didn’t for a mo­ment think of go­ing in straight away. You see—For one thing, my mind was full of the idea of get­ting to school in time—set on not break­ing my re­cord for punc­tu­al­ity. I must surely have felt some little de­sire at least to try the door—yes. I must have felt that … But I seem to re­mem­ber the at­trac­tion of the door mainly as an­oth­er obstacle to my over­mas­ter­ing de­term­in­a­tion to get to school. I was im­mensely in­ter­ested by this dis­cov­ery I had made, of course—I went on with my mind full of it—but I went on. It didn’t check me. I ran past, tug­ging out my watch, found I had ten minutes still to spare, and then I was go­ing down­hill in­to fa­mil­i­ar sur­round­ings. I got to school, breath­less, it is true, and wet with per­spir­a­tion, but in time. I can re­mem­ber hanging up my coat and hat … Went right by it and left it be­hind me. Odd, eh?”

				He looked at me thought­fully, “Of course I didn’t know then that it wouldn’t al­ways be there. School­boys have lim­ited ima­gin­a­tions. I sup­pose I thought it was an aw­fully jolly thing to have it there, to know my way back to it, but there was the school tug­ging at me. I ex­pect I was a good deal dis­traught and in­at­tent­ive that morn­ing, re­call­ing what I could of the beau­ti­ful strange people I should presently see again. Oddly enough I had no doubt in my mind that they would be glad to see me … Yes, I must have thought of the garden that morn­ing just as a jolly sort of place to which one might re­sort in the in­ter­ludes of a strenu­ous schol­ast­ic ca­reer.

				“I didn’t go that day at all. The next day was a half hol­i­day, and that may have weighed with me. Per­haps, too, my state of in­at­ten­tion brought down im­pos­i­tions upon me, and docked the mar­gin of time ne­ces­sary for the de­tour. I don’t know. What I do know is that in the mean­time the en­chanted garden was so much upon my mind that I could not keep it to my­self.

				“I told. What was his name?—a fer­rety-look­ing young­ster we used to call Squiff.”

				“Young Hop­kins,” said I.

				“Hop­kins it was. I did not like telling him. I had a feel­ing that in some way it was against the rules to tell him, but I did. He was walk­ing part of the way home with me; he was talk­at­ive, and if we had not talked about the en­chanted garden we should have talked of some­thing else, and it was in­tol­er­able to me to think about any oth­er sub­ject. So I blabbed.

				“Well, he told my secret. The next day in the play in­ter­val I found my­self sur­roun­ded by half a dozen big­ger boys, half teas­ing, and wholly curi­ous to hear more of the en­chanted garden. There was that big Faw­cett—you re­mem­ber him?—and Carn­aby and Mor­ley Reyn­olds. You wer­en’t there by any chance? No, I think I should have re­membered if you were …

				“A boy is a creature of odd feel­ings. I was, I really be­lieve, in spite of my secret self-dis­gust, a little flattered to have the at­ten­tion of these big fel­lows. I re­mem­ber par­tic­u­larly a mo­ment of pleas­ure caused by the praise of Crawshaw—you re­mem­ber Crawshaw ma­jor, the son of Crawshaw the com­poser?—who said it was the best lie he had ever heard. But at the same time there was a really pain­ful un­der­tow of shame at telling what I felt was in­deed a sac­red secret. That beast Faw­cett made a joke about the girl in green—”

				Wal­lace’s voice sank with the keen memory of that shame. “I pre­ten­ded not to hear,” he said. “Well, then Carn­aby sud­denly called me a young li­ar, and dis­puted with me when I said the thing was true. I said I knew where to find the green door, could lead them all there in ten minutes. Carn­aby be­came out­rageously vir­tu­ous, and said I’d have to—and bear out my words or suf­fer. Did you ever have Carn­aby twist your arm? Then per­haps you’ll un­der­stand how it went with me. I swore my story was true. There was nobody in the school then to save a chap from Carn­aby, though Crawshaw put in a word or so. Carn­aby had got his game. I grew ex­cited and red-eared, and a little frightened. I be­haved al­to­geth­er like a silly little chap, and the out­come of it all was that in­stead of start­ing alone for my en­chanted garden, I led the way presently—cheeks flushed, ears hot, eyes smart­ing, and my soul one burn­ing misery and shame—for a party of six mock­ing, curi­ous, and threat­en­ing schoolfel­lows.

				“We nev­er found the white wall and the green door—”

				“You mean—?”

				“I mean I couldn’t find it. I would have found it if I could.

				“And af­ter­wards when I could go alone I couldn’t find it. I nev­er found it. I seem now to have been al­ways look­ing for it through my school­boy days, but I nev­er came upon it—nev­er.”

				“Did the fel­lows—make it dis­agree­able?”

				“Beastly … Carn­aby held a coun­cil over me for wan­ton ly­ing. I re­mem­ber how I sneaked home and up­stairs to hide the marks of my blub­ber­ing. But when I cried my­self to sleep at last it wasn’t for Carn­aby, but for the garden, for the beau­ti­ful af­ter­noon I had hoped for, for the sweet friendly wo­men and the wait­ing play­fel­lows, and the game I had hoped to learn again, that beau­ti­ful for­got­ten game …

				“I be­lieved firmly that if I had not told—I had bad times after that—cry­ing at night and wool­gath­er­ing by day. For two terms I slackened and had bad re­ports. Do you re­mem­ber? Of course you would! It was you—your beat­ing me in math­em­at­ics that brought me back to the grind again.”

			
			
				III

				For a time my friend stared si­lently in­to the red heart of the fire. Then he said: “I nev­er saw it again un­til I was sev­en­teen.

				“It leapt upon me for the third time—as I was driv­ing to Pad­ding­ton on my way to Ox­ford and a schol­ar­ship. I had just one mo­ment­ary glimpse. I was lean­ing over the ap­ron of my hansom smoking a ci­gar­ette, and no doubt think­ing my­self no end of a man of the world, and sud­denly there was the door, the wall, the dear sense of un­for­get­table and still at­tain­able things.

				“We clattered by—I too taken by sur­prise to stop my cab un­til we were well past and round a corner. Then I had a queer mo­ment, a double and di­ver­gent move­ment of my will: I tapped the little door in the roof of the cab, and brought my arm down to pull out my watch. ‘Yes, sir!’ said the cab­man, smartly. ‘Er—well—it’s noth­ing,’ I cried. ‘My mis­take! We haven’t much time! Go on!’ And he went on …

				“I got my schol­ar­ship. And the night after I was told of that I sat over my fire in my little up­per room, my study, in my fath­er’s house, with his praise—his rare praise—and his sound coun­sels ringing in my ears, and I smoked my fa­vour­ite pipe—the for­mid­able bull­dog of ad­oles­cence—and thought of that door in the long white wall. ‘If I had stopped,’ I thought, ‘I should have missed my schol­ar­ship, I should have missed Ox­ford—muddled all the fine ca­reer be­fore me! I be­gin to see things bet­ter!’ I fell mus­ing deeply, but I did not doubt then this ca­reer of mine was a thing that mer­ited sac­ri­fice.

				“Those dear friends and that clear at­mo­sphere seemed very sweet to me, very fine but re­mote. My grip was fix­ing now upon the world. I saw an­oth­er door open­ing—the door of my ca­reer.”

				He stared again in­to the fire. Its red light picked out a stub­born strength in his face for just one flick­er­ing mo­ment, and then it van­ished again.

				“Well,” he said and sighed, “I have served that ca­reer. I have done—much work, much hard work. But I have dreamt of the en­chanted garden a thou­sand dreams, and seen its door, or at least glimpsed its door, four times since then. Yes—four times. For a while this world was so bright and in­ter­est­ing, seemed so full of mean­ing and op­por­tun­ity, that the half-ef­faced charm of the garden was by com­par­is­on gentle and re­mote. Who wants to pat pan­thers on the way to din­ner with pretty wo­men and dis­tin­guished men? I came down to Lon­don from Ox­ford, a man of bold prom­ise that I have done some­thing to re­deem. Some­thing—and yet there have been dis­ap­point­ments …

				“Twice I have been in love—I will not dwell on that—but once, as I went to someone who, I knew, doubted wheth­er I dared to come, I took a short­cut at a ven­ture through an un­fre­quen­ted road near Earl’s Court, and so happened on a white wall and a fa­mil­i­ar green door. ‘Odd!’ said I to my­self, ‘but I thought this place was on Camp­den Hill. It’s the place I nev­er could find some­how—like count­ing Stone­henge—the place of that queer day­dream of mine.’ And I went by it in­tent upon my pur­pose. It had no ap­peal to me that af­ter­noon.

				“I had just a mo­ment’s im­pulse to try the door, three steps aside were needed at the most—though I was sure enough in my heart that it would open to me—and then I thought that do­ing so might delay me on the way to that ap­point­ment in which I thought my hon­our was in­volved. Af­ter­wards I was sorry for my punc­tu­al­ity—might at least have peeped in, I thought, and waved a hand to those pan­thers, but I knew enough by this time not to seek again be­latedly that which is not found by seek­ing. Yes, that time made me very sorry …

				“Years of hard work after that, and nev­er a sight of the door. It’s only re­cently it has come back to me. With it there has come a sense as though some thin tar­nish had spread it­self over my world. I began to think of it as a sor­row­ful and bit­ter thing that I should nev­er see that door again. Per­haps I was suf­fer­ing a little from over­work—per­haps it was what I’ve heard spoken of as the feel­ing of forty. I don’t know. But cer­tainly the keen bright­ness that makes ef­fort easy has gone out of things re­cently, and that just at a time—with all these new polit­ic­al de­vel­op­ments—when I ought to be work­ing. Odd, isn’t it? But I do be­gin to find life toil­some, its re­wards, as I come near them, cheap. I began a little while ago to want the garden quite badly. Yes—and I’ve seen it three times.”

				“The garden?”

				“No—the door! And I haven’t gone in!”

				He leant over the table to me, with an enorm­ous sor­row in his voice as he spoke. “Thrice I have had my chance—thrice! If ever that door of­fers it­self to me again, I swore, I will go in, out of this dust and heat, out of this dry glit­ter of van­ity, out of these toil­some fu­til­it­ies. I will go and nev­er re­turn. This time I will stay … I swore it, and when the time came—I didn’t go.

				“Three times in one year have I passed that door and failed to enter. Three times in the last year.

				“The first time was on the night of the snatch di­vi­sion on the Ten­ants’ Re­demp­tion Bill, on which the Gov­ern­ment was saved by a ma­jor­ity of three. You re­mem­ber? No one on our side—per­haps very few on the op­pos­ite side—ex­pec­ted the end that night. Then the de­bate col­lapsed like egg­shells. I and Hotch­kiss were din­ing with his cous­in at Brent­ford; we were both un­paired, and we were called up by tele­phone, and set off at once in his cous­in’s mo­tor. We got in barely in time, and on the way we passed my wall and door—liv­id in the moon­light, blotched with hot yel­low as the glare of our lamps lit it, but un­mis­tak­able. ‘My God!’ cried I. ‘What?’ said Hotch­kiss. ‘Noth­ing!’ I answered, and the mo­ment passed.

				“ ‘I’ve made a great sac­ri­fice,’ I told the whip as I got in. ‘They all have,’ he said, and hur­ried by.

				“I do not see how I could have done oth­er­wise then. And the next oc­ca­sion was as I rushed to my fath­er’s bed­side to bid that stern old man farewell. Then, too, the claims of life were im­per­at­ive. But the third time was dif­fer­ent; it happened a week ago. It fills me with hot re­morse to re­call it. I was with Gurk­er and Ralphs—it’s no secret now, you know, that I’ve had my talk with Gurk­er. We had been din­ing at Frobish­er’s, and the talk had be­come in­tim­ate between us. The ques­tion of my place in the re­con­struc­ted Min­istry lay al­ways just over the bound­ary of the dis­cus­sion. Yes—yes. That’s all settled. It needn’t be talked about yet, but there’s no reas­on to keep a secret from you … Yes—thanks! thanks! But let me tell you my story.

				“Then, on that night things were very much in the air. My po­s­i­tion was a very del­ic­ate one. I was keenly anxious to get some def­in­ite word from Gurk­er, but was hampered by Ralphs’ pres­ence. I was us­ing the best power of my brain to keep that light and care­less talk not too ob­vi­ously dir­ec­ted to the point that con­cerned me. I had to. Ralphs’ be­ha­viour since has more than jus­ti­fied my cau­tion … Ralphs, I knew, would leave us bey­ond the Kens­ing­ton High Street, and then I could sur­prise Gurk­er by a sud­den frank­ness. One has some­times to re­sort to these little devices … And then it was that in the mar­gin of my field of vis­ion I be­came aware once more of the white wall, the green door be­fore us down the road.

				“We passed it talk­ing. I passed it. I can still see the shad­ow of Gurk­er’s marked pro­file, his op­era hat tilted for­ward over his prom­in­ent nose, the many folds of his neck wrap go­ing be­fore my shad­ow and Ralphs’ as we sauntered past.

				“I passed with­in twenty inches of the door. ‘If I say good night to them, and go in,’ I asked my­self, ‘what will hap­pen?’ And I was all a-tingle for that word with Gurk­er.

				“I could not an­swer that ques­tion in the tangle of my oth­er prob­lems. ‘They will think me mad,’ I thought. ‘And sup­pose I van­ish now!—Amaz­ing dis­ap­pear­ance of a prom­in­ent politi­cian!’ That weighed with me. A thou­sand in­con­ceiv­ably petty world­li­nesses weighed with me in that crisis.”

				Then he turned on me with a sor­row­ful smile, and, speak­ing slowly, “Here I am!” he said.

				“Here I am!” he re­peated, “and my chance has gone from me. Three times in one year the door has been offered me—the door that goes in­to peace, in­to de­light, in­to a beauty bey­ond dream­ing, a kind­ness no man on Earth can know. And I have re­jec­ted it, Red­mond, and it has gone—”

				“How do you know?”

				“I know. I know. I am left now to work it out, to stick to the tasks that held me so strongly when my mo­ments came. You say I have suc­cess—this vul­gar, taw­dry, irk­some, en­vied thing. I have it.” He had a wal­nut in his big hand. “If that was my suc­cess,” he said, and crushed it, and held it out for me to see.

				“Let me tell you some­thing, Red­mond. This loss is des­troy­ing me. For two months, for ten weeks nearly now, I have done no work at all, ex­cept the most ne­ces­sary and ur­gent du­ties. My soul is full of in­ap­peas­able re­grets. At nights—when it is less likely I shall be re­cog­nised—I go out. I wander. Yes. I won­der what people would think of that if they knew. A Cab­in­et Min­is­ter, the re­spons­ible head of that most vi­tal of all de­part­ments, wan­der­ing alone—griev­ing—some­times near aud­ibly lament­ing—for a door, for a garden!”

			
			
				IV

				I can see now his rather pal­lid face, and the un­fa­mil­i­ar sombre fire that had come in­to his eyes. I see him very vividly to­night. I sit re­call­ing his words, his tones, and last even­ing’s West­min­ster Gaz­ette still lies on my sofa, con­tain­ing the no­tice of his death. At lunch today the club was busy with his death. We talked of noth­ing else.

				They found his body very early yes­ter­day morn­ing in a deep ex­cav­a­tion near East Kens­ing­ton Sta­tion. It is one of two shafts that have been made in con­nec­tion with an ex­ten­sion of the rail­way south­ward. It is pro­tec­ted from the in­tru­sion of the pub­lic by a hoard­ing upon the high road, in which a small door­way has been cut for the con­veni­ence of some of the work­men who live in that dir­ec­tion. The door­way was left un­fastened through a mis­un­der­stand­ing between two gang­ers, and through it he made his way …

				My mind is darkened with ques­tions and riddles.

				It would seem he walked all the way from the House that night—he has fre­quently walked home dur­ing the past Ses­sion—and so it is I fig­ure his dark form com­ing along the late and empty streets, wrapped up, in­tent. And then did the pale elec­tric lights near the sta­tion cheat the rough plank­ing in­to a semb­lance of white? Did that fatal un­fastened door awaken some memory?

				Was there, after all, ever any green door in the wall at all?

				I do not know. I have told his story as he told it to me. There are times when I be­lieve that Wal­lace was no more than the vic­tim of the co­in­cid­ence between a rare but not un­pre­ced­en­ted type of hal­lu­cin­a­tion and a care­less trap, but that in­deed is not my pro­found­est be­lief. You may think me su­per­sti­tious, if you will, and fool­ish; but, in­deed, I am more than half con­vinced that he had, in truth, an ab­nor­mal gift, and a sense, some­thing—I know not what—that in the guise of wall and door offered him an out­let, a secret and pe­cu­li­ar pas­sage of es­cape in­to an­oth­er and al­to­geth­er more beau­ti­ful world. At any rate, you will say, it be­trayed him in the end. But did it be­tray him? There you touch the in­most mys­tery of these dream­ers, these men of vis­ion and the ima­gin­a­tion. We see our world fair and com­mon, the hoard­ing and the pit. By our day­light stand­ard he walked out of se­cur­ity in­to dark­ness, danger, and death.

				But did he see like that?

			
		
	
		
			The Empire of the Ants

			
				I

				When Cap­tain Ger­illeau re­ceived in­struc­tions to take his new gun­boat, the Ben­jamin Con­stant, to Badama on the Batemo arm of the Guar­a­ma­dema and there as­sist the in­hab­it­ants against a plague of ants, he sus­pec­ted the au­thor­it­ies of mock­ery. His pro­mo­tion had been ro­mantic and ir­reg­u­lar, the af­fec­tions of a prom­in­ent Brazili­an lady and the cap­tain’s li­quid eyes had played a part in the pro­cess, and the Di­ario and O Fu­turo had been lam­ent­ably dis­respect­ful in their com­ments. He felt he was to give fur­ther oc­ca­sion for dis­respect.

				He was a Creole, his con­cep­tions of etiquette and dis­cip­line were pure-blooded Por­tuguese, and it was only to Hol­royd, the Lan­cashire en­gin­eer who had come over with the boat, and as an ex­er­cise in the use of Eng­lish—his “th” sounds were very un­cer­tain—that he opened his heart.

				“It is in ef­fect,” he said, “to make me ab­surd! What can a man do against ants? Dey come, dey go.”

				“They say,” said Hol­royd, “that these don’t go. That chap you said was a Sambo—”

				“Zambo;—it is a sort of mix­ture of blood.”

				“Sambo. He said the people are go­ing!”

				The cap­tain smoked fret­fully for a time. “Dese tings ’ave to hap­pen,” he said at last. “What is it? Plagues of ants and such­like as God wills. Dere was a plague in Trin­id­ad—the little ants that carry leaves. Orl der or­ange-trees, all der man­goes! What does it mat­ter? Some­times ant armies come in­to your houses—fight­ing ants; a dif­fer­ent sort. You go and they clean the house. Then you come back again;—the house is clean, like new! No cock­roaches, no fleas, no jig­gers in the floor.”

				“That Sambo chap,” said Hol­royd, “says these are a dif­fer­ent sort of ant.”

				The cap­tain shrugged his shoulders, fumed, and gave his at­ten­tion to a ci­gar­ette.

				Af­ter­wards he re­opened the sub­ject. “My dear ’Ol­royd, what am I to do about dese in­fernal ants?”

				The cap­tain re­flec­ted. “It is ri­dicu­lous,” he said. But in the af­ter­noon he put on his full uni­form and went ashore, and jars and boxes came back to the ship and sub­sequently he did. And Hol­royd sat on deck in the even­ing cool­ness and smoked pro­foundly and mar­velled at Brazil. They were six days up the Amazon, some hun­dreds of miles from the ocean, and east and west of him there was a ho­ri­zon like the sea, and to the south noth­ing but a sand­bank is­land with some tufts of scrub. The wa­ter was al­ways run­ning like a sluice, thick with dirt, an­im­ated with cro­codiles and hov­er­ing birds, and fed by some in­ex­haust­ible source of tree trunks; and the waste of it, the head­long waste of it, filled his soul. The town of Alem­quer, with its mea­gre church, its thatched sheds for houses, its dis­col­oured ru­ins of ampler days, seemed a little thing lost in this wil­der­ness of Nature, a six­pence dropped on Saha­ra. He was a young man, this was his first sight of the trop­ics, he came straight from Eng­land, where Nature is hedged, ditched, and drained, in­to the per­fec­tion of sub­mis­sion, and he had sud­denly dis­covered the in­sig­ni­fic­ance of man. For six days they had been steam­ing up from the sea by un­fre­quen­ted chan­nels; and man had been as rare as a rare but­ter­fly. One saw one day a ca­noe, an­oth­er day a dis­tant sta­tion, the next no men at all. He began to per­ceive that man is in­deed a rare an­im­al, hav­ing but a pre­cari­ous hold upon this land.

				He per­ceived it more clearly as the days passed, and he made his de­vi­ous way to the Batemo, in the com­pany of this re­mark­able com­mand­er, who ruled over one big gun, and was for­bid­den to waste his am­muni­tion. Hol­royd was learn­ing Span­ish in­dus­tri­ously, but he was still in the present tense and sub­stant­ive stage of speech, and the only oth­er per­son who had any words of Eng­lish was a negro stoker, who had them all wrong. The second in com­mand was a Por­tuguese, da Cunha, who spoke French, but it was a dif­fer­ent sort of French from the French Hol­royd had learnt in South­port, and their in­ter­course was con­fined to po­lite­nesses and simple pro­pos­i­tions about the weath­er. And the weath­er, like everything else in this amaz­ing new world, the weath­er had no hu­man as­pect, and was hot by night and hot by day, and the air steam, even the wind was hot steam, smelling of ve­get­a­tion in de­cay: and the al­ligators and the strange birds, the flies of many sorts and sizes, the beetles, the ants, the snakes and mon­keys seemed to won­der what man was do­ing in an at­mo­sphere that had no glad­ness in its sun­shine and no cool­ness in its night. To wear cloth­ing was in­tol­er­able, but to cast it aside was to scorch by day, and ex­pose an ampler area to the mos­qui­toes by night; to go on deck by day was to be blinded by glare and to stay be­low was to suf­foc­ate. And in the day­time came cer­tain flies, ex­tremely clev­er and nox­ious about one’s wrist and ankle. Cap­tain Ger­illeau, who was Hol­royd’s sole dis­trac­tion from these phys­ic­al dis­tresses, de­veloped in­to a for­mid­able bore, telling the simple story of his heart’s af­fec­tions day by day, a string of an­onym­ous wo­men, as if he was telling beads. Some­times he sug­ges­ted sport, and they shot at al­ligators, and at rare in­ter­vals they came to hu­man ag­greg­a­tions in the waste of trees, and stayed for a day or so, and drank and sat about, and, one night, danced with Creole girls, who found Hol­royd’s poor ele­ments of Span­ish, without either past tense or fu­ture, amply suf­fi­cient for their pur­poses. But these were mere lu­min­ous chinks in the long grey pas­sage of the stream­ing river, up which the throb­bing en­gines beat. A cer­tain lib­er­al hea­then deity, in the shape of a demi­john, held se­duct­ive court aft, and, it is prob­able, for­ward.

				But Ger­illeau learnt things about the ants, more things and more, at this stop­ping-place and that, and be­came in­ter­ested in his mis­sion.

				“Dey are a new sort of ant,” he said. “We have got to be—what do you call it?—en­to­mo­lo­gie? Big. Five cen­ti­metres! Some big­ger! It is ri­dicu­lous. We are like the mon­keys—sent to pick in­sects … But dey are eat­ing up the coun­try.”

				He burst out in­dig­nantly. “Sup­pose—sud­denly, there are com­plic­a­tions with Europe. Here am I—soon we shall be above the Rio Negro—and my gun, use­less!”

				He nursed his knee and mused.

				“Dose people who were dere at de dan­cing place, dey ’ave come down. Dey ’ave lost all they got. De ants come to deir house one af­ter­noon. Every­one run out. You know when de ants come one must—every­one runs out and they go over the house. If you stayed they’d eat you. See? Well, presently dey go back; dey say, ‘The ants ’ave gone.’ … De ants ’aven’t gone. Dey try to go in—de son, ’e goes in. De ants fight.”

				“Swarm over him?”

				“Bite ’im. Presently he comes out again—scream­ing and run­ning. He runs past them to the river. See? He gets in­to de wa­ter and drowns de ants—yes.” Ger­illeau paused, brought his li­quid eyes close to Hol­royd’s face, tapped Hol­royd’s knee with his knuckle. “That night he dies, just as if he was stung by a snake.”

				“Poisoned—by the ants?”

				“Who knows?” Ger­illeau shrugged his shoulders. “Per­haps they bit him badly … When I joined dis ser­vice I joined to fight men. Dese things, dese ants, dey come and go. It is no busi­ness for men.”

				After that he talked fre­quently of the ants to Hol­royd, and whenev­er they chanced to drift against any speck of hu­man­ity in that waste of wa­ter and sun­shine and dis­tant trees, Hol­royd’s im­prov­ing know­ledge of the lan­guage en­abled him to re­cog­nise the as­cend­ant word Saüba, more and more com­pletely dom­in­at­ing the whole.

				He per­ceived the ants were be­com­ing in­ter­est­ing, and the near­er he drew to them the more in­ter­est­ing they be­came. Ger­illeau aban­doned his old themes al­most sud­denly, and the Por­tuguese lieu­ten­ant be­came a con­ver­sa­tion­al fig­ure; he knew some­thing about the leaf-cut­ting ant, and ex­pan­ded his know­ledge. Ger­illeau some­times rendered what he had to tell to Hol­royd. He told of the little work­ers that swarm and fight, and the big work­ers that com­mand and rule, and how these lat­ter al­ways crawled to the neck and how their bites drew blood. He told how they cut leaves and made fungus beds, and how their nests in Ca­ra­cas are some­times a hun­dred yards across. Two days the three men spent dis­put­ing wheth­er ants have eyes. The dis­cus­sion grew dan­ger­ously heated on the second af­ter­noon, and Hol­royd saved the situ­ation by go­ing ashore in a boat to catch ants and see. He cap­tured vari­ous spe­ci­mens and re­turned, and some had eyes and some hadn’t. Also, they ar­gued, do ants bite or sting?

				“Dese ants,” said Ger­illeau, after col­lect­ing in­form­a­tion at a ran­cho, “have big eyes. They don’t run about blind—not as most ants do. No! Dey get in corners and watch what you do.”

				“And they sting?” asked Hol­royd.

				“Yes. Dey sting. Dere is pois­on in the sting.” He med­it­ated. “I do not see what men can do against ants. Dey come and go.”

				“But these don’t go.”

				“They will,” said Ger­illeau.

				Past Taman­du there is a long low coast of eighty miles without any pop­u­la­tion, and then one comes to the con­flu­ence of the main river and the Batemo arm like a great lake, and then the forest came near­er, came at last in­tim­ately near. The char­ac­ter of the chan­nel changes, snags abound, and the Ben­jamin Con­stant moored by a cable that night, un­der the very shad­ow of dark trees. For the first time for many days came a spell of cool­ness, and Hol­royd and Ger­illeau sat late, smoking ci­gars and en­joy­ing this de­li­cious sen­sa­tion. Ger­illeau’s mind was full of ants and what they could do. He de­cided to sleep at last, and lay down on a mat­tress on deck, a man hope­lessly per­plexed, his last words, when he already seemed asleep, were to ask, with a flour­ish of des­pair, “What can one do with ants? … De whole thing is ab­surd.”

				Hol­royd was left to scratch his bit­ten wrists, and med­it­ate alone.

				He sat on the bul­wark and listened to the little changes in Ger­illeau’s breath­ing un­til he was fast asleep, and then the ripple and lap of the stream took his mind, and brought back that sense of im­mens­ity that had been grow­ing upon him since first he had left Para and come up the river. The mon­it­or showed but one small light, and there was first a little talk­ing for­ward and then still­ness. His eyes went from the dim black out­lines of the middle works of the gun­boat to­wards the bank, to the black over­whelm­ing mys­ter­ies of forest, lit now and then by a fire­fly, and nev­er still from the mur­mur of ali­en and mys­ter­i­ous activ­it­ies …

				It was the in­hu­man im­mens­ity of this land that as­ton­ished and op­pressed him. He knew the skies were empty of men, the stars were specks in an in­cred­ible vast­ness of space; he knew the ocean was enorm­ous and un­tam­able, but in Eng­land he had come to think of the land as man’s. In Eng­land it is in­deed man’s, the wild things live by suf­fer­ance, grow on lease, every­where the roads, the fences, and ab­so­lute se­cur­ity runs. In an at­las, too, the land is man’s, and all col­oured to show his claim to it—in vivid con­trast to the uni­ver­sal in­de­pend­ent blue­ness of the sea. He had taken it for gran­ted that a day would come when every­where about the Earth, plough and cul­ture, light tram­ways and good roads, an ordered se­cur­ity, would pre­vail. But now, he doubted.

				This forest was in­ter­min­able, it had an air of be­ing in­vin­cible, and Man seemed at best an in­fre­quent pre­cari­ous in­truder. One trav­elled for miles, amidst the still, si­lent struggle of gi­ant trees, of stran­gu­lat­ing creep­ers, of as­sert­ive flowers, every­where the al­ligator, the turtle, and end­less vari­et­ies of birds and in­sects seemed at home, dwelt ir­re­place­ably—but man, man at most held a foot­ing upon re­sent­ful clear­ings, fought weeds, fought beasts and in­sects for the barest foothold, fell a prey to snake and beast, in­sect and fever, and was presently car­ried away. In many places down the river he had been mani­festly driv­en back, this deser­ted creek or that pre­served the name of a casa, and here and there ru­in­ous white walls and a shattered tower en­forced the les­son. The puma, the jag­uar, were more the mas­ters here …

				Who were the real mas­ters?

				In a few miles of this forest there must be more ants than there are men in the whole world! This seemed to Hol­royd a per­fectly new idea. In a few thou­sand years men had emerged from bar­bar­ism to a stage of civil­isa­tion that made them feel lords of the fu­ture and mas­ters of the Earth! But what was to pre­vent the ants evolving also? Such ants as one knew lived in little com­munit­ies of a few thou­sand in­di­vidu­als, made no con­cer­ted ef­forts against the great­er world. But they had a lan­guage, they had an in­tel­li­gence! Why should things stop at that any more than men had stopped at the bar­bar­ic stage? Sup­pose presently the ants began to store know­ledge, just as men had done by means of books and re­cords, use weapons, form great em­pires, sus­tain a planned and or­gan­ised war?

				Things came back to him that Ger­illeau had gathered about these ants they were ap­proach­ing. They used a pois­on like the pois­on of snakes. They obeyed great­er lead­ers even as the leaf-cut­ting ants do. They were car­ni­vor­ous, and where they came they stayed …

				The forest was very still. The wa­ter lapped in­cess­antly against the side. About the lan­tern over­head there ed­died a noise­less whirl of phantom moths.

				Ger­illeau stirred in the dark­ness and sighed. “What can one do?” he mur­mured, and turned over and was still again.

				Hol­royd was roused from med­it­a­tions that were be­com­ing sin­is­ter by the hum of a mos­quito.

			
			
				II

				The next morn­ing Hol­royd learnt they were with­in forty kilo­metres of Badama, and his in­terest in the banks in­tens­i­fied. He came up whenev­er an op­por­tun­ity offered to ex­am­ine his sur­round­ings. He could see no signs of hu­man oc­cu­pa­tion whatever, save for a weedy ru­in of a house and the green-stained façade of the long-deser­ted mon­as­tery at Mo­jû, with a forest tree grow­ing out of a va­cant win­dow space, and great creep­ers net­ted across its va­cant portals. Sev­er­al flights of strange yel­low but­ter­flies with semitrans­par­ent wings crossed the river that morn­ing, and many alighted on the mon­it­or and were killed by the men. It was to­wards af­ter­noon that they came upon the derel­ict cuberta.

				She did not at first ap­pear to be derel­ict; both her sails were set and hanging slack in the af­ter­noon calm, and there was the fig­ure of a man sit­ting on the fore plank­ing be­side the shipped sweeps. An­oth­er man ap­peared to be sleep­ing face down­wards on the sort of lon­git­ud­in­al bridge these big ca­noes have in the waist. But it was presently ap­par­ent, from the sway of her rud­der and the way she drif­ted in­to the course of the gun­boat, that some­thing was out of or­der with her. Ger­illeau sur­veyed her through a field-glass, and be­came in­ter­ested in the queer dark­ness of the face of the sit­ting man, a red-faced man he seemed, without a nose—crouch­ing he was rather than sit­ting, and the longer the cap­tain looked the less he liked to look at him, and the less able he was to take his glasses away.

				But he did so at last, and went a little way to call up Hol­royd. Then he went back to hail the cuberta. He hailed her again, and so she drove past him. Santa Rosa stood out clearly as her name.

				As she came by and in­to the wake of the mon­it­or, she pitched a little, and sud­denly the fig­ure of the crouch­ing man col­lapsed as though all its joints had giv­en way. His hat fell off, his head was not nice to look at, and his body flopped lax and rolled out of sight be­hind the bul­warks.

				“Cara­mba!” cried Ger­illeau, and re­sor­ted to Hol­royd forth­with.

				Hol­royd was halfway up the com­pan­ion. “Did you see dat?” said the cap­tain.

				“Dead!” said Hol­royd. “Yes. You’d bet­ter send a boat aboard. There’s some­thing wrong.”

				“Did you—by any chance—see his face?”

				“What was it like?”

				“It was—ugh!—I have no words.” And the cap­tain sud­denly turned his back on Hol­royd and be­came an act­ive and strident com­mand­er.

				The gun­boat came about, steamed par­al­lel to the er­rat­ic course of the ca­noe, and dropped the boat with Lieu­ten­ant da Cunha and three sail­ors to board her. Then the curi­os­ity of the cap­tain made him draw up al­most along­side as the lieu­ten­ant got aboard, so that the whole of the Santa Rosa, deck and hold, was vis­ible to Hol­royd.

				He saw now clearly that the sole crew of the ves­sel was these two dead men, and though he could not see their faces, he saw by their out­stretched hands, which were all of ragged flesh, that they had been sub­jec­ted to some strange ex­cep­tion­al pro­cess of de­cay. For a mo­ment his at­ten­tion con­cen­trated on those two en­ig­mat­ic­al bundles of dirty clothes and laxly flung limbs, and then his eyes went for­ward to dis­cov­er the open hold piled high with trunks and cases, and aft, to where the little cab­in gaped in­ex­plic­ably empty. Then he be­came aware that the planks of the middle deck­ing were dot­ted with mov­ing black specks.

				His at­ten­tion was riv­eted by these specks. They were all walk­ing in dir­ec­tions ra­di­at­ing from the fallen man in a man­ner—the im­age came un­sought to his mind—like the crowd dis­pers­ing from a bull­fight.

				He be­came aware of Ger­illeau be­side him. “Capo,” he said, “have you your glasses? Can you fo­cus as closely as those planks there?”

				Ger­illeau made an ef­fort, grunted, and handed him the glasses.

				There fol­lowed a mo­ment of scru­tiny. “It’s ants,” said the Eng­lish­man, and handed the fo­cused field-glass back to Ger­illeau.

				His im­pres­sion of them was of a crowd of large black ants, very like or­din­ary ants ex­cept for their size, and for the fact that some of the lar­ger of them bore a sort of cloth­ing of grey. But at the time his in­spec­tion was too brief for par­tic­u­lars. The head of Lieu­ten­ant da Cunha ap­peared over the side of the cuberta, and a brief col­loquy en­sued.

				“You must go aboard,” said Ger­illeau.

				The lieu­ten­ant ob­jec­ted that the boat was full of ants.

				“You have your boots,” said Ger­illeau.

				The lieu­ten­ant changed the sub­ject. “How did these men die?” he asked.

				Cap­tain Ger­illeau em­barked upon spec­u­la­tions that Hol­royd could not fol­low, and the two men dis­puted with a cer­tain in­creas­ing vehe­mence. Hol­royd took up the field-glass and re­sumed his scru­tiny, first of the ants and then of the dead man amid­ships.

				He has de­scribed these ants to me very par­tic­u­larly.

				He says they were as large as any ants he has ever seen, black and mov­ing with a steady de­lib­er­a­tion very dif­fer­ent from the mech­an­ic­al fussi­ness of the com­mon ant. About one in twenty was much lar­ger than its fel­lows, and with an ex­cep­tion­ally large head. These re­minded him at once of the mas­ter work­ers who are said to rule over the leaf-cut­ter ants; like them they seemed to be dir­ect­ing and co­ordin­at­ing the gen­er­al move­ments. They tilted their bod­ies back in a man­ner al­to­geth­er sin­gu­lar as if they made some use of the fore feet. And he had a curi­ous fancy that he was too far off to veri­fy, that most of these ants of both kinds were wear­ing ac­coutre­ments, had things strapped about their bod­ies by bright white bands like white met­al threads …

				He put down the glasses ab­ruptly, real­ising that the ques­tion of dis­cip­line between the cap­tain and his sub­or­din­ate had be­come acute.

				“It is your duty,” said the cap­tain, “to go aboard. It is my in­struc­tions.”

				The lieu­ten­ant seemed on the verge of re­fus­ing. The head of one of the mu­latto sail­ors ap­peared be­side him.

				“I be­lieve these men were killed by the ants,” said Hol­royd ab­ruptly in Eng­lish.

				The cap­tain burst in­to a rage. He made no an­swer to Hol­royd. “I have com­manded you to go aboard,” he screamed to his sub­or­din­ate in Por­tuguese. “If you do not go aboard forth­with it is mutiny—rank mutiny. Mutiny and cow­ardice! Where is the cour­age that should an­im­ate us? I will have you in irons, I will have you shot like a dog.” He began a tor­rent of ab­use and curses, he danced to and fro. He shook his fists, he be­haved as if be­side him­self with rage, and the lieu­ten­ant, white and still, stood look­ing at him. The crew ap­peared for­ward, with amazed faces.

				Sud­denly, in a pause of this out­break, the lieu­ten­ant came to some hero­ic de­cision, sa­luted, drew him­self to­geth­er and clambered upon the deck of the cuberta.

				“Ah!” said Ger­illeau, and his mouth shut like a trap. Hol­royd saw the ants re­treat­ing be­fore da Cunha’s boots. The Por­tuguese walked slowly to the fallen man, stooped down, hes­it­ated, clutched his coat and turned him over. A black swarm of ants rushed out of the clothes, and da Cunha stepped back very quickly and trod two or three times on the deck.

				Hol­royd put up the glasses. He saw the scattered ants about the in­vader’s feet, and do­ing what he had nev­er seen ants do­ing be­fore. They had noth­ing of the blind move­ments of the com­mon ant; they were look­ing at him—as a ral­ly­ing crowd of men might look at some gi­gant­ic mon­ster that had dis­persed it.

				“How did he die?” the cap­tain shouted.

				Hol­royd un­der­stood the Por­tuguese to say the body was too much eaten to tell.

				“What is there for­ward?” asked Ger­illeau.

				The lieu­ten­ant walked a few paces, and began his an­swer in Por­tuguese. He stopped ab­ruptly and beat off some­thing from his leg. He made some pe­cu­li­ar steps as if he was try­ing to stamp on some­thing in­vis­ible, and went quickly to­wards the side. Then he con­trolled him­self, turned about, walked de­lib­er­ately for­ward to the hold, clambered up to the fore deck­ing, from which the sweeps are worked, stooped for a time over the second man, groaned aud­ibly, and made his way back and aft to the cab­in, mov­ing very ri­gidly. He turned and began a con­ver­sa­tion with his cap­tain, cold and re­spect­ful in tone on either side, con­trast­ing vividly with the wrath and in­sult of a few mo­ments be­fore. Hol­royd gathered only frag­ments of its pur­port.

				He re­ver­ted to the field-glass, and was sur­prised to find the ants had van­ished from all the ex­posed sur­faces of the deck. He turned to­wards the shad­ows be­neath the deck­ing, and it seemed to him they were full of watch­ing eyes.

				The cuberta, it was agreed; was derel­ict, but too full of ants to put men aboard to sit and sleep: it must be towed. The lieu­ten­ant went for­ward to take in and ad­just the cable, and the men in the boat stood up to be ready to help him. Hol­royd’s glasses searched the ca­noe.

				He be­came more and more im­pressed by the fact that a great if minute and furt­ive activ­ity was go­ing on. He per­ceived that a num­ber of gi­gant­ic ants—they seemed nearly a couple of inches in length—car­ry­ing oddly-shaped bur­dens for which he could ima­gine no use—were mov­ing in rushes from one point of ob­scur­ity to an­oth­er. They did not move in columns across the ex­posed places, but in open, spaced-out lines, oddly sug­gest­ive of the rushes of mod­ern in­fantry ad­van­cing un­der fire. A num­ber were tak­ing cov­er un­der the dead man’s clothes, and a per­fect swarm was gath­er­ing along the side over which da Cunha must presently go.

				He did not see them ac­tu­ally rush for the lieu­ten­ant as he re­turned, but he has no doubt they did make a con­cer­ted rush. Sud­denly the lieu­ten­ant was shout­ing and curs­ing and beat­ing at his legs. “I’m stung!” he shouted, with a face of hate and ac­cus­a­tion to­wards Ger­illeau.

				Then he van­ished over the side, dropped in­to his boat, and plunged at once in­to the wa­ter. Hol­royd heard the splash.

				The three men in the boat pulled him out and brought him aboard, and that night he died.

			
			
				III

				Hol­royd and the cap­tain came out of the cab­in in which the swollen and con­tor­ted body of the lieu­ten­ant lay and stood to­geth­er at the stern of the mon­it­or, star­ing at the sin­is­ter ves­sel they trailed be­hind them. It was a close, dark night that had only phantom flick­er­ings of sheet light­ning to il­lu­min­ate it. The cuberta, a vague black tri­angle, rocked about in the steam­er’s wake, her sails bob­bing and flap­ping, and the black smoke from the fun­nels, spark-lit ever and again, streamed over her sway­ing masts.

				Ger­illeau’s mind was in­clined to run on the un­kind things the lieu­ten­ant had said in the heat of his last fever.

				“He says I murdered ’im,” he pro­tested. “It is simply ab­surd. Someone ’ad to go aboard. Are we to run away from these con­foun­ded ants whenev­er they show up?”

				Hol­royd said noth­ing. He was think­ing of a dis­cip­lined rush of little black shapes across bare sun­lit plank­ing.

				“It was his place to go,” harped Ger­illeau. “He died in the ex­e­cu­tion of his duty. What has he to com­plain of? Murdered! … But the poor fel­low was—what is it?—de­men­ted. He was not in his right mind. The pois­on swelled him … U’m.”

				They came to a long si­lence.

				“We will sink that ca­noe—burn it.”

				“And then?”

				The in­quiry ir­rit­ated Ger­illeau. His shoulders went up, his hands flew out at right angles from his body. “What is one to do?” he said, his voice go­ing up to an angry squeak.

				“Any­how,” he broke out vin­dict­ively, “every ant in dat cuberta!—I will burn dem alive!”

				Hol­royd was not moved to con­ver­sa­tion. A dis­tant ulu­la­tion of howl­ing mon­keys filled the sul­try night with fore­bod­ing sounds, and as the gun­boat drew near the black mys­ter­i­ous banks this was re­in­forced by a de­press­ing clam­our of frogs.

				“What is one to do?” the cap­tain re­peated after a vast in­ter­val, and sud­denly be­com­ing act­ive and sav­age and blas­phem­ous, de­cided to burn the Santa Rosa without fur­ther delay. Every­one aboard was pleased by that idea, every­one helped with zest; they pulled in the cable, cut it, and dropped the boat and fired her with tow and ker­osene, and soon the cuberta was crack­ling and flar­ing mer­rily amidst the im­mens­it­ies of the trop­ic­al night. Hol­royd watched the mount­ing yel­low flare against the black­ness, and the liv­id flashes of sheet light­ning that came and went above the forest sum­mits, throw­ing them in­to mo­ment­ary sil­hou­ette, and his stoker stood be­hind him watch­ing also.

				The stoker was stirred to the depths of his lin­guist­ics. “Saüba go pop, pop,” he said, “Wa­haw” and laughed richly.

				But Hol­royd was think­ing that these little creatures on the decked ca­noe had also eyes and brains.

				The whole thing im­pressed him as in­cred­ibly fool­ish and wrong, but—what was one to do? This ques­tion came back enorm­ously re­in­forced on the mor­row, when at last the gun­boat reached Badama.

				This place, with its leaf-thatch-covered houses and sheds, its creep­er-in­vaded sug­ar-mill, its little jetty of tim­ber and canes, was very still in the morn­ing heat, and showed nev­er a sign of liv­ing men. Whatever ants there were at that dis­tance were too small to see.

				“All the people have gone,” said Ger­illeau, “but we will do one thing any­how. We will ’oot and vis­sel.”

				So Hol­royd hooted and whistled.

				Then the cap­tain fell in­to a doubt­ing fit of the worst kind. “Dere is one thing we can do,” he said presently, “What’s that?” said Hol­royd.

				“ ’Oot and vis­sel again.”

				So they did.

				The cap­tain walked his deck and ges­tic­u­lated to him­self. He seemed to have many things on his mind. Frag­ments of speeches came from his lips. He ap­peared to be ad­dress­ing some ima­gin­ary pub­lic tribunal either in Span­ish or Por­tuguese. Hol­royd’s im­prov­ing ear de­tec­ted some­thing about am­muni­tion. He came out of these pre­oc­cu­pa­tions sud­denly in­to Eng­lish. “My dear ’Ol­royd!” he cried, and broke off with “But what can one do?”

				They took the boat and the field-glasses, and went close in to ex­am­ine the place. They made out a num­ber of big ants, whose still pos­tures had a cer­tain ef­fect of watch­ing them, dot­ted about the edge of the rude em­bark­a­tion jetty. Ger­illeau tried in­ef­fec­tu­al pis­tol shots at these. Hol­royd thinks he dis­tin­guished curi­ous earth­works run­ning between the near­er houses, that may have been the work of the in­sect con­quer­ors of those hu­man hab­it­a­tions. The ex­plorers pulled past the jetty, and be­came aware of a hu­man skel­et­on wear­ing a loin cloth, and very bright and clean and shin­ing, ly­ing bey­ond. They came to a pause re­gard­ing this …

				“I ’ave all dose lives to con­sider,” said Ger­illeau sud­denly.

				Hol­royd turned and stared at the cap­tain, real­ising slowly that he re­ferred to the un­ap­pet­ising mix­ture of races that con­sti­tuted his crew.

				“To send a land­ing party—it is im­possible—im­possible. They will be poisoned, they will swell, they will swell up and ab­use me and die. It is totally im­possible … If we land, I must land alone, alone, in thick boots and with my life in my hand. Per­haps I should live. Or again—I might not land. I do not know. I do not know.”

				Hol­royd thought he did, but he said noth­ing.

				“De whole thing,” said Ger­illeau sud­denly, “ ’as been got up to make me ri­dicu­lous. De whole thing!”

				They paddled about and re­garded the clean white skel­et­on from vari­ous points of view, and then they re­turned to the gun­boat. Then Ger­illeau’s in­de­cisions be­came ter­rible. Steam was got up, and in the af­ter­noon the mon­it­or went on up the river with an air of go­ing to ask some­body some­thing, and by sun­set came back again and anchored. A thun­der­storm gathered and broke furi­ously, and then the night be­came beau­ti­fully cool and quiet and every­one slept on deck. Ex­cept Ger­illeau, who tossed about and muttered. In the dawn he awakened Hol­royd.

				“Lord!” said Hol­royd, “what now?”

				“I have de­cided,” said the cap­tain.

				“What—to land?” said Hol­royd, sit­ting up brightly.

				“No!” said the cap­tain, and was for a time very re­served. “I have de­cided,” he re­peated, and Hol­royd mani­fes­ted symp­toms of im­pa­tience.

				“Well—yes,” said the cap­tain, “I shall fire de big gun!”

				And he did! Heav­en knows what the ants thought of it, but he did. He fired it twice with great stern­ness and ce­re­mony. All the crew had wad­ding in their ears, and there was an ef­fect of go­ing in­to ac­tion about the whole af­fair, and first they hit and wrecked the old sug­ar-mill, and then they smashed the aban­doned store be­hind the jetty. And then Ger­illeau ex­per­i­enced the in­ev­it­able re­ac­tion.

				“It is no good,” he said to Hol­royd; “no good at all. No sort of bally good. We must go back—for in­struc­tions. Dere will be de dev­il of a row about dis am­muni­tion—oh! de dev­il of a row! You don’t know, ’Ol­royd—”

				He stood re­gard­ing the world in in­fin­ite per­plex­ity for a space.

				“But what else was there to do?” he cried.

				In the af­ter­noon the mon­it­or star­ted down stream again, and in the even­ing a land­ing party took the body of the lieu­ten­ant and bur­ied it on the bank upon which the new ants have so far not ap­peared …

			
			
				IV

				I heard this story in a frag­ment­ary state from Hol­royd not three weeks ago.

				These new ants have got in­to his brain, and he has come back to Eng­land with the idea, as he says, of “ex­cit­ing people” about them “be­fore it is too late.” He says they threaten Brit­ish Guiana, which can­not be much over a trifle of a thou­sand miles from their present sphere of activ­ity, and that the Co­lo­ni­al Of­fice ought to get to work upon them at once. He de­claims with great pas­sion: “These are in­tel­li­gent ants. Just think what that means!”

				There can be no doubt they are a ser­i­ous pest, and that the Brazili­an Gov­ern­ment is well ad­vised in of­fer­ing a prize of five hun­dred pounds for some ef­fec­tu­al meth­od of ex­tirp­a­tion. It is cer­tain too that since they first ap­peared in the hills bey­ond Badama, about three years ago, they have achieved ex­traordin­ary con­quests. The whole of the south bank of the Batemo River, for nearly sixty miles, they have in their ef­fec­tu­al oc­cu­pa­tion; they have driv­en men out com­pletely, oc­cu­pied plant­a­tions and set­tle­ments, and boarded and cap­tured at least one ship. It is even said they have in some in­ex­plic­able way bridged the very con­sid­er­able Cap­uar­ana arm and pushed many miles to­wards the Amazon it­self. There can be little doubt that they are far more reas­on­able and with a far bet­ter so­cial or­gan­isa­tion than any pre­vi­ously known ant spe­cies; in­stead of be­ing in dis­persed so­ci­et­ies they are or­gan­ised in­to what is in ef­fect a single na­tion; but their pe­cu­li­ar and im­me­di­ate for­mid­able­ness lies not so much in this as in the in­tel­li­gent use they make of pois­on against their lar­ger en­emies. It would seem this pois­on of theirs is closely akin to snake pois­on, and it is highly prob­able they ac­tu­ally man­u­fac­ture it, and that the lar­ger in­di­vidu­als among them carry the needle-like crys­tals of it in their at­tacks upon men.

				Of course it is ex­tremely dif­fi­cult to get any de­tailed in­form­a­tion about these new com­pet­it­ors for the sov­er­eignty of the globe. No eye­wit­nesses of their activ­ity, ex­cept for such glimpses as Hol­royd’s, have sur­vived the en­counter. The most ex­traordin­ary le­gends of their prowess and ca­pa­city are in cir­cu­la­tion in the re­gion of the Up­per Amazon, and grow daily as the steady ad­vance of the in­vader stim­u­lates men’s ima­gin­a­tions through their fears. These strange little creatures are cred­ited not only with the use of im­ple­ments and a know­ledge of fire and metals and with or­gan­ised feats of en­gin­eer­ing that stag­ger our north­ern minds—un­used as we are to such feats as that of the Saü­bas of Rio de Janeiro, who in 1841 drove a tun­nel un­der the Parahyba where it is as wide as the Thames at Lon­don Bridge—but with an or­gan­ised and de­tailed meth­od of re­cord and com­mu­nic­a­tion ana­log­ous to our books. So far their ac­tion has been a steady pro­gress­ive set­tle­ment, in­volving the flight or slaughter of every hu­man be­ing in the new areas they in­vade. They are in­creas­ing rap­idly in num­bers, and Hol­royd at least is firmly con­vinced that they will fi­nally dis­pos­sess man over the whole of trop­ic­al South Amer­ica.

				And why should they stop at trop­ic­al South Amer­ica?

				Well, there they are, any­how. By 1911 or there­abouts, if they go on as they are go­ing, they ought to strike the Cap­uar­ana Ex­ten­sion Rail­way, and force them­selves upon the at­ten­tion of the European cap­it­al­ist.

				By 1920 they will be halfway down the Amazon. I fix 1950 or ’60 at the latest for the dis­cov­ery of Europe.

			
		
	
		
			The Beautiful Suit

			There was once a little man whose moth­er made him a beau­ti­ful suit of clothes. It was green and gold, and woven so that I can­not de­scribe how del­ic­ate and fine it was, and there was a tie of or­ange fluffi­ness that tied up un­der his chin. And the but­tons in their new­ness shone like stars. He was proud and pleased by his suit bey­ond meas­ure, and stood be­fore the long look­ing-glass when first he put it on, so as­ton­ished and de­lighted with it that he could hardly turn him­self away. He wanted to wear it every­where, and show it to all sorts of people. He thought over all the places he had ever vis­ited, and all the scenes he had ever heard de­scribed, and tried to ima­gine what the feel of it would be if he were to go now to those scenes and places wear­ing his shin­ing suit, and he wanted to go out forth­with in­to the long grass and the hot sun­shine of the mead­ow wear­ing it. Just to wear it! But his moth­er told him “No.” She told him he must take great care of his suit, for nev­er would he have an­oth­er nearly so fine; he must save it and save it, and only wear it on rare and great oc­ca­sions. It was his wed­ding-suit, she said. And she took the but­tons and twis­ted them up with tis­sue pa­per for fear their bright new­ness should be tar­nished, and she tacked little guards over the cuffs and el­bows, and wherever the suit was most likely to come to harm. He hated and res­isted these things, but what could he do? And at last her warn­ings and per­sua­sions had ef­fect, and he con­sen­ted to take off his beau­ti­ful suit and fold it in­to its prop­er creases, and put it away. It was al­most as though he gave it up again. But he was al­ways think­ing of wear­ing it, and of the su­preme oc­ca­sions when some day it might be worn without the guards, without the tis­sue pa­per on the but­tons, ut­terly and de­light­fully, nev­er caring, beau­ti­ful bey­ond meas­ure.

			One night, when he was dream­ing of it after his habit, he dreamt he took the tis­sue pa­per from one of the but­tons, and found its bright­ness a little faded, and that dis­tressed him migh­tily in his dream. He pol­ished the poor faded but­ton and pol­ished it, and, if any­thing, it grew duller. He woke up and lay awake, think­ing of the bright­ness a little dulled, and won­der­ing how he would feel if per­haps when the great oc­ca­sion (whatever it might be) should ar­rive, one but­ton should chance to be ever so little short of its first glit­ter­ing fresh­ness, and for days and days that thought re­mained with him dis­tress­ingly. And when next his moth­er let him wear his suit, he was temp­ted and nearly gave way to the tempta­tion just to fumble off one little bit of tis­sue pa­per and see if in­deed the but­tons were keep­ing as bright as ever.

			He went trimly along on his way to church, full of this wild de­sire. For you must know his moth­er did, with re­peated and care­ful warn­ings, let him wear his suit at times, on Sundays, for ex­ample, to and fro from church, when there was no threat­en­ing of rain, no dust blow­ing, nor any­thing to in­jure it, with its but­tons covered and its pro­tec­tions tacked upon it, and a sun­shade in his hand to shad­ow it if there seemed too strong a sun­light for its col­ours. And al­ways, after such oc­ca­sions, he brushed it over and fol­ded it ex­quis­itely as she had taught him, and put it away again.

			Now all these re­stric­tions his moth­er set to the wear­ing of his suit he obeyed, al­ways he obeyed them, un­til one strange night he woke up and saw the moon­light shin­ing out­side his win­dow. It seemed to him the moon­light was not com­mon moon­light, nor the night a com­mon night, and for awhile he lay quite drowsily, with this odd per­sua­sion in his mind. Thought joined on to thought like things that whis­per warmly in the shad­ows. Then he sat up in his little bed sud­denly very alert, with his heart beat­ing very fast, and a quiver in his body from top to toe. He had made up his mind. He knew that now he was go­ing to wear his suit as it should be worn. He had no doubt in the mat­ter. He was afraid, ter­ribly afraid, but glad, glad.

			He got out of his bed and stood for a mo­ment by the win­dow look­ing at the moon­shine-flooded garden, and trem­bling at the thing he meant to do. The air was full of a minute clam­our of crick­ets and mur­mur­ings, of the in­fin­ites­im­al shout­ings of little liv­ing things. He went very gently across the creak­ing boards, for fear that he might wake the sleep­ing house, to the big dark clothe­spress wherein his beau­ti­ful suit lay fol­ded, and he took it out gar­ment by gar­ment, and softly and very eagerly tore off its tis­sue-pa­per cov­er­ing and its tacked pro­tec­tions un­til there it was, per­fect and de­light­ful as he had seen it when first his moth­er had giv­en it to him—a long time it seemed ago. Not a but­ton had tar­nished, not a thread had faded on this dear suit of his; he was glad enough for weep­ing as in a noise­less hurry he put it on. And then back he went, soft and quick, to the win­dow that looked out upon the garden, and stood there for a minute, shin­ing in the moon­light, with his but­tons twink­ling like stars, be­fore he got out on the sill, and, mak­ing as little of a rust­ling as he could, clambered down to the garden path be­low. He stood be­fore his moth­er’s house, and it was white and nearly as plain as by day, with every win­dow-blind but his own shut like an eye that sleeps. The trees cast still shad­ows like in­tric­ate black lace upon the wall.

			The garden in the moon­light was very dif­fer­ent from the garden by day; moon­shine was tangled in the hedges and stretched in phantom cob­webs from spray to spray. Every flower was gleam­ing white or crim­son black, and the air was a-quiver with the thrid­ding of small crick­ets and night­in­gales singing un­seen in the depths of the trees.

			There was no dark­ness in the world, but only warm, mys­ter­i­ous shad­ows, and all the leaves and spikes were edged and lined with iri­des­cent jew­els of dew. The night was warm­er than any night had ever been, the heav­ens by some mir­acle at once vaster and near­er, and, spite of the great ivory-tin­ted moon that ruled the world, the sky was full of stars.

			The little man did not shout nor sing for all his in­fin­ite glad­ness. He stood for a time like one awestricken, and then, with a queer small cry and hold­ing out his arms, he ran out as if he would em­brace at once the whole round im­mens­ity of the world. He did not fol­low the neat set paths that cut the garden squarely, but thrust across the beds and through the wet, tall, scen­ted herbs, through the night-stock and the nicot­ine and the clusters of phantom white mal­low flowers and through the thick­ets of south­ern­wood and lav­ender, and knee-deep across a wide space of mignon­ette. He came to the great hedge, and he thrust his way through it; and though the thorns of the brambles scored him deeply and tore threads from his won­der­ful suit, and though burrs and goose-grass and havers caught and clung to him, he did not care. He did not care, for he knew it was all part of the wear­ing for which he had longed. “I am glad I put on my suit,” he said; “I am glad I wore my suit.”

			Bey­ond the hedge he came to the duck-pond, or at least to what was the duck-pond by day. But by night it was a great bowl of sil­ver moon­shine all noisy with singing frogs, of won­der­ful sil­ver moon­shine twis­ted and clot­ted with strange pat­tern­ings, and the little man ran down in­to its wa­ters between the thin black rushes, knee-deep and waist-deep and to his shoulders, smit­ing the wa­ter to black and shin­ing wave­lets with either hand, sway­ing and shiv­er­ing wave­lets, amidst which the stars were net­ted in the tangled re­flec­tions of the brood­ing trees upon the bank. He waded un­til he swam, and so he crossed the pond and came out upon the oth­er side, trail­ing, as it seemed to him, not duck­weed, but very sil­ver in long, cling­ing, drip­ping masses. And up he went through the trans­figured tangles of the wil­low-herb and the un­cut seed­ing grasses of the farther bank. He came glad and breath­less in­to the high road. “I am glad,” he said, “bey­ond meas­ure, that I had clothes that fit­ted this oc­ca­sion.”

			The high road ran straight as an ar­row flies, straight in­to the deep-blue pit of sky be­neath the moon, a white and shin­ing road between the singing night­in­gales, and along it he went, run­ning now and leap­ing, and now walk­ing and re­joicing, in the clothes his moth­er had made for him with tire­less, lov­ing hands. The road was deep in dust, but that for him was only soft white­ness; and as he went a great dim moth came flut­ter­ing round his wet and shim­mer­ing and hasten­ing fig­ure. At first he did not heed the moth, and then he waved his hands at it, and made a sort of dance with it as it circled round his head. “Soft moth!” he cried, “dear moth! And won­der­ful night, won­der­ful night of the world! Do you think my clothes are beau­ti­ful, dear moth? As beau­ti­ful as your scales and all this sil­ver ves­ture of the Earth and sky?”

			And the moth circled closer and closer un­til at last its vel­vet wings just brushed his lips …

			

			And next morn­ing they found him dead, with his neck broken, in the bot­tom of the stone pit, with his beau­ti­ful clothes a little bloody, and foul and stained with the duck­weed from the pond. But his face was a face of such hap­pi­ness that, had you seen it, you would have un­der­stood in­deed how that he had died happy, nev­er know­ing that cool and stream­ing sil­ver for the duck­weed in the pond.

		
	
		
			The Pearl of Love

			The pearl is love­li­er than the most bril­liant of crys­tal­line stones, the mor­al­ist de­clares, be­cause it is made through the suf­fer­ing of a liv­ing creature. About that I can say noth­ing be­cause I feel none of the fas­cin­a­tion of pearls. Their cloudy lustre moves me not at all. Nor can I de­cide for my­self upon that agelong dis­pute wheth­er the Pearl of Love is the cruellest of stor­ies or only a gra­cious fable of the im­mor­tal­ity of beauty.

			Both the story and the con­tro­versy will be fa­mil­i­ar to stu­dents of me­di­aev­al Per­sian prose. The story is a short one, though the com­ment­ary upon it is a re­spect­able part of the lit­er­at­ure of that peri­od. They have treated it as a po­et­ic in­ven­tion and they have treated it as an al­legory mean­ing this, that, or the oth­er thing. Theo­lo­gians have had their co­pi­ous way with it, deal­ing with it par­tic­u­larly as con­cern­ing the res­tor­a­tion of the body after death, and it has been greatly used as a par­able by those who write about aes­thet­ics. And many have held it to be the state­ment of a fact, simply and baldly true.

			The story is laid in North In­dia, which is the most fruit­ful soil for sub­lime love stor­ies of all the lands in the world. It was in a coun­try of sun­shine and lakes and rich forests and hills and fer­tile val­leys; and far away the great moun­tains hung in the sky, peaks, crests, and ridges of in­ac­cess­ible and etern­al snow. There was a young Prince, lord of all the land; and he found a maid­en of in­des­crib­able beauty and de­light­ful­ness and he made her his Queen and laid his heart at her feet. Love was theirs, full of joys and sweet­ness, full of hope, ex­quis­ite, brave and mar­vel­lous love, bey­ond any­thing you have ever dreamt of love. It was theirs for a year and a part of a year; and then sud­denly, be­cause of some venom­ous sting that came to her in a thick­et, she died.

			She died and for a while the Prince was ut­terly pros­trated. He was si­lent and mo­tion­less with grief. They feared he might kill him­self, and he had neither sons nor broth­ers to suc­ceed him. For two days and nights he lay upon his face, fast­ing, across the foot of the couch which bore her calm and lovely body. Then he arose and ate, and went about very quietly like one who has taken a great res­ol­u­tion. He caused her body to be put in a coffin of lead mixed with sil­ver, and for that he had an out­er coffin made of the most pre­cious and scen­ted woods wrought with gold, and about that there was to be a sar­co­phag­us of ala­baster, in­laid with pre­cious stones. And while these things were be­ing done he spent his time for the most part by the pools and in the garden-houses and pa­vil­ions and groves and in those cham­bers in the palace where they two had been most to­geth­er, brood­ing upon her love­li­ness. He did not rend his gar­ments nor de­file him­self with ashes and sack­cloth as the cus­tom was, for his love was too great for such ex­tra­vag­ances. At last he came forth again among his coun­cil­lors and be­fore the people, and told them what he had a mind to do.

			He said he could nev­er more touch wo­man, he could nev­er more think of them, and so he would find a seemly youth to ad­opt for his heir and train him to his task, and that he would do his princely du­ties as be­came him; but that for the rest of it, he would give him­self with all his power and all his strength and all his wealth, all that he could com­mand, to make a monu­ment worthy of his in­com­par­able, dear, lost mis­tress. A build­ing it should be of per­fect grace and beauty, more mar­vel­lous than any oth­er build­ing had ever been or could ever be, so that to the end of time it should be a won­der, and men would treas­ure it and speak of it and de­sire to see it and come from all the lands of the earth to vis­it and re­call the name and the memory of his Queen. And this build­ing he said was to be called the Pearl of Love.

			And this his coun­cil­lors and people per­mit­ted him to do, and so he did.

			

			Year fol­lowed year, and all the years he de­voted him­self to build­ing and ad­orn­ing the Pearl of Love. A great found­a­tion was hewn out of the liv­ing rock in a place whence one seemed to be look­ing at the snowy wil­der­ness of the great moun­tain across the val­ley of the world. Vil­lages and hills there were, a wind­ing river, and very far away three great cit­ies. Here they put the sar­co­phag­us of ala­baster be­neath a pa­vil­ion of cun­ning work­man­ship; and about it there were set pil­lars of strange and lovely stone and wrought and fret­ted walls, and a great cas­ket of ma­sonry bear­ing a dome and pin­nacles and cu­polas, as ex­quis­ite as a jew­el. At first the design of the Pearl of Love was less bold and subtle than it be­came later. At first it was smal­ler and more wrought and en­crus­ted; there were many pierced screens and del­ic­ate clusters of rosy-hued pil­lars, and the sar­co­phag­us lay like a child that sleeps among flowers. The first dome was covered with green tiles, framed and held to­geth­er by sil­ver, but this was taken away again be­cause it seemed close, be­cause it did not soar grandly enough for the broad­en­ing ima­gin­a­tion of the Prince.

			For by this time he was no longer the grace­ful youth who had loved the girl Queen. He was now a man, grave and in­tent, wholly set upon the build­ing of the Pearl of Love. With every year of ef­fort he had learnt new pos­sib­il­it­ies in arch and wall and but­tress; he had ac­quired great­er power over the ma­ter­i­al he had to use and he had learnt of a hun­dred stones and hues and ef­fects that he could nev­er have thought of in the be­gin­ning. His sense of col­our had grown finer and colder; he cared no more for the enamelled gold-lined bright­ness that had pleased him first, the bright­ness of an il­lu­min­ated missal; he sought now for blue col­our­ings like the sky and for the subtle hues of great dis­tances, for re­con­dite shad­ows and sud­den broad floods of purple opales­cence and for grandeur and space. He wear­ied al­to­geth­er of carvings and pic­tures and in­laid or­na­ment­a­tion and all the little care­ful work of men. “Those were pretty things,” he said of his earli­er dec­or­a­tions; and had them put aside in­to sub­or­din­ate build­ings where they would not hamper his main design. Great­er and great­er grew his artistry. With awe and amazement people saw the Pearl of Love sweep­ing up from its first be­gin­nings to a su­per­hu­man breadth and height and mag­ni­fi­cence. They did not know clearly what they had ex­pec­ted, but nev­er had they ex­pec­ted so sub­lime a thing as this. “Won­der­ful are the mir­acles,” they whispered, “that love can do,” and all the wo­men in the world, whatever oth­er loves they had, loved the Prince for the splend­our of his de­vo­tion.

			Through the middle of the build­ing ran a great aisle, a vista, that the Prince came to care for more and more. From the in­ner en­trance of the build­ing he looked along the length of an im­mense pillared gal­lery and across the cent­ral area from which the rose-hued columns had long since van­ished, over the top of the pa­vil­ion un­der which lay the sar­co­phag­us, through a mar­vel­lously de­signed open­ing, to the snowy wil­der­nesses of the great moun­tain, the Lord of all Moun­tains, two hun­dred miles away. The pil­lars and arches and but­tresses and gal­ler­ies soared and floated on either side, per­fect yet un­ob­trus­ive, like great archangels wait­ing in the shad­ows about the pres­ence of God. When men saw that aus­tere beauty for the first time they were ex­al­ted, and then they shivered and their hearts bowed down.

			Very of­ten would the Prince come to stand there and look at that vista, deeply moved and not yet fully sat­is­fied. The Pearl of Love had still some­thing for him to do, he felt, be­fore his task was done. Al­ways he would or­der some little al­ter­a­tion to be made or some re­cent al­ter­a­tions to be put back again. And one day he said that the sar­co­phag­us would be clear­er and sim­pler without the pa­vil­ion; and after re­gard­ing it very stead­fastly for a long time, he had the pa­vil­ion dis­mantled and re­moved.

			The next day he came and said noth­ing, and the next day and the next. Then for two days he stayed away al­to­geth­er. Then he re­turned, bring­ing with him an ar­chi­tect and two mas­ter crafts­men and a small ret­in­ue.

			All looked, stand­ing to­geth­er si­lently in a little group, amidst the se­rene vast­ness of their achieve­ment. No trace of toil re­mained in its per­fec­tion. It was as if the God of nature’s beauty had taken over their off­spring to him­self.

			Only one thing there was to mar the ab­so­lute har­mony. There was a cer­tain dis­pro­por­tion about the sar­co­phag­us. It had nev­er been en­larged—and in­deed how could it have been en­larged?—since the early days. It chal­lenged the eye; it nicked the stream­ing lines. In that sar­co­phag­us was the cas­ket of lead and sil­ver, and in the cas­ket of lead and sil­ver was the Queen, the dear im­mor­tal cause of all this beauty. But now that sar­co­phag­us seemed no more than a little dark ob­long that lay in­con­gru­ously in the great vista of the Pearl of Love. It was as if someone had dropped a small valise upon the crys­tal sea of heav­en.

			Long the Prince mused, but no one knew the thoughts that passed through his mind.

			At last he spoke. He poin­ted.

			“Take that thing away,” he said.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. No European is known to have seen a live Ae­py­ornis, with the doubt­ful ex­cep­tion of MacAndrew, who vis­ited Mad­a­gas­car in 1745. —H. G. W.
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