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“And Sent out a Jet of Fire from His Nostrils "

Drawing by Power O’Malley. To illustrate
“In the House of Suddhoo,” by Rudyard Kipling
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Rudyard Kipling = :%°

My Own True Ghost Story” “*-+7% °~

As I came thréugh the Desert thus it was—
As I came through the Desert.
The City of Dreadful Night,

SOMEWHERE in the Other World, where there are

books and pictures and plays and shop windows to
look at, and thousands of men who spend their lives in
building up all four, lives a gentleman who writes real
stories about the real insides of people; and his name is
Mr. Walter Besant. But he will insist upon treating his
ghosts—he has published half a workshopful of them—
with levity. He makes his ghost-seers talk familiarly, and,
in some cases, flirt outrageously, with the phantoms. You
may treat anything, from a Viceroy to a Vernacular Paper,
with levity; but you must behave reverently toward a
ghost, and particularly an Indian one.

There are, in this land, ghosts who take the form of
fat, cold, pobby corpses, and hide in trees near the
roadside till a traveler passes. Then they drop upon
his neck and remain. There are also terrible ghosts
of women who have died in child-bed. These wander
along the pathways at dusk, or hide in the crops near a
village, and call seductively. But to answer their call is
death in this world and the next. Their feet are turned
backward that all sober men may recognize them. There
are ghosts of little children who have been thrown into
wells. These haunt well curbs and the fringes of jungles,
and wail under the stars, or catch women by the wrist and
beg to be taken up and carried. These and the corpse
ghosts, however, are only vernacular articles and do not
attack Sahibs. No native ghost has yet been authentically
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English Mystery Stories

reported to have frightened an Englishman; but many
English ghosts have scared the life out of both white and
black.. .

\Tea:r-y every other Station owns a ghost. There are
e.xd to he .two. at Simla, not counting the woman who
“blows: the bellows at Syree dik-bungalow on the Old
Road; Mussoorie has a house haunted of a very lively
sThing ; a White Lady is supposed to do night-watchman
round a house in Lahore; Dalhousie says that one of her
houses “ repeats ” on autumn evenings all the incidents of
a horrible horse-and-precipice accident; Murree has a
merry ghost, and, now that she has been swept by cholera,
will have room for a sorrowful one; there are Officers’
Quarters in Mian Mir whose doors open without reason,
and whose furniture is guaranteed to creak, not with the
heat of June but with the weight of Invisibles who come
to lounge in the chairs; Peshawur possesses houses that
none will willingly rent; and there is something—not fever
—wrong with a big bungalow in Allahabad. The older
Provinces simply bristle with haunted houses, and march
phantom armies along their main thoroughfares.

Some of the dik-bungalows on the Grand Trunk Road
have handy little cemeteries in their compound—witnesses
to the “changes and chances of this mortal life ” in the
days when men drove from Calcutta to the Northwest.
These bungalows are objectionable places to put up in.
They are generally very old, always dirty, while the
khansamah is as ancient as the bungalow. He either chat-
ters senilely, or falls into the long trances of age. In both
moods he is useless. If you get angry with him, he refers
to some Sahib dead and buried these thirty years, and says
that when he was in that Sahib’s service not a khansamah
in the Province could touch him. Then he jabbers and
mows and trembles and fidgets among the dishes, and you
repent of your irritation.

In these dak-bungalows, ghosts are most likely to be
found, and when found, they should be made a note of.
Not long ago it was my business to live in dik-bungalows.
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I never inhabited the same house for three nights running,
and grew to be learned in the breed. I lived in Govern-
ment-built ones with red brick walls and rail ceilings, an
inventory of the furniture posted in every room, and an
excited snake at the threshold to give welcome. I lived in
“converted ” ones—old houses officiating as dak-bunga-
lows—where nothing was in its proper place and there
wasn’t even a fowl for dinner. I lived in second-hand
palaces where the wind blew through open-work marble
tracery just as uncomfortably as through a broken pane.
I lived in dak-bungalows where the last entry in the vis-
itors’ book was fifteen months old, and where they slashed
off the curry-kid’s head with a sword. It was my good
luck to meet all sorts of men, from sober traveling mis-
sionaries and deserters flying from British Regiments, to
drunken loafers who threw whisky bottles at all who
passed; and my still greater good fortune just to escape a
maternity case. Seeing that a fair proportion of the
tragedy of our lives out here acted itself in dak-bungalows,
I wondered that I had met no ghosts. A ghost that would
voluntarily hang about a dik-bungalow would be mad of
course; but so many men have died mad in dak-bungalows
that there must be a fair percentage of lunatic ghosts.

In due time I found my ghost, or ghosts rather, for there
were two of them. Up till that hour I had sympathized
with Mr. Besant’s method of handling them, as shown in
“The Strange Case of Mr. Lucraft and Other Stories.” I
am now in the Opposition.

We will call the bungalow Katmal dik-bungalow. But
that was the smallest part of the horror. A man with a
sensitive hide has no right to sleep in dak-bungalows. He
should marry. Katmal dik-bungalow was old and rotten
and unrepaired. The floor was of worn brick, the walls
were filthy, and the windows were nearly black with grime.
It stood on a bypath largely used by native Sub-Deputy
Assistants of all kinds, from Finance to Forests; but real
Sahibs were rare. The khansamah, who was nearly bent
double with old age, said so.
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When I arrived, there was a fitful, undecided rain on
the face of the land, accompanied by a restless wind, and
every gust made a noise like the rattling of dry bones in
the stiff toddy palms outside. The khansamah completely
lost his head on my arrival. He had served a Sahib once.
Did I know that Sahib? He gave me the name of a well-
known man who has been buried for more than a quarter
of a century, and showed me an ancient daguerreotype of
that man in his prehistoric youth. I had seen a steel en-
graving of him at the head of a double volume of Memoirs
a month before, and I felt ancient beyond telling.

The day shut in and the khansamah went to get me food.
He did not go through the pretense of calling it “ khana ”
—man’s victuals. He said “ ratub,” and that means, among
other things, “ grub ”—dog’s rations. There was no insult
in his choice of the term. He had forgotten the other
word, I suppose.

While he was cutting up the dead bodies of animals, I
settled myself down, after exploring the dak-bungalow.
There were three rooms, beside my own, which was a cor-
ner kennel, each giving into the other through dingy white
doors fastened with long iron bars. The bungalow was a
very solid one, but the partition walls of the rooms were
almost jerry-built in their flimsiness. Every step or bang
of a trunk echoed from my room down the other three,
and every footfall came back tremulously from the far
walls. For this reason I shut the door. There were no
lamps—only candles in long glass shades. An oil wick
was set in the bathroom.

For bleak, unadulterated misery that dak-bungalow was
the worst of the many that I had ever set foot in. There
was no fireplace, and the windows would not open; so a
brazier of charcoal would have been useless. The rain and
the wind splashed and gurgled and moaned round the
house, and the toddy palms rattled and roared. Half a
dozen jackals went through the compound singing, and a
hyena stood afar off and mocked them. A hyena would
convince a Sadducee of the Resurrection of the Dead—
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the worst sort of Dead. Then came the ratub—a curious
meal, half native and half English in composition—with
the old khansamah babbling behind my chair about dead
and gone English people, and the wind-blown candles
playing shadow-bo-peep with the bed and the mosquito-
curtains. It was just the sort of dinner and evening to
make a man think of every single one of his past sins, and
of all the others that he intended to commit if he lived.

Sleep, for several hundred reasons, was not easy. The
lamp in the bath-room threw the most absurd shadows
into the room, and the wind was beginning to talk non-
sense.

Just when the reasons were drowsy with blood-sucking
I heard the regular — “ Let-us-take-and-heave-him-over ”
grunt of doolie-bearers in the compound. First one doolie
came in, then a second, and then a third. I heard the
doolies dumped on the ground, and the shutter in front
of my door shook. ‘ That’s some one trying to come in,”
I said. But no one spoke, and I persuaded myself that it
was the gusty wind. The shutter of the room next to mine
was attacked, flung back, and the inner door opened.
“That’s some Sub-Deputy Assistant,” I said, “ and he has
brought his friends with him. Now they’ll talk and spit
and smoke for an hour.”

But there were no voices and no footsteps. No one
was putting his luggage into the next room. The door
shut, and I thanked Providence that I was to be left in
peace. But I was curious to know where the doolies had
gone. I got out of bed and looked into the darkness.
There was never a sign of a doolie. Just as I was getting
into bed again, I heard, in the next room, the sound that
no man in his senses can possibly mistake—the whir of
a billiard ball down the length of the slates when the striker
is stringing for break. No other sound is like it. A minute
afterwards there was another whir, and I got into bed. I
was not frightened—indeed I was not. I was very curious
to know what had become of the doolies. I jumped into
bed for that reason.

13
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Next minute I heard the double click of a cannon and
my hair sat up. It is a mistake to say that hair stands
up. The skin of the head tightens and you can feel a faint,
prickly, bristling all over the scalp. That is the hair sit-
ting up.

There was a whir and a click, and both sounds could
only have been made by one thing—a billiard ball. I ar-
gued the matter out at great length with myself; and the
more I argued the less probable it seemed that one bed,
one table, and two chairs—all the furniture of the room
next to mine—could so exactly duplicate the sounds of a
game of billiards. After another cannon, a three-cushion
one to judge by the whir, I argued no more. I had found
my ghost and would have given worlds to have escaped
from that dik-bungalow. I listened, and with each listen
the game grew clearer. There was whir on whir and click
on click. Sometimes there was a double click and a whir
and another click. Beyond any sort of doubt, people were
playing billiards in the next room. And the next room
was not big enough to hold a billiard table!

Between the pauses of the wind I heard the game go
forward—stroke after stroke. I tried to believe that I
could not hear voices; but that attempt was a failure.

Do you know what fear is? Not ordinary fear of in-
sult, injury or death, but abject, quivering dread of some-
thing that you cannot see—fear that dries the inside of
the mouth and half of the throat—fear that makes you
sweat on the palms of the hands, and gulp in order to keep
the uvula at work? This is a fine Fear—a great cowardice,
and must be felt to be appreciated. The very improbability
of billiards in a dik-bungalow proved the reality of the
thing. No man—drunk or sober—could imagine a game
at billiards, or invent the spitting crack of a “screw-
cannon.”

A severe course of dik-bungalows has this disadvantage
—it breeds infinite credulity. If a man said to a confirmed
dak-bungalow-haunter :—* There is a corpse in the next
room, and there’s a mad girl in the next but one, and the
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woman and man on that camel have just eloped from a
place sixty miles away,” the hearer would not disbelieve
because he would know that nothing is too wild, grotesque,
or horrible to happen in a dak-bungalow.

This credulity, unfortunately, extends to ghosts. A ra-
tional person fresh from his own house would have turned
on his side and slept. I did not. So surely as I was given
up as a bad carcass by the scores of things in the bed
because the bulk of my blood was in my heart, so surely
did I hear every stroke of a long game at billiards played
in the echoing room behind the iron-barred door. My
dominant fear was that the players might want a marker.
It was an absurd fear; because creatures who could play
in the dark would be above such superfluities. I only know
that that was my terror; and it was real.

After a long, long while the game stopped, and the door
banged. I slept because I was dead tired. Otherwise I
should have preferred to have kept awake. Not for every-
thing in Asia would I have dropped the door-bar and
peered into the dark of the next room.

When the morning came, I considered that I had done
well and wisely, and inquired for the means of departure.

“By the way, khansamah,” 1 said, “ what were those
three doolies doing in my compound in the night?”

“There were no doolies,” said the khansamah.

I went into the next room and the daylight streamed
through the open door. I was immensely brave. I would,
at that hour, have played Black Pool with the owner of
the big Black Pool down below.

“ Has this place always been a dak-bungalow? ” I asked.

“No,” said the khansamah. “ Ten or twenty years ago,
I have forgotten how long, it was a billiard room.”

“A how much?”

“ A billiard room for the Sahibs who built the Railway.
I was khansamah then in the big house where all the Rail-
way-Sahibs lived, and I used to come across with brandy-
shrab. These three rooms were all one, and they held a
big table on which the Sahibs played every evening. But
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the Sahibs are all dead now, and the Railway runs, you say,
nearly to Kabul.”

“Do you remember anything about the Sahibs?”

“1It is long ago, but I remember that one Sahib, a fat
man and always angry, was playing here one night, and he
said to me:—‘ Mangal Khan, brandy-pani do,” and I filled
the glass, and he bent over the table to strike, and his
head fell lower and lower till it hit the table, and his spec-
tacles came off, and when we—the Sahibs and I myself—
ran to lift him he was dead. I helped to carry him out.
‘Aha, he was a strong Sahib! But he is dead and I, old
Mangal Khan, am still living, by your favor.”

That was more than enough! I had my ghost—a first-
hand, authenticated article, I would write to the Society
for Psychical Research—I would paralyze the Empire with
the news! But I would, first of all, put eighty miles of
assessed crop land between myself and that diak-bungalow
before nightfall. The Society might send their regular
agent to investigate later on.

I went into my own room and prepared to pack after
noting down the facts of the case. As I smoked I heard
the game begin again,—with a miss in balk this time, for
the whir was a short one.

The door was open and I could see into the room.
Click—click! That was a cannon. I entered the room with-
out fear, for there was sunlight within and a fresh breeze
without. The unseen game was going on at a tremendous
rate. And well it might, when a restless little rat was run-
ning to and fro inside the dingy ceiling-cloth, and a piece
of loose window-sash was making fifty breaks off the
window-bolt as it shook in the breeze!

Impossible to mistake the sound of billiard balls! Im-
possible to mistake the whir of a ball over the slate! But
I was to be excused. Even when I shut my enlightened
eyes the sound was marvelously like that of a fast game.

Entered angrily the faithful partner of my sorrows,
Kadir Baksh.

“This bungalow is very bad and low-caste! No won-
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der the Presence was disturbed and is speckled. ‘Three
sets of doolie-bearers came to the bungalow late last night
when I was sleeping outside, and said that it was their cus-
tom to rest in the rooms set apart for the English people!
What honor has the khansamah? They tried to enter, but
I told them to go. No wonder, if these Oorias have been
here, that the Presence is sorely spotted. It is shame, and
the work of a dirty man!”

Kadir Baksh did not say that he had taken from each
gang two annas for rent in advance, and then, beyond my
earshot, had beaten them with the big green umbrella
whose use I could never before divine. But Kadir Baksh
has no notions of morality.

There was an interview with the khansamah, but as he
promptly lost his head, wrath gave place to pity, and pity
led to a long conversation, in the course of which he put
the fat Engineer-Sahib’s tragic death in three separate
stations—two of them fifty miles away. The third shift was
to Calcutta, and there the Sahib died while driving a dog-
cart.

If T had encouraged him the khansamah would have
wandered all through Bengal with his corpse.

I did not go away as soon as I intended. I stayed for
the night, while the wind and the rat and the sash and
the window-bolt played a ding-dong “ hundred and fifty
up.” Then the wind ran out and the billiards stopped, and
I felt that I had ruined my one genuine, hall-marked ghost
story.

Had I only stopped at the proper time, I could have
made anything out of it.

That was the bitterest thought of all!
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The Sending of Dana Da

When the Devil rides on your chest. remember the chamar.
~—Native Proverb.

ONCE upon a time some people in India made a new
heaven and a new earth out of broken teacups, a miss-
ing brooch or two, and a hair brush. These were hidden
under bushes, or stuffed into holes in the hillside, and an
entire civil service of subordinate gods used to find or mend
them again; and everyone said: “ There are more things
in heaven and earth than are dreamed of in our philosophy.”
Several other things happened also, but the religion never
seemed to get much beyond its first manifestations ; though
it added an air-line postal dak, and orchestral effects in
order to keep abreast of the times, and stall off compe-
tition.

This religion was too elastic for ordinary use. It stretched
itself and embraced pieces of everything that medicine men
of all ages have manufactured. It approved and stole from
Freemasonry; looted the Latter-day Rosicrucians of half
their pet words; took any fragments of Egyptian philoso-
phy that it found in the Encyclopaedia Britannica; annexed
as many of the Vedas as had been translated into French
or English, and talked of all the rest; built in the German
versions of what is left of the Zend Avesta; encouraged
white, gray, and black magic, including Spiritualism, palm-
istry, fortune-telling by cards, hot chestnuts, double-ker-
neled nuts and tallow droppings ; would have adopted Voo-
doo and Oboe had it known anything about them, and
showed itself, in every way, one of the most accommodating
arrangements that had ever been invented since the birth
of the sea.

When it was in thorough working order, with all the
machinery down to the subscriptions complete, Dana Da
came from nowhere, with nothing in his hands, and wrote
a chapter in its history which has hitherto been unpub-
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lished. He said that his first name was Dana, and his sec-
ond was Da. Now, setting aside Dana of the New York
Sun, Dana is a Bhil name, and Da fits no native of India
unless you accept the Bengali Dé as the original spelling.
Da is Lap or Finnish; and Dana Da was neither Finn,
Chin, Bhil, Bengali, Lap, Nair, Gond, Romaney, Magh,
Bokhariot, Kurd, Armenian, Levantine, Jew, Persian, Pun-
jabi, Madrasi, Parsee, nor anything else known to eth-
nologists. He was simply Dana Da, and declined to give
further information. For the sake of brevity, and as
roughly indicating his origin, he was called “ The Native.”
He might have been the original Old Man of the Moun-
tains, who is said to be the only authorized head of the Tea-
cup Creed. Some people said that he was; but Dana Da
used to smile and deny any connection with the cult; ex-
plaining that he was an ‘“ independent experimenter.”

As I have said, he came from nowhere, with his hands
behind his back, and studied the creed for three weeks;
sitting at the feet of those best competent to explain its
mysteries. Then he laughed aloud and went away, but the
laugh might have been either of devotion or derision.

When he returned he was without money, but his pride
was unabated. He declared that he knew more about the
things in heaven and earth than those who taught him, and
for this contumacy was abandoned altogether.

His next appearance in public life was at a big canton-
ment in Upper India, and he was then telling fortunes with
the help of three leaden dice, a very dirty old cloth, and a
little tin box of opium pills. He told better fortunes when
he was allowed half a bottle of whisky; but the things
which he invented on the opium were quite worth the
money. He was in reduced circumstances. Among other
people’s he told the fortune of an Englishman who had
once been interested in the Simla creed, but who, later on,
had married and forgotten all his old knowledge in the
study of babies and Exchange. The Englishman allowed
Dana Da to tell a fortune for charity’s sake, and gave him
five rupees, a dinner, and some old clothes. When he had
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eaten, Dana Da professed gratitude, and asked if there were
anything he could do for his host—in the esoteric line.

“Is there anyone that you love?” said Dana Da. The
Englishman loved his wife; but had no desire to drag her
name into the conversation. He therefore shook his head.

“Ts there anyone that you hate?” said Dana Da. The
Englishman said that there were several men whom he
hated deeply.

“Very good,” said Dana Da, upon whom the whisky
and the opium were beginning to tell. “Only give me
their names, and I will dispatch a Sending to them and kill
them.”

Now a Sending is a horrible arrangement, first invented,
they say, in Iceland. It is a thing sent by a wizard, and
may take any form, but most generally wanders about the
land in the shape of a little purple cloud till it finds the
sendee, and him it kills by changing into the form of a
horse, or a cat, or a man without a face. It is not strictly
a native patent, though chamars can, if irritated, dispatch
a Sending which sits on the breast of their enemy by night
and nearly kills him. Very few natives care to irritate
chamars for this reason.

“ Let me dispatch a Sending,” said Dana Da; “1 am
nearly dead now with want, and drink, and opium; but I
should like to kill a man before I die. I can send a Send-
ing anywhere you choose, and in any form except in the
shape of a man.”

The Englishman had no friends that he wished to kill,
but partly to soothe Dana Da, whose eyes were rolling, and
partly to see what would be done, he asked whether a
modified Sending could not be arranged for—such a Send-
ing as should make a man’s life a burden to him, and yet
do him no harm. If this were possible, he notified his will-
ingness to give Dana Da ten rupees for the job.

“1 am not what I was once,” said Dana Da, “and I
must take the money because I am poor. To what Eng-
lishman shall T send it?”

“Send a Sending to Lone Sahib,” said the Englishman,
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naming a man who had been most bitter in rebuking him
for his apostasy from the Teacup Creed. Dana Da laughed
and nodded.

“I could have chosen no better man myself,” said he.
“T will see that he finds the Sending about his path and
about his bed.”

He lay down on the hearthrug, turned up the whites of
his eyes, shivered all over, and beganr to snort. This was
magic, or opium, or the Sending, or all three. When he
opened his eyes he vowed that the Sending had started
upon the warpath, and was at that moment flying up to the
town where Lone Sahib lives.

“ Give me my ten rupees,” said Dana Da, wearily, “ and
write a letter to Lone Sahih, telling him, and all who be-
lieve with him, that you and a friend are using a power
greater than theirs. They will see that you are speaking the
truth.”

He departed unsteadily, with the promise of some more
rupees if anything came of the Sending.

The Englishman sent a letter to Lone Sahib, couched in
what he remembered of the terminology of the creed. He
wrote: “I also, in the days of what you held to be my
backsliding, have obtained enlightenment, and with enlight-
enment has come power.” Then he grew so deeply mys-
terious that the recipient of the letter could make neither
head nor tail of it, and was proportionately impressed ; for
he fancied that his friend had become a ‘‘ fifth rounder.”
When a man is a “fifth rounder” he can do more than
Slade and Houdin combined.

Lone Sahib read the letter in five different fashions, and
was beginning a sixth interpretation, when his bearer dashed
in with the news that there was a cat on the bed. Now,
if there was one thing that Lone Sahib hated more than
another it was a cat. He rated the bearer for not turning
it out of the house. The bearer said that he was afraid.
All the doors of the bedroom had been shut throughout
the morning, and no real cat could possibly have entered
the room. He would prefer not to meddle with the creature.
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Lone Sahib entered the room gingerly, and there, on the
pillow of his bed, sprawled and whimpered a wee white
kitten, not a jumpsome, frisky little beast, but a sluglike
crawler with its eyes barely opened and its paws lacking
strength or direction—a kitten that ought to have been in
a basket with its mamma. Lone Sahib caught it by the
scruff of its neck, handed it over to the sweeper to be
drowned, and fined the bearer four annas.

That evening, as he was reading in his room, he fancied
that he saw something moving about on the hearthrug,
outside the circle of light from his reading lamp. When
the thing began to myowl, he realized that it was a kitten
—a wee white kitten, nearly blind and very miserable. He
was seriously angry, and spoke bitterly to his bearer, who
said that there was no kitten in the room when he brought
in the lamp, and real kittens of tender age generally had
mother cats in attendance.

“If the Presence will go out into the veranda and listen,”
said the bearer, ‘“ he will hear no cats. How, therefore,
can the kitten on the bed and the kitten on the hearthrug
be real kittens?”

Lone Sahib went out to listen, and the bearer followed
him, but there was no sound of Rachel mewing for her
children. He returned to his room, having hurled the kit-
ten down the hillside, and wrote out the incidents of the
day for the benefit of his coreligionists. Those people were
so absolutely free from superstition that they ascribed any-
thing a little out of the common to agencies. As it was
their business to know all about the agencies, they were on
terms of almost indecent familiarity with manifestations of
every kind. Their letters dropped from the ceiling—un-
stamped—and spirits used to squatter up and down their
staircases all night. But they had never come into con-
tact with kittens. Lone Sahib wrote out the facts, noting
the hour and the minute, as every psychical observer is
bound to do, and appending the Englishman’s letter be-
cause it was the most mysterious document and might have
had a bearing upon anything in this world or the next. An
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outsider would have translated all the tangle thus: “ Look
out! You laughed at me once, and now I am going to
make you sit up.”

Lone Sahib’s coreligionists found that meaning in it; but
their translation was refined and full of four-syllable words.
They held a sederunt, and were filled with tremulous joy,
for, in spite of their familiarity with all the other worlds
and cycles, they had a very human awe of things sent from
ghostland. They met in Lone Sahib’s room in shrouded
and sepulchral gloom, and their conclave was broken up
by a clinking among the photo frames on the mantelpiece.
A wee white kitten, nearly blind, was looping and writhing
itself between the clock and the candlesticks. That stopped
all investigations or doubtings. Here was the manifesta-
tion in the flesh. It was, so far as could be seen, devoid of
purpose, but it was a manifestation of undoubted authen-
ticity.

They drafted a round robin to the Englishman, the back-
slider of old days, adjuring him in the interests of the creed
to explain whether there was any connection between the
embodiment of some Egyptian god or other (I have forgot-
ten the name) and his communication. They called the
kitten Ra, or Toth, or Shem, or Noah, or something ; and
when Lone Sahib confessed that the first one had, at his
most misguided instance, been drowned by the sweeper,
they said consolingly that in his next life he would be a
“ bounder,” and not even a “ rounder ” of the lowest grade.
These words may not be quite correct, but they express
the sense of the house accurately.

When the Englishman received the round robin—it came
by post—he was startled and bewildered. He sent into the
bazaar for Dana Da, who read the letter and laughed.
“That is my Sending,” said he. “I told you I would work
well. Now give me another ten rupees.”

“ But what in the world is this gibberish about Egyptian
gods?” asked the Englishman.

“ Cats,” said Dana Da, with a hiccough, for he had dis-
covered the Englishman’s whisky bottle. “ Cats and cats
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and cats! Never was such a Sending. A hundred of cats.
Now give me ten more rupees and write as I dictate.”

Dana Da’s letter was a curiosity. It bore the English-
man’s signature, and hinted at cats—at a Sending of cats.
The mere words on paper were creepy and uncanny to be-
hold.

“What have you done, though?” said the Englishman;
“T am as much in the dark as ever. Do you mean to say
that you can actually send this absurd Sending you talk
about?”

“ Judge for yourself,” said Dana Da. “ What does that
letter mean? In a little time they will all be at my feet
and yours, and I, oh, glory! will be drugged or drunk all
day long.”

Dana Da knew his people.

When a man who hates cats wakes up in the morning
and finds a little squirming kitten on his breast, or puts his
hand into his ulster pocket and finds a little half-dead kitten
where his gloves should be, or opens his trunk and finds
a vile kitten among his dress shirts, or goes for a long ride
with his mackintosh strapped on his saddle-bow and shakes
a little sprawling kitten from its folds when he opens it, or
goes out to dinner and finds a little blind kitten under his
chair, or stays at home and finds a writhing kitten under
the quilt, or wriggling among his boots, or hanging, head
downward, in his tobacco jar, or being mangled by his ter-
rier in the veranda—when such a man finds one kitten,
neither more nor less, once a day in a place where no kit-
ten rightly could or should be, he is naturally upset. When
he dare not murder his daily trove because he believes it
to be a manifestation, an emissary, an embodiment, and
half a dozen other things all out of the regular course of
nature, he is more than upset. He is actually distressed.
Some of Lone Sahib’s coreligionists thought that he was
a highly favored individual; but many said that if he had
treated the first kitten with proper respect—as suited a
Toth-Ra Tum-Sennacherib Embodiment — all his trouble
would have been averted. They compared him to the An-
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cient Mariner, but none the less they were proud of him
and proud of the Englishman who had sent the manifesta-
tion. They did not call it a Sending because Icelandic
magic was not in their programme.

After sixteen kittens—that is to say, after one fortnight,
for there were three kittens on the first day to impress the
fact of the Sending, the whole camp was uplifted by a let-
ter—it came flying through a window—from the Old Man
of the Mountains—the head of all the creed—explaining
the manifestation in the most beautiful language and soak-
ing up all the credit of it for himself. The Englishman,
said the letter, was not there at all. He was a backslider
without power or asceticism, who couldn’t even raise a
table by force of volition, much less project an army of
kittens through space. The entire arrangement, said the
letter, was strictly orthodox, worked and sanctioned by the
highest authorities within the pale of the creed. There
was great joy at this, for some of the weaker brethren see-
ing that an outsider who had been working on independent
lines could create kittens, whereas their own rulers had
never gone beyond crockery—and broken at that—were
showing a desire to break line on their own trail. In fact,
there was the promise of a schism. A second round robin
was drafted to the Englishman, beginning: “ Oh, Scoffer,”
and ending with a selection of curses from the rites of
Mizraim and Memphis and the Commination of Jugana;
who was a “fifth rounder,” upon whose name an upstart
“third rounder” once traded. A papal excommunication
is a billet-dour compared to the Commination of Jugana.
The Englishman had been proved uinder the hand and seal
of the Old Man of the Mountains to have appropriated
virtue and pretended to have power which, in reality, be-
longed only to the supreme head. Naturally the round
robin did not spare him.

He handed the letter to Dana Da to translate into decent
English. The effect on Dana Da was curious. At first
he was furiously angry, and then he laughed for five min-
utes.
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“ 71 had thought,” he said, “ that they would have come
to me. In another week I would have shown that I sent
the Sending, and they would have discrowned the Old Man
of the Mountains who has sent this Sending of mine Do
you do nothing. The time has come for me to act. Write
as I dictate, and 1 will put them to shame. But give me
ten more rupees.”

At Dana Da’s dictation the Englishman wrote nothing
less than a formal challenge to the Old Man of the Moun-
tains. It wound up: “ And if this manifestation be from
your hand, then let it go forward; but if it be from my
hand, I will that the Sending shall cease in two days’ time.
On that day there shall be twelve kittens and thencefor-
ward none at all. The people shall judge between us.”
This was signed by Dana Da, who added pentacles and
pentagrams, and a crux ansata, and half a dozen swastikas,
and a Triple Tau to his name, just to show that he was all
he laid claim to be.

The challenge was read out to the gentlemen and ladies,
and they remembered then that Dana Da had laughed at
them some years ago. It was officially announced that the
Old Man of the Mountains would treat the matter with con-
tempt; Dana Da being an independent investigator with-
out a single “ round ” at the back of him. But this did not
soothe his people. They wanted to see a fight. They were
very human for all their spirituality. Lone Sahib, who was
really being worn out with kittens, submitted meekly to his
fate. He felt that he was being * kittened to prove the
power of Dana Da,” as the poet says.

When the stated day dawned, the shower of kittens be-
gan. Some were white and some were tabby, and all were
about the same loathsome age. Three were on his hearth-
rug, three in his bathroom, and the other six turned up
at intervals among the visitors who came to see the
prophecy break down. Never was a more satisfactory
Sending. On the next day there were no kittens, and the
next day and all the other days were kittenless and quiet.
The people murmured and looked to the Old Man of the
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Mountains for an explanation. A letter, written on a palm
leaf, dropped from the ceiling, but everyone except Lone
Sahib felt that letters were not what the occasion demanded.
There should have been cats, there should have been cats
—full-grown ones. The letter proved conclusively that
there had been a hitch in the psychic current which, col-
liding with a dual identity, had interfered with the per-
cipient activity all along the main line. The kittens were
still going on, but owing to some failure in the developing
fluid, they were not materialized. The air was thick with
letters for a few days afterwards. Unseen hands played
Gliick and Beethoven on finger-bowls and clock shades;
but all men felt that psychic life was a mockery without
materialized kittens. Even Lone Sahib shouted with the
majority on this head. Dana Da’s letters were very in-
sulting, and if he had then offered to lead a new departure,
there is no knowing what might not have happened.

But Dana Da was dying of whisky and opium in the
Englishman’s go-down, and had small heart for new
creeds.

“They have been put to shame,” said he. “ Never was
such a Sending. It has killed me.”

“ Nonsense,” said the Englishman, “you are going to
die, Dana Da, and that sort of stuff must be left behind.
T'll admit that you have made some queer things come
about. Tell me honestly, now, how was it done?”

“ Give me ten more rupees,” said Dana Da, faintly, “ and
if I die before I spend them, bury them with me.” The
silver was counted out while Dana Da was fighting with
death. His hand closed upon the money and he smiled a
grim smile.

“Bend low,” he whispered. The Englishman bent.

“ Bunnia—mission school—expelled—box-wallah (ped-
dler)—Ceylon pearl merchant—all mine English education
—outcasted, and made up name Dana Da—England with
American thought-reading man and—and—you gave me
ten rupees several times—I gave the Sahib’s bearer two-
eight a month for cats-—little, little cats. I wrote, and he
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put them about—very clever man. Very few kittens now
in the bazaar. Ask Lone Sahib’s sweeper’s wife.”

So saying, Dana Da gasped and passed away into a land
where, if all be true, there are no materializations and the
making of new creeds is discouraged.

But consider the gorgeous simplicity of it all!

In the House of Suddhoo

A stone’s throw out on either hand
From that well-ordered road we tread,

And all the world is wild and strange;
Churel and ghoul and Djinn and sprite
Shall bear us company to-night,
For we have reached the Oldest Land

Wherein the Powers of Darkness range.

—From the Dusk to the Dawn.

TrE house of Suddhoo, near the Taksali Gate, is two
storied, with four carved windows of old brown wood,
and a flat roof. You may recognize it by five red hand-
prints arranged like the Five of Diamonds on the white-
wash between the upper windows. Bhagwan Dass, the
bunnia, and a man who says he gets his living by seal-
cutting live in the lower story with a troop of wives, serv-
ants, friends, and retainers. The two upper rooms used
to be occupied by Janoo and Azizun and a little black-
and-tan terrier that was stolen from an Englishman’s house
and given to Janoo by a soldier. To-day, only Janoco
lives in the upper rooms. Suddhoo sleeps on the roof
generally, except when he sleeps in the street. He used
to go to Peshawar in the cold weather to visit his son, who
sells curiosities near the Edwardes’ Gate, and then he
slept under a real mud roof. Suddhoo is a great friend
of mine, because his cousin had a son who secured, thanks
to my recommendation, the post of head messenger to a
big firm in the Station. Suddhoo says that God will make
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me a Lieutenant-Governor one of these days. I daresay
his prophecy will come true. He is very, very old, with
white hair and no teeth worth showing, and he has out-
lived his wits—outlived nearly everything except his fond-
ness for his son at Peshawar. Janoo and Azizun are Kash-
miris, Ladies of the City, and theirs was an ancient and
more or less honorable profession; but Azizun has since
married a medical student from the Northwest and has
settled down to a most respectable life somewhere near
Bareilly. Bhagwan Dass is an extortionate and an adul-
terator. He is very rich. The man who is supposed to
get his living by seal cutting pretends to be very poor.
This lets you know as much as is necessary of the four
principal tenants in the house of Suddhoo. Then there
is Me, of course; but I am only the chorus that comes in
at the end to explain things. So I do not count.

Suddhoo was not clever. The man who pretended to
cut seals was the cleverest of them all—Bhagwan Dass
only knew how to lie—except Janoo. She was also beau-
tiful, but that was her own affair.

Suddhoo’s son at Peshawar was attacked by pleurisy,
and old Suddhoo was troubled. The seal-cutter man heard
of Suddhoo’s anxiety and made capital out of it. He was
abreast of the times. He got a friend in Peshawar to tele-
graph daily accounts of the son’s health. And here the
story begins.

Suddhoo’s cousin’s son told me, one evening, that Sud-
dhoo wanted to see me; that he was too old and feeble
to come personally, and that I should be conferring an
everlasting honor on the House of Suddhoo if I went to
him. I went; but I think, seeing how well off Suddhoo was
then, that he might have sent something better than an
ekka, which jolted fearfully, to haul out a future Lieutenant-
Governor to the City on a muggy April evening. The ekka
did not run quickly. It was full dark when we pulled up
opposite the door of Ranjit Singh’s Tomb near the main
gate of the Fort. Here was Suddhoo and he said that by
reason of my condescension, it was absolutely certain that
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I should become a Lieutenant-Governor while my hair was
yet black. Then we talked about the weather and the state
of my health, and the wheat crops, for fifteen minutes, in
the Huzuri Bagh, under the stars.

Suddhoo came to the point at last. He said that Janoo
had told him that there was an order of the Sirkar against
magic, because it was feared that magic might one day
kill the Empress of India. I didn’t know anything about
the state of the law; but I fancied that something interest-
ing was going to happen. I said that so far from magic
being discouraged by the Government it was highly com-
mended. The greatest officials of the State practiced it
themselves. (If the Financial Statement isn’t magic, I
don’t know what is.) Then, to encourage him further, I
said that, if there was any jadoo afoot, I had not the least
objection to giving it my countenance and sanction, and
to seeing that it was clean jadoo—white magic, as dis-
tinguished from the unclean jadoo which kills folk. It
took a long time before Suddhoo admitted that this was
just what he had asked me to come for. Then he told
me, in jerks and quavers, that the man who said he cut
seals was a sorcerer of the cleanest kind; that every day
he gave Suddhoo news of his sick son in Peshawar more
quickly than the lightning could fly, and that this news
was always corroborated by the letters. Further, that he
had told Suddhoo how a great danger was threatening
his son, which could be removed by clean jadoo; and, of
course, heavy payment. I began to see exactly how the
land lay, and told Suddhoo that I also understood a little
jadoo in the Western line, and would go to his house to see
that everything was done decently and in order. We set
off together; and on the way Suddhoo told me that he had
paid the seal cutter between one hundred and two hun-
dred rupees already; and the jadoo of that night would cost
two hundred more. Which was cheap, he said, consider-
ing the greatness of his son’s danger; but I do not think
he meant it.

The lights were all cloaked in the front of the house
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when we arrived. I could hear awful noises from behind
the seal cutter’s shop front, as if some one were groaning
his soul out. Suddhoo shook all over, and while we groped
our way upstairs told me that the jadoo had begun. Janoo
and Azizun met us at the stair head, and told us that the
jadoo work was coming off in their rooms, because there
was mare space there. Janoo is a lady of a freethinking
turn of mind. She whispered that the jadoo was an in-
vention to get money out of Suddhoo, and that the seal
cutter would go to a hot place when he died. Suddhoo
was nearly crying with fear and old age. He kept walking
up and down the room in the half light, repeating his son’s
name over and over again, and asking Azizun if the seal
cutter ought not to make a reduction in the case of his
own landlord. Janoo pulled me over to the shadow in the
recess of the carved bow-windows. The boards were up,
and the rooms were only lit by one tiny oil lamp. There
was no chance of my being seen if I stayed still.

Presently, the groans below ceased, and we heard steps
on the staircase. That was the seal cutter. He stopped
outside the door as the terrier barked and Azizun fumbled
at the chain, and he told Suddhoo to blow out the lamp.
This left the place in jet darkness, except for the red glow
from the two hugas that belonged to Janoo and Azizun.
The seal cutter came in, and I heard Suddhoo throw him-
self down on the floor and groan. Azizun caught her breath,
and Janoo backed en to one of the beds with a shudder.
There was a clink of something metallic, and then shot
up a pale blue-green flame near the ground. The light
was just enough to show Azizun, pressed against one
corner of the room with the terrier between her knees;
Janoo, with her hands clasped, leaning forward as she sat
on the bed; Suddhoo, face down, quivering, and the seal
cutter.

I hope I may never see another man like that seal cut-
ter. He was stripped to the waist, with a wreath of white
jasmine as thick as my wrist round his forehead, a salmon-
colored loin-cloth round his middle, and a steel bangle on
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each ankle. This was not awe-inspiring. It was the face
of the man that turned me cold. It was blue-gray in the
first place. In the second, the eyes were rolled back till
you could only see the whites of them; and, in the third,
the face was the face of a demon—a ghoul—anything
you please except of the sleek, oily old ruffian who sat
in the daytime over his turning-lathe downstairs. He was
lying on his stomach with his arms turned and crossed
behind him, as if he had been thrown down pinioned. His
head and neck were the only parts of him off the floor.
They were nearly at right angles to the body, like the
head of a cobra at spring. It was ghastly. In the center
of the room, on the bare earth floor, stood a big, deep,
brass basin, with a pale blue-green light floating in the
center like a night-light. Round that basin the man on
the floor wriggled himself three times. How he did it I
do not know. I could see the muscles ripple along his
spine and fall smooth again; but I could not see any other
motion. The head seemed the only thing alive about him,
except that slow curl and uncurl of the laboring back
muscles. Janoo from the bed was breathing seventy to
the minute; Azizun held her hands before her eyes; and
old Suddhoo, fingering at the dirt that had got into his
white beard, was crying to himself. The horror of it was
that the creeping, crawly thing made no sound—only
crawled! And, remember, this lasted for ten minutes, while
the terrier whined, and Azizun shuddered, and Janoo
gasped and Suddhoo cried.

I felt the hair lift at the back of my head, and my heart
thump like a thermantidote paddle. Luckily, the seal
cutter betrayed himself by his most impressive trick and
made me calm again. After he had finished that unspeak-
able crawl, he stretched his head away from the floor as
high as he could, and sent out a jet of fire from his nos-
trils. Now I knew how fire-spouting is done—I can do
it myself—so I felt at ease. The business was a fraud.
If he had only kept to that crawl without trying to
raise the effect, goodness knows what I might not have

32



Rudyard Kipling

thought. Both the girls shrieked at the jet of fire, and
the head dropped, chin down on the floor, with a thud; the
whole body lying then like a corpse with its arms trussed.
There was a pause of five full minutes after this, and the
blue-green flame died down. Janoo stooped to settle one
of her anklets, while Azizun turned her face to the wall
and took the terrier in her arms. Suddhoo put out an
arm mechanically to Janoo’s huga, and she slid it across
the floor with her foot. Directly above the body and on
the wall were a couple of flaming portraits, in stamped
paper frames, of the Queen and the Prince of Wales. They
looked down on the performance, and, to my thinking,
seemed to heighten the grotesqueness of it all.

Just when the silence was getting unendurable, the body
turned over and rolled away from the basin to the side of
the room, where it lay stomach up. There was a faint
“ plop” from the basin—exactly like the noise a fish makes
when it takes a fly—and the green light in the center re-
vived.

I looked at the basin, and saw, bobbing in the water
the dried, shriveled, black head of a native baby-—open
eyes, open mouth and shaved scalp. It was worse, being
so very sudden, than the crawling exhibition. We had
no time to say anything before it began to speak.

Read Poe’s account of the voice that came from the
mesmerized dying man, and you will realize less than one
half of the horror of that head’s voice.

There was an interval of a second or two between each
word, and a sort of “ring, ring, ring,” in the note of the
voice like the timbre of a bell. It pealed slowly, as if talk-
ing to itself, for several minutes before I got rid of my
cold sweat. Then the blessed solution struck me. I looked
at the body lying near the doorway, and saw, just where
the hollow of the throat joins on the shoulders, a muscle
that had nothing to do with any man’s regular breathing,
twitching away steadily. The whole thing was a careful
reproduction of the Egyptian teraphin that one reads about
sometimes; and the voice was as clever and as appalling
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a piece of ventriloquism as one could wish to hear. All
this time the head was “lip-lip-lapping ” against the side
of the basin, and speaking. It told Suddhoo, on his face
again whining, of his son’s illness and of the state of the
illness up to the evening of that very night. I always shall
respect the seal cutter for keeping so faithfully to the
time of the Peshawar telegrams. It went on to say that
skilled doctors were night and day watching over the man’s
life; and that he would eventually recover if the fee to the
potent sorcerer, whose servant was the head in the basin,
were doubled.

Here the mistake from the artistic point of view came
in. To ask for twice your stipulated fee in a voice that
Lazarus might have used when he rose from the dead, is
absurd. Janoo, who is really a woman of masculine intel-
lect, saw this as quickly as I did. I heard her say “ Ash
nalin! Fareib!” scornfully under her breath; and just as
she said so, the light in the basin died out, the head stopped
talking, and we heard the room door creak on its hinges.
Then Janoo struck a match, lit the lamp, and we saw that
head, basin, and seal cutter were gone. Suddhoo was
wringing his hands and explaining to anyone who cared
to listen, that, if his chances of eternal salvation depended
on it, he could not raise another two hundred rupees.
Azizun was nearly in hysterics in the corner; while Janoo
sat down composedly on one of the beds to discuss the
probabilities of the whole thing being a bunao, or “ make-
up.))

I explained as much as I knew of the seal cutter’s way
of jadoo; but her argument was much more simple:—
“The magic that is always demanding gifts is no true
magic,” said she. “ My mother told me that the only potent
love spells are those which are told you for love. This
seal cutter man is a liar and a devil. I dare not tell, do
anything, or get anything done, because I am in debt to
Bhagwan Dass the bunnia for two gold rings and a heavy
anklet. I must get my food from his shop. The seal cutter
is the friend of Bhagwan Dass, and he would poison my
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food. A fool’s jadoo has been going on for ten days, and
has cost Suddhoo many rupees each night. The seal cutter
used black hens and lemons and mantras before. He never
showed us anything like this till to-night. Azizun is a fool,
and will be a pur dahnashin soon. Suddhoo has lost his
strength and his wits. See now! I had hoped to get from
Suddhoo many rupees while he lived, and many more
after his death; and behold, he is spending everything
on that offspring of a devil and a she-ass, the seal
cutter!”

Here I said: “ But what induced Suddhoo to drag me
into the business? Of course I can speak to the seal cutter,
and he shall refund. The whole thing is child’s talk—
shame—and senseless.”

“ Suddhoo 4s an old child,” said Janoo. “He has lived
on the roofs these seventy years and is as senseless as
a milch goat. He brought you here to assure himself that
he was not breaking any law of the Sirkar, whose salt he
ate many years ago. He worships the dust off the feet
of the seal cutter, and that cow devourer has forbidden
him to go and see his son. What does Suddhoo know of
your laws or the lightning post? I have to watch his money
going day by day to that lying beast below.”

Janoo stamped her foot on the floor and nearly cried
with vexation; while Suddhoo was whimpering under a
blanket in the corner, and Azizun was trying to guide
the pipe-stem to his foolish old mouth.

Now the case stands thus. Unthinkingly, I have laid
myself open to the charge of aiding and abetting the
seal cutter in obtaining money under false pretenses, which
is forbidden by Section 420 of the Indian Penal Code.
I am helpless in the matter for these reasons, I cannot
inform the police. What witnesses would support my
statements? Janoo refuses flatly, and Azizun is a veiled
woman somewhere near Bareilly—lost in this big India
of ours. I dare not again take the law into my own hands,
and speak to the seal cutter; for certain am I that, not
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only would Suddhoo disbelieve me, but this step would
end in the poisoning of Janoo, who is bound hand and
foot by her debt to the bunnia. Suddhoo is an old dotard;
and whenever we meet mumbles my idiotic joke that the
Sirkar rather patronizes the Black Art than otherwise. His
son is well now; but Suddhoo is completely under the in-
fluence of the seal cutter, by whose advice he regulates
the affairs of his life. Janoo watches daily the money that
she hoped to wheedle out of Suddhoo taken by the seal
cutter, and becomes daily more furious and sullen.

She will never tell, because she dare not; but, unless
something happens to prevent her, I am afraid that the
seal cutter will die of cholera—the white arsenic kind—
about the middle of May. And thus I shall have to be
privy to a murder in the house of Suddhoo.

His Wedded Wife

Cry ‘‘Murder!” in the market-place, and each
Will turn upon his neighbor anxious eyes
That ask:—‘‘Art thou the man?’” We hunted Cain
Some centuries ago, across the world,
That bred the fear our own misdeeds maintain
To-day.
—Vibart's Moralities.

SHAKESPEARE says something about worms, or it may
be giants or beetles, turning if you tread on them too
severely. The safest plan is never to tread on a worm—
not even on the last new subaltern from Home, with his
buttons hardly out of their tissue paper, and the red of
sappy English beef in his cheeks. This is the story of the
worm that turned. For the sake of brevity, we will call
Henry Augustus Ramsay Faizanne, “ The Worm,” although
he really was an exceedingly pretty boy, without a hair on
his face, and with a waist like a girl’s, when he came out
to the Second “ Shikarris ” and was made unhappy in sev-

36



Rudyard Kipling

eral ways. The “ Shikarris” are a high-caste regiment,
and you must be able to do things well—play a banjo, or
ride more than little, or sing, or act—to get on with them.

The Worm did nothing except fall off his pony, and
knock chips out of gate posts with his trap. Even that
became monotonous after a time. He objected to whist,
cut the cloth at billiards, sang out of tune, kept very much
to himself, and wrote to his Mamma and sisters at Home.
Four of these five things were vices which the “ Shikarris ”
objected to and set themselves to eradicate. Everyone
knows how subalterns are, by brother subalterns, softened
and not permitted to be ferocious. It is good and whole-
some, and does no one any harm, unless tempers are lost;
and then there is trouble. There was a man once—but that
is another story.

The “ Shikarris ¥ shikarred The Worm very much, and
he bore everything without winking. He was so good and
so anxious to learn, and flushed so pink, that his education
was cut short, and he was left to his own devices by every-
one except the Senior Subaltern who continued to make
life a burden to The Worm. The Senior Subaltern meant
no harm; but his chaff was coarse, and he didn’t quite un-
derstand where to stop. He had been waiting too long for
his Company ; and that always sours a man. Also he was
in love, which made him worse.

One day, after he had borrowed The Worm’s trap for
a lady who never existed, had used it himself all the after-
noon, had sent a note to The Worm, purporting to come
from the lady, and was telling the Mess all about it, The
Worm rose in his place and said, in his quiet, ladylike
voice:—“ That was a very pretty sell; but I'll lay you a
month’s pay to a month’s pay when you get your step,
that I work a sell on you that you’ll remember for the rest
of your days, and the Regiment after you when you're
dead or broke.” The Worm wasn’t angry in the least, and
the rest of the Mess shouted. Then the Senior Subaltern
looked at The Worm from the boots upward, and down
again and said: “Done, Baby.” The Worm took the rest
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of the Mess to witness that the bet had been taken, and
retired into a book with a sweet smile.

Two months passed, and the Senior Subaltern still edu-
cated The Worm, who began to move about a little more
as the hot weather came on. I have said that the Senior
Subaltern was in love. The curious thing is that a girl
was in love with the Senior Subaltern. Though the Colonel
said awful things, and the Majors snorted, and married
Captains looked unutterable wisdom, and the juniors
scoffed, those two were engaged.

The Senior Subaltern was so pleased with getting his
Company and his acceptance at the same time that he for-
got to bother The Worm. The girl was a pretty girl, and
had money of her own. She does not come into this story
at all.

One night, at beginning of the hot weather, all the Mess,
except The Worm who had gone to his own room to write
Home letters, were sitting on the platform outside the Mess
House. The Band had finished playing, but no one wanted
to go in. And the Captains’ wives were there also. The
folly of a man in love is unlimited. The Senior Subaltern
had been holding forth on the merits of the girl he was en-
gaged to, and the ladies were purring approval, while the
men yawned, when there was a rustle of skirts in the dark,
and a tired, faint voice lifted itself.

“ Where’s my husband?”

I do not wish in the least to reflect on the morality of the
“ Shikarris ”; but it is on record that four men jumped up
as if they had been shot. Three of them were married men.
Perhaps they were afraid that their wives had come from
Home unbeknownst. The fourth said that he had acted on
the impulse of the moment. He explained this afterwards.

Then the voice cried: “Oh Lionel!” Lionel was the
Senior Subaltern’s name. A woman came into the little
circle of light by the candles on the peg tables, stretching
out her hands to the dark where the Senior Subaltern was,
and sobbing. We rose to our feet, feeling that things were
going to happen and ready to believe the worst. In this
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bad, small world of ours, one knows so little of the life of
the next man—which, after all, is entirely his own concern
—that one is not surprised when a crash comes. Anything
might turn up any day for anyone. Perhaps the Senior
Subaltern had been trapped in his youth. Men are crippled
that way occasionally, We didn’t know; we wanted to
hear; and the Captains’ wives were as anxious as we. If
he had been trapped, he was to be excused; for the woman
from nowhere, in the dusty shoes and gray traveling dress,
was very lovely, with black hair and great eyes full of
tears. She was tall, with a fine figure, and her voice had
a running sob in it pitiful to hear. As soon as the Senior
Subaltern stood up, she threw her arms round his neck,
and called him “my darling ” and said she could not bear
waiting alone in England, and his letters were so short and
cold, and she was his to the end of the world, and would he
forgive her? This did not sound quite like a lady’s way
of speaking. It was too demonstrative.

Things seemed black indeed, and the Captains’ wives
peered under their eyebrows at the Senior Subaltern, and
the Colonel’s face set like the Day of Judgment framed in
gray bristles, and no one spoke for a while,

Next the Colonel said, very shortly: “ Well, sir?” and
the woman sobbed afresh. The Senior Subaltern was half
choked with the arms round his neck, but he gasped out:
“It's a d—d lie! I never had a wife in my life!” “ Don’t
swear,” said the Colonel. ‘ Come into the Mess. We must
sift this clear somehow,” and he sighed to himself, for he
believed in his * Shikarris,” did the Colonel.

We trooped into the anteroom, under the full lights, and
there we saw how beautiful the woman was. She stood
up in the middle of us all, sometimes choking with crying,
then hard and proud, and then holding out her arms to the
Senior Subaltern. It was like the fourth act of a tragedy.
She told us how the Senior Subaltern had married her when
he was Home on leave eighteen months before; and she
seemed to know all that we knew, and more too, of his
people and his past life. He was white and ashy gray, try-
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ing now and again to break into the torrent of her words;
and we, noting how lovely she was and what a criminal he
looked, esteemed him a beast of the worst kind. We felt
sorry for him, though.

I shall never forget the indictment of the Senior Subal-
tern by his wife. Nor will he. It was so sudden, rushing
out of the dark, unannounced, into our dull lives. The
Captains’ wives stood back; but their eyes were alight, and
you could see that they had already convicted and sentenced
the Senior Subaltern. The Colonel seemed five years older.
One Major was shading his eyes with his hand and watch-
ing the woman from underneath it. Another was chewing
his mustache and smiling quietly as if he were witnessing
a play. Full in the open space in the center, by the whist
tables, the Senior Subaltern’s terrier was hunting for fleas.
I remember all this as clearly as though a photograph were
in my hand. I remember the look of horror on the Senior
Subaltern’s face, It was rather like seeing a man hanged;
but much more interesting. Finally, the woman wound up
by saying that the Senior Subaltern carried a double F. M.
in tattoo on his left shoulder. We all knew that, and to our
innocent minds it seemed to clinch the matter. But one of
the Bachelor Majors said very politely: “ 1 presume that
your marriage certificate would be more to the purpose?”

That roused the woman. She stood up and sneered at
the Senior Subaltern for a cur, and abused the Major and
the Colonel and all the rest. Then she wept, and then she
pulled a paper from her breast, saying imperially: “ Take
that! And let my husband—my lawfully wedded husband
—read it aloud—if he dare!”

There was a hush, and the men looked into each other's
eyes as the Senior Subaltern came forward in a dazed and
dizzy way, and took the paper. We were wondering, as we
stared, whether there was anything against any one of us
that might turn up later on. The Senior Subaltern’s throat
was dry; but, as he ran his eye over the paper, he broke
out into a hoarse cackle of relief, and said to the woman:
“You young blackguard!”
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But the woman had fled through a door, and on the paper
was written: “ This is to certify that I, The Worm, have
paid in full my debts to the Senior Subaltern, and, further,
that the Senior Subaltern is my debtor, by agreement on the
23d of February, as by the Mess attested, to the extent of
one month’s Captain’s pay, in the lawful currency of the
India Empire.”

Then a deputation set off for The Worm’s quarters and
found him, betwixt and between, unlacing his stays, with
the hat, wig, serge dress, etc., on the bed. He came over
as he was, and the “ Shikarris” shouted till the Gunners’
Mess sent over to know if they might have a share of the
fun. I think we were all, except the Colonel and the Senior
Subaltern, a little disappointed that the scandal had come
to nothing. But that is human nature. There could be
no two words about The Worm’s acting. It leaned as near
to a nasty tragedy as anything this side of a joke can.
When most of the Subalterns sat upon him with sofa cush-
ions to find out why he had not said that acting was his
strong point, he answered very quietly: “ I don’t think you
ever asked me. I used to act at Home with my sisters.”
But no acting with girls could account for The Worm’s
display that night. Personally, I think it was in bad taste.
Besides being dangerous. There is no sort of use in play-
ing with fire, even for fun.

The “ Shikarris ” made him President of the Regimental
Dramatic Club; and, when the Senior Subaltern paid up
his debt, which he did at once, The Worm sank the money
in scenery and dresses. He was a good Worm; and the
“ Shikarris ” are proud of him. The only drawback is that
he has been christened “ Mrs. Senior Subaltern”; and, as
there are now two Mrs. Senior Subalterns in the Station,
this is sometimes confusing to strangers.

Later on, I will tell you of a case something like this, but
with all the jest left out and nothing in it but real trouble.
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A Case of Identity

“NJY dear fellow,” said Sherlock Holmes, as we sat on

either side of the fire in his lodgings at Baker Street,
“life is infinitely stranger than anything which the mind
of man can invent. We would not dare to conceive the
things which are really mere commonplaces of existence.
If we could fly out of that window hand in hand, hover
over this great city, gently remove the roofs, and peep in
at the queer things which are going on, the strange coin-
cidences, the plannings, the cross-purposes, the wonderful
chains of events, working through generations, and leading
to the most outré results, it would make all fiction, with
its conventionalities and foreseen conclusions, most stale
and unprofitable.”

“ And yet I am not convinced of it,” I answered. * The
cases which come to light in the papers are, as a rule, bald
enough, and vulgar enough. We have in our police reports
realism pushed to its extreme limits, and yet the result is,
it must be confessed, neither fascinating nor artistic.”

“ A certain selection and discretion must be used in pro-
ducing a realistic effect,” remarked Holmes. “ This is want-
ing in the police report, where more stress is laid perhaps
upon the platitudes of the magistrate than upon the details,
which to an observer contain the vital essence of the whole
matter. Depend upon it, there is nothing so unnatural as
the commonplace.”

I smiled and shook my head. “I can quite understand
your thinking so,” I said. “Of course, in your position
of unofficial adviser and helper to everybody who is abso-
lutely puzzled, throughout three continents, you are brought
in contact with all that is strange and bizarre. But here ”
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—1 picked up the morning paper from the ground—*let
us put it to a practical test. Here is the first heading upon
which I come. ‘A husband’s cruelty to his wife.” There
is half a column of print, but I know without reading it
that it is all perfectly familiar to me. There is, of course,
the other woman, the drink, the push, the blow, the bruise,
the unsympathetic sister or landlady. The crudest of writers
could invent nothing more crude.”

“ Indeed your example is an unfortunate one for your
argument,” said Holmes, taking the paper, and glancing
his eye down it. “This is the Dundas separation case,
and, as it happens, I was engaged in clearing up some small
points in connection with it. The husband was a teetotaler,
there was no other woman, and the conduct complained of
was that he had drifted into the habit of winding up every
meal by taking out his false teeth and hurling them at his
wife, which you will allow is not an action likely to occur
to the imagination of the average story teller. Take a pinch
of snuff, doctor, and acknowledge that I have scored over
you in your example.”

He held out his snuffbox of old gold, with a great ame-
thyst in the center of the lid. Its splendor was in such
contrast to his homely ways and simple life that I could
not help commenting upon it.

“Ah!” said he, “I forgot that I had not seen you for
some weeks. It is a little souvenir from the King of Bo-
hemia, in return for my assistance in the case of the Irene
Adler papers.”

“ And the ring?” I asked, glancing at a remarkable bril-
liant which sparkled upon his finger.

“Tt was from the reigning family of Holland, though
the matter in which I served them was of such delicacy
that I cannot confide it even to you, who have been good
enough to chronicle one or two of my little problems.”

“ And have you any on hand just now?” I asked with
interest.

“ Some ten or twelve, but none which present any fea-
tures of interest. They are important, you understand,
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without being interesting. Indeed I have found that it is
usually in unimportant matters that there is a field for
the observation, and for the quick analysis of cause and
effect which gives the charm to an investigation. The
larger crimes are apt to be the simpler, for the bigger the
crime, the more obvious, as a rule, is the motive. In these
cases, save for one rather intricate matter which has been
referred to me from Marseilles, there is nothing which pre-
sents any features of interest. It is possible, however, that
I may have something better before very many minutes
are over, for this is one of my clients, or I am much mis-
taken.”

He had risen from his chair, and was standing between
the parted blinds, gazing down into the dull, neutral-tinted
London street. Looking over his shoulder, I saw that on
the pavement opposite there stood a large woman with a
heavy fur boa round her neck, and a large curling red
feather in a broad-brimmed hat which was tilted in a co-
quettish Duchess-of-Devonshire fashion over her ear,

From under this great panoply she peeped up in a ner-
vous, hesitating fashion at our windows, while her body
oscillated backward and forward, and her fingers fidgeted
with her glove buttons. Suddenly, with a plunge, as of the
swimmer who leaves the bank, she hurried across the road,
and we heard the sharp clang of the bell.

“I have seen those symptoms before,” said Holmes,
throwing his cigarette into the fire. “ Oscillation upon the
pavement always means an affaire de caeur. She would
like advice, but is not sure that the matter is not too deli-
cate for communication. And yet even here we may dis-
criminate. When a woman has been seriously wronged by
a man, she no longer oscillates, and the usual symptom is
a broken bell wire. Here we may take it that there is a
love matter, but that the maiden is not so much angry as
perplexed or grieved. But here she comes in person to
resolve our doubts.”

As he spoke, there was a tap at the door, and the boy
in buttons entered to announce Miss Mary Sutherland, while
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the lady herself loomed behind his small black figure like
a full-sailed merchantman behind a tiny pilot boat. Sher-
lock Holmes welcomed her with the easy courtesy for which
he was remarkable, and having closed the door, and bowed
her into an armchair, he looked her over in the minute and
yet abstracted fashion which was peculiar to him.

“Do you not find,” he said, “ that with your short sight
it is a little trying to do so much typewriting? ”

“1 did at first,” she answered, “ but now I know where
the letters are without looking.” Then, suddenly realizing
the full purport of his words, she gave a violent start, and
looked up with fear and astonishment upon her broad, good-
huimored face. “ You've heard about me, Mr. Holmes,” she
cried, “ else how could you know all that?”

“ Never mind,” said Holmes, laughing, “it is my busi-
ness to know things. Perhaps I have trained myself to
see what others overlook. If not, why should you come
to consult me?”

“I came to you, sir, because I heard of you from Mrs.
Etherege, whose husband you found so easily when the
police and everyone had given him up for dead. Oh, Mr.
Holmes, I wish you would do as much for me. I'm
not rich, but still I have a hundred a year in my own
right, besides the little that I make by the machine, and
I would give it all to know what has become of Mr.
Hosmer Angel.”

“Why did you come away to consult me in such a
hurry?” asked Sherlock Holmes, with his finger tips to-
gether, and his eyes to the ceiling.

Again a startled look came over the somewhat vacuous
face of Miss Mary Sutherland. “ Yes, I did bang out of
the house,” she said, “ for it made me angry to see the
easy way in which Mr. Windibank—that is, my father—
took it all. He would not go to the police, and he would
not go to you, and so at last, as he would do nothing, and
kept on saying that there was no harm done, it made me
mad, and I just on with my things and came right away
to you.”
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“ Your father?” said Holmes. “ Your stepfather, surely,
since the name is different.”

“Yes, my stepfather. I call him father, though it sounds
funny, too, for he is only five years and two months older
than myself.”

“ And your mother is alive?”

“ Oh, yes; mother is alive and well. I wasn’t best pleased,
Mr. Holmes, when she married again so soon after father’s
death, and a man who was nearly fifteen years younger
than herself. Father was a plumber in the Tottenham Court
Road, and he left a tidy business behind him, which mother
carried on with Mr. Hardy, the foreman; but when Mr.
Windibank came he made her sell the business, for he was
very superior, being a traveler in wines. They got four
thousand seven hundred for the good-will and interest,
which wasn’t near as much as father could have got if he
had been alive.”

I had expected to see Sherlock Holmes impatient under
this rambling and inconsequential narrative, but, on the con-
trary, he had listened with the greatest concentration of
attention.

“Your own little income,” he asked, “ does it come out
of the business?”

“Oh, no, sir. It is quite separate, and was left me by
my Uncle Ned in Auckland. It is in New Zealand stock,
paying four and half per cent. Two thousand five hun-
dred pounds was the amount, but I can only touch the
interest.”

“You interest me extremely,” said Holmes. “ And since
you draw so large a sum as a hundred a year, with what you
earn into the bargain, you no doubt travel a little, and in-
dulge yourself in every way. I believe that a single lady
can get on very nicely upon an income of about sixty
pounds.”

“I could do with much less than that, Mr. Holmes, but
you understand that as long as I live at home I don’t wish
to be a burden to them, and so they have the use of the
money just while I am staying with them. Of course that
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is only just for the time. ‘Mr. Windibank draws my inter-
est every quarter, and pays it over to mother, and I find
that I can do pretty well with what I earn at typewriting.
It brings me twopence a sheet, and I can often do from
fifteen to twenty sheets in a day.”

“You have made your position very clear to me,” said
Holmes. ‘ This is my friend, Doctor Watson, before whom
you can speak as freely as before myself. Kindly tell us
now all about your connection with Mr. Hosmer Angel.”

A flush stole over Miss Sutherland’s face, and she picked
nervously at the fringe of her jacket. “I met him first at
the gasfitters” ball,” she said. “ They used to send father
tickets when he was alive, and then afterwards they remem-
bered us, and sent them to mother. Mr. Windibank did not
wish us to go. He never did wish us to go anywhere. He
would get quite mad if I wanted so much as to join a Sun-
day School treat. But this time I was set on going, and I
would go, for what right had he to prevent? He said the
folk were not fit for us to know, when all father’s friends
were to be there. And he said that I had nothing fit to
wear, when I had my purple plush that I had never so much
as taken out of the drawer. At last, when nothing else
would do, he went off to France upon the business of the
firm; but we went, mother and I, with Mr. Hardy, who
used to be our foreman, and it was there I met Mr. Hosmer
Angel.”

“1 suppose,” said Holmes, “ that when Mr. Windibank
came back from France, he was very annoyed at your having
gone to the ball?”

“ Oh, well, he was very good about it. He laughed, I
remember, and shrugged his shoulders, and said there was
no use denying anything to a woman, for she would have
her way.”

“I see. Then at the gasfitters’ ball you met, as I under-
stand, a gentleman called Mr. Hosmer Angel?”

“Yes, sir. I met him that night, and he called next day
to ask if we had got home all safe, and after that we met
him—that is to say, Mr. Holmes, I met him twice for walks,
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but after that father came back again, and Mr. Hosmer
Angel could not come to the house any more.”

[ No? ”

“ Well, you know, father didn’t like anything of the sort.
He wouldn’t have any visitors if he could help it, and he
used to say that a woman should be happy in her own
family circle. But then, as I used to say to mother, a woman
wants her own circle to begin with, and I had not got mine
yet.”

“But how about Mr. Hosmer Angel? Did he make no
attempt to see you?”

“Well, father was going off to France again in a week,
and Hosmer wrote and said that it would be safer and
better not to see each other until he had gone. We could
write in the meantime, and he used to write every day.
I took the letters in the morning, so there was no need
for father to know.”

“Were you engaged to the gentleman at this time?”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Holmes. We were engaged after the first
walk that we took. Hosmer—Mr. Angel—was a cashier
in an office in Leadenhall Street~—and >

“ What office?”

“ That’s the worst of it, Mr. Holmes; I don’t know.”

“Where did he live, then?”

“He slept on the premises.”

“ And you don’t know his address?”

“ No—except that it was Leadenhall Street.”

“Where did you address your letters, then?”

“To the Leadenhall Street Post Office, to be left till
called for. He said that if they were sent to the office
he would be chaffed by all the other clerks about having
letters from a lady, so I offered to typewrite them, like
he did his, but he wouldn’t have that, for he said that
when I wrote them they seemed to come from me, but
when they were typewritten he always felt that the ma-
chine had come between us. That will just show you how
fond he was of me, Mr. Holmes, and the little things that
he would think of.”
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“ It was most suggestive,” said Holmes. “It has long
been an axiom of mine that the little things are infinitely
the most important. Can you remember any other little
things about Mr. Hosmer Angel?”

“ He was a very shy man, Mr. Holmes. He would rather
walk with me in the evening than in the daylight, for he
said that he hated to be conspicuous. Very retiring and
gentlemanly he was. Even his voice was gentle. He’d had
the quinsy and swollen glands when he was young, he told
me, and it had left him with a weak throat and a hesitat-
ing, whispering fashion of speech. He was always well
dressed, very neat and plain, but his eyes were weak, just
as mine are, and he wore tinted glasses against the glare.”

“Well, and what happened when Mr. Windibank, your
stepfather, returned to France?”

“ Mr. Hosmer Angel came to the house again, and pro-
posed that we should marry before father came back. He
was in dreadful earnest, and made me swear, with my hands
on the Testament, that whatever happened I would always
be true to him. Mother said he was quite right to make
me swear, and that it was a sign of his passion. Mother
was all in his favor from the first, and was even fonder
of him than I was. Then, when they talked of marrying
within the week, I began to ask about father; but they both
said never to mind about father, but just to tell him after-
wards and mother said she would make it all right with
him. I didn’t quite like that, Mr. Holmes. It seemed
funny that I should ask his leave, as he was only a few
years older than me; but I didn’t want to do anything on
the sly, so I wrote to father at Bordeaux, where the com-
pany has its French offices, but the letter came back to
me on the very morning of the wedding.”

“ It missed him, then?”

“ Yes, sir, for he had started to England just before it
arrived.”

““Ha! that was unfortunate. Your wedding was ar-
ranged, then, for the Friday. Was it to be in church?”

“Yes, sir, but very quietly. It was to be at St. Saviour’s,

49



Scotch Mystery Stories

near King’s Cross, and we were to have breakfast aiter-
wards at the St. Pancras Hotel. Hosmer came for us in
a hansom, but as there were two of us, he put us both
into it, and stepped himself into a four-wheeler, which hap-
pened to be the only other cab in the street. We got to
the church first, and when the four-wheeler drove up we
waited for him to step out, but he never did, and when the
cabman got down from the box and looked, there was no
one there! The cabman said that he could not imagine
what had become of him, for he had seen him get in with
his own eyes. That was last Friday, Mr. Holmes, and I
have never seen or heard anything since then to throw
any light upon what became of him.”

“It seems to me that you have been very shamefully
treated,” said Holmes.

“QOh, no, sir! He was too good and kind to leave me
so. Why, all the morning he was saying to me that, what-
ever happened, I was to be true; and that even if
something quite unforeseen occurred to separate us, I was
always to remember that I was pledged to him, and that
he would claim his pledge sooner or later. It seemed
strange talk for a wedding morning, but what has happened
since gives a meaning to it.”

“Most certainly it does. Your own opinion is, then,
that some unforeseen catastrophe has occurred to him?”

“Yes, sir. I believe that he foresaw some danger, or
else he would not have talked so. And then I think that
what he foresaw happened.”

“But you have no notion as to what it could have
been?”

“ None.”

“ One more question. How did your mother take the
matter?”’

‘“ She was angry, and said that I was never to speak of
the matter again.”

“ And your father? Did you tell him?”

“Yes, and he seemed to think, with me, that something
had happened, and that I should hear of Hosmer again.
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As he said, what interest could anyone have in bringing
me to the door of the church, and then leaving me? Now,
if he had borrowed my money, or if he had married me
and got my money settled on him, there might be some
reason; but Hosmer was very independent about money,
and never would look at a shilling of mine. And yet what
could have happened? And why could he not write? Oh!
it drives me half mad to think of, and I can’t sleep a wink
at night.” She pulled a little handkerchief out of her muff,
and began to sob heavily into it.

“1 shall glance into the case for you,” said Holmes, ris-
ing, “ and I have no doubt that we shall reach some definite
result. Let the weight of the matter rest upon me now,
and do not let your mind dwell upon it further. Above
all, try to let Mr. Hosmer Angel vanish from your mem-
ory, as he has done from your life.”

“Then you don’t think I’ll see him again?”

“1 fear not.”

“Then what has happened to him?”

“You will leave that question in my hands. I should
like an accurate description of him, and any letters of his
which you can spare.”

“1 advertised for him in last Saturday’s Chronicle,” said
she. ““ Here is the slip, and here are four letters from him.”

“Thank you. And your address?”

“No. 31 Lyon Place, Camberwell.”

“Mr. Angel’s address you never had, I understand.
Where is your father’s place of business?”

“ He travels for Westhouse & Marbank, the great claret
importers of Fenchurch Street.”

“Thank you. You have made your statement very
clearly. You will leave the papers here, and remember
the advice which I have given you. Let the whole inci-
dent be a sealed book, and do not allow it to affect your
life.”

“You are very kind, Mr. Holmes, but I cannot do that.
I shall be true to Hosmer. He shall find me ready when
he comes back.”
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For all the preposterous hat and the vacuous face, there
was something noble in the simple faith of our visitor
which compelled our respect. She laid her little bundle
of papers upon the table, and went her way, with a prom-
ise to come again whenever she might be summoned.

Sherlock Holmes sat silent for a few minutes with his
finger tips still pressed together, his legs stretched out in
front of him, and his gaze directed upward to the ceiling.
Then he took down from the rack the old and oily clay
pipe, which was to him as a counselor, and, having lighted
it, he leaned back in his chair, with thick blue cloud wreaths
spinning up from him, and a look of infinite languor in
his face.

“ Quite an interesting study, that maiden,” he observed.
“I found her more interesting than her little problem,
which, by the way, is rather a trite one. You will find
parallel cases, if you consult my index, in Andover in ’77,
and there was something of the sort at The Hague last
year. OlId as is the idea, however, there were one or two
details which were new to me. But the maiden herself was
most instructive.”

“You appeared to read a good deal upon her which was
quite invisible to me,” I remarked.

“Not invisible, but unnoticed, Watson. You did not
know where to look, and so you missed all that was
important. I can never bring you to realize the impor-
tance of sleeves, the suggestiveness of thumb nails, or
the great issues that may hang from a boot lace. Now,
what did you gather from that woman’s appearance? De-
scribe it.” -

“Well, she had a slate-colored, broad-brimmed straw
hat, with a feather of a brickish red. Her jacket was black,
with black beads sewed upon it and a fringe of little black
jet ornaments. Her dress was brown, rather darker than
coffee color, with a little purple plush at the neck and
sleeves. Her gloves were grayish, and were worn through
at the right forefinger. Her boots I didn’t observe. She
had small round, hanging gold earrings, and a general air
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of being fairly well-to-do, in a vulgar, comfortable, easy-
going way.”

Sherlock Holmes clapped his hands softly together and
chuckled.

“’Pon my word, Watson, you are coming along won-
derfully. You have really done very well indeed. It is
true that you have missed everything of importance, but
you have hit upon the method, and you have a quick eye
for color. Never trust to general impressions, my boy, but
concentrate yourself upon details. My first glance is al-
ways at a woman’s sleeve. In a man it is perhaps better
first to take the knee of the trouser. As you observe, this
woman had plush upon her sleeve, which is a most useful
material for showing traces. The double line a little above
the wrist, where the typewritist presses against the table,
was beautifully defined. The sewing machine, of the hand
type, leaves a similar mark, but only on the left arm, and
on the side of it farthest from the thumb, instead of being
right across the broadest part, as this was. I then glanced
at her face, and observing the dint of a pince-nez at either
side of her nose, I ventured a remark upon short sight and
typewriting, which seemed to surprise her.”

“ It surprised me.”

“ But, surely, it wds very obvious. I was then much
surprised and interested on glancing down to observe that,
though the boots which she was wearing were not unlike
each other, they were really odd ones, the one having a
slightly decorated toe cap and the other a plain one. One
was buttoned only in the two lower buttons out of five,
and the other at the first, third, and fifth. Now, when you
see that a young lady, otherwise neatly dressed, has come
away from home with odd boots, half-buttoned, it is no
great deduction to say that she came away in a hurry.”

“ And what else?” I asked, keenly interested, as I al-
ways was, by my friend’s incisive reasoning.

“1 noted, in passing, that she had written a note before
leaving home, but after being fully dressed. You observed
that her right glove was torn at the forefinger, but you
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did not, apparently, see that both glove and finger were
stained with violet ink. She had written in a hurry, and
dipped her pen too deep. It must have been this morning,
or the mark would not remain clear upon the finger. All
this is amusing, though rather elementary, but I must go
back to business, Watson. Would you mind reading me
the advertised description of Mr. Hosmer Angel?”

I held the little printed slip to the light. ‘ Missing,”
it said, “ on the morning of the fourteenth, a gentleman
named Hosmer Angel. About five feet seven inches in
height; strongly built, sallow complexion, black hair, a
little bald in the center, bushy black side-whiskers and
mustache ; tinted glasses; slight infirmity of speech. Was
dressed, when last seen, in black frock-coat faced with silk,
black waistcoat, gold Albert chain, and gray Harris tweed
trousers, with brown gaiters over elastic-sided boots.
Known to have been employed in an office in Leadenhall
Street. Anybody bringing,” etc., etc.

“That will do,” said Holmes. “ As to the letters,” he
continued, glancing over them, “they are very common-
place. Absolutely no clew in them to Mr. Angel, save that
he quotes Balzac once. There is one remarkable point,
however, which will no doubt strike you.”

“They are typewritten,” I remarked.

“Not only that, but the signature is typewritten. Look
at the neat little ‘ Hosmer Angel’ at the bottom. There
is a date, you see, but no superscription except Leadenhall
Street, which is rather vague. The point about the signa-
ture is very suggestive—in fact, we may call it conclusive.”

“Of what?”

“My dear fellow, is it possible you do not see how
strongly it bears upon the case?”

“1I cannot say that I do, unless it were that he wished
to be able to deny his signature if an action for breach
of promise were instituted.”

“No, that was not the point. However, I shall write
two letters which should settle the matter. One is to a
firm in the City, the other is to the young lady’s stepfather,
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Mr. Windibank, asking him whether he could meet us
here at six o’clock to-morrow evening. It is just as well
that we should do business with the male relatives. And
now, doctor, we can do nothing until the answers to those
letters come, so we may put our little problem upon the
shelf for the interim.”

I had had so many reasons to believe in my friend’s
subtle powers of reasoning, and extraordinary energy in
action, that I felt that he must have some solid grounds
for the assured and easy demeanor with which he treated
the singular mystery which he had been called upon to
fathom. Once only had I known him to fail, in the case
of the King of Bohemia and the Irene Adler photo-
graph, but when I looked back to the weird business of
the “Sign of the Four,” and the extraordinary circum-
stances connected with the “ Study in Scarlet,” I felt that
it would be a strange tangle indeed which he could not
unravel.

I left him then, still puffing at his black clay pipe, with
the conviction that when I came again on the next even-
ing I would find that he held in his hands all the clews
which would lead up to the identity of the disappearing
bridegroom of Miss Mary Sutherland.

A professional case of great gravity was engaging my
own attention at the time, and the whole of next day I
was busy at the bedside of the sufferer. It was not until
close upon six o’clock that I found myself free, and was
able to spring into a hansom and drive to Baker Street,
half afraid that I might be too late to assist at the dénoue-
ment of the little mystery. I found Sherlock Holmes alone,
however, half asleep, with his long, thin form curled up
in the recesses of his armchair. A formidable array of
bottles and test-tubes, with the pungent, cleanly smell of
hydrochloric acid, told me that he had spent his day in
the chemical work which was so dear to him.

“ Well, have you solved it? "’ I asked as I entered.

“Yes. It was the bisulphate of baryta.”

“No, no; the mystery!” I cried.
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“Oh, that! I thought of the salt that I have been work-
ing upon. There was never any mystery in the matter,
though, as I said yesterday, some of the details are of in-
terest. The only drawback is that there is no law, I fear,
that can touch the scoundrel.”

“Who was he, then, and what was his object in desert-
ing Miss Sutherland?”

The question was hardly out of my mouth, and Holmes
had not yet opened his lips to reply, when we heard a
heavy footfall in the passage, and a tap at the door.

“This is the girl’s stepfather, Mr. James Windibank,”
said Holmes. “ He has written to me to say that he would
be here at six. Come in!”

The man who entered was a sturdy, middle-sized fellow,
some thirty years of age, clean shaven, and sallow-skinned,
with a bland, insinuating manner, and a pair of wonder-
fully sharp and penetrating gray eyes. He shot a ques-
tioning glance at each of us, placed his shiny top hat upon
the sideboard, and, with a slight bow, sidled down into the
nearest chair.

“ Good evening, Mr. James Windibank,” said Holmes.
“1 think this typewritten letter is from you, in which you
made an appointment with me for six o’clock?”

“Yes, sir. I am afraid that I am a little late, but I am
not quite my own master, you know. I am sorry that Miss
Sutherland has troubled you about this little matter, for
I think it is far better not to wash linen of the sort in
public. It was quite against my wishes that she came, but
she is a very excitable, impulsive girl, as you may have
noticed, and she is not easily controlled when she has made
up her mind on a point. Of course, I did not mind you
so much, as you are not connected with the official police,
but it is not pleasant to have a family misfortune like this
noised abroad. Besides, it is a useless expense, for how
could you possibly find this Hosmer Angel?”

“On the contrary,” said Holmes, quietly, “ I have every
reason to believe that I will succeed in discovering Mr.
Hosmer Angel.”
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Mr. Windibank gave a violent start, and dropped his
gloves. “I am delighted to hear it,” he said.

“TIt is a curious thing,” remarked Holmes, “ that a type-
writer has really quite as much individuality as a man’s
handwriting. Unless they are quite new no two of them
write exactly alike. Some letters get more worn than
others, and some wear only on one side. Now, you re-
mark in this note of yours, Mr. Windibank, that in every
case there is some little slurring over the e, and a slight
defect in the tail of the ». There are fourteen other char-
acteristics, but those are the more obvious.”

“We do all our correspondence with this machine at the
office, and no doubt it is a little worn,” our visitor an-
swered, glancing keenly at Holmes with his bright little
eyes.

“ And now I will show you what is really a very inter-
esting study, Mr. Windibank,” Holmes continued. “I
think of writing another little monograph some of these
days on the typewriter and its relation to crime. It is
a subject to which I have devoted some little attention.
I have here four letters which purport to come from the
missing man., They are all typewritten. In each case, not
only are the ¢’s slurred and the #’s tailless, but you will
observe, if you care to use my magnifying lens, that the
fourteen other characteristics to which I have alluded are
there as well.”

Mr. Windibank sprung out of his chair, and picked up
his hat. “I cannot waste time over this sort of fantastic
talk, Mr. Holmes,” he said. “If you can catch the man,
catch him, and let me know when you have done it.”

“ Certainly,” said Holmes, stepping over and turning the
key in the door. “ I let you know, then, that I have caught
him!”

“What! where?” shouted Mr. Windibank, turning
white to his lips, and glancing about him like a rat in a
trap.

“ Oh, it won’t do—really it won’t,” said Holmes, suavely.
““There is no possible getting out of it, Mr. Windibank.

57



Scotch Mystery Stories

It is quite too transparent, and it was a very bad compli-
ment when you said that it was impossible for me to solve
so simple a question. That’s right! Sit down, and let us
talk it over.”

Our visitor collapsed into a chair, with a ghastly face,
and a glitter of moisture on his brow. “It—it’s not ac-
tionable,” he stammered.

“1 am very much afraid that it is not; but between our-
selves, Windibank, it was as cruel, and selfish, and heart-
less a trick in a petty way as ever came before me. Now,
let me just run over the course of events, and you will
contradict me if I go wrong.”

The man sat huddled up in his chair, with his head sunk
upon his breast, like one who is utterly crushed. Holmes
stuck his feet up on the corner of the mantelpiece, and,
leaning back with his hands in his pockets, began talking,
rather to himself, as it seemed, than to us.

“ The man married a woman very much older than him-
self for her money,” said he, “ and he enjoyed the use of
the money of the daughter as long as she lived with them.
It was a considerable sum, for people in their position, and
the loss of it would have made a serious difference. It
was worth an effort to preserve it. The daughter was of
a good, amiable disposition, but affectionate and warm-
hearted in her ways, so that it was evident that with her
fair personal advantages, and her little income, she would
not be allowed to remain single long. Now her marriage
would mean, of course, the loss of a hundred a year, so
what does her stepfather do to prevent it? He takes the
obvious course of keeping her at home, and forbidding her
to seek the company of people of her own age. But soon
he found that that would not answer forever. She became
restive, insisted upon her rights, and finally announced her
positive intention of going to a certain ball. What does
her clever stepfather do then? He conceives an idea more
creditable to his head than to his heart. With the con-
nivance and assistance of his wife, he disguised himself,
covered those keen eyes with tinted glasses masked the
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face with a mustache and a pair of bushy whiskers, sunk
that clear voice into an insinuating whisper, and doubly
secure on account of the girl’s short sight, he appears as
Mr. Hosmer Angel, and keeps off other lovers by making
love himself.”

“TIt was only a joke at first,” groaned our visitor. “ We
never thought that she would have been so carried away.”

“Very likely not. However that may be, the young
lady was very decidedly carried away, and having quite
made up her mind that her stepfather was in France, the
suspicion of treachery never for an instant entered her
mind. She was flattered by the gentleman’s attentions, and
the effect was increased by the loudly expressed admira-
tion of her mother. Then Mr. Angel began to call, for it
was obvious that the matter should be pushed as far as if
would go, if a real effect were to be produced. There were
meetings, and an engagement, which would finally secure
the girl’s affections from turning toward anyone else. But
the deception could not be kept up forever. These pre-
tended journeys to France were rather cumbrous. The
thing to do was clearly to bring the business to an end in
such a dramatic manner that it would leave a permanent
impression upon the young lady’s mind, and prevent her
from looking upon any other suitor for some time to come.
Hence those vows of fidelity exacted upon a Testament,
and hence also the allusions to a possibility of something
happening on the very morning of the wedding. James
Windibank wished Miss Sutherland to be so bound to Hos-
mer Angel, and so uncertain as to his fate, that for ten
years to come, at any rate, she would not listen to another
man. As far as the church door he brought her, and then,
as he could go no farther, he conveniently vanished away
by the old trick of stepping in at one door of a four-wheeler
and out at the other. I think that that was the chain of
events, Mr. Windibank!”

Our visitor had recovered something of his assurance
while Holmes had been talking, and he rose from his chair
now with a cold sneer upon his pale face.
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“TIt may be so, or it may not, Mr. Holmes,” said he;
“but if you are so very sharp you ought to be sharp
enough to know that it is"you who are breaking the law
now, and not me. I have done nothing actionable from
the first, but as long as you keep that door locked you
lay yourself open to an action for assault and illegal con-
straint.”

“ The law cannot, as you say, touch you,” said Holmes,
unlocking and throwing open the door, “ yet there never
was a man who deserved punishment more. If the young
lady has a brother or a friend, he ought to lay a whip
across your shoulders. By Jove!” he continued, flushing
up at the sight of the bitter sneer upon the man’s face,
“it is not part of my duties to my client, but here’s a
hunting crop handy, and I think I shall just treat myself
to—” He took two swift steps to the whip, but before
he could grasp it there was a wild clatter of steps upon
the stairs, the heavy hall door banged, and from the win-
dow we could see Mr. James Windibank running at the
top of his speed down the road.

“There’s a cold-blooded scoundrel!” said Holmes,
laughing as he threw himself down into his chair once
more. “ That fellow will rise from crime to crime until he
does something very bad and ends on a gallows. The case
has, in some respects, been not entirely devoid of interest.”

“1I cannot now entirely see all the steps of your reason-
ing,” T remarked.

“Well, of course it was obvious from the first that this
Mr. Hosmer Angel must have some strong object for his
curious conduct, and it was equally clear that the only man
who really profited by the incident, as far as we could see,
was the stepfather. Then the fact that the two men were
never together, but that the one always appeared when the
other was away, was suggestive. So were the tinted spec-
tacles and the curious voice, which both hinted at a dis-
guise, as did the bushy whiskers. My suspicions were all
confirmed by his peculiar action in typewriting his signa-
ture, which, of course, inferred that his handwriting was
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so familiar to her that she would recognize even the smallest
sample of it. You see all these isolated facts, together with
many minor ones, all pointed in the same direction.”

“ And how did you verify them?”

“ Having once spotted my man, it was easy to get cor-
roboration. I knew the firm for which this man worked.
Having taken the printed description, I eliminated every-
thing from it which could be the result of a disguise,—the
whiskers, the glasses, the voice,—and I sent it to the firm
with a request that they would inform me whether it an-
swered to the description of any of their travelers. I had
already noticed the peculiarities of the typewriter, and I
wrote to the man himself at his business address, asking
him if he would come here. As I expected, his reply was
typewritten, and revealed the same trivial but characteristic
defects. The same post brought me a letter from West-
house & Marbank, of Fenchurch Street, to say that the
description tallied in every respect with that of their em-
ployee, James Windibank. Voila tout!”

“ And Miss Sutherland?”

“If T tell her she will not believe me. You may re-
member the old Persian saying, ‘ There is danger for him
who taketh the tiger cub, and danger also for whoso snatch-
eth a delusion from a woman.” There is as much sense in
Hafiz as in Horace, and as much knowledge of the world.”

A Scandal in Bohemia
It

To Sherlock Holmes she is always the woman. I have
seldom heard him mention her under any other name. In
his eyes she eclipses and predominates the whole of her
sex. It was not that he felt any emotion akin to love for
Irene Adler. All emotions, and that one particularly, were
abhorrent to his cold, precise but admirably balanced mind.
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He was, I take it, the most perfect reasoning and observing
machine that the world has seen; but as a lover, he would
have placed himself in a false position. He never spoke
of the softer passions, save with a gibe and a sneer. They
were admirable things for the observer—excellent for draw-
ing the veil from men’s motives and actions. But for the
trained reasoner to admit such intrusions into his own deli-
cate and finely adjusted temperament was to introduce a
distracting factor which might throw a doubt upon all his
mental results, Grit in a sensitive instrument, or a crack
in one of his own high-power lenses, would not be more
disturbing that a strong emotion in a nature such as his.
And yet there was but one woman to him, and that woman
was the late Irene Adler, of dubious and questionable
memory.

I had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage had
drifted us away from each other. My own complete happi-
ness, and the home-centered interests which rise up around
the man who first finds himself master of his own establish-
ment, were sufficient to absorb all my attention; while
Holmes, who loathed every form of society with his whole
Bohemian soul, remained in our lodgings in Baker Street,
buried among his old books, and alternating from week to
week between cocaine and ambition, the drowsiness of the
drug and the fierce energy of his own keen nature. He was
still, as ever, deeply attracted by the study of crime, and
occupied his immense faculties and extraordinary powers
of observation in following out those clews, and clearing
up those mysteries, which had been abandoned as hopeless
by the official police. From time to time I heard some
vague account of his doings; of his summons to Odessa
in the case of the Trepoff murder, of his clearing up of the
singular tragedy of the Atkinson brothers at Trincomalee,
and finally of the mission which he had accomplished so
delicately and successfully for the reigning family of Hol-
land. Beyond these signs of his activity, however, which
I merely shared with all the readers of the daily press, I
knew little of my former friend and companion.
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One night—it was on the 2oth of March, 1888—1I was
returning from a journey to a patient (for I had now re-
turned to civil practice), when my way led me through
Baker Street. As I passed the well-remembered door,
which must always be associated in my mind with my woo-
ing, and with the dark incidents of the Study in Scarlet, I
was seized with a keen desire to see Holmes again, and
to know how he was employing his extraordinary powers.
His rooms were brilliantly lighted, and even as I looked
up, I saw his tall, spare figure pass twice in a dark silhouette
against the blind. He was pacing the room swiftly, eagerly,
with his head sunk upon his chest, and his hands clasped
behind him. To me, who knew his every mood and habit,
his attitude and manner told their own story. He was at
work again. He had risen out of his drug-created dreams,
and was hot upon the scent of some new problem. I rang
the bell, and was shown up to the chamber which had for-
merly been in part my own.

His manner was not effusive. It seldom was; but he
was glad, I think, to see me. With hardly a word spoken,
but with a kindly eye, he waved me to an armchair, threw
across his case of cigars, and indicated a spirit case and a
gasogene in the corner. Then he stood before the fire,
and looked me over in his singular introspective fashion.

“Wedlock suits you,” he remarked. “1I think, Watson,
that you have put on seven and a half pounds since I saw
you.”

“ Seven,” T answered.

“Indeed, I should have thought a little more. Just a
trifle more, I fancy, Watson. And in practice again, I ob-
serve. You did not tell me that you intended to go into
harness.”

“Then how do you know?”

“T see it, I deduce it. How do I know that you have
been getting yourself very wet lately, and that you have
a most clumsy and careless servant girl?”

“My dear Holmes,” said I, “ this is too much. You
would certainly have been burned had you lived a few cen-
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turies ago. It is true that I had a country walk on Thurs-
day and came home in a dreadful mess; but as I have
changed my clothes, I can’t imagine how you deduce it.
As to Mary Jane, she is incorrigible, and my wife has given
her notice; but there again I fail to see how you work it
out.”

He chuckled to himself and rubbed his long nervous
hands together.

“Tt is simplicity itself,” said he, “ my eyes tell me that
on the inside of your left shoe, just where the firelight
strikes it, the leather is scored by six almost parallel cuts.
Obviously they have been caused by some one who has
very carelessly scraped round the edges of the sole in or-
der to remove crusted mud from it. Hence, you see, my
double deduction that you had been out in vile weather,
and that you had a particularly malignant boot-slicking
specimen of the London slavey. As to your practice, if a
gentleman walks into my rooms, smelling of iodoform, with
a black mark of nitrate of silver upon his right forefinger,
and a bulge on the side of his top hat to show where he
has secreted his stethoscope, I must be dull indeed if T do
not pronounce him to be an active member of the medical
profession.”

I could not help laughing at the ease with which he
explained his process of deduction. “When I hear you
give your reasons,” I remarked, ‘‘ the thing always appears
to me so ridiculously simple that I could easily do it my-
self, though at each successive instance of your reasoning
I am baffled, until you explain your process. And yet, I
believe that my eyes are as good as yours.”

“ Quite so,” he answered, lighting a cigarette, and throw-
ing himself down into an armchair. “ You see, but you
do not observe. The distinction is clear. For example,
you have frequently seen the steps which lead up from the
hall to this room.”

“ Frequently.”

“How often?”

“ Well, some hundreds of times.”
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“Then how many are there?”

“How many? I don’t know.”

“Quite so! You have not observed. And yet you have
seen. That is just my point. Now, I know there are sev-
enteen steps, because I have both seen and observed. By
the way, since you are interested in these little problems,
and since you are good enough to chronicle one or two
of my trifling experiences, you may be interested in this.”
He threw over a sheet of thick pink-tinted note paper which
had been lying open upon the table. ‘It came by the last
post,” said he. “ Read it aloud.”

The note was undated, and without either signature or
address.

“ There will call upon you to-night, at a quarter to eight
o’clock,” it said, “ a gentleman who desires to consult you
upon a matter of the very deepest moment. Your recent
services to one of the royal houses of Europe have shown
that you are one who may safely be trusted with matters
which are of an importance which can hardly be exag-
gerated. This account of you we have from all quarters
received. Be in your chamber, then, at that hour, and do
not take it amiss if your visitor wears a mask.”

“'This is indeed a mystery,” I remarked. ‘“ What do you
imagine that it means?”

“T have no data yet. It is a capital mistake to theorize
before one has data. Insensibly one begins to twist facts
to suit theories, instead of theories to suit facts. But the
note itself—what do you deduce from it?”

I carefully examined the writing, and the paper upon
which it was written.

“The man who wrote it was presumably well to do,” I
remarked, endeavoring to imitate my companion’s proc-
esses. “Such paper could not be bought under half a
crown a packet. It is peculiarly strong and stiff.”

“ Peculiar—that is the very word,” said Holmes. “It
is not an English paper at all. Hold it up to the light.”

I did so, and saw a large E with a small g, a P and a
large G with a small # woven into the texture of the paper.
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“ What do you make of that?” asked Holmes.

“The name of the maker, no doubt; or his monogram,
rather.”

“Not all. The G with the small ¢ stands for ‘ Gesell-
schaft,” which is the German for ‘ Company.” It is a cus-
tomary contraction like our * Co.” P, of course, stands for
‘ Papier.” Now for the Eg. Let us glance at our ‘ Con-
tinental Gazetteer.” He took down a heavy brown vol-
ume from his shelves. “ Eglow, Eglonitz—here we are,
Egria. It is in a German-speaking country—in Bohemia,
not far from Carlsbad. ‘Remarkable as being the scene
of the death of Wallenstein, and for its numerous glass
factories and paper mills” Ha! ha! my boy, what do you
make of that?” His eyes sparkled, and he sent up a great
blue triumphant cloud from his cigarette.

“ The paper was made in Bohemia,” I said.

“ Precisely. And the man who wrote the note is a Ger-
man. Do you note the peculiar construction of the sen-
tence—‘ This account of you we have from all quarters re-
ceived’? A Frenchman or Russian could not have written
that. It is the German who is so uncourteous to his verbs.
It only remains, therefore, to discover what is wanted by
this German who writes upon Bohemian paper, and prefers
wearing a mask to showing his face. And here he comes,
if I am not mistaken, to resolve all our doubts.”

As he spoke there was the sharp sound of horses’ hoofs
and grating wheels against the curb, followed by a sharp
pull at the bell. Holmes whistled.

“ A pair, by the sound,” said he. “ Yes,” he continued,
glancing out of the window. ‘‘ A nice little brougham and
a pair of beauties. A hundred and fifty guineas apiece.
There’s money in this case, Watson, if there is nothing
else.”

“TI think I had better go, Holmes.”

“Not a bit, doctor. Stay where you are. I am lost
without my Boswell. And this promises to be interesting.
It would be a pity to miss it.”

“But your client—-"
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“ Never mind him. I may want your help, and so may
he. Here he comes. Sit down in that armchair, doctor,
and give us your best attention.”

A slow and heavy step, which had been heard upon the
stairs and in the passage, paused immediately outside the
door. Then there was a loud and authoritative tap.

“ Come in!” said Holmes.

A man entered who could hardly have been less than
six feet six inches in height, with the chest and limbs of a
Hercules. His dress was rich with a richness which would,
in England, be looked upon as akin to bad taste. Heavy
bands of astrakhan were slashed across the sleeves and
front of his double-breasted coat, while the deep blue cloak
which was thrown over his shoulders was lined with flame-
colored silk, and secured at the neck with a brooch which
consisted of a single flaming beryl. Boots which extended
halfway up his calves, and which were trimmed at the
tops with rich brown fur, completed the impression of bar-
baric opulence which was suggested by his whole appear-
ance. He carried a broad-brimmed hat in his hand, while
he wore across the upper part of his face, extending down
past the cheek-bones, a black visard mask, which he had
apparently adjusted that very moment, for his hand was
still raised to it as he entered. From the lower part of the
face he appeared to be a man of strong character, with a
thick, hanging lip, and a long, straight chin, suggestive of
resolution pushed to the length of obstinacy.

“You had my note?” he asked, with a deep, harsh voice
and a strongly marked German accent. “I told you that
I would call.” He looked from one to the other of us, as
if uncertain which to address.

“ Pray take a seat,” said Holmes. ‘ This is my friend
and colleague, Doctor Watson, who is occasionally good
enough to help me in my cases. Whom have I the honor
to address?”

“You may address me as the Count von Kramm, a
Bohemian nobleman. I understand that this gentleman,
your friend, is a man of honor and discretion, whom I
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may trust with a matter of the most extreme importance.
If not, I should much prefer to communicate with you
alone.”

I rose to go, but Holmes caught me by the wrist and
pushed me back into my chair. “Itis both, or none,” said
he. “ You may say before this gentleman anything which
you may say to me.”

The count shrugged his broad shoulders. “ Then I must
begin,” said he, “ by binding you both to absolute secrecy
for two years; at the end of that time the matter will be
of no importance. At present it is not too much to say that
it is of such weight that it may have an influence upon
European history.”

“1 promise,” said Holmes.

“And 1.7

“You will excuse this mask,” continued our strange
visitor. “ The august person who employs me wishes his
agent to be unknown to you, and I may confess at once
that the title by which I have just called myself is not ex-
actly my own.”

“I was aware of it,” said Holmes, dryly.

“The circumstances are of great delicacy, and every pre-
caution has to be taken to quench what might grow to be
an immense scandal, and seriously compromise one of the
reigning families of Europe. To speak plainly, the matter
implicates the great House of Ormstein, hereditary kings
of Bohemia.”

“I was also aware of that,” murmured Holmes, set-
tling himself down in his armchair, and closing his eyes.

Our visitor glanced with some apparent surprise at the
languid, lounging figure of the man who had been, no
doubt, depicted to him as the most incisive reasoner and
most energetic agent in Europe. Holmes slowly reopened
his eyes and looked impatiently at his gigantic client.

“If your majesty would condescend to state your case,”
he remarked, “ I should be better able to advise you.”

The man sprung from his chair, and paced up and down
the room in uncontrollable agitation. Then, with a gesture
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of desperation, he tore the mask from his face and hurled
it upon the ground.

“You are right,” he cried, “ I am the king. Why should
I attempt to conceal it?”

“Why, indeed?” murmured Holmes. “Your majesty
had not spoken before I was aware that I was addressing
Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond von Ormstein, Grand Duke
of Cassel-Felstein, and hereditary King of Bohemia.”

“ But you can understand,” said our strange visitor, sit-
ting down once more and passing his hand over his high,
white forehead, “ you can understand that I am not accus-
tomed to doing such business in my own person. Yet the
matter was so delicate that I could not confide it to an
agent without putting myself in his power. I have come
incognito from Prague for the purpose of consulting
you.”

“Then, pray consult,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes
once more.

“The facts are briefly these : Some five years ago, during
a lengthy visit to Warsaw, I made the acquaintance of the
well-known adventuress Irene Adler. The name is no doubt
familiar to you.”

“Kindly look her up in my index, doctor,” murmured
Holmes, without opening his eyes. For many years he
had adopted a system for docketing all paragraphs con-
cerning men and things, so that it was difficult to name a
subject or a person on which he could not at once furnish
information. In this case I found her biography sand-
wiched in between that of a Hebrew rabbi and that of a
staff commander who had written a monograph upon the
deep-sea fishes.

“Let me see!” said Holmes. “Hum! Born in New
Jersey in the year 1858. Contralto—hum! La Scala—
hum! Prima donna Imperial Opera of Warsaw—yes! Re-
tired from operatic stage—ha! Living in London—quite
so! Your majesty, as I understand, became entangled with
this young person, wrote her some compromising letters,
and is now desirous of getting those letters back.”
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“ Precisely so. But how »

“Was there a secret marriage?”

“ None.”

“ No legal papers or certificates? ”

“ None.”

“Then I fail to follow your majesty. If this young per-
son should produce her letters for blackmailing or other
purposes, how is she to prove their authenticity?”

“ There is the writing.”

“ Pooh-pooh! Forgery.”

“ My private note paper.”

“ Stolen.”

“My own seal.”

“ Imitated.”

“ My photograph.”

“ Bought.”

“We were both in the photograph.”

“Oh, dear! That is very bad. Your majesty has indeed
committed an indiscretion.”

“1 was mad—insane.”

“You have compromised yourself seriously.”

“I was only crown prince then. I was young. I am but
thirty now.”
© “ It must be recovered.”

“We have tried and failed.”

“Your majesty must pay. It must be bought.”

“ She will not sell.”

 Stolen, then.”

“Five attempts have been made. Twice burglars in my
pay ransacked her house. Once we diverted her luggage
when she traveled. Twice she has been waylaid. There
has been no result.”

“No sign of it?”

“ Absolutely none.”

Holmes laughed. “It is quite a pretty little problem,”
said he.

“But a very serious one to me,” returned the king, re-
proachfully.
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“Very, indeed. And what does she propose to do with
the photograph?”

“To ruin me.”

“But how?”

“T1 am about to be married.”

“So I have heard.” :

“To Clotilde Lothman von Saxe-Meiningen, second
daughter of the King of Scandinavia. You may know the
strict principles of her family. She is herself the very soul
of delicacy. A shadow of a doubt as to my conduct would
bring the matter to an end.”

“And Irene Adler?”

“ Threatens to send them the photograph. And she will
do it. I know that she will do it. You do not know her,
but she has a soul of steel. She has the face of the most
beautiful of women and the mind of the most resolute of
men. Rather than I should marry another woman, there
are no lengths to which she would not go—none.”

“You are sure she has not sent it yet?”

“I am sure.”

“ And why?”

“ Because she has said that she would send it on the day
when the betrothal was publicly proclaimed. That will be
next Monday.”

“ Oh, then we have three days yet,” said Holmes, with
a yawn. ‘“That is very fortunate, as I have one or two
matters of importance to look into just at present. Your
majesty will, of course, stay in London for the present?”

“ Certainly. You will find me at the Langham, under
the name of the Count von Kramm.”

“Then I shall drop you a line to let you know how we
progress.”

“ Pray do so; I shall be all anxiety.”

“Then, as to money?”

“You have carte blanche.”

“ Absolutely?”

“T tell you that I would give one of the provinces of my
kingdom to have that photograph.”
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“ And for present expenses?”

The king took a heavy chamois-leather bag from under
his cloak, and laid it on the table.

“There are three hundred pounds in gold, and seven
hundred in notes,” he said.

Holmes scribbled a receipt upon a sheet of his notebook,
and handed it to him.

“ And mademoiselle’s address?” he asked.

“Is Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St. John’s
Wood.”

Holmes took a note of it. “ One other question,” said
he, thoughtfully. “ Was the photograph a cabinet?”

“It was.”

“Then, good-night, your majesty, and I trust that we
shall soon have some good news for you. And good-
night, Watson,” he added, as the wheels of the royal
brougham rolled down the street. “If you will be good
enough to call to-morrow afternoon, at three o’clock, I
should like to chat this little matter over with you.”

I1I

Ar three o’clock precisely I was at Baker Street, but
Holmes had not yet returned. The landlady informed me
that he had left the house shortly after eight o’clock in the
morning. I sat down beside the fire, however, with the in-
tention of awaiting him, however long he might be. I was
already deeply interested in his inquiry, for, though it was
surrounded by none of the grim and strange features which
were associated with the two crimes which I have already
recorded, still, the nature of the case and the exalted station
of his client gave it a character of its own. Indeed, apart
from the nature of the investigation which my friend had
on hand, there was something in his masterly grasp of a
situation, and his keen, incisive reasoning, which made it a
pleasure to me to study his system of work, and to follow
the quick, subtle methods by which he disentangled the
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most inextricable mysteries. So accustomed was I to his
invariable success that the very possibility of his failing had
ceased to enter into my head.

It was close upon four before the door opened, and a
drunken-looking groom, ill-kempt and side-whiskered, with
an inflamed face and disreputable clothes, walked into the
room. Accustomed as I was to my friend’s amazing powers
in the use of disguises, I had to look three times before I
was certain that it was indeed he. With a nod he vanished
into the bedroom, whence he emerged in five minutes
tweed-suited and respectable, as of old. Putting his hands
into his pockets, he stretched out his legs in front of the
fire, and laughed heartily for some minutes.

“Well, really!” he cried, and then he choked, 2%«d
laughed again until he was obliged to lie back, limp and
helpless, in the chair.

“What is it?”

“It’s quite too funny. I am sure you could never guess
how I employed my morning, or what I ended by doing.”

“1 can’t imagine. I suppose that you have been watch-
ing the habits, and, perhaps, the house, of Miss Irene Ad-
ler.”

“ Quite so, but the sequel was rather unusual. I will tell
you, however. I left the house a little after eight o’clock
this morning in the character of a groom out of work.
There is a wonderful sympathy and freemasonry among
horsey men. Be one of them, and you will know all that
there is to know. I soon found Briony Lodge. It is a
bijou villa, with a garden at the back, but built out in the
front right up to the road, two stories. Chubb lock to the
door. Large sitting room on the right side, well furnished,
with long windows almost to the floor, and those preposter-
ous English window fasteners which a child could open.
Behind there was nothing remarkable, save that the passage
window could be reached from the top of the coach-house.
I walked round it and examined it closely from every point
of view, but without noting anything else of interest.

“I then lounged down the street, and found, as T ex-
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pected, that there was a mews in a lane which runs down
by one wall of the garden. I lent the hostlers a hand in
rubbing down their horses, and I received in exchange two-
pence, a glass of half and half, two fills of shag tobacco,
and as much information as I could desire about Miss Adler,”
to say nothing of half a dozen other people in the neighbor-
hood, in whom I was not in the least interested, but whose
biographies I was compelled to listen to.”

“ And what of Irene Adler?” I asked.

“ Oh, she has turned all the men’s heads down in that
part. She is the daintiest thing under a bonnet on this
planet. So say the Serpentine Mews, to a man. She lives
quietly, sings at concerts, drives out at five every day, and
returns at seven sharp for dinner. Seldom goes out at other
times, except when she sings. Has only one male visitor,
but a good deal of him. He is dark, handsome, and dash-
ing; never calls less than once a day, and often twice. He
is a Mr. Godfrey Norton of the Inner Temple. See the
advantages of a cabman as a confidant. They had driven
him home a dozen times from Serpentine Mews, and knew
all about him. When I had listened to all that they had to
tell, I began to walk up and down near Briony Lodge once
more, and to think over my plan of campaign.

“ This Godfrey Norton was evidently an important factor
in the matter. He was a lawyer. That sounded ominous.
What was the relation between them, and what the object
of his repeated visits? Was she his client, his friend, or his
mistress? If the former, she had probably transferred the
photograph to his keeping. If the latter, it was less likely.
On the issue of this question depended whether I should
continue my work at Briony Lodge, or turn my attention
to the gentleman’s chambers in the Temple. It was a deli-
cate point, and it widened the field of my inquiry. I fear
that I bore you with these details, but I have to let you see
my little difficulties, if you are to understand the situation.”

“T am following you closely,” I answered.

“I was still balancing the matter in my mind, when a
hansom cab drove up to Briony Lodge, and a gentleman
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sprung out. He was a remarkably handsome man, dark,
aquiline, and mustached—evidently the man of whom I had
heard. He appeared to be in a great hurry, shouted to the
cabman to wait, and brushed past the maid who opened
the door, with the air of a man who was thoroughly at
home.

“ He was in the house about half an hour, and I could
catch glimpses of him in the windows of the sitting room,
pacing up and down, talking excitedly and waving his arms.
Of her I could see nothing. Presently he emerged, looking
even more flurried than before. As he stepped up to the
cab, he pulled a gold watch from his pocket and looked at it
earnestly. ‘Drive like the devil!’ he shouted, ‘ first to Gross
& Hankey’s in Regent Street, and then to the Church of
St. Monica in the Edgeware Road. Half a guinea if you
do it in twenty minutes!’

“ Away they went, and I was just wondering whether
I should not do well to follow them, when up the lane came
a neat little landau, the coachman with his coat only half
buttoned, and his tie under his ear, while all the tags of
his harness were sticking out of the buckles. It hadn’t
pulled up before she shot out of the hall door and into it.
I only caught a glimpse of her at the moment, but she
was a lovely woman, with a face that a man might die for,

“‘The Church of St. Monica, John,” she cried; ‘ and half
a sovereign if you reach it in twenty minutes.’

“This was quite too good to lose, Watson. I was just
balancing whether I should run for it, or whether I should
perch behind her landau, when a cab came through the
street. The driver looked twice at such a shabby fare;
but I jumped in before he could object. ‘The Church of
St. Monica,” said I, ‘and half a sovereign if you reach it
in twenty minutes.” It was twenty-five minutes to twelve,
and of course it was clear enough what was in the wind.

“ My cabby drove fast. I don’t think I ever drove faster,
but the others were there before us. The cab and landau
with their steaming horses were in front of the door when
I arrived. 1 paid the man, and hurried into the church.
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There was not a soul there save the two whom I had fol-
lowed, and a surpliced clergyman, who seemed to be ex-
postulating with them. They were all three standing in
a knot in front of the altar. I lounged up the side aisle like
any other idler who has dropped into a church. Suddenly,
to my surprise, the three at the altar faced round to me,
and Godfrey Norton came running as hard as he could
toward me.

“*“Thank God!”’ he cried. ‘You’ll do. Come! Come!’

“‘What then?’ I asked.

“¢Come, man, come; only three minutes, or it won’t
be legal’

“1 was half dragged up to the altar, and, before I knew
where I was, I found myself mumbling responses which
were whispered in my ear, and vouching for things of which
I knew nothing, and generally assisting in the secure tying
up of Irene Adler, spinster, to Godirey Norton, bachelor.
It was all done in an instant, and there was the gentleman
thanking me on the one side and the lady on the other,
while the clergyman beamed on me in front. It was the
most preposterous position in which I ever found myself
in my life, and it was the thought of it that started me
laughing just now. It seems that there had been some
informality about their license; that the clergyman abso-
lutely refused to marry them without a witness of some
sort, and that my lucky appearance saved the bride-
groom from having to sally out into the streets in search
of a best man. The bride gave me a sovereign, and I
mean to wear it on my watch chain in memory of the
occasion.”

“This is a very unexpected turn of affairs,” said I; “and
what then?”

“Well, I found my plans very seriously menaced. It
looked as if the pair might take an immediate departure,
and so necessitate very prompt and energetic measures
on my part. At the church door, however, they separated,
he driving back to the Temple, and she to her own house.
‘I shall drive out in the park at five as usual, she said,
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as she left him. I heard no more. They drove away in
different directions, and I went off to make my own ar-
rangements.”

“ Which are?”

“ Some cold beef and a glass of beer,” he answered, ring-
ing the bell. “I have been too busy to think of food, and
I am likely to be busier still this evening. By the way,
doctor, I shall want your codperation.”

“1 shall be delighted.”

“You don’t mind breaking the law?”

“ Not in the least.”

“ Nor running a chance of arrest?”

“Not in a good cause.”

“ Oh, the cause is excellent!”

“Then I am your man.”

“1 was sure that I might rely on you.”

“ But what is it you wish?”

“When Mrs. Turner has brought in the tray I will make
it clear to you. Now,” he said, as he turned hungrily on
the simple fare that our landlady had provided, “I must
discuss it while I eat, for I have not much time. It is
nearly five now. In two hours we must be on the scene
of action. Miss Irene, or Madame, rather, returns from
her drive at seven. We must be at Briony Lodge to meet
her.”

“ And what then?”

“ You must leave that to me. I have already arranged
what is to occur. There is only one point on which I must
insist. You must not interfere, come what may. You
understand ?

“I am to be neutral?”

“To do nothing whatever. There will probably be some
small unpleasantness. Do not join in it. It will end in
my being conveyed into the house. Four or five minutes
afterwards the sitting-room window will open. You are
to station yourself close to that open window.”

g Yes.i’

“You are to watch me, for I will be visible to you.”
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4 Yes-,’

“ And when I raise my hand—so—you will throw into
the room what I give you to throw, and will, at the same
time, raise the cry of fire. You quite follow me?”

“ Entirely.”

“ It is nothing very formidable,” he said, taking a long,
cigar-shaped roll from his pocket. “It is an ordinary
plumber’s smoke-rocket, fitted with a cap at either end, to
make it self-lighting. Your task is confined to that. When
you raise your cry of fire, it will be taken up by quite
a number of people. You may then walk to the end of the
street, and I will rejoin you in ten minutes. I hope that
I have made myself clear?”

“] am to remain neutral, to get near the window, to
watch you, and, at the signal, to throw in this object, then
to raise the cry of fire and to wait you at the corner of the
street.”

“ Precisely.”

“Then you may entirely rely on me.”

“That is excellent. I think, perhaps, it is almost time
that I prepared for the new réle I have to play.”

He disappeared into his bedroom, and returned in a few
minutes in the character of an amiable and simple-minded
Nonconformist clergyman. His broad, black hat, his
baggy trousers, his white tie, his sympathetic smile, and
general look of peering and benevolent curiosity were
such as Mr. John Hare alone could have equaled. It
was not merely that Holmes changed his costume. His ex-
pression, his manner, his very soul seemed to vary with
every fresh part that he assumed. The stage lost a fine
actor, even as science lost an acute reasoner, when he be-
came a specialist in crime.

It was a quarter past six when we left Baker Street, and
it still wanted ten minutes to the hour when we found our-
selves in Serpentine Avenue. It was already dusk, and
the lamps were just being lighted as we paced up and down
in front of Briony Lodge, waiting for the coming of its
occupant. The house was just such as I had pictured it
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from Sherlock Holmes’s succinct description, but the lo-
cality appeared to be less private than I expected. On
the contrary, for a small street in a quiet neighborhood,
it was remarkably animated. There was a group of shab-
bily dressed men smoking and laughing in a corner, a
scissors grinder with his wheel, two guardsmen who were
flirting with a nurse girl, and several well-dressed young
men who were lounging up and down with cigars in their
mouths.

“You see,” remarked Holmes, as we paced to and fro in
front of the house, “ this marriage rather simplifies matters,
The photograph becomes a double-edged weapon now.
The chances are that she would be as averse to its being
seen by Mr. Godfrey Norton as our client is to its coming
to the eyes of his princess. Now the question is—where
are we to find the photograph?”

“Where, indeed?”

“ It is most unlikely that she carries it about with her.
It is cabinet size. Too large for easy concealment about
a woman’s dress. She knows that the king is capable of
having her waylaid and searched. Two attempts of the
sort have already been made. We may take it, then, that
she does not carry it about with her.”

“Where, then?”

“Her banker or her lawyer. There is that double pos-
sibility. But I am inclined to think neither. Women are
naturally secretive, and they like to do their own secreting.
Why should she hand it over to anyone else? She
could trust her own guardianship, but she could not tell
what indirect or political influence might be brought to
bear upon a business man. Besides, remember that she
had resolved to use it within a few days. It must be where
she can lay her hands upon it. It must be in her own
house.”

“ But it has twice been burglarized.”

“ Pshaw! They did not know how to look.”

“ But how will you look?”

“1 will not look.”

79



Scotch Mystery Stories

“ What then?”

“T will get her to show me.”

“ But she will refuse.”

“She will not be able to. But I hear the rumble of
wheels. It is her carriage. Now carry out my orders to
the letter.”

As he spoke, the gleam of the sidelights of a carriage
came round the curve of the avenue. It was a smart little
landau which rattled up to the door of Briony Lodge. As
it pulled up one of the loafing men at the corner dashed
forward to open the door in the hope of earning a copper,
but was elbowed away by another loafer who had rushed
up with the same intention. A fierce quarrel broke out
which was increased by the two guardsmen, who took
sides with one of the loungers, and by the scissors grinder,
who was equally hot upon the other side. A blow was
struck, and in an instant the lady, who had stepped from
her carriage, was the center of a little knot of struggling
men who struck savagely at each other with their fists and
sticks. Holmes dashed into the crowd to protect the lady;
but, just as he reached her, he gave a cry and dropped
to the ground, with the blood running freely down his face.
At his fall the guardsmen took to their heels in one direc-
tion and the loungers in the other, while a number of bet-
ter-dressed people who had watched the scuffle without
taking part in it crowded in to help the lady and to attend
to the injured man. Irene Adler, as I will still call her,
had hurried up the steps; buf she stood at the top, with her
superb figure outlined against the lights of the hall, look-
ing back into the street.

“Is the poor gentleman much hurt?” she asked.

“He is dead,” cried several voices.

“No, no, there’s life in him,” shouted another. ‘‘ But
he’ll be gone before you can get him to the hospital.”

“He’s a brave fellow,” said a woman. “They would
have had the lady’s purse and watch if it hadn’t been for
him. They were a gang, and a rough one, too. Ah! he’s
breathing now.”
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“He can’t lie in the street. May we bring him in,
marm?”

‘“Surely. Bring him into the sitting room. There is
a comfortable sofa. This way, please.” Slowly and sol-
emnly he was borne into Briony Lodge, and laid out in
the principal room, while I still observed the proceedings
from my post by the window. The lamps had been lighted,
but the blinds had not been drawn, so that I could see
Holmes as he lay upon the couch. I do not know whether
he was seized with compunction at that moment for the
part he was playing, but I know that I never felt more
heartily ashamed of myself in my life than when I saw
the beautiful creature against whom I was conspiring, or
the grace and kindliness with which she waited upon the
injured man. And yet it would be the blackest treachery
to Holmes to draw back now from the part which he had
intrusted to me. I hardened my heart, and took the smoke-
rocket from under my ulster. After all, I thought, we are
not injuring her. We are but preventing her from injur-
ing another.

Holmes had sat upon the couch, and I saw him motion
like a man who is in need of air. A maid rushed across
and threw open the window. At the same instant I saw
him raise his hand, and at the signal I tossed my rocket
into the room with a cry of “ Fire!” The word was no
sooner out of my mouth than the whole crowd of specta-
tors, well dressed and ill—gentlemen, hostlers, and serv-
ant maids—joined in a general shriek of “ Fire!” Thick
clouds of smoke curled through the room, and out at the
open window. I caught a glimpse of rushing figures, and
a moment later the voice of Holmes from within assuring
them that it was a false alarm. Slipping through the shout-
ing crowd, I made my way to the corner of the street, and
in ten minutes was rejoiced to find my friend’s arm in
mine, and to get away from the scene of uproar. He
walked swiftly and in silence for some few minutes, until
we had turned down one of the quiet streets which led
toward the Edgeware Road.
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“ You did it very nicely, doctor,” he remarked. “ Noth-
ing could have been better. It is all right.”

“You have the photograph?”

“I know where it is.”

“ And how did you find out?”

“ She showed me, as I told you that she would.”

“TI am still in the dark.”

“T do not wish to make a mystery,” said he, laughing.
“The matter was perfectly simple. You, of course, saw
that everyone in the street was an accomplice. They were
all engaged for the evening.”

“I guessed as much.”

“Then, when the row broke out, I had a little moist
red paint in the palm of my hand. I rushed forward, fell
down, clapped my hand to my face, and became a piteous
spectacle. It is an old trick.”

“ That also I could fathom.”

“Then they carried me in. She was bound to have me
in. What else could she do? And into her sitting room,
which was the very room which I suspected. It lay be-
tween that and her bedroom, and I was determined to see
which. They laid me on a couch, I motioned for air, they
were compelled to open the window, and you had your
chance.”

“ How did that help you?”

“ It was all-important. When a woman thinks that her
house is on fire, her instinct is at once to rush to the
thing which she values most. It is a perfectly overpow-
ering impulse, and I have more than once taken advan-
tage of it. In the case of the Darlington Substitution
Scandal it was of use to me, and also in the Arnsworth
Castle business. A married woman grabs at her baby—
an unmarried one reaches for her jewel box. Now it was
clear to me that our lady of to-day had nothing in the
house more precious to her than what we are in quest of.
She would rush to secure it. The alarm of fire was ad-
mirably done. The smoke and shouting were enough to

shake nerves of steel. She responded beautifully, The
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photograph is in a recess behind a sliding panel just above
the right bell-pull. She was there in an instant, and I
caught a glimpse of it as she drew it out. When I cried
out that it was a false alarm, she replaced it, glanced at
the rocket, rushed from the room, and I have not seen her
since. I rose, and, making my excuses, escaped from the
house. I hesitated whether to attempt to secure the pho-
tograph at once; but the coachman had come in, and as he
was watching me narrowly, it seemed safer to wait. A
little over-precipitance may ruin all.”

“ And now?” I asked.

“Qur quest is practically finished. I shall call with the
king to-morrow, and with you, if you care to come with
us. We will be shown into the sitting room to wait for the
lady, but it is probable that when she comes she may find
neither us nor the photograph. It might be a satisfaction
to his majesty to regain it with his own hands.”

“ And when will you call?”

“ At eight in the morning. She will not be up, so that
we shall have a clear field. Besides, we must be prompt,
for this marriage may mean a complete change in her life
and habits. I must wire to the king without delay.”

We had reached Baker Street, and had stopped at the
door. He was searching his pockets for the key, when
some one passing said:

“ Good night, Mister Sherlock Holmes.”

There were several people on the pavement at the time,
but the greeting appeared to come from a slim youth in an
ulster who had hurried by.

“I've heard that voice before,” said Holmes, staring
down the dimly lighted street. “ Now, I wonder who the
deuce that could have been?”

83



Scotch Mystery Stories

III

T sLEPT at Baker Street that night, and we were engaged
upon our toast and coffee in the morning, when the King
of Bohemia rushed into the room.

“You have really got it?” he cried, grasping Sherlock
Holmes by either shoulder, and looking eagerly into his
face.

“ Not yet.”

“ But you have hopes?”

“1 have hopes.”

“Then come. I am all impatience to be gone.”

“We must have a cab.”

“No, my brougham is waiting.”

“Then that will simplify matters.” We descended, and
started off once more for Briony Lodge.

“Irene Adler is married,” remarked Holmes.

“ Married! When?”

* Yesterday.”

“ But to whom?”

“To an English lawyer named Norton.”

“ But she could not love him.”

“I am in hopes that she does.”

“ And why in hopes?”

“ Because it would spare your majesty all fear of future
annoyance. If the lady loves her husband, she does not
love your majesty. If she does not love your majesty,
there is no reason why she should interfere with your
majesty’s plan.”

“It is true. And yet— Well, I wish she had been
of my own station. What a queen she would have made!”
He relapsed into a moody silence, which was not broken
until we drew up in Serpentine Avenue.

The door of Briony Lodge was open, and an elderly
woman stood upon the steps. She watched us with a sar-
donic eye as we stepped from the brougham.
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“ Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I believe?”’ said she.

“T am Mr. Holmes,” answered my companion, looking
at her with a questioning and rather startled gaze.

“Indeed! My mistress told me that you were likely
to call. She left this morning, with her husband, by the
5:15 train from Charing Cross, for the Continent.”

“What!” Sherlock Holmes staggered back, white with
chagrin and surprise.

“ Do you mean that she has left England?”

“ Never to return.”

“ And the papers?” asked the king hoarsely. “All is
lost!”

“ We shall see.” He pushed past the servant, and rushed
into the drawing-room, followed by the king and myself.
The furniture was scattered about in every direction, with
dismantled shelves, and open drawers, as if the lady had
hurriedly ransacked them before her flight. Holmes rushed
at the bell-pull, tore back a small sliding shutter, and
plunging in his hand, pulled out a photograph and a letter.
The photograph was of Irene Adler herself in evening
dress; the letter was superscribed to “ Sherlock Holmes,
Esq. To be left till called for.” My friend tore it open,
and we all three read it together. It was dated at midnight
of the preceding night, and ran in this way:

“My peEarR MR. SHERLOCK HoLMES,—You really did it
very well. You took me in completely. Until after the
alarm of the fire, I had not a suspicion. But then, when I
found how I had betrayed myself, I began to think. I had
been warned against you months ago. I had been told
that if the king employed an agent, it would certainly be
you. And your address had been given me. Yet, with
all this, you made me reveal what you wanted to know.
Even after I became suspicious, I found it hard to think evil
of such a dear, kind old clergyman. But, you know, I have
been trained as an actress myself. Male costume is noth-
ing new to me. I often take advantage of the freedom
which it gives. I sent John, the coachman, to watch you,
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ran upstairs, got into my walking clothes, as I call them,
and came down just as you departed.

“Well, I followed you.to the door, and so made sure
that I was really an object of interest to the celebrated Mr.
Sherlock Holmes. Then I, rather imprudently, wished you
good night, and started for the Temple to see my husband.

“We both thought the best resource was flight when
pursued by so formidable an antagonist; so you will find
the nest empty when you call to-morrow. As to the pho-
tograph, your client may rest in peace. I love and am
loved by a better man than he. The king may do what he
will without hindrance from one whom he has cruelly
wronged. I keep it only to safeguard myself, and preserve
a weapon which will always secure me from any steps
which he might take :n the future. I leave a photograph
which he might care to possess; and I remain, dear Mr.
Sherlock Holmes, very truly yours,

“ IRENE NORTON, né¢ ADLER.”

“What a woman—och, what a woman!” cried the King
of Bohemia, when we had all three read this epistle. “ Did
I not tell you how quick and resolute she was? Would
she not have made an admirable queen? Is it not a pity
that she was not on my level?”

“From what I have seen of the lady, she seems indeed
to be on a very different level to your majesty,” said
Holmes coldly. “I am sorry that I have not been able
to bring your majesty’s business to a more successful con-
clusion.”

“On the contrary, my dear sir,” cried the king, “ noth-
ing could be more successful. I know that her word is
inviolate. The photograph is now as safe as if it were
in the fire.”

“I am glad to hear your majesty say so.”

“I am immensely indebted to you. Pray tell me in
what way I can reward you. This ring—" He slipped an
emerald snake ring from his finger, and held it out upon
the palm of his hand.
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“ Your majesty has something which I should value even
more highly,” said Holmes.

“ You have but to name it.”

“ This photograph!”

The king stared at him in amazement.

“Irene’s photograph!” he cried. “ Certainly, if you
wish it.”

“I thank your majesty. Then there is no more to be
done in the matter. I have the honor to wish you a very
good morning.” He bowed, and turning away without
observing the hand which the king had stretched out to
him, he set off in my company for his chambers.

And that was how a great scandal threatened to affect
the kingdom of Bohemia, and how the best plans of Mr.
Sherlock Holmes were beaten by a woman’s wit. He used
to make merry over the eleverness of women, but I have
not heard him do it of late. And when he speaks of Irene
Adler, or when he refers to her photograph, it is always
under the honorable title of the woman.

The Red-Headed League

I HAD called upon my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, one
day in the autumn of last year, and found him in deep
conversation with a very stout, florid-faced elderly gentle-
man, with fiery red hair. With an apology for my intru-
sion, I was about to withdraw, when Holmes pulled me
abruptly into the room and closed the door behind me.

“You could not possibly have come at a better time, my
dear Watson,” he said, cordially.

“T was afraid that you were engaged.”

“So I am. Very much so.”

“Then I can wait in the next room.”

“Not at all. This gentleman, Mr. Wilson, has been my
partner and helper in many of my most successful cases,
and I have no doubt that he will be of the utmost use to
me in yours also.”
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The stout gentleman half rose from his chair and gave
a bob of greeting, with a quick little questioning glance
from his small, fat-encircled eyes.

“ Try the settee,” said Holmes, relapsing into his armchair,
and putting his finger tips together, as was his custom when
in judicial moods. “I know, my dear Watson, that you
share my love of all that is bizarre and outside the con-
ventions and humdrum routine of everyday life. You have
shown your relish for it by the enthusiasm which has
prompted you to chronicle, and, if you will excuse my say-
ing so, somewhat to embellish so many of my own little
adventures.”

“Your cases have indeed been of the greatest interest to
me,” I observed.

“You will remember that I remarked the other day, just
before we went into the very simple problem presented by
Miss Mary Sutherland, that for strange effects and extraor-
dinary combinations we must go to life itself, which is al-
ways far more daring than any effort of the imagination.”

‘“ A proposition which I took the liberty of doubting.”

“You did, doctor, but none the less you must come round
to my view, for otherwise I shall keep on piling fact upon
fact on you, until your reason breaks down under them and
acknowledge me to be right. Now, Mr. Jabez Wilson here
has been good enough to call upon me this morning, and
to begin a narrative which promises to be one of the most
singular which I have listened to for some time. You have
heard me remark that the strangest and most unique things
are very often connected not with the larger but with the
smaller crimes, and occasionally, indeed, where there is
room for doubt whether any positive crime has been com-
mitted. As far as I have heard, it is impossible for me to
say whether the present case is an instance of crime or not,
but the course of events is certainly among the most singu-
lar that I have ever listened to. Perhaps, Mr. Wilson, you
would have the great kindness to recommence your narra-
tive. I ask you, not merely because my friend, Dr. Wat-
son, has not heard the opening part, but also because the
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peculiar nature of the story makes me anxious to have every
possible detail from your lips. As a rule, when I have heard
some slight indication of the course of events I am able
to guide myself by the thousands of other similar cases
which occur to my memory. In the present instance I am
forced to admit that the facts are, to the best of my belief,
unique.”

The portly client puffed out his chest with an appear-
ance of some little pride, and pulled a dirty and wrinkled
newspaper from the inside pocket of his greatcoat. As
he glanced down the advertisement column, with his head
thrust forward, and the paper flattened out upon his knee,
I took a good look at the man, and endeavored, after the
fashion of my companion, to read the indications which
might be presented by his dress or appearance.

I did not gain very much, however, by my inspection.
Our visitor bore every mark of being an average common-
place British tradesman, obese, pompous, and slow. He wore
rather baggy gray shepherd’s check trousers, a not over-
clean black frock coat, unbuttoned in the front, and a drab
waistcoat with a heavy brassy Albert chain, and a square
pierced bit of metal dangling down as an ornament. A
frayed top hat and a faded brown overcoat with a wrinkled
velvet collar lay upon a chair beside him. Altogether, look
as I would, there was nothing remarkable about the man
save his blazing red head and the expression of extreme
chagrin and discontent upon his features.

Sherlock Holmes’s quick eye took in my occupation, and
he shook his head with a smile as he noticed my questioning
glances. “ Beyond the obvious facts that he has at some
time done manual labor, that he takes snuff, that he is a
Freemason, that he has been in China, and that he has done
a considerable amount of writing lately, I can deduce noth-
ing else.”

Mr. Jabez Wilson started up in his chair, with his fore-
finger upon the paper, but his eyes upon my companion.

“How, in the name of good fortune, did you know all
that, Mr. Holmes?” he asked. “ How did you know, for
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example, that I did manual labor? It’s as true as gospel,
for I began as a ship’s carpenter.”

“Your hands, my dear sir. Your right hand is quite a
size larger than your left. You have worked with it and
the muscles are more developed.”

“Well, the snuff, then, and the Freemasonry?”

“I won’t insult your intelligence by telling you how I
read that, especially as, rather against the strict rules of
your order, you use an arc and compass breastpin.”

““ Ah, of course, I forgot that. But the writing?”

“What else can be indicated by that right cuff so very
shiny for five inches, and the left one with the smooth patch
near the elbow where you rest it upon the desk.”

“Well, but China?”

“The fish which you have tattooed immediately above
your wrist could only have been done in China. I have
made a small study of tattoo marks, and have even con-
tributed to the literature of the subject. That trick of stain-
ing the fishes’ scales of a delicate pink is quite peculiar to
China. When, in addition, I see a Chinese coin hanging
from your watch chain, the matter becomes even more
simple.”

Mr. Jabez Wilson laughed heavily. “ Well, I never!”
said he. “I thought at first that you had done something
clever, but I see that there was nothing in it after all.”

“T begin to think, Watson,” said Holmes, “ that I make
a mistake in explaining. ‘ Omne ignotom pro magnifico,
you know, and my poor little reputation, such as it is, will
suffer shipwreck if I am so candid. Can you not find the
advertisement, Mr, Wilson? ”

“Yes, I have got it now,” he answered, with his thick,
red finger planted halfway down the column. * Here it
is. This is what began it all. You just read it for yourself,
sir.”

I took the paper from him and read as follows:

“To THE RED-HEADED LeEAGUE: On account of the be-
quest of the late Ezekiah Hopkins, of Lebanon, Pa., U. S. A,,
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there is now another vacancy open which entitles a member
of the League to a salary of four pounds a week for purely
nominal services. All red-headed men who are sound in
body and mind and above the age of twenty-one years are
eligible. Apply in person on Monday, at eleven o’clock, to
Duncan Ross, at the offices of the League, 7 Pope’s Court,
Fleet Street.”

“ What on earth does this mean?”” I ejaculated, after I
had twice read over the extraordmary announcement.

Holmes chuckled and wriggled in his chair, as was his
habit when in high spirits. “It is a little off the beaten
track, isn’t it?” said he. ‘“And now, Mr., Wilson, off
you go at scratch, and tell us all about yourself, your house-
hold, and the effect which this advertisement had upon your
fortunes. You will first make a note, doctor, of the paper
and the date.”

“It is The M ornmg Chronicle of April 27, 18g0. Just
two months ago.’

“Very good. Now, Mr. Wilson.”

“Well, it is just as I have been telling you, Mr. Sher-
lock Holmes,” said Jabez Wilson, mopping his forehead,
“1 have a small pawnbroker’s business at Saxe-Coburg
Square, near the City. It’s not a very large affair, and of
late years it has not done more than just give me a living.
I used to be able to keep two assistants, but now I only
keep one; and I would have a job to pay him but that he
is willing to come for half wages, so as to learn the busi-
ness.”

“ What is the name of this obliging youth?” asked Sher-
lock Holmes.

“ His name is Vincent Spaulding, and he’s not such a
youth either. It's hard to say his age. I should not wish
a smarter assistant, Mr. Holmes; and I know very well
that he could better himself, and earn twice what I am
able to give him. But, after all, if he is satisfied, why
should I put ideas in his head?”

“Why, indeed? You seem most fortunate in having
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an employee who comes under the full market price. It
is not a common experience among employers in this age.
I don’t know that your assistant is not as remarkable as
your advertisement.”

“ Oh, he has his faults, too,” said Mr. Wilson. “ Never
was such a fellow for photography. Snapping away with
a camera when he ought to be improving his mind, and
then diving down into the cellar like a rabbit into its hole
to develop his pictures. That is his main fault; but, on the
whole, he’s a good worker. There’s no vice in him.”

“ He is still with you, I presume?”

“Yes, sir. He and a girl of fourteen, who does a bit
of simple cooking, and keeps the place clean—that’s all
I have in the house, for I am a widower, and never had
any family. We live very quietly, sir, the three of us; and
we keep a roof over our heads, and pay our debts, if we
do nothing more.

“The first thing that put us out was that advertisement.
Spaulding, he came down into the office just this day eight
weeks, with this very paper in his hand, and he says:

“‘I wish to the Lord, Mr. Wilson, that I was a red-
headed man.’

“‘Why that?’ T asks.

“‘Why, says he, ‘ here’s another vacancy on the League
of the Red-headed Men. It's worth quite a little fortune
to any man who gets it, and I understand that there are
more vacancies than there are men, so that the trustees are
at their wits’ end what to do with the money. If my hair
would only change color here’s a nice little crib all ready
for me to step into.’

“¢“Why, what is it, then?’ I asked. You see, Mr.
Holmes, I am a very stay-at-home man, and, as my business
came to me instead of my having to go to it, I was often
weeks on end without putting my foot over the door mat.
In that way I didn’t know much of what was going on out-
side, and I was always glad of a bit of news.

“‘Have you never heard of the League of the Red-
headed Men?’ he asked. with his eyes open.
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“‘ Never.

“‘Why, I wonder at that, for you are eligible yourself
for one of the vacancies.’

“¢ And what are they worth?’ I asked.

“¢Oh, merely a couple of hundred a year, but the work
is slight, and it need not interfere very much with one’s
other occupations.’

“Well, you can easily think that that made me prick up
my ears, for the business has not been over good for some
years, and an extra couple of hundred would have been
very handy.

“¢Tell me all about it,” said I.

“*Well, said he, showing me the advertisement, ‘you
can see for yourself that the League has a vacancy, and
there is the address where you should apply for particu-
lars. As far as I can make out, the League was founded
by an American millionaire, Ezekiah Hopkins, who was
very peculiar in his ways. He was himself red-headed, and
he had a great sympathy for all red-headed men; so, when
he died, it was found that he had left his enormous fortune
in the hands of trustees, with instructions to apply the in-
terest to the providing of easy berths to men whose hair
is of that color. From all I hear it is splendid pay, and
very little to do.

“‘But,” said I, ‘there would be millions of red-headed
men who would apply.’

“ ¢ Not so many as you might think,” he answered. ‘You
see it is really confined to Londoners, and to grown men.
This American had started from London when he was
young, and he wanted to do the old town a good turn.
Then, again, I have heard it is of no use your applying
if your hair is light red, or dark red, or anything but real,
bright, blazing, fiery red. Now, if you cared to apply, Mr.
Wilson, you would just walk in; but perhaps it would
hardly be worth your while to put yourself out of the way
for the sake of a few hundred pounds.’

“Now it is a fact, gentlemen, as you may see for your-
selves, that my hair is of a very full and rich tint, so that
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it seemed to me that, if there was to be any competition
in the matter, I stood as good a chance as any man that
I had ever met. Vincent Spaulding seemed to know so
much about it that I thought he might prove useful, so I
just ordered him to put up the shutters for the day, and
to come right away with me. He was very willing to have
a holiday, so we shut the business up, and started off for
the address that was given us in the advertisement.

“T never hope to see such a sight as that again, Mr.
Holmes. From north, south, east, and west every man
who had a shade of red in his hair had tramped into the
City to answer the advertisement. Fleet Street was choked
with red-headed folk, and Pope’s Court looked like a cos-
ter’s orange barrow. I should not have thought there were
so many in the whole country as were brought together by
that single advertisement. Every shade of color they were
—straw, lemon, orange, brick, Irish setter, liver, clay; but,
as Spaulding said, there were not many who had the real
vivid flame-colored tint. When I saw how many were wait-
ing, I would have given it up in despair; but Spaulding
would not hear of it. How he did it I could not imagine,
but he pushed and pulled and butted until he got me through
the crowd, and right up to the steps which led to the office.
There was a double stream upon the stair, some going up
in hope, and some coming back dejected; but we wedged
in as well as we could, and soon found ourselves in the
office.”

“Your experience has been a most entertaining one,”
remarked Holmes, as his client paused and refreshed his
memory with a huge pinch of snuff. “ Pray continue your
very interesting statement.”

“ There was nothing in the office but a couple of wooden
chairs and a deal table, behind which sat a small man, with
a head that was even redder than mine. He said a few
words to each candidate as he came up, and then he always
managed to find some fault in them which would disqualify
them. Getting a vacancy did not seem to be such a very easy
matter after all. However, when our turn came, the little
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man was much more favorable to me than to any of the
others, and he closed the door as we entered, so that he
might have a private word with us.

“¢This is Mr., Jabez Wilson,’ said my assistant, ‘ and he
is willing to fill a vacancy in the League.

“‘“ And he is admirably suited for it,’ the other answered.
‘He has every requirement. I cannot recall when I have
seen anything so fine.” He took a step backward, cocked
his head on one side, and gazed at my hair until I felt quite
bashful. Then suddenly he plunged forward, wrung my
hand, and congratulated me warmly on my success.

“ ‘It would be injustice to hesitate,” said he. ‘ You will,
however, I am sure, excuse me for taking an obvious pre-
caution.” With that he seized my hair in both his hands,
and tugged until I yelled with the pain. ‘ There is water in
your eyes,” said he, as he released me. ‘I perceive that all
is as it should be. But we have to be careful, for we have
twice been deceived by wigs and once by paint. I could
tell you tales of cobbler’s wax which would disgust you
with human nature.” He stepped over to the window and
shouted through it at the top of his voice that the vacancy
was filled. A groan of disappointment came up from below,
and the folk all trooped away in different directions, until
there was not a red head to be seen except my own and
that of the manager.

“¢ My name,” said he, ‘is Mr, Duncan Ross, and I am
myself one of the pensioners upon the fund left by our
noble benefactor. Are you a married man, Mr. Wilson?
Have you a family?’

“T answered that I had not.

“ His face fell immediately.

“‘Dear me!’ he said, gravely, ‘that is very serious in-
deed! I am sorry to hear you say that. The fund was,
of course, for the propagation and spread of the red heads
as well as for their maintenance. It is exceedingly unfor-
tunate that you should be a bachelor.’

“ My face lengthened at this, Mr. Holmes, for I thought
that I was not to have the vacancy after all; but, after

95



Scotch Mystery Stories

thinking it over for a few minutes, he said that it would
be all right.

“‘In the case of another,” said he, the objection might
be fatal, but we must stretch a point in favor of a man
with such a head of hair as yours. When shall you be able
to enter upon your new duties?’

“‘Well, it is a little awkward, for I have a business al-
ready,” said I.

“¢Oh, never mind about that, Mr., Wilson!’ said Vin-
cent Spaulding. ‘I shall be able to look after that for
you.’

““What would be the hours?’ I asked.

“‘Ten to two.’

“Now a pawnbroker’s business is mostly done of an
evening, Mr. Holmes, especially Thursday and Friday even-
ings, which is just before pay day; so it would suit me very
well to earn a little in the mornings. Besides, I knew that
my assistant was a good man, and that he would see to
anything that turned up.

“‘That would suit me very well, said I. ‘And the
pay?’

“‘Is four pounds a week.

“¢And the work?’

“¢Is purely nominal.

“‘“What do you call purely nominal?’

“‘Well, you have to be in the office, or at least in the
building, the whole time. If you leave, you forfeit your
whole position forever. The will is very clear upon that
point. You don’t comply with the conditions if you budge
from the office during that time.’

““It’s only four hours a day, and I should not think of
leaving,” said I.

“‘No excuse will avail,” said Mr. Duncan Ross, ‘ neither
sickness, nor business, nor anything else. There you must
stay, or you lose your billet.’

“¢And the work?’

“‘Is to copy out the “ Encyclopzdia Britannica.” There
is the first volume of it in that press. You must find your
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own ink, pens, and blotting paper, but we provide this table
and chair, Will you be ready to-morrow?’

“¢ Certainly,” I answered.

“¢Then, good-by, Mr. Jabez Wilson, and let me con-
gratulate you once more on the important position which
you have been fortunate enough to gain.” He bowed me
out of the room, and I went home with my assistant hardly
knowing what to say or do, I was so pleased at my own
good fortune.

“Well, I thought over the matter all day, and by even-
ing I was in low spirits again; for I had quite persuaded
myself that the whole affair must be some great hoax or
fraud, though what its object might be I could not imagine.
It seemed altogether past belief that anyone could make
such a will, or that they would pay such a sum for doing
anything so simple as copying out the ‘ Encyclopzdia Bri-
tannica.” Vincent Spaulding did what he could to cheer
me up, but by bed time I had reasoned myself out of the
whole thing. However, in the morning I determined to
have a look at it anyhow, so I bought a penny bottle of ink,
and with a quill pen and seven sheets of foolscap paper I
started off for Pope’s Court.

“Well, to my surprise and delight everything was as right
as possible. The table was set out ready for me, and Mr.
Duncan Ross was there to see that I got fairly to work.
He started me off upon the letter A, and then he left me;
but he would drop in from time to time to see that all was
right with me. At two o’clock he bade me good-day, com-
plimented me upon the amount that I had written, and
locked the door of the office after me.

“This went on day after day, Mr. Holmes, and on Sat-
urday the manager came in and planked down four golden
sovereigns for my week’s work. It was the same next week,
and the same the week after. Every morning I was there
at ten, and every afternoon I left at two. By degrees Mr.
Duncan Ross took to coming in only once of a morning,
and then, after a time, he did not come in at all. Still, of
course, I never dared to leave the room for an instant, for
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I was not sure when he might come, and the billet was such
a good one, and suited me so well, that I would not risk
the loss of it.

“ Eight weeks passed away like this, and I had written
about Abbots, and Archery, and Armor, and Architecture,
and Attica, and hoped with diligence that I might get on
to the Bs before very long. It cost me something in fools-
cap, and I had pretty nearly filled a shelf with my writings.
And then suddenly the whole business came to an end.”

“To an end?”

“Yes, sir. And no later than this morning. I went to
my work as usual at ten o’clock, but the door was shut
and locked, with a little square of cardboard hammered onto
the middle of the panel with a tack. Here it is, and you
can read for yourself.”

He held up a piece of white cardboard, about the size of
a sheet of note paper. It read in this fashion:

“THE ReD-HEADED LEAGUE 1S DISSOLVED.
Oct. 9, 1890.”

Sherlock Holmes and I surveyed this curt announcement
and the rueful face behind it, until the comical side of the
affair so completely overtopped every consideration that we
both burst out into a roar of laughter.

“1 cannot see that there is anything very funny,” cried
our client, flushing up to the roots of his flaming head.
“If you can do nothing better than laugh at me, I can go
elsewhere.”

“ No, no,” cried Holmes, shoving him back into the chair
from which he had half risen. “I really wouldn’t miss
your case for the world. It is most refreshingly unusual
But there is, if you will excuse my saying so, something
just a little funny about it. Pray what steps did you take
when you found the card upon the door?”

“1 was staggered, sir. I did not know what to do. Then
I called at the offices round, but none of them seemed to
know anything about it. Finally, I went to the landlord,
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who is an accountant living on the ground floor, and I asked
him if he could tell me what had become of the Red-headed
League. He said that he had never heard of any such
body. Then I asked him who Mr. Duncan Ross was. He
answered that the name was new to him.

“¢Well, said I, ‘the gentleman at No. 4.

“ ¢ What, the red-headed man?’

¢ Yes.’

““Oh,’ said he, ‘ his name was William Morris. He was
a solicitor, and was using my room as a temporary con-
venience until his new premises were ready. He moved out
yesterday.’

“‘Where could I find him?’

“‘“QOh, at his new offices. He did tell me the address.
Yes, 17 King Edward Street, near St. Paul’s.’

“1 started off, Mr. Holmes, but when I got to that ad-
dress it was a manufactory of artificial knee-caps, and no
one in it had ever heard of either Mr. William Morris or
Mr. Duncan Ross.”

“ And what did you do then?” asked Holmes.

“I went home to Saxe-Coburg Square, and I took the
advice of my assistant. But he could not help me in any
way. He could only say that if I waited I should hear by
post. But that was not quite good enough, Mr. Holmes.
I did not wish to lose such a place without a struggle, so,
as I had heard that you were good enough to give advice
to poor folk who were in need of it, I came right away to
you.”

“ And you did very wisely,” said Holmes. “ Your case
is an exceedingly remarkable one, and I shall be happy
to look into it. From what you have told me I think that
it is possible that graver issues hang from it than might
at first sight appear.”

“ Grave enough!” said Mr. Jabez Wilson. “Why, I
have lost four pound a week.”

“As far as you are personally concerned,” remarked
Holmes, “ I do not see that you have any grievance against
this extraordinary league. On the contrary, you are, as I
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understand, richer by some thirty pounds, to say nothing
of the minute knowledge which you have gained on every
subject which comes under the letter A. You have lost
nothing by them.”

“No, sir. But I want to find out about them, and who
they are, and what their object was in playing this prank
—if it was a prank—upon me. It was a pretty expensive
joke for them, for it cost them two-and-thirty pounds.”

“We shall endeavor to clear up these points for you.
And, first, one or two questions, Mr. Wilson. This assist-
ant of yours who first called your attention to the adver-
tisement—how long had he been with you?”

“ About a month then.”

“How did he come?”

“In answer to an advertisement.”

“Was he the only applicant? ”

“No, I had a dozen.”

“ Why did you pick him?”

“ Because he was handy and would come cheap.”

“ At half wages, in fact.”

& Yes-”

“What is he like, this Vincent Spaulding?”

“ Small, stout-built, very quick in his ways, no hair on
his face, though he’s not short of thirty. Has a white
splash of acid upon his forehead.”

Holmes sat up in his chair in considerable excitement.
“1 thought as much,” said he. “ Have you ever observed
that his ears are pierced for earrings?”

“Yes, sir. He told me that a gypsy had done it for
him when he was a lad.”

“Hum!” said Holmes, sinking back in deep thought.
“He is still with you?”

“ Oh, yes, sir; I have only just left him.”

“ And has your business been attended to in your ab-
sence? ”

“ Nothing to complain of, sir. There’s never very much
to do of a morning.”

“That will do, Mr. Wilson. I shall be happy to give
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you an opinion upon the subject in the course of a day

or two. To-day is Saturday, and I hope that bv ).\r,’[onday B

we may come to a conclusion.” e

“ Well, Watson,” said Holmes, when our vmtqr had' lefv“; o

us, “what do you make of it all?” serthie it

“1 make nothing of it,” I answered frankly. “It is a
most mysterious business.”

“ As a rule,” said Holmes, “ the more bizarre a thing is
the less mysterious it proves to be. It is your common-
place, featureless crimes which are really puzzling, just as
a commonplace face is the most difficult to identify. But
I must be prompt over this matter.”

“ What are you going to do, then?” I asked.

“To smoke,” he answered. ‘It is quite a three-pipe
problem, and I beg that you won’t speak to me for fifty
minutes.” He curled himself up in his chair, with his thin
knees drawn up to his hawklike nose, and there he sat
with his eyes closed and his black clay pipe thrusting out
like the bill of some strange bird. I had come to the
conclusion that he had dropped asleep, and indeed was
nodding myself, when he suddenly sprang out of his chair
with the gesture of a man who has made up his mind,
and put his pipe down upon the mantelpiece.

“ Sarasate plays at St. James’s Hall this afternoon,” he
remarked. “ What do you think, Watson? Could your
patients spare you for a few hours?”

“1 have nothing to do to-day. My practice is never
very absorbing.”

“ Then put on your hat and come. I am going through
the City first, and we can have some lunch on the way.
1 observe that there is a good deal of German music on
the programme, which is rather more to my taste than
Ttalian or French. It is introspective, and I want to in-
trospect. Come along!”

We traveled by the Underground as far as Aldersgate;
and a short walk took us to Saxe-Coburg Square, the scene
of the singular story which we had listened to in the morn-
ing. It was a poky, little, shabby-genteel place, where
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four lines of dingy, two-storied brick houses looked out
inte a - small railed-in inclosure, where a lawn of weedy
grass, and a'few clumps of faded laurel bushes made a hard
- fight*against. @ smoke-laden and uncongenial atmosphere.
Thtee gilt balls and a brown board with JABEzZ WiLsoN in
white letters, upon a corner house, announced the place
where our red-headed client carried on his business. Sher-
lock Holmes stopped in front of it with his head on one
side, and looked it all over, with his eyes shining brightly
between puckered lids. Then he walked slowly up the
street, and then down again to the comer, still looking
keenly at the houses. Finally he returned to the pawn-
broker’s and, having thumped vigorously upon the pave-
ment with his stick two or three times, he went up to the
door and knocked. It was instantly opened by a bright-
looking, clean-shaven young fellow, who asked him to
step in.

“ Thank you,” said Holmes, “ 1 only wished to ask you
how you would go from here to the Strand.”

“Third right, fourth left,” answered the assistant,
promptly, closing the door.

“ Smart fellow, that,” observed Holmes as we walked
away. “He is, in my judgment, the fourth smartest man
in London, and for daring I am not sure that he has not
a claim to be third. I have known something of him be-
fore.”

“ Evidently,” said I, “ Mr. Wilson’s assistant counts for
a good deal in this mystery of the Red-headed League. I
am sure that you inquired your way merely in order that
you might see him.”

“Not him.”

“What then?”

“The knees of his trousers.”

“ And what did you see?”

“What I expected to see.”

“Why did you beat the pavement?”

“My dear doctor, this is a time for observation, not for
talk. We are spies in an enemy’s country. We know
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something of Saxe-Coburg Square. Let us now explore
the parts which lie behind it.”

The road in which we found ourselves as we turned
round the corner from the retired Saxe-Coburg Square
presented as great a contrast to it as the front of a picture
does to the back. It was one of the main arteries which
convey the traffic of the City to the north and west. The
roadway was blocked with the immense stream of com-
merce flowing in a double tide inward and outward, while
the footpaths were black with the hurrying swarm of
pedestrians. It was difficult to realize, as we looked at the
line of fine shops and stately business premises, that they
really abutted on the other side upon the faded and stag-
nant square which we had just quitted.

“Let me see,” said Holmes, standing at the corner, and
glancing along the line, “ I should like just to remember
the order of the houses here. It is a hobby of mine to
have an exact knowledge of London. There is Morti-
mer’s, the tobacconist; the little newspaper shop, the
Coburg branch of the City and Suburban Bank, the
Vegetarian Restaurant, and McFarlane’s carriage-building
depot. That carries us right on to the other block. And
now, doctor, we’ve done our work, so it’s time we had
some play. A sandwich and a cup of coffee, and then
off to violin-land, where all is sweetness, and delicacy, and
harmony, and there are no red-headed clients to vex us
with their conundrums.”

My friend was an enthusiastic musician, being himself
not only a very capable performer, but a composer of no
ordinary merit. All the afternoon he sat in the stalls
wrapped in the most perfect happiness, gently waving his
long thin fingers in time to the music, while his gently
smiling face and his languid, dreamy eyes were as unlike
those of Holmes the sleuth-hound, Holmes the relentless,
keen-witted, ready-handed criminal agent, as it was pos-
sible to conceive. In his singular character the dual na-
ture alternately asserted itself, and his extreme exactness
and astuteness represented, as I have often thought, the
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reaction against the poetic and contemplative mood which
occasionally predominated in him. The swing of his na-
ture took him from extreme languor to devouring energy ;
and, as I knew well, he was never so truly formidable as
when, for days on end, he had been lounging in his arm-
chair amid his improvisations and his black-letter editions.
Then it was that the lust of the chase would suddenly
come upon him, and that his brilliant reasoning power
would rise to the level of intuition, until those who were
unacquainted with his methods would look askance at him
as on a man whose knowledge was not that of other mor-
tals. When I saw him that afternoon so enwrapped in the
music at St. James’s Hall, I felt that an evil time might
be coming upon those whom he had set himself to hunt
down.

“You want to go home, no doubt, doctor,” he remarked,
as we emerged.

“Yes, it would be as well.”

“And I have some business to do which will take some
hours. This business at Saxe-Coburg Square is serious.”

“Why serious?”

“ A considerable crime is in contemplation. I have every
reason to believe that we shall be in time to stop it. But
to-day being Saturday rather complicates matters. I shall
want your help to-night.”

““ At what time?”

“Ten will be early enough.”

“1 shall be at Baker Street at ten.”

“Very well. And, I say, doctor! there may be some
little danger, so kindly put your army revolver in your
pocket.” He waved his hand, turned on his heel, and dis-
appeared in an instant among the crowd.

I trust that I am not more dense than my neighbors,
but I was always oppressed with a sense of my own stu-
pidity in my dealings with Sherlock Holmes. Here I had
heard what he had heard, I had seen what he had seen,
and yet from his words it was evident that he saw clearly
not only what had happened, but what was about to hap-
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pen, while to me the whole business was still confused and
grotesque. As I drove home to my house in Kensington
I thought over it all, from the extraordinary story of the
red-headed copier of the “ Encyclopzdia” down to the
visit to Saxe-Coburg Square, and the ominous words with
which he had parted from me. What was this nocturnal
expedition, and why should I go armed? Where were we
going, and what were we to do? I had the hint from
Holmes that this smooth-faced pawnbroker’s assistant was
a formidable man—a man who might play a deep game.
I tried to puzzle it out, but gave it up in despair, and
set the matter aside until night should bring an explana-
tion.

It was a quarter-past nine when I started from home and
made my way across the Park, and so through Oxford
Street to Baker Street. Two hansoms were standing at
the door, and, as I entered the passage, I heard the sound
of veoices from above. On entering his room, I found
Holmes in animated conversation with two men, one of
whom I recognized as Peter Jones, the official police
agent; while the other was a long, thin, sad-faced man,
with a very shiny hat and oppressively respectable frock
coat.

“Ha! our party is complete,” said Holmes, buttoning
up his pea-jacket, and taking his heavy hunting crop from
the rack. “ Watson, I think you know Mr. Jones, of Scot-
land Yard? Let me introduce you to Mr. Merryweather,
who is to be our companion in to-night’s adventure.”

“ We're hunting in couples again, doctor, you see,” said
Jones, in his consequential way. “Our friend here is a
wonderful man for starting a chase. All he wants is an
old dog to help him do the running down.”

“T hope a wild goose may not prove to be the end of
our chase,” observed Mr. Merryweather gloomily.

“ You may place considerable confidence in Mr. Holmes,
sir,” said the police agent loftily. “ He has his own little
methods, which are, if he won’t mind my saying so, just a
little too theoretical and fantastic, but he has the makings

105



Scotch Mystery Stories

of a detective in him. Itis not too much to say that once
or twice, as in that business of the Sholto murder and the
Agra treasure, he has been more nearly correct than the
official force.”

“Qh, if you say so, Mr. Jones, it is all right!” said
the stranger, with deference. “ Still, I confess that I miss
my rubber. It is the first Saturday night for seven-and-
twenty years that I have not had my rubber.”

“ 1 think you will find,” said Sherlock Holmes, “ that you
will play for a higher stake to-night than you have ever
done yet, and that the play will be more exciting. For
you, Mr. Merryweather, the stake will be some thirty
thousand pounds; and for you, Jones, it will be the man
upon whom you wish to lay your hands.”

“John Clay, the murderer, thief, smasher, and forger.
He’s a young man, Mr. Merryweather, but he is at the
head of his profession, and I would rather have my brace-
lets on him than on any criminal in London. He’s a re-
markable man, is young John Clay. His grandfather was
a Royal Duke, and he himself has been to Eton and Ox-
ford. His brain is as cunning as his fingers, and though
we meet signs of him at every turn, we never know where
to find the man himself. He’ll crack a crib in Scotland one
week, and be raising money to build an orphanage in Corn-
wall the next. I’ve been on his track for years, and have
never set eyes on him yet.”

“I hope that I may have the pleasure of introducing
you to-night. I've had one or two little turns also with
Mr. John Clay, and I agree with you that he is at the
head of his profession. It is past ten, however, and quite
time that we started. If you two will take the first han-
som, Watson and I will follow in the second.”

Sherlock Holmes was not very communicative during
the long drive, and lay back in the cab humming the tunes
which he had heard in the afternoon. We rattled through
an endless labyrinth of gaslit streets until we emerged
into Farringdon Street.

“We are close there now,” my friend remarked. * This
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fellow Merryweather is a bank director and personally in-
terested in the matter. I thought it as well to have Jones
with us also. He is not a bad fellow, though an absolute
imbecile in his profession. He has one positive virtue.
He is as brave as a bulldog, and as tenacious as a lobster
if he gets his claws upon anyone. Here we are, and they
are waiting for us.”

We had reached the same crowded thoroughfare in
which we had found ourselves in the morning. Our cabs
were dismissed, and following the guidance of Mr. Merry-
weather, we passed down a narrow passage, and through
a side door which he opened for us. Within there was a
small corridor, which ended in a very massive iron gate.
This also was opened, and led down a flight of winding
stone steps, which terminated at another formidable gate.
Mr. Merryweather stopped to light a lantern, and then
conducted us down a dark, earth-smelling passage, and
so, after opening a third door, into a huge vault or cellar,
which was piled all round with crates and massive boxes.

“You are not very vulnerable from above,” Holmes re-
marked, as he held up the lantern and gazed about him.

“Nor from below,” said Mr. Merryweather, striking his
stick upon the flags which lined the floor. “ Why, dear
me, it sounds quite hollow!” he remarked, looking up in
surprise.

“I must really ask you to be a little more quiet,” said
Holmes severely. “ You have already imperiled the whole
success of our expedition. Might I beg that you would
have the goodness to sit down upon one of those boxes,
and not to interfere?”

The solemn Mr. Merryweather perched himself upon a
crate, with a very injured expression upon his face, while
Holmes fell upon his knees upon the floor, and, with the
lantern and a magnifying lens, began to examine minutely
the cracks between the stones. A few seconds sufficed to
satisfy him, for he sprang to his feet again, and put his
glass in his pocket.

“We have at least an hour before us,” he remarked, “ for
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they can hardly take any steps until the good pawnbroker
is safely in bed. Then they will not lose a minute, for the
sooner they do their work the longer time they will have
for their escape. We are at present, doctor—as no doubt
you have divined—in the cellar of the City branch of one
of the principal London banks. Mr. Merryweather is the
chairman of directors, and he will explain to you that there
are reasons why the more daring criminals of London
should take a considerable interest in this cellar at present.”

“1It is our French gold,” whispered the director. “ We
have had several warnings that an attempt might be made
upon it.”

“Your French gold?”

“Yes. We had occasion some months ago to strengthen
our resources, and borrowed, for that purpose, thirty thou-
sand napoleons from the Bank of France. It has become
known that we have never had occasion to unpack the
money, and that it is still lying in our cellar. The crate
upon which I sit contains two thousand napoleons packed
between layers of lead foil. Our reserve of bullion is much
larger at present than is usually kept in a single branch
office, and the directors have had misgivings upon the sub-
ject.”

“Which were very well justified,” observed Holmes.
“And now it is time that we arranged our little plans.
I expect that within an hour matters will come to a head.
In the meantime, Mr. Merryweather, we must put the
screen over that dark lantern.”

“And sit in the dark?”

“I am afraid so. I had brought a pack of cards in my
pocket, and I thought that, as we were a partie carrée, you
might have your rubber after all. But I see that the
enemy’s preparations have gone so far that we cannot risk
the presence of a light. And, first of all, we must choose
our positions. These are daring men, and, though we
shall take them at a disadvantage, they may do us some
harm, unless we are careful. I shall stand behind this
crate, and do you conceal yourself behind those. Then,
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when I flash a light upon them, close in swiftly. If they
fire, Watson, have no compunction about shooting them
down.”

I placed my revolver, cocked, upon the top of the
wooden case behind which I crouched. Holmes shot the
slide across the front of his lantern, and left us in pitch
darkness—such an absolute darkness as I have never be-
fore experienced. The smell of hot metal remained to
assure us that the light was still there, ready to flash out
at a moment’s notice. To me, with my nerves worked up
to a pitch of expectancy, there was something depressing
and subduing in the sudden gloom, and in the cold, dank
air of the vault.

“They have but one retreat,” whispered Holmes. “ That
is back through the house into Saxe-Coburg Square. I
hope that you have done what I asked you, Jones?”

“I have an inspector and two officers waiting at the
front door.”

“Then we have stopped all the holes. And now we
must be silent and wait.”

What a time it seemed! From comparing notes after-
wards, it was but an hour and a quarter, yet it appeared to
me that the night must have almost gone, and the dawn
be breaking above us. My limbs were weary and stiff, for
I feared to change my position, yet my nerves were worked
up to the highest pitch of tension, and my hearing was
so acute that I could not only hear the gentle breathing
of my companions, but I could distinguish the deeper,
heavier inbreath of the bulky Jones from the thin, sighing
note of the bank director. From my position I could look
over the case in the direction of the floor. Suddenly my
eyes caught the glint of a light.

At first it was but a lurid spark upon the stone pave-
ment. Then it lengthened out until it became a yellow
line, and then, without any warning or sound, a gash
seemed to open and a hand appeared, a white, almost
womanly hand, which felt about in the center of the little
area of light. For a minute or more the hand, with its
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writhing fingers, protruded out of the floor. Then it was
withdrawn as suddenly as it appeared, and all was dark
again save the single lurid spark, which marked a chink
between the stones.

Its disappearance, however, was but momentary. With
a rending, tearing sound, one of the broad white stones
turned over upon its side, and left a square, gaping hole,
through which streamed the light of a lantern. Over the
edge there peeped a clean-cut, boyish face, which looked
keenly about it, and then, with a hand on either side of
the aperture, drew itself shoulder-high and waist-high,
until one knee rested upon the edge. In another instant
he stood at the side of the hole, and was hauling after him
a companion, lithe and small like himself, with a pale face
and a shock of very red hair.

“It’s all clear,” he whispered. “ Have you the chisel
and the bags? Great Scott! Jump, Archie, jump, and I'll
swing for it!”

Sherlock Holmes had sprung out and seized the intruder
by the collar. The other dived down the hole, and I heard
the sound of rending cloth as Jones clutched at his skirts.
The light flashed upon the barrel of a revolver, but
Holmes’s hunting crop came down on the man’s wrist, and
the pistol clinked upon the stone floor.

“It’s no use, John Clay,” said Holmes blandly, “ you
have no chance at all.”

“So I see,” the other answered, with the utmost cool-
ness. “I fancy that my pal is all right, though I see you
have got his coat-tails.”

“There are three men waiting for him at the door,” said
Holmes.

“Oh, indeed. You seem to have done the thing very
completely. I must compliment you.”

“And I you,” Holmes answered. * Your red-headed
idea was very new and effective.”

“You’ll see your pal again presently,” said Jones. “ He's
quicker at climbing down holes than I am. Just hold out
while I fix the derbies.”
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“1 beg that you will not touch me with your filthy
hands,” remarked our prisoner, as the handcuffs clattered
upon his wrists. “ You may not be aware that I have royal
blood in my veins. Have the goodness also, when you ad-
dress me, always to say sir’ and  please.””

“ All right,” said Jones, with a stare and a snigger.
“Well, would you please, sir, march upstairs where
we can get a cab to carry your highness to the police
station? ”

“That is better,” said John Clay serenely. He made a
sweeping bow to the three of us, and walked quietly off
in the custody of the detective.

“ Really, Mr. Holmes,” said Mr. Merryweather, as we
followed them from the cellar, “I do not know how the
bank can thank you or repay you. There is no doubt that
you have detected and defeated in the most complete man-
ner one of the most determined attempts at bank robbery,
that have ever come within my experience.”

“1 have had one or two little scores of my own to settle
with Mr. John Clay,” said Holmes. ‘I have been at some
small expense over this matter, which I shall expect the
bank to refund, but beyond that I am amply repaid by
having had an experience which is in many ways unique,
and by hearing the very remarkable narrative of the Red-
headed League.”

“You see, Watson,” he explained, in the early hours of
the morning, as we sat over a glass of whisky and soda in
Baker Street, “ it was perfectly obvious from the first that
the only possible object of this rather fantastic business of
the advertisement of the League, and the copying of the
‘ Encyclopedia,” must be to get this not over-bright pawn-
broker out of the way for a number of hours every day.
It was a curious way of managing it, but really it would
be difficult to suggest a better. The method was no doubt
suggested to Clay’s ingenious mind by the color of his ac-
complice’s hair. The four pounds a week was a lure which
must draw him, and what was it to them, who were play-
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ing for thousands? They put in the advertisement, one
rogue has the temporary office, the other rogue incites the
man to apply for it, and together they manage to secure
his absence every morning in the week. From the time
that I heard of the assistant having come for half wages,
it was obvious to me that he had some strong motive for
securing the situation.”

“ But how could you guess what the motive was?”

“Had there been women in the house, I should have
suspected a mere vulgar intrigue. That, however, was out
of the question. The man’s business was a small one, and
there was nothing in his house which could account for
such elaborate preparations, and such an expenditure as
they were at. It must then be something out of the house.
What could it be? I thought of the assistant’s fondness
for photography, and his trick of vanishing into the cellar.
The cellar! There was the end of this tangled clew. Then
I made inquiries as to this mysterious assistant, and found
that I had to deal with one of the coolest and most dar-
ing criminals in London. He was doing something in the
cellar — something which took many hours a day for
months on end. What could it be, once more? I could
think of nothing save that he was running a tunnel to some
other building. '

“So far I had got when we went to visit the scene of
action. I surprised you by beating upon the pavement
with my stick, I was ascertaining whether the cellar
stretched out in front or behind. It was not in front. Then
I rang the bell, and, as I hoped, the assistant answered
it. We have had some skirmishes, but we had never set
eyes upon each other before. I hardly looked at his face.
His knees were what I wished to see. You must yourself
have remarked how worn, wrinkled, and stained they were.
They spoke of those hours of burrowing. The only re-
maining point was what they were burrowing for. I walked
round the corner, saw that the City and Suburban Bank
abutted on our friend’s premises, and felt that I had solved
my problem. When you drove home after the concert I
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called upon Scotland Yard, and upon the chairman of the
bank directors, with the result that you have seen.”

“ And how could you tell that they would make their
attempt to-night? ” I asked.

“ Well, when they closed their League offices that was
a sign that they cared no longer about Mr. Jabez Wilson’s
presence; in other words, that they had completed their
tunnel. But it was essential that they should use it soon,
as it might be discovered, or the bullion might be removed.
Saturday would suit them better than any other day, as
it would give thém two days for their escape. For all these
reasons I expected them to come to-night.”’

“You reasoned it out beautifully,” I exclaimed, in un-
feigned admiration. ‘It is so long a chain, and yet every
link rings true.”

“It saved me from ennui,” he answered, yawning.
“ Alas! I already feel it closing in upon me. My life is
spent in one long effort to escape from the commonplaces
of existence. These little problems help me to do so.”

“And you are a benefactor of the race,” said I. He
shrugged his shoulders. “ Well, perhaps, after all, it is of
some little use,” he remarked. “‘L’homme c’est rien
—l’ceuvre c’est tout,” as Gustave Flaubert wrote to Georges
Sands.”
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“OH, no, I assure you, you are not boring Mr. Marsh-
field,” said this personage himself in his gentle voice
—that curious voice that could flow on for hours, promul-
gating profound and startling theories on every department
of human knowledge or conducting paradoxical arguments
without a single inflection or pause of hesitation. “I am,
on the contrary, much interested in your hunting talk. To
paraphrase a well-worn quotation somewhat widely, nihil
humanum a me alienum est. Even hunting stories may have
their point of biological interest; the philologist sometimes
pricks his ear to the jargon of the chase; moreover, I am
not incapable of appreciating the subject matter itself. This
seems to excite some derision. I admit I am not much of
a sportsman to look at, nor, indeed, by instinct, yet I have
had some out-of-the-way experiences in that line—gener-
ally when intent on other pursuits. I doubt, for instance, if
even you, Major Travers, notwithstanding your well-known
exploits against man and beast, notwithstanding that doubt-
ful smile of yours, could match the strangeness of a certain
hunting adventure in which I played an important part.”
The speaker’s small, deep-set, black eyes, that never
warmed to anything more human than a purely speculative
scientific interest in his surroundings, here wandered round
the skeptical yet expectant circle with bland amusement.
He stretched out his bloodless fingers for another of his
host’s superfine cigars and proceeded, with only such in-
terruptions as were occasioned by the lighting and careful
smoking of the latter.
“1 was returning home after my prolonged stay in Pe-
tersburg, intending to linger on my way and test with mine
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own ears certain among the many dialects of Eastern Eu-
rope—anent which there is a symmetrical little cluster of
philological knotty points it is my modest intention one
day to unravel. However, that is neither here nor there.
On the road to Hungary I bethought myself opportunely
of proving the once pressingly offered hospitality of the
Baron Kossowski.

“You may have met the man, Major Travers; he was
a tremendous sportsman, if you like. I first came across
him at McNeil’s place in remote Ireland. Now, being in
Bukowina, within measurable distance of his Carpathian
abode, and curious to see a Polish lord at home, I remem-
bered his invitation. It was already of long standing, but
it had been warm, born in fact of a sudden fit of enthusiasm
for me ”—here a half-mocking smile quivered an instant
under the speaker’s black mustache—* which, as it was
characteristic, I may as well tell you about.

“1It was on the day of, or, rather, to be accurate, on the
day after my arrival, toward the small hours of the morn-
ing, in the smoking room at Rathdrum. Our host was
peacefully snoring over his empty pipe and his seventh
glass of whisky, also empty. The rest of the men had
slunk off to bed. The baron, who all unknown to himself
had been a subject of most interesting observation to me
the whole evening, being now practically alone with me,
condescended to turn an eye, as wide awake as a fox’s,
albeit slightly bloodshot, upon the contemptible white-faced
person who had preferred spending the raw hours over his
papers, within the radius of a glorious fire’s warmth, to
creeping slyly over treacherous quagmires in the pursuit
of timid bog creatures (snipe shooting had been the order
of the day)—the baron, I say, became aware of my exist-
ence and entered into conversation with me.

“He would no doubt have been much surprised could
he have known that he was already mapped out, crani-
ologically and physiognomically, catalogued with care and
neatly laid by in his proper ethnological box, in my private
type museum that, as I sat and examined him from my
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different coigns of vantage in library, in dining and smoking
room that evening, not a look of his, not a gesture went
forth but had significance for me.

“You, I had thought, with your broad shoulders and
deep chest; your massive head that should have gone with
a tall stature, not with those short sturdy limbs; with your
thick red hair, that should have been black for that matter,
as should your wide-set yellow eyes—you would be a real
puzzle to one who did not recognize in you equal mixtures
of the fair, stalwart and muscular Slav with the bilious-
sanguine, thick-set, wiry Turanian. Your pedigree would
no doubt bear me out: there is as much of the Magyar as
of the Pole in your anatomy. Athlete, and yet a tangle of
nerves; a ferocious brute at bottom, I dare say, for your
broad forehead inclines to flatness; under your bristling
beard your jaw must protrude, and the base of your skull
is ominously thick. And, with all that, capable of ideal
transports: when that girl played and sang to-night I saw
the swelling of your eyelid veins, and how that small,
tenacious, claw-like hand of yours twitched! You would
be a fine leader of men—but God help the wretches in your
power!

“So had I mused upon him. Yet I confess that when we
came in closer contact with each other, even I was not
proof against the singular courtesy of his manner and his
unaccountable personal charm.

“ Our conversation soon grew interesting; to me as a
matter of course, and evidently to him also. A few general
words led to interchange of remarks upon the country we
were both visitors in and so to national characteristics—
Pole and Irishman have not a few in common, both in their
nature and history. An observation which he made, not
without a certain flash in his light eyes and a transient
uncovering of the teeth, on the Irish type of female beauty
suddenly suggested to me a stanza of an ancient Polish
ballad, very full of milk-and-blood imagery, of alternating
ferocity and voluptuousness. This I quoted to the as-
tounded foreigner in the vernacular, and this it was that
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metamorphosed his mere perfection of civility into sudden
warmth, and, in fact, procured me the invitation in ques-
tion.

“When I left Rathdrum the baron’s last words to me
were that if I ever thought of visiting his country other-
wise than in books, he held me bound to make Yany, his
Galician seat, my headquarters of study.

“From Czernowicz, therefore, where I stopped some
time, I wrote, received in due time a few lines of prettily
worded reply, and ultimately entered my sled in the nearest
town to, yet at a most forbidding distance from, Yany, and
started on my journey thither.

“The undertaking meant many long hours of undula-
tion and skidding over the November snow, to the som-
niferous bell jangle of my dirty little horses, the only im-
pression of interest being a weird gypsy concert I came in
for at a miserable drinking-booth half buried in the snow
where we halted for the refreshment of man and beast.
Here, I remember, I discovered a very definite connection
between the characteristic run of the tsimbol, the peculiar
bite of the Zigeuner’s bow on his fiddle-string, and some
distinctive points of Turanian tongues. In other countries,
in Spain, for instance, your gypsy speaks differently on his
instrument. But, oddly enough, when I later attempted to
put this observation on paper I could find no word to ex-
press it.”’

A few of our company evinced signs of sleepiness, but
most of us who knew Marshfield, and that he could, un-
less he had something novel to say, be as silent and retiring
as he now evinced signs of being copious, awaited further
developments with patience. He has his own deliberate
way of speaking, which he evidently enjoys greatly, though
it be occasionally trying to his listeners.

“On the afternoon of my second day’s drive, the snow,
which till then had fallen fine and continuous, ceased, and
my Jehu, suddenly interrupting himself in the midst of
some exciting wolf story quite in keeping with the time of
year and the wild surroundings, pointed to a distant spot
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against the gray sky to the northwest, between two wood-
covered folds of ground—the first eastern spurs of the
great Carpathian chain.

“‘There stands Yany,” said he. I looked at my far-off
goal with interest. As we drew nearer, the sinking sun,
just dipping behind the hills, tinged the now distinct front-
age with a cold copper-like gleam, but it was only for a
minute; the next the building became nothing more to the
eye than a black irregular silhouette against the crimson
sky.

“ Before we entered the long, steep avenue of poplars,
the early winter darkness was upon us, rendered all the
more depressing by gray mists which gave a ghostly aspect
to such objects as the sheen of the snow rendered visible.
Once or twice there were feeble flashes of light looming in
iridescent halos as we passed little clusters of hovels, but
for which I should have been induced to fancy that the
great Hof stood alone in the wilderness, such was the
deathly stillness around. But even as the tall, square build-
ing rose before us above the vapor, yellow lighted in
various stories, and mighty in height and breadth, there
broke upon my ear a deep-mouthed, menacing bay, which
gave at once almost alarming reality to the eerie surround-
ings. ‘His lordship’s boar and wolf hounds,’ quoth my
charioteer calmly, unmindful of the regular pandemonium
of howls and barks which ensued as he skillfully turned
his horses through the gateway and flogged the tired beasts
into a sort of shambling canter that we might land with
glory before the house door: a weakness common, I be-
lieve, to drivers of all nations.

“T alighted in the court of honor, and while awaiting an
answer to my tug at the bell, stood, broken with fatigue,
depressed, chilled and aching, questioning the wisdom of
my proceedings and the amount of comfort, physical and
moral, that was likely to await me in a téte-a-téte visit with
a well-mannered savage in his own home.

“The unkempt tribe of stable retainers who began to
gather round me and my rough vehicle in the gloom, with
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their evil-smelling sheepskins and their resigned, battered
visages, were not calculated to reassure me. Yet when the
door opened, there stood a smart chasseur and a solemn
major-domo who might but just have stepped out of May-
fair; and there was displayed a spreading vista of warm,
deep-colored halls, with here a statue and there a stuffed
bear, and under foot pile carpets strewn with rarest skins.

“ Marveling, yet comforted withal, I followed the solemn
butler, who received me with the deference due to an
expected guest and expressed the master’s regret for his
enforced absence till dinner time. I traversed vast rooms,
each more sumptuous than the last, feeling the strangeness
of the contrast between the outer desolation and this syb-
aritic excess of luxury growing ever more strongly upon
me; caught a glimpse of a picture gallery, where peculiar
yet admirably executed latter-day French pictures hung
side by side with ferocious boar hunts of Snyder and such
kin; and, at length, was ushered into a most cheerful room,
modern to excess in its comfortable promise, where, in
addition to the tall stove necessary for warmth, there burned
on an open hearth a vastly pleasant fire of resinous logs,
and where, on a low table, awaited me a dainty service of
fragrant Russian tea.

“ My impression of utter novelty seemed somehow en-
hanced by this unexpected refinement in the heart of the
solitudes and in such a rugged shell, and yet, when I came
to reflect, it was only characteristic of my cosmopolitan
host. But another surprise was in store for me.

“ When I had recovered bodily warmth and mental equi-
librium in my downy armchair, before the roaring logs,
and during the delicious absorption of my second glass of
tea, I turned my attention to the French valet, evidently
the baron’s own man, who was deftly unpacking my port-
manteau, and who, unless my practiced eye deceived me,
asked for nothing better than to entertain me with agree-
able conversation the while.

“‘Your master is out, then?’ quoth I, knowing that the
most trivial remark would suffice to start him.
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“True, Monseigneur was out; he was desolated in
despair (this with the national amiable and imaginative in-
stinct); ‘but it was doubtless important business. M. le
Baron had the visit of his factor during the midday meal;
had left the table hurriedly, and had not been seen since.
Madame la Baronne had been a little suffering, but she
would receive monsieur!’

“‘Madame!’ exclaimed I, astounded, ‘is your master
then married >—since when?’—visions of a fair Tartar, fit
mate for my baron, immediately springing somewhat al-
luringly before my mental vision. But the answer dispelled
the picturesque fancy.

““Oh, yes,’ said the man, with a somewhat peculiar ex-
pression. ‘Yes, Monseigneur is married. Did Monsieur
not know? And yet it was from England that Monseigneur
brought back his wife.’

“‘An Englishwoman!’

“My first thought was one of pity; an Englishwoman
alone in this wilderness—two days’ drive from even a rail-
way station—and at the mercy of Kossowski! But the
next minute I reversed my judgment. Probably she adored
her rufous lord, took his veneer of courtesy—a veneer of
the most exquisite polish, I grant you, but perilously thin
—for the very perfection of chivalry. Or perchance it was
his inner savageness itself that charmed her; the most re-
fined women often amaze one by the fascination which the
preponderance of the brute in the opposite sex seems to
have for them.

“T was anxious to hear more.

“*“Is it not dull for the lady here at this time of the
year?’

“The valet raised his shoulders with a gesture of despair
that was almost passionate.

“Dull! Ah, monsieur could not conceive to himself the
dullness of it. That poor Madame la Baronne! not even a
little child to keep her company on the long, long days
when there was nothing but snow in the heaven and on
the earth and the howling of the wind and the dogs to
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cheer her. At the beginning, indeed, it had been different;
when the master first brought home his bride the house
was gay enough. It was all redecorated and refurnished
to receive her (monsieur should have seen it before, a mere
rendezvous-de-chasse—for the matter of that so were all
the country houses in these parts). Ah, that was the good
time! There were visits month after month ; parties, sleigh-
ing, dancing, trips to St. Petersburg and Vienna. But this
year it seemed they were to have nothing but boars and
wolves. How madame could stand it—well, it was not for
him to speak—and heaving a deep sigh he delicately in-
serted my white tie round my collar, and with a flourish
twisted it into an irreproachable bow beneath my chin. I
did not think it right to cross-examine the willing talker
any further, especially as, despite his last asseveration,
there were evidently volumes he still wished to pour forth;
but I confess that, as I made my way slowly out of my room
along the noiseless length of passage, I was conscious of
an unwonted, not to say vulgar, curiosity concerning the
woman who had captivated such a man as the Baron Kos-
sowski.

“In a fit of speculative abstraction I must have taken
the wrong turning, for I presently found myself in a long,
narrow passage. I did not remember. I was retracing my
steps when there came the sound of rapid footfalls upon
stone flags; a little door flew open in the wall close to me,
and a small, thick-set man, huddled in the rough sheep-
skin of the Galician peasant, with a mangy fur cap on his
head, nearly ran headlong into my arms. I was about con-
descendingly to interpellate him in my best Polish, when I
caught the gleam of an angry yellow eye and noted the
bristle of a red beard—Kossowski!

“ Amazed, I fell back a step in silence. With a growl
like an uncouth animal disturbed, he drew his filthy cap
over his brow with a savage gesture and pursued his way
down the corridor at a sort of wild-boar trot.

“This first meeting between host and guest was so odd,
so incongruous, that it afforded me plenty of food for a
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fresh line of conjecture as I traced my way back to the
picture gallery, and from thence successfully to the drawing-
room, which, as the door was ajar, I could not this time
mistake.

“It was large and lofty and dimly lit by shaded lamps;
through the rosy gloom I could at first only just make out
a slender figure by the hearth; but as I advanced, this was
resolved into a singularly graceful woman in clinging, fur-
trimmed velvet gown, who, with one hand resting on the
high mantelpiece, the other hanging listlessly by her side,
stood gazing down at the crumbling wood fire as if in a
dream.

“ My friends are kind enough to say that I have a cat-
like tread; I know not how that may be; at any rate the
carpet I was walking upon was thick enough to smother
a heavier footfall: not until I was quite close to her did
my hostess become aware of my presence. Then she started
violently and looked over her shoulder at me with dilating
eyes. Evidently a nervous creature, I saw the pulse in
her throat, strained by her attitude, flutter like a terrified
bird.

“The next instant she had stretched out her hand with
sweet English words of welcome, and the face, which I
had been comparing in my mind to that of Guido’s Cenci,
became transformed by the arch and exquisite smile of a
Greuse. For more than two years I had had no intercourse
with any of my nationality. I could conceive the sound of
his native tongue under such circumstances moving a man
in a curious unexpected fashion.

“1 babbled some commonplace reply, after which there
was silence while we stood opposite each other, she look-
ing at me expectantly. At length, with a sigh checked by
a smile and an overtone of sadness in a voice that yet tried
to be sprightly:

“¢Am I then so changed, Mr. Marshfield?’ she asked.
And all at once I knew her: the girl whose nightingale
throat had redeemed the desolation of the evenings at Rath-
drum, whose sunny beauty had seemed (even to my cele-
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brated cold-blooded @stheticism) worthy to haunt a man’s
dreams. Yes, there was the subtle curve of the waist, the
warm line of throat, the dainty foot, the slender tip-tilted
fingers—witty fingers, as I had classified them—which I
now shook like a true Briton, instead of availing myself of
the privilege the country gave me, and kissing her slender
wrist.

“ But she was changed; and I told her so with uncon-
ventional frankness, studying her closely as I spoke.

“‘I am afraid,” I said gravely, ‘that this place does not
agree with you.

“ She shrank from my scrutiny with a nervous move-
ment and flushed to the roots of her red-brown hair. Then
she answered coldly that I was wrong, that she was in
excellent health, but that she could not expect any more
than other people to preserve perennial youth (I rapidly
calculated she might be two-and-twenty), though, indeed,
with a little forced laugh, it was scarcely flattering to
hear one had altered out of all recognition. Then, with-
out allowing me time to reply, she plunged into a general
topic of conversation which, as I should have been obtuse
indeed not to take the hint, I did my best to keep up.

“ But while she talked of Vienna and Warsaw, of her
distant neighbors, and last year’s visitors, it was evident
that her mind was elsewhere; her eye wandered, she lost
the thread of her discourse, answered me at random, and
smiled her piteous smile incongruously.

“ However lonely she might be in her solitary splendor,
the company of a countryman was evidently no such wel-
come diversion.

“ After a little while she seemed to feel herself that she
was lacking in cordiality, and, bringing her absent gaze
to bear upon me with a puzzled strained look: ‘I fear
you will find it very dull,” she said, ‘my husband is so
wrapped up this winter in his country life and his sport.
You are the first visitor we have had. There is nothing
but guns and horses here, and you do not care for these
things.
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“ The door creaked behind us; and the baron entered, in
faultless evening dress. Before she turned toward him
T was sharp enough to catch again the upleaping of a quick
dread in her eyes, not even so much dread perhaps, I
thought afterwards, as horror—the horror we notice in
some animals at the nearing of a beast of prey. It was
gone in a second, and she was smiling. But it was a
revelation.

“ Perhaps he beat her in Russian fashion, and she, as
an Englishwoman, was narrow-minded enough to resent
this; or perhaps, merely, I had the misfortune to arrive
during a matrimonial misunderstanding.

“The baron would not give me leisure to reflect; he was
so very effusive in his greeting—not a hint of our pre-
vious meeting—unlike my hostess, all in all to me; eager
to listen, to reply; almost affectionate, full of references to
old times and genial allusions. No doubt when he chose
he could be the most charming of men; there were mo-
ments when, looking at him in his quiet smile and re-
strained gesture, the almost exaggerated politeness of his
manner to his wife, whose fingers he had kissed with pretty,
old-fashioned gallantry upon his entrance, I asked myself,
Could that encounter in the passage have been a dream?
Could that savage in the sheepskin be my courteous enter-
tainer?

““Just as I came in, did I hear my wife say there was
nothing for you to do in this place?’ he said presently
to me. Then, turning to her:

““You do not seem to know Mr. Marshfield. Wherever
he can open his eyes there is for him something to see
which might not interest other men. He will find things
in my library which I have no notion of. He will dis-
cover objects for scientific observation in all the members
of my household, not only in the good-looking maids—
though he could, T have no doubt, tell their points as I
could those of a horse. We have maidens here of several
distinct races, Marshfield. We have also witches, and Jew
leeches, and holy daft people. In any case, Yany, with
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all its dependencies, material, male and female, are at your
disposal, for what you can make out of them.

“ ‘It is good,” he went on gayly, ‘ that you should hap-
pen to have this happy disposition, for I fear that, no later
than to-morrow, I may have to absent myself from home.
I have heard that there are news of wolves—they threaten
to be a greater pest than usual this winter, but I am going
to drive them on quite a new plan, and it will go hard
with me if I don’t come even with them. Well for you,
by the way, Marshfield, that you did not pass within their
scent to-day.”” Then, musingly: ‘I should not give much
for the life of a traveler who happened to wander in these
parts just now.” Here he interrupted himself hastily and
went over to his wife, who had sunk back on her chair,
livid, seemingly on the point of swooning.

“His gaze was devouring; so might a man look at the
woman he adored, in his anxiety.

““What! faint, Violet, alarmed!’ His voice was sub-
dued, yet there was an unmistakable thrill of emotion in it.

‘¢ Pshaw!’ thought I to myself, ‘the man is a model
husband.’

“ She clinched her hands, and by sheer force of will
seemed to pull herself together. These nervous women
have often an unexpected fund of strength,

“‘Come, that is well,” said the baron with a flickering
smile; ‘ Mr. Marshfield will think you but badly acclima-
tized to Poland if a little wolf scare can upset you. My
dear wife is so soft-hearted,” he went on to me, ‘that she
is capable of making herself quite ill over the sad fate
that might have, but has not, overcome you. Or, per-
haps,” he added, in a still gentler voice, ‘ her fear is that
I may expose myself to danger for the public weal’

“ She turned her head away, but I saw her set her teeth
as if to choke a sob. The baron chuckled in his throat
and seemed to luxuriate in the pleasant thought.

“ At this moment folding doors were thrown open, and
supper was announced. I offered my arm, she rose and
took it in silence. This silence she maintained during the
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first part of the meal, despite her husband’s brilliant con-
versation and almost uproarious spirits, But by and by a
bright color mounted to her cheeks and luster to her eyes.
T suppose you will think me horribly unpoetical if I add
that she drank several glasses of champagne one after the
other, a fact which perhaps may account for the change.

“ At any rate she spoke and laughed and looked lovely,
and I did not wonder that the baron could hardly keep his
eyes off her. But whether it was her wifely anxiety or
not—it was evident her mind was not at ease through it
all, and I fancied that her brightness was feverish, her
merriment slightly hysterical.

“ After supper—an exquisite one it was—we adjourned
together, in foreign fashion, to the drawing-room; the
baron threw himself into a chair and, somewhat with the
air of a pasha, demanded music. He was flushed; the
veins of his forehead were swollen and stood out like
cords; the wine drunk at table was potent: even through
my phlegmatic frame it ran hotly.

“ She hesitated a moment or two, then docilely sat down
to the piano. That she could sing I have already made
clear: how she could sing, with what pathos, passion, as
well as perfect art, I had never realized before.

““When the song was ended she remained for a while,
with eyes lost in distance, very still, save for her quick
breathing. It was clear she was moved by the music; in-
deed she must have thrown her whole soul into it.

“ At first we, the audience, paid her the rare compliment
of silence. Then the baron broke forth into loud applause.
‘ Brava, brava! that was really said con amore. A deli-
cious love song, delicious—but French! You must sing
one of our Slav melodies for Marshfield before you allow
us to go and smoke.’

“ She started from her reverie with a flush, and after a
pause struck slowly a few simple chords, then began one
of those strangely sweet, yet intensely pathetic Russian
airs, which give one a curious revelation of the profound,
endless melancholy lurking in the national mind.
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“‘What do you think of it?’ asked the baron of me
when it ceased.

“‘What I have always thought of such music—it is that
of a hopeless people; poetical, crushed, and resigned.’

“He gave a loud laugh. ‘Hear the analyst, the psycho-
logue—why, man, it is a love song! Is it possible that we,
uncivilized, are truer realists than our hypercultured West-
ern neighbors? Have we gone to the root of the matter,
in our simple way?’

“The baroness got up abruptly. She looked white and
spent; there were bister circles round her eyes.

“ ‘1 am tired,” she said, with dry lips. ‘ You will excuse
me, Mr. Marshfield, I must really go to bed.’

“‘Go to bed, go to bed,” cried her husband gayly.
Then, quoting in Russian from the song she had just sung:
¢ Sleep, my little soft white dove: my little innocent tender
lamb!’ She hurried from the room. The baron laughed
again, and, taking me familiarly by the arm, led me to his
own set of apartments for the promised smoke. He en-
sconced me in an armchair, placed cigars of every descrip-
tion and a Turkish pipe ready to my hand, and a little table
on which stood cut-glass flasks and beakers in tempting
array.

“ After T had selected my cigar with some precautions,
I glanced at him over a careless remark, and was startled
to see a sudden alteration in his whole look and attitude.

“*You will forgive me, Marshfield,” he said, as he caught
my eye, speaking with spasmodic politeness. ‘It is more
than probable that I shall have to set out upon this chase
I spoke of to-night, and I must now go and change my
clothes, that I may be ready to start at any moment. This
is the hour when it is most likely these hell beasts are to
be got at. You have all you want, I hope,’ interrupting
an outbreak of ferocity by an effort after his former cour-
tesy.

“It was curious to watch the man of the world strug-
gling with the primitive man.

“‘But, baron,” said I, ‘I do not at all see the fun of
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sticking at home like this. You know my passion for wit-
nessing everything new, strange, and outlandish. You will
surely not refuse me such an opportunity for observation
as a midnight wolf raid. I will do my best not to be in
the way if you will take me with you.’

“ At first it seemed as if he had some difficulty in realiz-
ing the drift of my words, he was so engrossed by some
inner thought. But as I repeated them, he gave vent to
a loud cachinnation.

“‘By heaven! I like your spirit,” he exclaimed, clapping
me strongly on the shoulder. ‘Of course you shall come.
You shall,” he repeated, ‘and I promise you a sight, a hunt
such as you never heard or dreamed of—you will be able
to tell them in England the sort of thing we can do here
in that line—such wolves are rare quarry,” he added, look-
ing slyly at me, ‘and I have a new plan for getting at
them.’

“There was a long pause, and then there rose in the
stillness the unearthly howling of the baron’s hounds, a
cheerful sound which only their owner’s somewhat loud
converse of the evening had kept from becoming ex-
cessively obtrusive.

“‘Hark at them—the beauties!’ cried he, showing his
short, strong teeth, pointed like a dog’s in a wide grin of
anticipative delight. ‘ They have been kept on pretty short
commons, poor things! They are hungry. By the way,
Marshfield, you can sit tight to a horse, I trust? If you
were to roll off, you know, these splendid fellows—they
would chop you up in a second. They would chop you up,’
he repeated unctuously, ‘snap, crunch, gobble, and there
would be an end of you!’

“‘If T could not ride a decent horse without being
thrown,” I retorted, a little stung by his manner, ‘after my
recent three months’ torture with the Guard Cossacks, I
should indeed be a hopeless subject. Do not think of
frightening me from the exploit, but say frankly if my com-
pany would be displeasing.’

““Tut!’ he said, waving his hand impatiently, ‘it is your
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affair. I have warned you. Go and get ready if you want
to come. Time presses.’

“1I was determined to be of the fray; my blood was up.
I have hinted that the baron’s Tokay had stirred it.

“1 went to my room and hurriedly donned clothes more
suitable for rough night work. My last care was to slip
into my pockets a brace of double-barreled pistols which
formed part of my traveling kit. When I returned I found
the baron already booted and spurred; this without meta-
phor. He was stretched full length on the divan, and did
not speak as I came in, or even look at me. Chewing an
unlit cigar, with eyes fixed on the ceiling, he was evidently
following some absorbing train of ideas.

“The silence was profound; time went by; it grew op-
pressive; at length, wearied out, I fell, over my chibouque,
into a doze filled with puzzling visions, out of which I was
awakened with a start. My companion had sprung up,
very lightly, to his feet. In his throat was an odd, half-
suppressed cry, grewsome to hear. He stood on tiptoe,
with eyes fixed, as though looking through the wall, and
I distinctly saw his ears point in the intensity of his lis-
tening.

“After a moment, with hasty, noiseless energy, and with-
out the slightest ceremony, he blew the lamps out, drew
back the heavy curtains and threw the tall window wide
open. A rush of icy air, and the bright rays of the moon
—gibbous, I remember, in her third quarter—filled the
room. Outside the mist had condensed, and the view was
unrestricted over the white plains at the foot of the hill.

“The baron stood motionless in the open window, cal-
lous to the cold in which, after a minute, I could hardly
keep my teeth from chattering, his head bent forward, still
listening. I listened too, with ‘all my ears,” but could not
catch a sound; indeed the silence over the great expanse
of snow might have been called awful; even the dogs were
mute,

“ Presently, far, far away, came a faint tinkle of bells;
so faint, at first, that I thought it was but fancy, then dis-
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tincter. It was even more eerie than the silence, I thought,
though I knew it could come but from some passing sleigh.
All at once that ceased, and again my duller senses could
perceive nothing, though I saw by my host’s craning neck
that he was more on the alert than ever. But at last I
too heard once more, this time not bells, but as it were the
tread of horses muffled by the snow, intermittent and dull,
yet drawing nearer. And then in the inner silence of the
great house it seemed to me I caught the noise of closing
doors; but here the hounds, as if suddenly becoming alive
to some disturbance, raised the same fearsome concert of
yells and barks with which they had greeted my arrival,
and listening became useless.

“I had risen to my feet. My host, turning from the win-
dow, seized my shoulder with a fierce grip, and bade me
‘hold my noise’; for a second or two I stood motionless
under his iron talons, then he released me with an ex-
ultant whisper: “ Now for our chase!” and made for the
door with a spring. Hastily gulping down a mouthful of
arrack from one of the bottles on the table, I followed him,
and, guided by the sound of his footsteps before me, groped
my way through passages as black as Erebus.

“ After a time, which seemed a long one, a small door
was flung open in front, and I saw Kossowski glide into
the moonlit courtyard and cross the square. When I too
came out he was disappearing into the gaping darkness
of the open stable door, and there I overtook him.

“ A man who seemed to have been sleeping in a corner
jumped up at our entrance, and led out a horse ready
saddled. In obedience to a gruff order from his master,
as the latter mounted, he then brought forward another
which he had evidently thought to ride himself and held
the stirrup for me.

“We came delicately forth, and the Cossack hurriedly
barred the great door behind us. I caught a glimpse of
his worn, scarred face by the moonlight, as he peeped after
us for a second before shutting himself in; it was stricken
with terror.
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“The baron trotted briskly toward the kennels, from
whence there was now issuing a truly infernal clangor, and,
as my steed followed suit of his own accord, I could see
how he proceeded dexterously to unbolt the gates with-
out dismounting, while the beasts within dashed them-
selves against them and tore the ground in their fury of
impatience.

“ He smiled, as he swung back the barriers at last, and
his ‘beauties’ came forth. Seven or eight monstrous
brutes, hounds of a kind unknown to me: fulvous and sleek
of coat, tall on their legs, square-headed, long-tailed, deep-
chested; with terrible jaws slobbering in eagerness. They
leaped around and up at us, much to our horses’ distaste.
Kossowski, still smiling, lashed at them unsparingly with
his hunting whip, and they responded, not with yells of
pain, but with snarls of fury.

“ Managing his restless steed and his cruel whip with
consummate ease, my host drove the unruly crew before
him out of the precincts, then halted and bent down from
his saddle to examine some slight prints in the snow which
led, not the way I had come, but toward what seemed an-
other avenue. In a second or two the hounds were
gathered round this spot, their great snake-like tails
quivering, nose to earth, yelping with excitement. I had
some ado to manage my horse, and my eyesight was far
from being as keen as the baron’s, but I had then no doubt
he had come already upon wolf tracks, and I shuddered
mentally, thinking of the sleigh bells.

“ Suddenly Kossowski raised himself from his strained
position; under his low fur cap his face, with its fixed
smile, looked scarcely human in the white light: and then
we broke into a hand canter just as the hounds dashed,
in a compact body, along the trail.

“ But we had not gone more than a few hundred yards
before they began to falter, then straggled, stopped and ran
back and about with dismal cries. It was clear to me they
had lost the scent. My companion reined in his horse, and
mine, luckily a well-trained brute, halted of himself.

131



English Mystery Stories

““We had reached a bend in a broad avenue of firs and
larches, and just where we stood, and where the hounds
ever returned and met nose to nose in frantic conclave,
the snow was trampled and soiled, and a little farther on
planed in a great sweep, as if by a turning sleigh. Beyond
was a double-furrowed track of skaits and regular hoof
prints leading far away.

“ Before I had time to reflect upon the bearing of this
unexpectéd interruption, Kossowski, as if suddenly pos-
sessed by a devil, fell upon the hounds with his whip, flog-
ging them upon the new track, uttering the while the
most savage cries I have ever heard issue from human
throat. The disappointed beasts were nothing loath to
seize upon another trail; after a second of hesitation they
had understood, and were off upon it at a tearing pace,
we after them at the best speed of our horses.

“ Some unformed idea that we were going to escort, or
rescue, benighted travelers flickered dimly in my mind as
I galloped through the night air; but when I managed
to approach my companion and called out to him for ex-
planation, he only turned half round and grinned at me.

“ Before us lay now the white plain, scintillating under
the high moon’s rays. That light is deceptive; I could be
sure of nothing upon the wide expanse but of the dark,
leaping figures of the hounds already spread out in a strag-
gling line, some right ahead, others just in front of us. In
a short time also the icy wind, cutting my face mercilessly
as we increased our pace, well nigh blinded me with tears
of cold.

“I can hardly realize how long this pursuit after an
unseen prey lasted ; I can only remember that I was getting
rather faint with fatigue, and ignominiously held on to my
pommel, when all of a sudden the black outline of a sleigh
merged into sight in front of us.

“I rubbed my smarting eyes with my benumbed hand;
we were gaining upon it second by second; two of those
hell hounds of the baron’s were already within a few leaps
of it.
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“ Soon I was able to make out two figures, ene standing
up and urging the horses on with whip and voice, the other
clinging to the back seat and looking toward us in an atti-
tude of terror. A great fear crept into my half-frozen
brain—were we not bringing deadly danger instead of help
to these travelers? Great God! did the baron mean to use
them as a bait for his new method of wolf hunting?

“I would have turned upon Kossowski with a cry of
expostulation or warning, but he, urging on his hounds
as he galloped on their flank, howling and gesticulating like
a veritable Hun, passed me by like a flash—and all at once
I knew.”

Marshfield paused for a moment and sent his pale smile
round upon his listeners, who now showed no signs of
sleepiness ; he knocked the ash from his cigar, twisted the
latter round in his mouth, and added dryly:

“And I confess it seemed to me a little strong even for
a baron in the Carpathians. The travelers were our quarry.
But the reason why the Lord of Yany had turned man-
hunter I was yet to learn. Just then I had to direct my
energies to frustrating his plans. I used my spurs merci-
lessly. While I drew up even with him I saw the two
figures in the sleigh change places; he who had hitherto
driven now faced back, while his companion took the reins;
there was the pale blue sheen of a revolver barrel under
the moonlight, followed by a yellow flash, and the nearest
hound rolled over in the snow.

“With an oath the baron twisted round in his saddle to
call up and urge on the remainder. My horse had taken
fright at the report and dashed irresistibly forward, bring-
ing me at once almost level with the fugitives, and the
next instant the revolver was turned menacingly toward
me. There was no time to explain; my pistol was already
drawn, and as another of the brutes bounded up, almost
under my horse’s feet, I loosed it upon him. I must have
let off both barrels at once, for the weapon flew out of
my hand, but the hound’s back was broken. I presume
the traveler understood; at any rate, he did not fire at me.
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“In moments of intense excitement like these, strangely
enough, the mind is extraordinarily open to impressions.
I shall never forget that man’s countenance in the sledge,
as he stood upright and defied us in his mortal danger; it
was young, very handsome, the features not distorted, but
set into a sort of desperate, stony calm, and I knew it, be-
yond all doubt, for that of an Englishman. And then I
saw his companion—it was the baron’s wife. And I under-
stood why the bells had been removed.

“It takes a long time to say this; it only required an
instant to see it. The loud explosion of my pistol had
hardly ceased to ring before the baron, with a fearful im-
precation, was upon me. First he lashed at me with his
whip as we tore along side by side, and then I saw him
wind the reins round his off arm and bend over, and I
felt his angry fingers close tightly on my right foot. The
next instant I should have been lifted out of my saddle,
but there came another shot from the sledge. The baron’s
horse plunged and stumbled, and the baron, hanging on
to my foot with a fierce grip, was wrenched from his seat.
His horse, however, was up again immediately, and I was
released, and then I caught a confused glimpse of the fright-
ened and wounded animal galloping wildly away to the
right, leaving a black track of blood behind him in the snow,
his master, entangled in the reins, running with incredible
swiftness by his side and endeavoring to vault back into
the saddle.

“ And now came to pass a terrible thing which, in his
savage plans, my host had doubtless never anticipated.

“One of the hounds that had during this short check
recovered lost ground, coming across this hot trail of blood,
turned away from his course, and with a joyous yell darted
after the running man. In another instant the remainder
of the pack was upon the new scent.

“As soon as I could stop my horse, I tried to turn him
in the direction the new chase had taken, but just then,
through the night air, over the receding sound of the
horse’s scamper and the sobbing of the pack in full cry,
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there came a long scream, and after that a sickening silence.
And I knew that somewhere yonder, under the beautiful
moonlight, the Baron Kossowski was being devoured by his
starving dogs.

“T looked round, with the sweat on my face, vaguely,
for some human being to share the horror of the moment,
and I saw, gliding away, far away in the white distance,
the black silhouette of the sledge.”

“Well?” said we, in divers tones of impatience, curios-
ity, or horror, according to our divers temperaments, as
the speaker uncrossed his legs and gazed at us in mild tri-
umph, with all the air of having said his say, and satis-
factorily proved his point.

“Well,” repeated he, ““ what more do you want to know?
It will interest you but slightly, I am sure, to hear how I
found my way back to the Hof; or how I told as much as
I deemed prudent of the evening’s grewsome work to the
baron’s servants, who, by the way, to my amazement, dis-
played the profoundest and most unmistakable sorrow at
the tidings, and sallied forth (at their head the Cossack
who had seen us depart) to seek for his remains. Excuse
the unpleasantness of the remark: I fear the dogs must
have left very little of him, he had dieted them so carefully.
However, since it was to have been a case of ‘ chop, crunch,
and gobble,” as the baron had it, I preferred that that par-
ticular fate should have overtaken him rather than me—or,
for that matter, either of those two country people of ours
in the sledge.

“ Nor am I going to inflict upon you,” continued Marsh-
field, after draining his glass, “a full account of my im-
pressions when I found myself once more in that immense,
deserted, and stricken house, so luxuriously prepared for
the mistress who had fled from it; how I philosophized over
all this, according to my wont ; the conjectures I made as to
the first acts of the drama; the untold sufferings my coun-
trywoman must have endured from the moment her hus-
band first grew jealous till she determined on this desperate
step; as to how and when she had met her lover. how they
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communicated, and how the baron had discovered the in-
tended flitting in time to concoct his characteristic revenge.

“ One thing you may be sure of, I had no mind to remain
at Yany an hour longer than necessary. I even contrived
to get well clear of the neighborhood before the lady’s ab-
sence was discovered. Luckily for me—or I might have
been taxed with connivance, though indeed the simple
household did not seem to know what suspicion was, and
accepted my account with childlike credence—very typical,
and very convenient to me at the same time.”

“ But how do you know,” said one of us, ““ that the man
was her lover? He might have been her brother or some
other relative.”

“That,” said Marshfield, with his little flat laugh, “I
happen to have ascertained—and, curiously enough, only a
few weeks ago. It was at the play, between the acts, from
my comfortable seat (the first row in the pit). I was look-
ing leisurely round the house when I caught sight of a
woman, in a box close by, whose head was turned from
me, and who presented the somewhat unusual spectacle of
a young neck and shoulders of the most exquisite contour
—and perfectly gray hair; and not dull gray, but rather of
a pleasing tint like frosted silver. This aroused my curios-
ity. I brought my glasses to a focus on her and waited
patiently till she turned round. Then I recognized the
Baroness Kassowski, and I no longer wondered at the
young hair being white.

“Yet she looked placid and happy; strangely so, it
seemed to me, under the sudden reviving in my memory
of such secenes as I have now described. But presently I
understood further: beside her, in close attendance, was
the man of the sledge, 2 handsome fellow with much of a
military air about him.

“ During the course of the evening, as I watched, I saw
a friend of mine come into the box, and at the end I slipped
out into the passage to catch him as he came out.

“*Who is the woman with the white hair?’ I asked.
Then, in the fragmentary style approved of by ultra-fash-
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The Fow! in the Pot

An Episode Adapted from the Memoirs of Maximilian de
Bethune, Duke of Sully

HAT I am going to relate may seem to some merely
to be curious and on a party with the diverting story
of M. Boisrosé, which I have set down in an earlier part
of my memoirs. But among the calumnies of those who
have never ceased to attack me since the death of the late
king, the statement that I kept from his majesty things
which should have reached his ears has always had a
prominent place, though a thousand times refuted by my
friends, and those who from an intimate acquaintance with
events could judge how faithfully I labored to deserve the
confidence with which my master honored me. Therefore,
I take it in hand to show by an example, trifling in itself,
the full knowledge of affairs which the king had, and to
prove that in many matters, which were never permitted
to become known to the idlers of the court, he took a per-
sonal share, worthy as much of Haroun as of Alexander.
It was my custom, before I entered upon those negotia-
tions with the Prince of Condé which terminated in the
recovery of the estate of Villebon, where I now principally
reside, to spend a part of the autumn and winter at Rosny.
On these occasions I was in the habit of leaving Paris with
a considerable train of Swiss, pages, valets, and grooms,
together with the maids of honor and waiting women of
the duchess. We halted to take dinner at Poissy, and
generally contrived to reach Rosny toward nightfall, so
as to sup by the light of flambeaux in a manner enjoy-
able enough, though devoid of that state which I have ever
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maintained, and enjoined upon my children, as at once the
privilege and burden of rank.

At the time of which I am speaking I had for my favorite
charger the sorrel horse which the Duke of Mercceur pre-
sented to me with a view to my good offices at the time
of the king’s entry into Paris; and which I honestly trans-
ferred to his majesty in accordance with a principle laid
down in another place. The king insisted on returning
it to me, and for several years I rode it on these annual
visits to Rosny. What was more remarkable was that on
each of these occasions it cast a shoe about the middle of
the afternoon, and always when we were within a short
league of the village of Aubergenville. Though I never
had with me less than half a score of led horses, I had
such an affection for the sorrel that I preferred to wait
until it was shod, rather than accommodate myself to a
nag of less easy paces; and would allow my household to
precede me, staying behind myself with at most a guard
or two, my valet, and a page.

The forge at Aubergenville was kept by a smith of some
skill, a cheerful fellow, whom I always remembered to re-
ward, considering my own position rather than his services,
with a gold livre. His joy at receiving what was to him
the income of a year was great, and never failed to re-
imburse me; in addition to which I took some pleasure
in unbending, and learning from this simple peasant and
loyal man, what the taxpayers were saying of me and my
reforms—a duty I always felt I owed to the king my
master.

As a man of breeding it would ill become me to set
down the homely truths I thus learned. The conversations
of the vulgar are little suited to a nobleman’s memoirs;
but in this I distinguish between the Duke of Sully and
the king’s minister, and it is in the latter capacity that I
relate what passed on these diverting occasions. * Ho,
Simon,” I would say, encouraging the poor man as he
came bowing and trembling before me, “ how goes it, my
friend?”’
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“ Badly,” he would answer, ““ very badly until your lord-
ship came this way.”

“ And how is that, little man?”

“Oh, it is the roads,” he always replied, shaking his
bald head as he began to set about his business. *“ The
roads since your lordship became surveyor-general are so
good that not one horse in a hundred casts a shoe; and
then there are so few highwaymen now that not one rob-
ber’s plates do I replace in a twelvemonth. There is where
it is.”

At this T was highly delighted.

““ Still, since I began to pass this way times have not
been so bad with you, Simon,” I would answer.

Thereto he had one invariable reply.

“No; thanks to Ste. Geneviéve and your lordship, whom
we call in this village the poor man’s friend, I have a fowl
in the pot.”

This phrase so pleased me that I repeated it to the
king. It tickled his fancy also, and for some years it was
a very common remark of that good and great ruler, that
he hoped to live to see every peasant with a fowl in his
pot.

“ But why,” I remember I once asked this honest fellow
—it was on the last occasion of the sorrel falling lame
there—* do you thank Ste. Geneviéve?”

“ She is my patron saint,” he answered.

“Then you are a Parisian?”

“Your lordship is always right.”

“But does her saintship do you any good?” I asked
curiously.

“ Certainly, by your lordship’s leave. My wife prays to
her and she loosens the nails in the sorrel’s shoes.”

“In fact she pays off an old grudge,” I answered, “ for
there was a time when Paris liked me little; but hark ye,
master smith, I am not sure that this is not an act of
treason to conspire with Madame Geneviéve against the
comfort of the king’s minister. What think you, you ras-
cal; can you pass the justice elm without a shiver?”
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This threw the simple fellow into a great fear, which the
sight of the livre of gold speedily converted into joy as
stupendous. Leaving him still staring at his fortune I
rode away; but when we had gone some little distance,
the aspect of his face, when I charged him with treason,
or my own unassisted discrimination suggested a clew to
the phenomenon.

“ La Trape,” I said to my valet—the same who was with
me at Cahors—“ what is the name of the innkeeper at
Poissy, at whose house we are accustomed to dine?”

“ Andrew, may it please your lordship.”

“Andrew! I thought so!” I exclaimed, smiting my
thigh. “ Simon and Andrew his brother! Answer, knave,
and, if you have permitted me to be robbed these many
times, tremble for your ears. Is he not brother to the
smith at Aubergenville who has just shod my horse?”

La Trape professed to be ignorant on this point, but a
groom who had stayed behind with me, having sought my
permission to speak, said it was so, adding that Master
Andrew had risen in the world through large dealings in
hay, which he was wont to take daily into Paris and sell,
and that he did not now acknowledge or see anything of
his brother the smith, though it was believed that he re-
tained a sneaking liking for him.

On receiving this confirmation of my suspicions, my
vanity as well as my sense of justice led me to act with
the promptitude which I have exhibited in greater emer-
gencies. I rated La Trape for his carelessness of my in-
terests in permitting this deception to be practiced on me;
and the main body of my attendants being now in sight,
I ordered him to take two Swiss and arrest both brothers
without delay. It wanted yet three hours of sunset, and
I judged that, by hard riding, they might reach Rosny with
their prisoners before bedtime.

I spent some time while still on the road in considering
what punishment I should inflict on the culprits; and finally
laid aside the purpose I had at first conceived of putting
them to death—an infliction they had richly deserved—
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in favor of a plan which I thought might offer me some
amusement. For the execution of this I depended upon
Maignan, my equerry, who was a man of lively imagina-
tion, being the same who had of his own motion arranged
and carried out the triumphal procession, in which I was
borne to Rosny after the battle of Ivry. Before I sat down
to supper I gave him his directions; and as I had expected,
news was brought to me while I was at table that the
prisoners had arrived.

Thereupon I informed the duchess and the company gen-
erally, for, as was usual, a number of my country neigh-
bors had come to compliment me on my return, that there
was some sport of a rare kind on foot; and we adjourned,
Maignan, followed by four pages bearing lights, leading
the way to that end of the terrace which abuts on the
linden avenue. Here, a score of grooms holding torches
aloft had been arranged in a circle so that the impromptu
theater thus formed, which Maignan had ordered with much
taste, was as light as in the day. On a sloping bank at one
end seats had been placed for those who had supped at
my table, while the rest of the company found such places
of vantage as they could; their number, indeed, amounting,
with my household, to two hundred persons. In the center
of the open space a small forge fire had been kindled, the
red glow of which added much to the strangeness of the
scene; and on the anvil beside it were ranged a number of
horses’ and donkeys’ shoes, with a full complement of the
tools used by smiths. All being ready I gave the word
to bring in the prisoners, and escorted by La Trape and
six of my guards, they were marched into the arena. In
their pale and terrified faces, and the shaking limbs which
could scarce support them to their appointed stations, I
read both the consciousness of guilt and the apprehension
of immediate death; it was plain that they expected noth-
ing less. I was very willing to play with their fears, and
for some time looked at them in silence, while all wondered
with lively curiosity what would ensue. I then addressed
them gravely, telling the innkeeper that I knew well he
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had loosened each year a shoe of my horse, in order that
his brother might profit by the job of replacing it; and
went on to reprove the smith for the ingratitude which
had led him to return my bounty by the conception of so
knavish a trick.

Upon this they confessed their guilt, and flinging them-
selves upon their knees with many tears and prayers
begged for mercy. This, after a decent interval, I per-
mitted myself to grant. “ Your lives, which are forfeited,
shall be spared,” I pronounced. “ But punished you must
be. I therefore ordain that Simon, the smith, at once fit,
nail, and properly secure a pair of iron shoes to Andrew’s
heels, and that then Andrew, who by that time will have
picked up something of the smith’s art, do the same to
Simon. So will you both learn to avoid such shoeing tricks
for the future.”

It may well be imagined that a judgment so whimsical,
and so justly adapted to the offense, charmed all save the
culprits; and in a hundred ways the pleasure of those pres-
ent was evinced, to such a degree, indeed, that Maignan
had some difficulty in restoring silence and gravity to the
assemblage. This done, however, Master Andrew was
taken in hand and his wooden shoes removed. The tools
of his trade were placed before the smith, who cast glances
so piteous, first at his brother’s feet and then at the shoes
on the anvil, as again gave rise to a prodigious amount of
merriment, my pages in particular well-nigh forgetting my
presence, and rolling about in a manner unpardonable at
another time. However, I rebuked them sharply, and was
about to order the sentence to be carried into effect, when
the remembrance of the many pleasant simplicities which
the smith had uttered to me, acting upon a natural dispo-
sition to mercy, which the most calumnious of my enemies
have never questioned, induced me to give the prisoners
a chance of escape. “Listen,” I said, “ Simon and Andrew.
Your sentence has been pronounced, and will certainly be
executed unless you can avail yourself of the condition I
now offer. You shall have three minutes; if in that time
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either of you can make a good joke, he shall go free. If
not, let a man attend to the bellows, La Trape!”

This added a fresh satisfaction to my neighbors, who
were well assured now that I had not promised them a
novel entertainment without good grounds; for the gri-
maces of the two knaves thus bidden to jest if they would
save their skins, were so diverting they would have made
a nun laugh. They looked at me with their eyes as wide
as plates, and for the whole of the time of grace never a
word could they utter save howls for mercy. “ Simon,”
I said gravely, when the time was up, “ have you a joke?
No. Andrew, my friend, have you a joke? No. Then »

I was going on to order the sentence to be carried out,
when the innkeeper flung himself again upon his knees,
and cried out loudly—as much to my astonishment as to
the regret of the bystanders, who were bent on seeing so
strange a shoeing feat—‘ One word, my lord; I can give
you no joke, but I can do a service, an eminent service to
the king. I can disclose a conspiracy!”

I was somewhat taken aback by this sudden and public
announcement. But I had been too long in the king’s
employment not to have remarked how strangely things
are brought to light. On hearing the man’s words there-
fore—which were followed by a stricken silence—I looked
sharply at the faces of such of those present as it was possi-
ble to suspect, but failed to observe any sign of confusion
or dismay, or anything more particular than so abrupt a
statement was calculated to produce. Doubting much
whether the man was not playing with me, I addressed
him sternly, warning him to beware, lest in his anxiety
to save his heels by falsely accusing others, he should lose
his head. For that if his conspiracy should prove to be
an invention of his own, I should certainly consider it my
duty to hang him forthwith.

He heard me out, but nevertheless persisted in his story,
adding desperately, “ It is a plot, my lord, to assassinate
you and the king on the same day.”

This statement struck me a blow; for I had good reason
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to know that at that time the king had alienated many by
his infatuation for Madame de Verneuil; while I had always
to reckon firstly with all who hated him, and secondly with
all whom my pursuit of his interests injured, either in
reality or appearance. I therefore immediately directed
that the prisoners should be led in close custody to the
chamber adjoining my private closet, and taking the pre-
caution to call my guards about me, since I knew not what
attempt despair might not breed, I withdrew myself, mak-
ing such apologies to the company as the nature of the case
permitted.

I ordered Simon the smith to be first brought to me,
and in the presence of Maignan only, I severely examined
him as to his knowledge of any conspiracy. He denied,
however, that he had ever heard of the matters referred
to by his brother, and persisted so firmly in the denial that
I was inclined to believe him. In the end he was taken
out and Andrew was brought in. The innkeeper’s de-
meanor was such as I have often observed in intriguers
brought suddenly to book. He averred the existence of
the conspiracy, and that its objects were those which he
had stated. He also offered to give up his associates, but
conditioned that he should do this in his own way; un-
dertaking to conduct me and one other person—but no
more, lest the alarm should be given—to a place in Paris
on the following night, where we could hear the plotters
state their plans and designs. In this way only, he urged,
could proof positive be obtained.

I was much startled by this proposal, and inclined to
think it a trap ; but further consideration dispelled my fears.
The innkeeper had held no parley with anyene save his
guards and myself since his arrest, and could neither have
warned his accomplices, nor acquainted them with any
design the execution of which should depend on his con-
fession to me. I therefore accepted his terms—with a
private reservation that I should have help at hand—and
before daybreak next morning left Rosny, which I had only
seen by torchlight, with my prisoner and a select body
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of Swiss. We entered Paris in the afternoon in three
parties, with as little parade as possible, and went straight
to the Arsenal, whence, as soon as evening fell, I hurried
with only two armed attendants to the Louvre.

A return so sudden and unexpected was as great a sur-
prise to the court as to the king, and I was not slow to
mark with an inward smile the discomposure which ap-
peared very clearly on the faces of several, as the crowd
in the chamber fell back for me to approach my master.
I was careful, however, to remember that this might arise
from other causes than guilt. The king received me with
his wonted affection; and divining at once that I must have
something important to communicate, withdrew with me
to the farther end of the chamber, where we were out of
earshot of the court. I there related the story to his
majesty, keeping back nothing.

He shook his head, saying merely: “ The fish to escape
the frying pan, grand master, will jump into the fire. And
human nature, save in the case of you and me, who can
trust one another, is very fishy.”

I was touched by this gracious compliment, but not con-
vinced. “ You have not seen the man, sire,” I said, “ and
I have had that advantage.”

“ And believe him?”

“In part,” I answered with caution. “ So far at least
as to be assured that he thinks to save his skin, which he
will only do if he be telling the truth. May I beg you, sire,”
I added hastily, seeing the direction of his glance, “ not to
look so fixedly at the Duke of Epernon? He grows un-
easy.”

“ Conscience makes—you know the rest.”

“ Nay, sire, with submission,” I replied, “I will answer
for him; if he be not driven by fear to do something
reckless.”

“Good! I take your warranty, Duke of Sully,” the king
said, with the easy grace which came so natural to him.
“ But now in this matter what would you have me do?”

“Double your guards, sire, for to-night—that is all. I
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will answer for the Bastile and the Arsenal; and holding
these we hold Paris.”

But thereupon I found that the king had come to a de-
cision, which I felt it to be my duty to combat with all
my influence. He had conceived the idea of being the one
to accompany me to the rendezvous. “I am tired of the
dice,” he complained, “ and sick of tennis, at which I know
everybody’s strength. Madame de Verneuil is at Fontaine-
bleau, the queen is unwell. Ah, Sully, I would the old
days were back when ‘we had Nerac for our Paris, and
knew the saddle better than the armchair!”

“ A king must think of his people,” I reminded him.

“ The fowl in the pot? To be sure. So I will—to-mor-
row,” he replied. And in the end he would be obeyed. I
took my leave of him as if for the night, and retired, leav-
ing him at play with the Duke of Epernon. But an hour
later, toward eight o’clock, his majesty, who had made an
excuse to withdraw to his closet, met me outside the eastern
gate of the Louvre.

He was masked, and attended only by Coquet, his master
of the household. I too wore a mask and was esquired by
Maignan, under whose orders were four Swiss—whom I
had chosen because they were unable to speak French—
guarding the prisoner Andrew. I bade Maignan follow the
innkeeper’s directions, and we proceeded in two parties
through the streets on the left bank of the river, past the
Chatelet and Bastile, until we reached an obscure street
near the water, so narrow that the decrepit wooden houses
shut out well-nigh all view of the sky. Here the prisoner
halted and called upon me to fulfill the terms of my agree-
ment. I bade Maignan therefore to keep with the Swiss
at a distance of fifty paces, but to come up should I whistle
or otherwise give the alarm; and myself with the king and
Andrew proceeded onward in the deep shadow of the
houses. I kept my hand on my pistol, which I had pre-
viously shown to the prisoner, intimating that on the first
sign of treachery I should blow out his brains. However,
despite precaution, I felt uncomfortable to the last degree.

147



English Mystery Stories

I blamed myself severely for allowing the king to expose
himself and the country to this unnecessary danger; while
the meanness of the locality, the fetid air, the darkness of
the night, which was wet and tempestuous, and the uncer-
tainty of the event lowered my spirits, and made every
splash in the kennel and stumble on the reeking, slippery
pavements—matters over which the king grew merry—
seem no light troubles to me.

Arriving at a house, which, if we might judge in the
darkness, seemed to be of rather greater pretensions than
its fellows, our guide stopped, and whispered to us to
mount some steps to a raised wooden gallery, which inter-
vened between the lane and the doorway. On this, besides
the door, a couple of unglazed windows looked out. The
shutter of one was ajar, and showed us a large, bare room,
lighted by a couple of rushlights. Directing us to place
ourselves close to this shutter, the innkeeper knocked at the
door in a peculiar fashion, and almost immediately entered,
going at once into the lighted room. Peering cautiously
through the window we were surprised to find that the
only person within, save the newcomer, was a young woman,
who, crouching over a smoldering fire, was crooning a
lullaby while she attended to a large black pot.

“ Good evening, mistress!” said the innkeeper, advanc-
ing to the fire with a fair show of nonchalance.

“ Good evening, Master Andrew,” the girl replied, look-
ing up and nodding, but showing no sign of surprise at his
appearance. “ Martin is away, but he may return at any
moment.”

“Is he still of the same mind?”

“ Quite.”

“ And what of Sully? Is he to die then?” he asked.

“They have decided he must,” the girl answered gloom-
ily. It may be believed that I listened with all my ears,
while the king by a nudge in my side seemed to rally me
on the destiny so coolly arranged for me. ‘ Martin says
it is no good killing the other unless he goes too—they have
been so long together. But it vexes me sadly, Master An-

148



Stanley J. Weyman

drew,” she added with a sudden break in her voice. “ Sadly
it vexes me. I could not sleep last night for thinking of it,
and the risk Martin runs. And I shall sleep less when it
is done.”

“ Pooh-pooh!” said that rascally innkeeper. “ Think
less about it. Things will grow worse and worse if they
are let live. The King has done harm enough already.
And he grows old besides.”

“ That is true! ” said the girl. “ And no doubt the sooner
he is put out of the way the better. He is changed sadly.
I do not say a word for him. Let him die. It is killing
Sully that troubles me—that and the risk Martin runs.”

At this T took the liberty of gently touching the king.
He answered by an amused grimace; then by a motion of
his hand he enjoined silence. We stooped still farther for-
ward so as better to command the room. The girl was
rocking herself to and fro in evident distress of mind. “If
we killed the King,” she continued, “ Martin declares we
should be no better off, as long as Sully lives. Both or
neither, he says. But I do not know. I cannot bear to think
of it. It was a sad day when we brought Epernon here,
Master Andrew ; and one I fear we shall rue as long as we
live.”

It was now the king’s turn to be moved. He grasped my
wrist so forcibly that I restrained a cry with difficulty.
“ Epernon!” he whispered harshly in my ear. “ They are
Epernon’s tools! Where is your guaranty now, Rosny?”

I confess that I trembled. I knew well that the king,
particular in small courtesies, never forgot to call his serv-
ants by their correct titles, save in two cases; when he indi-
cated by the seeming error, as once in Marshal Biron’s
affair, his intention to promote or degrade them; or when
he was moved to the depths of his nature and fell into an
old habit. I did not dare to reply, but listened greedily for
more information.

“When is it to be done?” asked the innkeeper, sinking
his voice and glancing round, as if he weuld call especial
attention to this.
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“ That depends upon Master la Riviére,” the girl an-
swered. “ To-morrow night, I understand, if Master la
Riviére can have the stuff ready.”

I met the king’s eyes. They shone fiercely in the faint
light, which issuing from the window fell on him. Of all
things he hated treachery most, and La Riviére was his
first body physician, and at this very time, as I well knew,
was treating him for a slight derangement which the king
had brought upon himself by his imprudence. This doctor
had formerly been in the employment of the Bouillon fam«
ily, who had surrendered his services to the king. Neither
I nor his majesty had trusted the Duke of Bouillon for the
last year past, so that we were not surprised by this hint
that he was privy to the design.

Despite our anxiety not to miss a word, an approaching
step warned us at this moment to draw back. More than
once before we had done so to escape the notice of a way-
farer passing up and down. But this time I had a dif-
ficulty in inducing the king to adopt the precaution. Yet
it was well that I succeeded, for the person who came
stumbling along toward us did not pass, but, mounting the
steps, walked by within touch of us and entered the house.

‘“ The plot thickens,” muttered the king. ‘ Who is this?”

At the moment he asked I was racking my brain to re-
member. I have a good eye and a fair recollection for
faces, and this was one I had seen several times. The fea-
tures were so familiar that I suspected the man of being a
courtier in disguise, and I ran over the names of several per-
sons whom I knew to be Bouillon’s secret agents. But he
was none of these, and obeying the king’s gesture, I bent
myself again to the task of listening.

The girl looked up on the man’s entrance, but did not rise.
“You are late, Martin,” she said.

“ A little,” the newcomer answered. “ How do you do,
Master Andrew? What cheer? What, still vexing, mis-
tress? ” he added contemptuously to the girl. “ You have
too soft a heart for this business!”

She sighed, but made no answer.
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“You have made up your mind to it, I hear?” said the
innkeeper.

“ That is it. Needs must when the devil drives!” replied
the man jauntily. He had a downcast, reckless, luckless air,
yet in his face I thought I still saw traces of a better spirit.

“ The devil in this case was Epernon,” quoth Andrew.

“ Aye, curse him! I would I had cut his dainty throat
before he crossed my threshold,” cried the desperado.
“ But there, it is too late to say that now. What has to be
done, has to be done.”

“How are you going about it? Poison, the mistress
says.”

“Yes; but if I had my way,” the man growled fiercely,
“I would out one of these nights and cut the dogs’ throats
in the kennel!”

“You could never escape, Martin!” the girl cried, rising
in excitement. ‘It would be hopeless. It would merely be
throwing away your own life.”

“Well, it is not to be done that way, so there is an end
of it,” quoth the man wearily. “ Give me my supper. The
devil take the king and Sully too! He will soon have
them.”

On this Master Andrew rose, and I took his movement
toward the door for a signal for us to retire. He came out
at once, shutting the door behind him as he bade the pair
within a loud good night. He found us standing in the
street waiting for him and forthwith fell on his knees in the
mud and looked up at me, the perspiration standing thick
on his white face. ‘“ My lord,” he cried hoarsely, “I have
earned my pardon!”

“1If you go on,” I said encouragingly, “as you have be-
gun, have no fear.,” Without more ado I whistled up the
Swiss and bade Maignan go with them and arrest the man
and woman with as little disturbance as possible. While
this was being done we waited without, keeping a sharp
eye upon the informer, whose terror, I noted with suspicion,
seemed to be in no degree diminished. He did not, how-
ever. try to escape. and Maignan presently came to tell us
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that he had executed the arrest without difficulty or re-
sistance.

The importance of arriving at the truth before Epernon
and the greater conspirators should take the alarm was so
vividly present to the minds of the king and myself, that
we did not hesitate to examine the prisoners in their house,
rather than hazard the delay and observation which their
removal to a more fit place must occasion. Accordingly,
taking the precaution to post Coquet in the street outside,
and to plant a burly Swiss in the doorway, the king and I
entered. I removed my mask as I did so, being aware of
the necessity of gaining the prisoners’ confidence, but I
begged the king to retain his. As I had expected, the man
immediately recognized me and fell on his knees, a nearer
view confirming the notion I had previously entertained that
his features were familiar to me, though I could not re-
member his name. I thought this a good starting-point for
my examination, and bidding Maignan withdraw, I as-
sumed an air of mildness and asked the fellow his name.

“ Martin, only, please your lordship,” he answered; add-
ing, “once I sold you two dogs, sir, for the chase, and to
your lady a lapdog called Ninette no larger than her hand.”

I remembered the knave, then, as a fashionable dog
dealer, who had been much about the court in the reign of
Henry the Third and later; and I saw at once how con-
venient a tool he might be made, since he could be seen in
converse with people of all ranks without arousing sus-
picion. The man’s face as he spoke expressed so much
fear and surprise that I determined to try what I had often
found successful in the case of greater criminals, to squeeze
him for a confession while still excited by his arrest, and
before he should have had time to consider what his chances
of support at the hands of his confederates might be. I
charged him therefore solemnly to tell the whole truth as
he hoped for the king’s mercy. He heard me, gazing at me
piteously ; but his only answer, to my surprise, was that he
had nothing to confess.

“Come, come,” I replied sternly, “this will avail you

152



Stanley J. Weyman

nothing; if you do not speak quickly, rogue, and to the
point, we shall find means to compel you. Who counseled
you to attempt his majesty’s life?”

On this he stared so stupidly at me, and exclaimed with
so real an appearance of horror: “How? I attempt the
king’s life? God forbid!” that I doubted that we had be-
fore us a more dangerous rascal than I had thought, and I
hastened to bring him to the point.

“ What, then,” I cried, frowning, “ of the stuff Master
la Riviére is to give you to take the king’s life to-morrow
night? Oh, we know something, I assure you; bethink you
quickly, and find your tongue if you would have an easy
death.”

I expected to see his self-control break down at this
proof of our knowledge of his design, but he only stared
at me with the same look of bewilderment. I was about
to bid them bring in the informer that I might see the
two front to front, when the female prisoner, who had
hitherto stood beside her companion in such distress and
terror as might be expected in a woman of that class, sud-
denly stopped her tears and lamentations. It occurred to
me that she might make a better witness. I turned to her,
but when I would have questioned her she broke into a wild
scream of hysterical laughter.

From that I remember that I learned nothing, though it
greatly annoyed me. But there was one present who did—
the king. He laid his hand on my shoulder, gripping it
with a force that I read as a command to be silent.

“ Where,” he said to the man, “ do you keep the King
and Sully and Epernon, my friend?”

“The King and Sully—with the lordship’s leave,” said
the man quickly, with a frightened glance at me—"are in
the kennels at the back of the house, but it is not safe to
go near them. The King is raving mad, and—and the other
dog is sickening. Epernon we had to kill a month back.
He brought the disease here, and I have had such losses
through him as have nearly ruined me, please vour lord-
ship.”
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“ Get up—get up, man!” cried the king, and tearing off
his mask he stamped up and down the room, so torn by
paroxysms of laughter that he choked himself when again
and again he attempted to speak.

I too now saw the mistake, but I could not at first see
it in the same light. Commanding myself as well as I
could, I ordered one of the Swiss to fetch in the innkeeper,
but to admit no one else.

The knave fell on his knees as soon as he saw me, his
cheeks shaking like a jelly.

“Mercy, mercy!” was all he could say.

“You have dared to play with me?” I whispered.

“You bade me joke,” he sobbed, “ you bade me.”

I was about to say that it would be his last joke in this
world—for my anger was fully aroused—when the king
intervened.

“Nay,” he said, laying his hand softly on my shoulder.
“ It has been the most glorious jest. I would not have missed
it for a kingdom. I command you, Sully, to forgive him.”

Thereupon his majesty strictly charged the three that
they should not on peril of their lives mention the circum-
stances to anyone. Nor to the best of my belief did they
do so, being so shrewdly scared when they recognized the
king that I verily think they never afterwards so much as
spoke of the affair to one another. My master further
gave me on his own part his most gracious promise that
he would not disclose the matter even to Madame de Ver-
neuil or the queen, and upon these representations he in-
duced me freely to forgive the innkeeper. So ended this
conspiracy, on the diverting details of which I may seem
to have dwelt longer than I should; but alas! in twenty-one
years of power I investigated many, and this one only can
I regard with satisfaction. The rest were so many warn-
ings and predictions of the fate which, despite all my care
and fidelity, was in store for the great and good master I
served.
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The Pawvilion on the Links
I

I WAS a great solitary when I was young. I made it my,

pride to keep aloof and suffice for my own entertain--
ment; and I may say that I had neither friends nor ac-
quaintances until I met that friend who became my wife
and the mother of my children. With one man only was I
on private terms; this was R. Northmour, Esquire, of
Graden Easter, in Scotland. We had met at college; and
though there was not much liking between us, nor even
much intimacy, we were so nearly of a humor that we could
associate with ease to both. Misanthropes, we believed our-
selves to be; but I have thought since that we were only
sulky fellows. It was scarcely a companionship, but a co-
existence in unsociability. Northmour’s exceptional violence
of temper made it no easy affair for him to keep the peace
with anyone but me; and as he respected my silent ways,
and let me come and go as I pleased, I could tolerate his
presence without concern. I think we called each other
friends.

When Northmour took his degree and I decided to leave
the university without one, he invited me on a long visit to
Graden Easter; and it was thus that I first became ac-
quainted with the scene of my adventures. The mansion
house of Graden stood in a bleak stretch of country some
three miles from the shore of the German Ocean. It was
as large as a barrack; and as it had been built of a soft
stone, liable to consume in the eager air of the seaside, it
was damp and draughty within and half ruinous without.
It was impossible for two young men to lodge with comfort
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in such a dwelling. But there stood in the northern part of
the estate, in a wilderness of links and blowing sand hills,
and between a plantation and the sea, a small pavilion or
belvedere, of modern design, which was exactly suited to
our wants; and in this hermitage, speaking little, reading
much, and rarely associating except at meals, Northmour and
I spent four tempestuous winter months. I might have stayed
longer; but one March night there sprung up between us a
dispute, which rendered my departure necessary. North-
mour spoke hotly, I remember, and I suppose I must have
made some tart rejoinder. He leaped from his chair and
grappled me; I had to fight, without exaggeration, for my
life; and it was only with a great effort that I mastered him,
for he was near as strong in body as myself, and seemed
filled with the devil. The next morning, we met on our
usual terms; but I judged it more delicate to withdraw ; nor
did he attempt to dissuade me.

It was nine years before I revisited the neighborhood. I
traveled at that time with a tilt-cart, a tent, and a cooking
stove, tramping all day beside the wagon, and at night, when-
ever it was possible, gypsying in a cove of the hills, or by the
side of a wood. I believe I visited in this manner most of
the wild and desolate regions both in England and Scot-
land; and, as I had neither friends nor relations, I was
troubled with no correspondence, and had nothing in the
nature of headquarters, unless it was the office of my so-
licitors, from whom I drew my income twice a year. It
was a life in which I delighted; and I fully thought to have
grown old upon the march, and at last died in a ditch.

It was my whole business to find desolate corners, where
I could camp without the fear of interruption; and hence,
being in another part of the same shire, I bethought me
suddenly of the Pavilion on the Links. No thoroughfare
passed within three miles of it. The nearest town, and that
was but a fisher village, was at a distance of six or seven.
For ten miles of length, and from a depth varying from
three miles to half a mile, this belt of barren country lay
along the sea. The beach, which was the natural approach,
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was full of quicksands. Indeed I may say there is hardly a
better place of concealment in the United Kingdom. I de-
termined to pass a week in the Sea-Wood of Graden Easter,
and making a long stage, reached it about sundown on a
wild September day.

The country, I have said, was mixed sand hill and links;
links being a Scottish name for sand which has ceased drift-
ing and become more or less solidly covered with turf. The
pavilion stood on an even space: a little behind it, the wood
began in a hedge of elders huddled together by the wind;
in front, a few tumbled sand hills stood between it and the
sea. An outcropping of rock had formed a bastion for the
sand, so that there was here a promontory in the coast line
between two shallow bays; and just beyond the tides, the
rock again cropped out and formed an islet of small dimen-
sions but strikingly designed. The quicksands were of great
extent at low water, and had an infamous reputation in the
country. Close in shore, between the islet and the promon-
tory, it was said they would swallow a man in four minutes
and a half; but there may have been little ground for. this
precision. The district was alive with rabbits, and haunted
by gulls which made a continual piping about the pavilion.
On summer days the outlook was bright and even gladsome;
but at sundown in September, with a high wind, and a
heavy surf rolling in close along the links, the place told of
nothing but dead mariners and sea disaster. A ship beating
to windward on the horizon, and a huge truncheon of wreck
half buried in the sands at my feet, completed the innuendo
of the scene.

The pavilion—it had been built by the last proprietor,
Northmour’s uncle, a silly and prodigal virtuoso—presented
little signs of age. It was two stories in height, Italian in
design, surrounded by a patch of garden in which nothing
had prospered but a few coarse flowers; and looked, with
its shuttered windows, not like a house that had been de-
serted, but like one that had never been tenanted by man.
Northmour was plainly from home ; whether, as usual, sulk-
ing in the cabin of his yacht, or in one of his fitful and ex-
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travagant appearances in the world of society, I had, of
course, no means of guessing. The place had an air of
solitude that daunted even a solitary like myself; the wind
cried in the chimneys with a strange and wailing note ; and
it was with a sense of escape, as if I were going indoors,
that I turned away and, driving my cart before me, entered
the skirts of the wood.

The Sea-Wood of Graden had been planted to shelter the
cultivated fields behind, and check the encroachments of the
blowing sand. As you advanced into it from coastward,
elders were succeeded by other hardy shrubs; but the timber
was all stunted and bushy; it led a life of conflict; the trees
were accustomed to swing there all night long in fierce win-
ter tempests; and even in early spring, the leaves were al-
ready flying, and autumn was beginning, in this exposed
plantation. Inland the ground rose into a little hill, which,
along with the islet, served as a sailing mark for seamen.
When the hill was open of the islet to the north, vessels
must bear well to the eastward to clear Graden Ness and
the Graden Bullers. In the lower ground, a streamlet ran
among the trees, and, being dammed with dead leaves and
clay of its own carrying, spread out every here and there,
and lay in stagnant pools. One or two ruined cottages were
dotted about the wood ; and, according to Northmour, these
were ecclesiastical foundations, and in their time had shel-
tered pious hermits.

I found a den, or small hollow, where there was a spring
of pure water; and there, clearing away the brambles, I
pitched the tent, and made a fire to cook my supper. My
horse I picketed farther in the wood where there was a
patch of sward. The banks of the den not only concealed
the light of my fire, but sheltered me from the wind, which
was cold as well as high.

The life I was leading made me both hardy and frugal.
I never drank but water, and rarely eat anything more costly
than oatmeal ; and I required so little sleep, that, although I
rose with the peep of day, I would often lie long awake in
the dark or starry watches of the night. Thus in Graden
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Sea-Wood, although I fell thankfully asleep by eight in the
evening I was awake again before eleven with a full pos-
session of my faculties, and no sense of drowsiness or
fatigue. I rose and sat by the fire, watching the trees and
clouds tumultuously tossing and fleeing overhead, and heark-
ening to the wind and the rollers along the shore; till at
length, growing weary of inaction, I quitted the den, and
strolled toward the borders of the wood. A young moon,
buried in mist, gave a faint illumination to my steps; and
the light grew brighter as I walked forth into the links. At
the same moment, the wind, smelling salt of the open ocean
and carrying particles of sand, struck me with its full force,
so that I had to bow my head.

‘When 1 raised it again to look about me, I was aware of
a light in the pavilion. It was not stationary; but passed
from one window to another, as though some one were re-
viewing the different apartments with a lamp or candle. I
watched it for some seconds in great surprise. When I had
arrived in the afternoon the house had been plainly de-
serted ; now it was as plainly occupied. It was my first idea
that a gang of thieves might have broken in and be now
ransacking Northmour’s cupboards, which were many and
not ill supplied. But what should bring thieves at Graden
Easter? And, again, all the shutters had been thrown open,
and it would have been more in the character of such gentry
to close them. I dismissed the notion, and fell back upon
another. Northmour himself must have arrived, and was
now airing and inspecting the pavilion.

I have said that there was no real affection between this
man and me; but, had I loved him like a brother, I was
then so much more in love with solitude that I should none
the less have shunned his company. As it was, I turned
and ran for it; and it was with genuine satisfaction that I
found myself safely back beside the fire. I had escaped an
acquaintance ; I should have one more night in comfort. In
the morning, I might either slip away before Northmour
was abroad, or pay him as short a visit as I chose.

But when morning came, I thought the situation so di-
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verting that I forgot my shyness. Northmour was at my
mercy ; I arranged a good practical jest, though I knew well
that my neighbor was not the man to jest with in security;
and, chuckling beforehand over its success, took my place
among the elders at the edge of the wood, whence I could
command the door of the pavilion. The shutters were all
once more closed, which I remember thinking odd; and the
house, with its white walls and green venetians, looked
spruce and habitable in the morning light. Hour after hour
passed, and still no sign of Northmour. I knew him for a
sluggard in the morning; but, as it drew on toward noon,
I lost my patience. To say the truth, I had promised myself
to break my fast in the pavilion, and hunger began to prick
me sharply. It was a pity to let the opportunity go by with-
out some cause for mirth ; but the grosser appetite prevailed,
and I relinquished my jest with regret, and sallied from the
wood.

The appearance of the house affected me, as I drew near,
with disquietude. It seemed unchanged since last evening;
and I had expected it, I scarce knew why, to wear some ex-
ternal signs of habitation. But no: the windows were all
closely shuttered, the chimneys breathed no smoke, and the
front door itself was closely padlocked. Northmour, there-
fore, had entered by the back; this was the natural, and in-
deed, the necessary conclusion; and you may judge of my
surprise when, on turning the house, I found the back door
similarly secured.

My mind at once reverted to the original theory of
thieves; and I blamed myself sharply for my last night’s
inaction. I examined ail the windows on the lower story,
but none of them had been tampered with; I tried the pad-
locks, but they were both secure. It thus became a problem
how the thieves, if thieves they were, had managed to enter
the house. They must have got, I reasoned, upon the roof
of the outhouse where Northmour used to keep his photo-
graphic battery; and from thence, either by the window of
the study or that of my old bedroom, completed their bur-
glarious entry.
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I followed what I supposed was their example; and, get-
ting on the roof, tried the shutters of each room. Both
were secure; but I was not to be beaten; and, with a little
force, one of them flew open, grazing, as it did so, the back
of my hand. I remember, I put the wound to my mouth,
and stood for perhaps half a minute licking it like a dog,
and mechanically gazing behind me over the waste links
and the sea; and, in that space of time, my eye made note
of a large schooner yacht some miles to the northeast. Then
I threw up the window and climbed in.

I went over the house, and nothing can express my mys-
tification. There was no sign of disorder, but, on the con-
trary, the rooms were unusually clean and pleasant. I found
fires laid, ready for lighting; three bedrooms prepared with
a luxury quite foreign to Northmour’s habits, and with
water in the ewers and the beds turned down; a table set
for three in the dining-room; and an ample supply of cold
meats, game, and vegetables on the pantry shelves. There
were guests expected, that was plain; but why guests, when
Northmour hated society? And, above all, why was the
house thus stealthily prepared at dead of night? and why
were the shutters closed and the doors padlocked?

I effaced all traces of my visit, and came forth from the
window feeling sobered and concerned.

The schooner yacht was still in the same place; and it
flashed for a moment through my mind that this might be
the “ Red Earl ” bringing the owner of the pavilion and his
guests. But the vessel’s head was set the other way.

II

I RETURNED to the den to cook myself a meal, of which

I stood in great need, as well as to care for my horse, whom

I had somewhat neglected in the morning. From time to

time I went down to the edge of the wood; but there was

no change in the pavilion, and not a human creature was

seen all day upon the links. The schooner in the offing was
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the one touch of life within my range of vision. She, ap-
parently with no set object, stood off and on or lay to, hour
after hour; but as the evening deepened, she drew steadily
nearer. I became more convinced that she carried North-
mour and his friends, and that they would probably come
ashore after dark; not only because that was of a piece with
the secrecy of the preparations, but because the tide would
not have flowed sufficiently before eleven to cover Graden
Floe and the other sea quags that fortified the shore against
invaders.

All day the wind had been going down, and the sea along
with it; but there was a return toward sunset of the heavy
weather of the day before. The night set in pitch dark.
The wind came off the sea in squalls, like the firing of a
battery of cannon; now and then there was a flaw of rain,
and the surf rolled heavier with the rising tide. I was down
at my observatory among the elders, when a light was run
up to the masthead of the schooner, and showed she was
closer in than when I had last seen her by the dying day-
light. I concluded that this must be a signal to North-
mour’s associates on shore; and, stepping forth into the
links, looked around me for something in response.

A small footpath ran along the margin of the wood, and
formed the most direct communication between the pavilion
and the mansion house; and, as I cast my eyes to that side,
I saw a spark of light, not a quarter of a mile away, and
rapidly approaching. From its uneven course it appeared
to be the light of a lantern carried by a person who followed
the windings of the path, and was often staggered, and taken
aback by the more violent squalls. I concealed myself once
more among the elders, and waited eagerly for the new-
comer’s advance. It proved to be a woman; and, as she
passed within half a rod of my ambush, I was able to recog-
nize the features. The deaf and silent old dame, who had
nursed Northmour in his childhood, was his associate in this
underhand affair.

I followed her at a little distance, taking advantage of the
innumerable heights and hollows, concealed by the darkness,
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and favored not only by the nurse’s deafness, but by the
uproar of the wind and surf. She entered the pavilion, and,
going at once to the upper story, opened and set a light in
one of the windows that looked toward the sea. Immedi-
ately afterwards the light at the schooner’s masthead was
run down and extinguished. Its purpose had been attained,
and those on board were sure that they were expected. The
old woman resumed her preparations; although the other
shutters remained closed, I could see a glimmer going to
and fro about the house; and a gush of sparks from one
chimney after another soon told me that the fires were be-
ing kindled.

Northmour and his guests, I was now persuaded, would
come ashore as soon as there was water on the floe. It was
a wild night for boat service; and I felt some alarm mingle
with my curiosity as I reflected on the danger of the landing.
My old acquaintance, it was true, was the most eccentric
of men ; but the present eccentricity was both disquieting and
lugubrious to consider. A variety of feelings thus led me
toward the beach, where I lay flat on my face in a hollow
within six feet of the track that led to the pavilion. Thence,
I should have the satisfaction of recognizing the arrivals,
and, if they should prove to be acquaintances, greeting them
as soon as they landed.

Some time before eleven, while the tide was still danger-
ously low, a boat’s lantern appeared close in shore; and, my
attention being thus awakened, I could perceive another still
far to seaward, violently tossed, and sometimes hidden by
the billows. The weather, which was getting dirtier as the
night went on, and the perilous situation of the yacht upon a
lee shore, had probably driven them to attempt a landing at
the earliest possible moment.

A little afterwards, four yachtsmen carrying a very heavy
chest, and guided by a fifth with a lantern, passed close in
front of me as I lay, and were admitted to the pavilion by
the nurse. They returned to the beach, and passed me a
third time with another chest, larger but apparently not so
heavy as the first. A third time they made the transit; and
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on this occasion one of the yachtsmen carried a leather port-
manteau, and the others a lady’s trunk and carriage bag.
My curiosity was sharply excited. If a woman were among
the guests of Northmour, it would show a change in his
habits, and an apostasy from his pet theories of life, well
calculated to fill me with surprise. When he and I dwelt
there together, the pavilion had been a temple of misogyny.
And now, one of the detested sex was to be installed under
its roof. I remembered one or two particulars, a few notes
of daintiness and almost of coquetry which had struck me
the day before as I surveyed the preparations in the house;
their purpose was now clear, and I thought myself dull not
to have perceived it from the first.

While I was thus reflecting, a second lantern drew near
me from the beach. It was carried by a yachtsman whom
I had not yet seen, and who was conducting two other per-
sons to the pavilion. These two persons were unquestion-
ably the guests for whom the house was made ready; and,
straining eye and ear, I set myself to watch them as they
passed. One was an unusually tall man, in a traveling hat
slouched over his eyes, and a highland cape closely buttoned
and turned up so as to conceal his face. You could make
out no more of him than that he was, as I have said, unusu-
ally tall, and walked feebly with a heavy stoop. By his side,
and either clinging to him or giving him support—I could
not make out which—was a young, tall, and slender figure
of a woman. She was extremely pale; but in the light of
the lantern her face was so marred by strong and changing
shadows, that she might equally well have been as ugly as
sin or as beautiful as I afterwards found her to be.

When they were just abreast of me, the girl made some
remark which was drowned by the noise of the wind.

“Hush!” said her companion; and there was something
in the tone with which the word was uttered that thrilled and
rather shook my spirits. It seemed to breathe from a bosom
laboring under the deadliest terror; I have never heard an-
other syllable so expressive; and I still hear it again when
I am feverish at night, and my mind runs upon old times.
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The man turned toward the girl as he spoke; I had a glimpse
of much red beard and a nose which seemed to have been
broken in youth; and his light eyes seemed shining in his
face with some strong and unpleasant emotion.

But these two passed on and were admitted in their turn
to the pavilion.

One by one, or in groups, the seamen returned to the
beach. The wind brought me the sound of a rough voice
crying, “ Shove off ! ” Then, after a pause, another lantern
drew near. It was Northmour alone.

My wife and I, a man and a woman, have often agreed to
wonder how a person could be, at the same time, so hand-
some and so repulsive as Northmour. He had the appear-
ance of a finished gentleman; his face bore every mark of
intelligence and courage ; but you had only to look at him,
even in his most amiable moment, to see that he had the
temper of a slaver captain. I never knew a character that
was both explosive and revengeful to the same degree; he
combined the vivacity of the south with the sustained and
deadly hatreds of the north; and both traits were plainly
written on his face, which was a sort of danger signal. In
person, he was tall, strong, and active; his hair and com-
plexion very dark; his features handsomely designed, but
spoiled by a menacing expression.

At that moment he was somewhat paler than by nature;
he wore a heavy frown; and his lips worked, and he looked
sharply round him as he walked, like a man besieged with
apprehensions. And yet I thought he had a look of triumph
underlying all, as though he had already done much, and
was near the end of an achievement.

Partly from a scruple of delicacy—which I dare say came
too late—partly from the pleasure of startling an acquaint-
ance, I desired to make my presence known to him without
delay.

I got suddenly to my feet, and stepped forward.

“ Northmour!” said I.

I have never had so shocking a surprise in all my days.
He leaped on me without a word; something shone in his
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hand; and he struck for my heart with a dagger. At the
same moment I knocked him head over heels. Whether it
was my quickness, or his own uncertainty, I know not; but
the blade only grazed my shoulder, while the hilt and his
fist struck me violently on the mouth.

I fled, but not far. I had often and often observed the ca-
pabilities of the sand hills for protracted ambush or stealthy
advances and retreats; and, not ten yards from the scene of
the scuffle, plumped down again upon the grass. The lantern
had fallen and gone out. But what was my astonishment to
see Northmour slip at a bound into the pavilion, and hear
him bar the door behind him with a clang of iron!

He had not pursued me. He had run away, Northmour,
whom I knew for the most implacable and daring of men,
had run away! I could scarce believe my reason; and yet
in this strange business, where all was incredible, there
was nothing to make a work about in an incredibility more
or less. For why was the pavilion secretly prepared? Why
had Northmour landed with his guests at dead of night, in
half a gale of wind, and with the floe scarce covered? Why
had he sought to kill me? Had he not recognized my
voice? I wondered. And, above all, how had he come to
have a dagger ready in his hand? A dagger, or even a
sharp knife, seemed out of keeping with the age in which
we lived; and a gentleman landing from his yacht on the
shore of his own estate, even although it was at night and
with some mysterious circumstances, does not usually, as a
matter of fact, walk thus prepared for deadly onslaught.
The more I reflected, the further I felt at sea. I recapitu-
lated the elements of mystery, counting them on my fin-
gers: the pavilion secretly prepared for guests; the guests
landed at the risk of their lives and to the imminent peril
of the yacht; the guests, or at least one of them, in undis-
guised and seemingly causeless terror; Northmour with a
naked weapon; Northmour stabbing his most intimate ac-
quaintance at a word; last, and not least strange, North-
mour fleeing from the man whom he had sought to murder,
and barricading himself, like a hunted creature, behind the
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door of the pavilion. Here were at least six separate causes
for extreme surprise; each part and parcel with the others,
and forming all together one consistent story. I felt almost
ashamed to believe my own senses.

As I thus stood, transfixed with wonder, I began to grow
painfully conscious of the injuries I had received in the
scuffle; skulked round among the sand hills; and, by a
devious path, regained the shelter of the wood. On the
way, the old nurse passed again within several yards of me,
still carrying her lantern, on the return journey to the
mansion house of Graden. This made a seventh suspicious
feature in the case. Northmour and his guests, it appeared,
were to cook and do the cleaning for themselves, while the
old woman continued to inhabit the big empty barrack
among the policies. There must surely be great cause
for secrecy, when so many inconveniences were confronted
to preserve it.

So thinking, I made my way to the den. For greater
security, I trod out the embers of the fire, and lighted my
lantern to examine the wound upon my shoulder. It was
a trifling hurt, although it bled somewhat freely, and I
dressed it as well as I could (for its position made it diffi-
cult to reach) with some rag and cold water from the
spring. While I was thus busied, I mentally declared war
against Northmour and his mystery. I am not an angry
man by nature, and I believe there was more curiosity
than resentment in my heart. But war I certainly de-
clared; and, by way of preparation, I got out my revolver,
and, having drawn the charges, cleaned and reloaded it
with scrupulous care. Next I became preoccupied about
my horse. It might break loose, or fall to neighing, and
so betray my camp in the Sea-Wood. I determined to rid
myself of its neighborhood; and long before dawn I was
leading it over the links in the direction of the fisher village.
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III

For two days I skulked round the pavilion, profiting by
the uneven surface of the links. I became an adept in the
necessary tactics. These low hillocks and shallow dells,
running one into another, became a kind of cloak of dark-
ness for my inthralling, but perhaps dishonorable, pursuit.

Yet, in spite of this advantage, I could learn but little of
Northmour or his guests.

Fresh provisions were brought under cover of darkness
by the old woman from the mansion house. Northmour,
and the young lady, sometimes together, but more often
singly, would walk for an hour or two at a time on the
beach beside the quicksand. I could not but conclude
that this promenade was chosen with an eye to secrecy; for
the spot was open only to seaward. But it suited me not
less excellently; the highest and most accidented of the
sand hills immediately adjoined; and from these, lying flat
in a hollow, I could overlook Northmour or the young lady
as they walked.

The tall man seemed to have disappeared. Not only did
he never cross the threshold, but he never so much as
showed face at a window; or, at least, not so far as I could
see; for I dared not creep forward beyond a certain distance
in the day, since the upper floors commanded the bottoms
of the links; and at night, when I could venture further,
the lower windows were barricaded as if to stand a siege.
Sometimes I thought the tall man must be confined to bed,
for I remembered the feebleness of his gait; and sometimes
I thought he must have gone clear away, and that North-
mour and the young lady remained alone together in the
pavilion. The idea, even then, displeased me.

Whether or not this pair were man and wife, I had seen
abundant reason to doubt the friendliness of their relation.
Although I could hear nothing of what they said, and rare-
ly so much as glean a decided expression on the face of
either, there was a distance, almost a stiffness, in their bear-
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ing which showed them to be either unfamiliar or at en-
mity. The girl walked faster when she was with North-
mour than when she was alone; and I conceived that any
inclination between a man and a woman would rather delay
than accelerate the step. Moreover, she kept a good yard
free of him, and trailed her umbrella, as if it were a bar-
rier, on the side between them. Northmour kept sidling
closer; and, as the girl retired from his advance, their course
lay at a sort of diagonal across the beach, and would have
landed them in the surf had it been long enough continued.
But, when this was imminent, the girl would unostenta-
tiously change sides and put Northmour between her and
the sea. I watched these maneuvers, for my part, with
high enjoyment and approval, and chuckled to myself at
every move.

On the morning of the third day, she walked alone for
some time, and I perceived, to my great concern, that she
was more than once in tears. You will see that my heart
was already interested more than I supposed. She had a
firm yet airy motion of the body, and carried her head with
unimaginable grace; every step was a thing to look at,
and she seemed in my eyes to breathe sweetness and dis-
tinction.

The day was so agreeable, being calm and sunshiny, with
a tranquil sea, and yet with a healthful piquancy and vigor
in the air, that, contrary to custom, she was tempted forth
a second time to walk. On this occasion she was accom-
panied by Northmour, and they had been but a short while
on the beach, when I saw him take forcible possession of
her hand. She struggled, and uttered a cry that was
almost a scream. I sprung to my feet, unmindful of my
strange position; but, ere I had taken a step, I saw North-
mour bareheaded and bowing very low, as if to apologize;
and dropped again at once into my ambush. A few words
were interchanged; and then, with another bow, he left the
beach to return to the pavilion. He passed not far from
me, and I could see him, flushed and lowering, and cutting
savagely with his cane among the grass. It was not with-
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out satisfaction that I recognized my own handiwork in a
great cut under his right eye, and a considerable discolora-
tion round the socket.

For some time the girl remained where he had left her,
looking out past the islet and over the bright sea. Then
with a start, as one who throws off preoccupation and puts
energy again upon its mettle, she broke into a rapid and
decisive walk. She also was much incensed by what had
passed. She had forgotten where she was. And I beheld
her walk straight into the borders of the quicksand where
it is most abrupt and dangerous. Two or three steps far-
ther and her life would have been in serious jeopardy, when
I slid down the face of the sand hill, which is there pre-
cipitous, and, running halfway forward, called to her to
stop.

She did so, and turned round. There was not a tremor
of fear in her behavior, and she marched directly up to me
like a queen. 1 was barefoot, and clad like a common sailor,
save for an Egyptian scarf round my waist; and she prob-
ably took me at first for some one from the fisher village,
straying after bait. As for her, when I thus saw her face
to face, her eyes set steadily and imperiously upon mine,
I was filled with admiration and astonishment, and thought
her even more beautiful than I had looked to find her.
Nor could I think enough of one who, acting with so much
boldness, yet preserved a maidenly air that was both quaint
and engaging; for my wife kept an old-fashioned precision
of manner through all her admirable life—an excellent thing
in woman, since it sets another value on her sweet famil-
iarities.

“What does this mean?” she asked.

“You were walking,” I told her, “directly into Graden
Floe.”

“You do not belong to these parts,
“You speak like an educated man.”

“1believe I have a right to that name,” said I, “ although
in this disguise.”

But her woman’s eye had already detected the sash.
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“ Oh!” she said; “ your sash betrays you.”

“You have said the word betray,” I resumed. * May
I ask you not to betray me? I was obliged to disclose my-
self in your interest; but if Northmour learned my presence
it might be worse than disagreeable for me.”

“Do you know,” she asked, “ to whom you are speak~
ing?”

“Not to Mr. Northmour’s wife?” I asked, by way of
answer.

She shook her head. All this while she was studying
my face with an embarrassing intentness. Then she broke
out—

“You have an honest face. Be honest like your face,
sir, and tell me what you want and what you are afraid of.
Do you think I could hurt you? I believe you have far
more power to injure me! And yet you do not look un-
kind. What do you mean—you, a gentleman—by skulking
iike a spy about this desolate place? Tell me,” she said,
“who is it you hate?”

“I hate no one,” I answered; “and I fear no one face
to face. My name is Cassilis—Frank Cassilis. I lead the
life of a vagabond for my own good pleasure. I am one of
Northmour’s oldest friends; and three nights ago, when I
addressed him on these links, he stabbed me in the shoul-
der with a knife.”

“It was you!” she said.

“Why he did so,” I continued, disregarding the inter-
ruption, “is more than I can guess, and more than I care
to know. I have not many friends, nor am I very sus-
ceptible to friendship; but no man shall drive me from a
place by terror. I had camped in the Graden Sea-Wood
ere he came; I camp in it still. If you think I mean harm
to you or yours, madame, the remedy is in your hand.
Tell him that my camp is in the Hemlock Den, and to-
night he can stab me in safety while I sleep.”

With this I doffed my cap to her, and scrambled up once
more among the sand hills. I do not know why, but I felt
a prodigious sense of injustice, and felt like a hero and a
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martyr; while as a matter of fact, I had not a word to say
in my defense, nor so much as one plausible reason to offer
for my conduct. I had stayed at Graden out of a curiosity
natural enough, but undignified; and though there was
another motive growing in along with the first, it was not
one which, at that period, I could have properly explained
to the lady of my heart.

Certainly, that night, I thought of no one else; and,
though her whole conduct and position seemed suspicious,
I could not find it in my heart to entertain a doubt of her
integrity. I could have staked my life that she was clear
of blame, and, though all was dark at the present, that the
explanation of the mystery would show her part in these
events to be both right and needful. It was true, let me
cudgel my imagination as I pleased, that I could invent no
theory of her relations to Northmour; but I felt none the
less sure of my conclusion because it was founded on in-
stinct in place of reason, and, as I may say, went to sleep
that night with the thought of her under my pitlow.

Next day she came out about the same hour alone, and,
as soon as the sand hills concealed her from the pavilion,
drew nearer to the edge, and called me by name in guarded
tones. I was astonished to observe that she was deadly
pale, and seemingly under the influence of strong emotion.

“ Mr. Cassilis!” she cried; “ Mr. Cassilis!”

I appeared at once, and leaped down upon the beach. A
remarkable air of relief overspread her countenance as soon
as she saw me,

“ Oh!” she cried, with a hoarse sound, like one whose
bosom had been lightened of a weight. And then, “ Thank
God you are still safe! ” she added; “I knew, if you were,
you would be here.” (Was not this strange? So swiftly
and wisely does Nature prepare our hearts for these great
lifelong intimacies, that both my wife and I had been given
a presentiment on this the second day of our acquaintance.
I had even then hoped that she would seek me; she had felt
sure that she would find me.) “Do not,” she went on
swiftly, “ do not stay in this place. Promise me that you
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will sleep no longer in that wood. You do not know how
I suffer; all last night I could not sleep for thinking of
your peril.”

“Peril!” I repeated. “ Peril from whom? From North-
mour?”

“ Not so,” she said. ““Did you think I would tell him
after what you said?”

“Not from Northmour?” I repeated. “Then how?
From whom? I see none to be afraid of.”

“You must not ask me,” was her reply, “ for I am not
free to tell you. Only believe me, and go hence—believe
me, and go away quickly, quickly, for your life! ”

An appeal to his alarm is never a good plan to rid one-
self of a spirited young man. My obstinacy was but in-
creased by what she said, and I made it a point of honor to
remain. And her solicitude for my safety still more con-
firmed me in the resolve.

“You must not think me inquisitive, madame,” I replied;
“but, if Graden is so dangerous a place, you yourself per-
haps remain here at some risk.”

She only looked at me reproachfully.

“You and your father—" I resumed ; but she interrupted
me almost with a gasp.

“ My father! How do you know that? ” she cried.

“1 saw you together when you landed,” was my answer;
and I do not know why, but it seemed satisfactory to both
of us, as indeed it was truth. ‘“ But,” I continued, *“ you
need have no fear from me. I see you have some reason
to be secret, and, you may believe me, your secret is as safe
with me as if I were in Graden Floe. I have scarce spoken
to anyone for years; my horse is my only companion, and
even he, poor beast, is not beside me. You see, then, you
may count on me for silence. So tell me the truth, my
dear young lady, are you not in danger?”

“ Mr. Northmour says you are an honorable man,” she
returned, ““ and I believe it when I see you. I will tell you
so much; you are right: we are in dreadful, dreadful dan-
ger, and you share it by remaining where you are.”
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“ Ah!” said I; “ you have heard of me from Northmour?
And he gives me a good character? ”

“I asked him about you last night,” was her reply. “I
pretended,” she hesitated, “I pretended to have met you
long ago, and spoken to you of him. It was not true; but
I could not help myself without betraying you, and you had
put me in a difficulty. He praised you highly.”

“ And—you may permit me one question—does this dan-
ger come from Northmour?” I asked.

“ From Mr. Northmour?” she cried. “ Oh, no, he stays
with us to share it.”

“While you propose that I should run away?” I said.
“You do not rate me very high.”

“ Why should you stay?” she asked. “ You are no friend
of ours.”

I know not what came over me, for I had not been con-
scious of a similar weakness since I was a child, but I was
so mortified by this retort that my eyes pricked and filled
with tears, as I continued to gaze upon her face.

“No, no,” she said, in a changed voice; “ I did not mean
the words unkindly.”

“It was I who offended,” I said; and I held out my
hand with a look of appeal that somehow touched her, for
she gave me hers at once, and even eagerly. I held it for
awhile in mine, and gazed into her eyes. It was she who
first tore her hand away, and, forgetting all about her re-
quest and the promise she had sought to extort, ran at the
top of her speed, and without turning, till she was out of
sight. And then I knew that I loved her, and thought in
my glad heart that she—she herself—was not indifferent to
my suit. Many a time she has denied it in after days, but
it was with a smiling and not a serious denial. For my
part, I am sure our hands would not have lain so closely
in each other if she had not begun to melt to me al-
ready. And, when all is said, it is no great contention,
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