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[bookmark: story01]THE SILVER HATCHET


  First published in London Society, Christmas edition, Dec 1883

  First book appearance in Mysteries And Adventures, 1889


  On the 3rd of December 1861, Dr. Otto von Hopstein, Regius Professor of
  Comparative Anatomy of the University of Budapest, and Curator of the
  Academical Museum, was foully and brutally murdered within a stone-throw of
  the entrance to the college quadrangle.


  Besides the eminent position of the victim and his popularity amongst both
  students and towns-folk, there were other circumstances which excited public
  interest very strongly, and drew general attention throughout Austria and
  Hungary to this murder. The Peshter Abendblatt of the following day
  had an article upon it, which may still be consulted by the curious, and from
  which I translate a few passages giving a succinct account of the
  circumstances under which the crime was committed, and the peculiar features
  in the case which puzzled the Hungarian police.


  “It appears,” said that very excellent paper, “that Professor von Hopstein
  left the University about half-past four in the afternoon, in order to meet
  the train which is due from Vienna at three minutes after five. He was
  accompanied by his old and dear friend, Herr Wilhelm Schlessinger,
  sub-Curator of the Museum and Privat-docent of Chemistry. The object of these
  two gentlemen in meeting this particular train was to receive the legacy
  bequeathed by Graf von Schulling to the University of Budapest. It is well
  known that this unfortunate nobleman, whose tragic fate is still fresh in the
  recollection of the public, left his unique collection of mediaeval weapons,
  as well as several priceless black-letter editions, to enrich the already
  celebrated museum of his Alma Mater. The worthy Professor was too much of an
  enthusiast in such matters to intrust the reception or care of this valuable
  legacy to any subordinate; and, with the assistance of Herr Schlessinger, he
  succeeded in removing the whole collection from the train, and stowing it
  away in a light cart which had been sent by the University authorities. Most
  of the books and more fragile articles were packed in cases of pine-wood, but
  many of the weapons were simply done round with straw, so that considerable
  labour was involved in moving them all. The Professor was so nervous,
  however, lest any of them should be injured, that he refused to allow any of
  the railway employes (Eisenhahndiener) to assist. Every article was
  carried across the platform by Herr Schlessinger, and handed to Professor von
  Hopstein in the cart, who packed it away. When everything was in, the two
  gentlemen, still faithful to their charge, drove back to the University, the
  Professor being in excellent spirits, and not a little proud of the physical
  exertion which he had shown himself capable of. He made some joking allusion
  to it to Reinmaul, the janitor, who, with his friend Schiffer, a Bohemian
  Jew, met the cart on its return and unloaded the contents. Leaving his
  curiosities safe in the storeroom, and locking the door, the Professor handed
  the key to his sub-curator, and, bidding every one good evening, departed in
  the direction of his lodgings. Schlessinger took a last look to reassure
  himself that all was right, and also went off, leaving Reinmaul and his
  friend Schiffer smoking in the janitor’s lodge.


  “At eleven o’clock, about an hour and a half after Von Hopstein’s
  departure, a soldier of the 14th regiment of Jager, passing the front of the
  University on his way to barracks, came upon the lifeless body of the
  Professor lying a little way from the side of the road. He had fallen upon
  his face, with both hands stretched out. His head was literally split in two
  halves by a tremendous blow, which, it is conjectured, must have been struck
  from behind, there remaining a peaceful smile upon the old man’s face, as if
  he had been still dwelling upon his new archaeological acquisition when death
  had overtaken him. There is no other mark of violence upon the body, except a
  bruise over the left patella, caused probably by the fall. The most
  mysterious part of the affair is that the Professor’s purse, containing
  forty-three gulden, and his valuable watch have been untouched. Robbery
  cannot, therefore, have been the incentive to the deed, unless the assassins
  were disturbed before they could complete their work.


  “This idea is negatived by the fact that the body must have lain at least
  an hour before any one discovered it. The whole affair is wrapped in mystery.
  Dr. Langemann, the eminent medico-jurist, has pronounced that the wound is
  such as might have been inflicted by a heavy sword-bayonet wielded by a
  powerful arm. The police are extremely reticent upon the subject, and it is
  suspected that they are in possession of a clue which may lead to important
  results.”


  Thus far the Pesther Abendblatt. The researches of the police failed,
  however, to throw the least glimmer of light upon the matter. There was
  absolutely no trace of the murderer, nor could any amount of ingenuity invent
  any reason which could have induced any one to commit the dreadful deed. The
  deceased Professor was a man so wrapped in his own studies and pursuits that
  he lived apart from the world, and had certainly never raised the slightest
  animosity in any human breast. It must have been some fiend, some savage, who
  loved blood for its own sake, who struck that merciless blow.


  Though the officials were unable to come to any conclusions upon the
  matter, popular suspicion was not long in pitching upon a scapegoat. In the
  first published accounts of the murder the name of one Schiffer had been
  mentioned as having remained with the janitor after the Professor’s
  departure. This man was a Jew, and Jews have never been popular in Hungary. A
  cry was at once raised for Schiffer’s arrest; but as there was not the
  slightest grain of evidence against him, the authorities very properly
  refused to consent to so arbitrary a proceeding. Reinmaul, who was an old and
  most respected citizen, declared solemnly that Schiffer was with him until
  the startled cry of the soldier had caused them both to run out to the scene
  of the tragedy. No one ever dreamed of implicating Reinmaul in such a matter;
  but still, it was rumoured that his ancient and well-known friendship for
  Schiffer might have induced him to tell a falsehood in order to screen him.
  Popular feeling ran very high upon the subject, and there seemed a danger of
  Schiffer’s being mobbed in the street, when an incident occurred which threw
  a very different light upon the matter.


  On the morning of the 12th of December, just nine days after the
  mysterious murder of the Professor, Schiffer the Bohemian Jew was found lying
  in the north-western corner of the Grand Platz stone dead, and so mutilated
  that he was hardly recognisable. His head was cloven open in very much the
  same way as that of Von Hopstein, and his body exhibited numerous deep
  gashes, as if the murderer had been so carried away and transported with fury
  that he had continued to hack the lifeless body. Snow had fallen heavily the
  day before, and was lying at least a foot deep all over the square; some had
  fallen during the night, too, as was evidenced by a thin layer lying like a
  winding-sheet over the murdered man. It was hoped at first that this
  circumstance might assist in giving a clue by enabling the footsteps of the
  assassin to be traced; but the crime had been committed, unfortunately, in a
  place much frequented during the day, and there were innumerable tracks in
  every direction. Besides, the newly-fallen snow had blurred the footsteps to
  such an extent that it would have been impossible to draw trustworthy
  evidence from them.


  In this case there was exactly the same impenetrable mystery and absence
  of motive which had characterised the murder of Professor von Hopstein. In
  the dead man’s pocket there was found a notebook containing a considerable
  sum in gold and several very valuable bills, but no attempt had been made to
  rifle him. Supposing that any one to whom he had lent money (and this was the
  first idea which occurred to the police) had taken this means of evading his
  debt, it was hardly conceivable that he would have left such a valuable spoil
  untouched. Schiffer lodged with a widow named Gruga, at 49 Marie Theresa
  Strasse, and the evidence of his landlady and her children showed that he had
  remained shut up in his room the whole of the preceding day in a state of
  deep dejection, caused by the suspicion which the populace had fastened upon
  him. She had heard him go out about eleven o’clock at night for his last and
  fatal walk, and as he had a latch-key she had gone to bed without waiting for
  him. His object in choosing such a late hour for a ramble obviously was that
  he did not consider himself safe if recognised in the streets.


  The occurrence of this second murder so shortly after the first threw not
  only the town of Budapest, but the whole of Hungary, into a terrible state of
  excitement, and even of terror. Vague dangers seemed to hang over the head of
  every man. The only parallel to this intense feeling was to be found in our
  own country at the time of the Williams murders described by De Quincey.
  There were so many resemblances between the cases of Von Hopstein and of
  Schiffer that no one could doubt that there existed a connection between the
  two. The absence of object and of robbery, the utter want of any clue to the
  assassin, and, lastly, the ghastly nature of the wounds, evidently in-
  flicted by the same or a similar weapon, all pointed in one direction. Things
  were in this state when the incidents which I am now about to relate
  occurred, and in order to make them intelligible I must lead up to them from
  a fresh point of departure.


  Otto von Schlegel was a younger son of the old Silesian family of that
  name. His father had originally destined him for the army, but at the advice
  of his teachers, who saw the surprising talent of the youth, had sent him to
  the University of Budapest to be educated in medicine. Here young Schlegel
  carried everything before him, and promised to be one of the most brilliant
  graduates turned out for many a year. Though a hard reader, he was no
  bookworm, but an active, powerful young fellow, full of. animal spirits and
  vivacity, and extremely popular among his fellow-students.


  The New Year examinations were at hand, and Schlegel was working
  hard—so hard that even the strange murders in the town, and the general
  excitement in men’s minds, failed to turn his thoughts from his studies. Upon
  Christmas Eve, when every house was illuminated, and the roar of drinking
  songs came from the Bierkeller in the Student-quartier, he refused the many
  invitations to roystering suppers which were showered upon him, and went off
  with his books under his arm to the rooms of Leopold Strauss, to work with
  him into the small hours of the morning.


  Strauss and Schlegel were bosom friends. They were both Silesians, and had
  known each other from boyhood. Their affection had become proverbial in the
  University. Strauss was almost as distinguished a student as Schlegel, and
  there had been many a tough struggle for academic honours between the two
  fellow-countrymen, which had only served to strengthen their friendship by a
  bond of mutual respect. Schlegel admired the dogged pluck and never-failing
  good temper of his old playmate; while the latter considered Schlegel, with
  his many talents and brilliant versatility, the most accomplished of
  mortals.


  The friends were still working together, the one reading from a volume on
  anatomy, the other holding a skull and marking off the various parts
  mentioned in the text, when the deep-toned bell of St. Gregory’s church
  struck the hour of midnight.


  “Hark to that!” said Schlegel, snapping up the book and stretching out his
  long legs towards the cheery fire. “Why, it’s Christmas morning, old friend!
  May it not be the last that we spend together!”


  “May we have passed all these confounded examinations before another one
  comes!” answered Strauss. “But see here, Otto, one bottle of wine will not be
  amiss. I have laid one up on purpose;” and with a smile on his honest South
  German face, he pulled out a long-necked bottle of Rhenish from amongst a
  pile of books and bones in the corner.


  “It is a night to be comfortable indoors,” said Otto von Schlegel, looking
  out at the snowy landscape, “for ‘tis bleak and bitter enough outside. Good
  health, Leopold!”


  “Lebe hoch!” replied his companion. “It is a comfort indeed to forget
  sphenoid bones and ethmoid bones, if it be but for a moment And what is the
  news of the corps, Otto? Has Graube fought the Swabian?”


  “They fight to-morrow,” said Von Schlegel. “I fear that our man will lose
  his beauty, for he is short in the arm. Yet activity and skill may do much
  for him. They say his hanging guard is perfection.”


  “And what else is the news amongst the students?” asked Strauss.


  “They talk, I believe, of nothing but the murders. But I have worked hard
  of late, as you know, and hear little of the gossip.”


  “Have you had time,” inquired Strauss, “to look over the books and the
  weapons which our dear old Professor was so concerned about the veryday he
  met his death? They say they are well worth a visit.”


  “I saw them to-day,” said Schlegel, lighting his pipe. “Reinmaul, the
  janitor, showed me over the store-room, and I helped to label many of them
  from the original catalogue of Graf Schulling’s museum. As far as we can see,
  there is but one article missing of all the collection.”


  “One missing!” exclaimed Strauss. “That would grieve old Von Hopstein’s
  ghost. Is it anything of value?” T.


  “It is described as an antique hatchet, with a head of steel and a handle
  of chased silver. We have applied to the railway company, and no doubt it
  will be found.”


  “I trust so,” echoed Strauss; and the conversation drifted off into other
  channels. The fire was burning low and the bottle of Rhenish was empty before
  the two friends rose from their chairs, and Von Schlegel prepared to
  depart.


  “Ugh! It’s a bitter night!” he said, standing on the doorstep and folding
  his cloak round him. “Why, Leopold, you have your cap on. You are not going
  out, are you?”


  “Yes, I am coming with you,” said Strauss, shutting the door behind him.
  “I feel heavy,” he continued, taking his friend’s arm, and walking down the
  street with him. “I think a walk as far as your lodgings, in the crisp frosty
  air, is just the thing to set me right.”


  The two students went down Stephen Strasse together and across Julien
  Platz, talking on a variety of topics. As they passed the corner of the Grand
  Platz, however, where Schififer had been found dead, the conversation turned
  naturally upon the murder.


  “That’s where they found him,” remarked Von Schlegel, pointing to the
  fatal spot


  “Perhaps the murderer is near us now,” said Strauss. “Let us hasten
  on.”


  They both turned to go, when Von Schlegel gave a sudden cry of pain and
  stooped down.


  “Something has cut through my boot!” he cried; and feeling about with his
  hand in the snow, he pulled out a small glistening battle-axe, made
  apparently entirely of metal. It had been lying with the blade turned
  slightly upwards, so as to cut the foot of the student when he trod upon
  it.


  “The weapon of the murderer!” he ejaculated.


  “The silver hatchet from the museum!” cried Strauss in the same
  breath.


  There could be no doubt that it was both the one and the other. There
  could not be two such curious weapons, and the character of the wounds was
  just such as would be inflic.ed by a similar instrument. The murderer had
  evidently thrown it aside after committing the dreadful deed, and it had lain
  concealed in the snow some twenty metres from the spot ever since. It was
  extraordinary that of all the people who had passed and repassed none had
  discovered it; but the snow was deep, and it was a little off the beaten
  track.


  “What are we to do with it?” said Von Schlegel, holding it in his hand.
  He shuddered as he noticed by the light of the moon that the head of it was
  all dabbled with dark-brown stains.


  “Take it to the Commissary of Police,” suggested Strauss.


  “He’ll be in bed now. Still, I think you are right. But it is nearly four
  o’clock. I will wait until morning, and take it round before breakfast
  Meanwhile, I must carry it with me to my lodgings.”


  “That is the best plan,” said his friend; and the two walked on together
  talking of the remarkable find which they had made. When they came to
  Schlegel’s door, Strauss said good-bye, refusing an invitation to go in, and
  walked briskly down the street in the direction of his own lodgings.


  Schlegel was stooping down putting the key into the lock, when a strange
  change came over him. He trembled violently, and dropped the key from his
  quivering fingers. His right hand closed convulsively round the handle of the
  silver hatchet, and his eye followed the retreating figure of his friend with
  a vindictive glare. In spite of the coldness of the night the , perspiration
  streamed down his face. For a moment he seemed to struggle with himself,
  holding his hand up to his throat as if he were suffocating. Then, with
  crouching body and rapid, noiseless steps, he crept after his late
  companion.


  Strauss was plodding sturdily along through the snow, humming snatches of
  a student song, and little dreaming of the dark figure which pursued him. At
  the Grand Platz it was forty yards behind him; at the Julien Platz it was but
  twenty; in Stephen Strasse it was ten, and gaining on him with panther-like
  rapidity. Already it was almost within arm’s length of the unsuspecting man,
  and the hatchet glittered coldly in the moonlight, when some slight noise
  must have reached Strauss’s ears, for he faced suddenly round upon his
  pursuer. He started and uttered an exclamation as his eye met the white set
  face, with flashing eyes and clenched teeth, which seemed to be suspended in
  the air behind him.


  “What, Otto!” he exclaimed, recognising his friend. “Art thou ill? You
  look pale. Come with me to my Ah! hold, you madman, hold!


  Drop that axe! Drop it, I say, or by heaven Til choke you!”


  Von Schlegel had thrown himself upon him with a wild cry and uplifted
  weapon; but the student was stout-hearted and resolute. He rushed inside the
  sweep of the hatchet and caught his assailant round the waist, narrowly
  escaping a blow which would have cloven his head. The two staggered for a
  moment in , a deadly wrestle, Schlegel endeavouring to shorten his weapon;
  but Strauss with a desperate wrench managed to bring him to the ground, and
  they rolled together in the snow, Strauss clinging to the other’s right arm
  and shouting frantically for assistance. It was as well that he did so, for
  Schlegel would certainly have succeeded in freeing his arm had it not been
  for the arrival of two stalwart gendarmes, attracted by the uproar. Even then
  the three of them found it difficult to overcome the maniacal strength of
  Schlegel, and they were utterly unable to wrench the silver hatchet from his
  grasp. One of the gendarmes, however, had a coil of rope round his waist,
  with which he rapidly secured the student’s arms to his sides. In this way,
  half pushed, half dragged, he was conveyed, in spite of furious cries and
  frenzied struggles, to the central police station.


  Strauss assisted in coercing his former friend, and accompanied the police
  to the station; protesting loudly at the same time against any unnecessary
  violence, and giving it as his opinion that a lunatic asylum would be a more
  fitting place for the prisoner. The events of the last half-hour had been so
  sudden and inexplicable that he felt quite dazed himself. What did it all
  mean? It was certain that his old friend from boyhood had attempted to murder
  him, and had nearly succeeded. Was Von Schlegel then the murderer of
  Professor von Hopstein and of the Bohemian Jew? Strauss felt that it was
  impossible, for the Jew was not even known to him, and the Professor had been
  his especial favourite. He followed mechanically to the police station, lost
  in grief and amazement.


  Inspector Baumgarten, one of the most energetic and best known of the
  police officials, was on duty in the absence of the Commissary. He was a wiry
  little active man, quiet and retiring in his habits, but possessed of great
  sagacity and a vigilance which never relaxed. Now, though he had had a six
  hours’ vigil, he sat as erect as ever, with his pen behind his ear, at his
  official desk, while his friend, Sub-inspector Winkel, snored in a chair at
  the side of the stove. Even the inspector’s usually immovable features
  betrayed surprise, however, when the door was flung open and Von Schlegel was
  dragged in with pale face and disordered clothes, the silver hatchet still
  grasped firmly in his hand. Still more surprised was he when Strauss and the
  gendarmes gave their account, which was duly entered in the official
  register.


  “Young man, young man,” said Inspector Baumgarten, laying down his pen and
  fixing his eyes sternly upon the prisoner, “this is pretty work for Christmas
  morning; why have you done this thing?”


  “God knows!” cried Von Schlegel, covering his face with his hands and
  dropping the hatchet A change had come over him, his fury and excitement were
  gone, and he seemed utterly prostrated with grief.


  “You have rendered yourself liable to a strong suspicion of having
  committed the other murders which have disgraced our city.”


  “No, no, indeed!” said Von Schlegel earnestly. “God forbid!”


  “At least you are guilty of attempting the life of Herr Leopold
  Strauss.”


  “The dearest friend I have in the world,” groaned the student. “Oh, how
  could I! How could I!”


  “His being your friend makes your crime ten times more heinous,” said the
  inspector severely. “Remove him for the remainder of the night to the But
  steady! Who comes here?”


  The door was pushed open, and a man came into the room, so haggard and
  careworn that he looked more like a ghost than a human being. He tottered as
  he walked, and had to clutch at the backs of the chairs as he approached the
  inspector’s desk. It was hard to recognise in this miserable-looking object
  the once cheerful and rubicund sub-curator of the museum and privat-docent of
  chemistry, Herr Wilhelm Schlessinger. The practised eye of Baumgarten,
  however, was not to be baffled by any change.


  “Good morning, mein herr,” he said; “you are up early. No doubt the reason
  is that you have heard that one of your students. Von Schlegel, is arrested
  for attempting the life of Leopold Strauss?”


  “No; I have come for myself,” said Schlessinger, speaking huskily, and
  putting his hand up to his throat. “I have come to ease my soul of the weight
  of a great sin, though, God knows, an unmeditated one. It was I who—
  But, merciful heavens! there it is—the horrid thing! Oh, that I had
  never seen it!”


  He shrank back in a paroxysm of terror, glaring at the silver hatchet
  where it lay upon the floor, and pointing at it with his emaciated hand.


  “There it lies!” he yelled. “Look at it! It has come to condemn me. See
  that brown rust on it I Do you know what that is? That is the blood of my
  dearest, best friend. Professor von Hopstein. I saw it gush over the very
  handle as I drove the blade through his brain. Mein Gott, I see it now!”


  “Sub-inspector Winkel,” said Baumgarten, endeavouring to preserve his
  official austerity, “you will arrest this man, charged on his own confession
  with the murder of the late Professor. I also deliver into your hands Von
  Schlegel here, charged with a murderous assault upon Herr Strauss. You will
  also keep this hatchet”—here he picked it from the floor—“which
  has apparently been used for both crimes.”


  Wilhelm Schlessinger had been leaning against the table, with a face of
  ashy paleness. As the inspector ceased speaking, he looked up excitedly.


  “What did you say?” he cried. “Von Schlegel attack Strauss! The two
  dearest friends in the college! I slay my old master! It is magic, I say; it
  is a charm! There is a spell upon us! It is—Ah, I have it! It is that
  hatchet—that thrice accursed hatchet!” and he pointed convulsively at
  the weapon which Inspector Baumgarten still held in his hand.


  The inspector smiled contemptuously.


  “Restrain yourself, mein herr,” he said. “You do but make your case worse
  by such wild excuses for the wicked deed you confess to. Magic and charms are
  not known in the legal vocabulary, as my friend Winkel will assure you.”


  “I know not,” remarked his sub-inspector, shrugging his broad shoulders.
  “There are many strange things in the world. Who knows but that—”


  “What!” roared Inspector Baumgarten furiously. “You would undertake to
  contradict me! You would set up your opinion! You would be the champion of
  these accursed murderers! Fool, miserable fool, your hour has come!” and
  rushing at the astounded Winkel, he dealt a blow at him with the silver
  hatchet which would certainly have justified his last assertion had it not
  been that, in his fury, he overlooked the lowness of the rafters above his
  head. The blade of the hatchet struck one of these, and remained there
  quivering, while the handle was splintered into a thousand pieces.


  “What have I done?” gasped Baumgarten, falHng back into his chair. “What
  have I done?”


  “You have proved Herr Schlessinger’s words to be correct,” said Von
  Schlegel, stepping forward, for the astonished policemen had let go their
  grasp of him. “That is what you have done. Against reason, science, and
  everything else though it be, there is a charm at work. There must be!
  Strauss, old boy, you know I would not, in my right senses, hurt one hair of
  your head. And you, Schlessinger, we both know you loved the old man who is
  dead. And you, Inspector Baumgarten, you would not willingly have struck your
  friend the sub-inspector?”


  “Not for the whole world,” groaned the inspector, covering his face with
  his hands.


  “Then is it not clear? But now, thank Heaven, the accursed thing is
  broken, and can never do harm again. But see, what is that?”


  Right in the centre of the room was lying a thin brown cylinder of
  parchment. One glance at the fragments of the handle of the weapon showed
  that it had been hollow. This roll of paper had apparently been hidden away
  inside the metal case thus formed, having been introduced through a small
  hole, which had been afterwards soldered up. Von Schlegel opened the
  document. The writing upon it was almost illegible from age; but as far as
  they could make out it stood thus, in mediaeval German—


  “Diese Waffe benutzte Max von Erlichingen, um Joanna Bodeck
  zu ermorden; deshalb beschuldige ich, Johann Bodeck, mittelst der Macht,
  welche mir als Mitglied des Concils des rothen Kreuzes verliehen wurde,
  dieselbe mit dieser Unthat. Mag sie anderen denselben Schmerz verursachen,
  den sie mir verursacht hat. Mag jede Hand, die sie ergreift, mit dem Blut
  eines Freundes geröthet sein.


  “‘Immer übel, niemals gut,

  Geröthet mit des Freundes Blut.’”


  Which may be roughly translated—


  “This weapon was used by Max von Erlichingen for the murder
  of Joanna Bodeck. Therefore do I, Johann Bodeck, accuse it by the power which
  has been bequeathed to me as one of the Council of the Rosy Cross. May it
  deal to others the grief which it has dealt to me! May every hand that grasps
  it be reddened in the blood of a friend!


  “‘Ever evil, never good,

  Reddened with a loved one’s blood.’”


  There was a dead silence in the room when Von Schlegel had finished
  spelling out this strange document. As he put it down Strauss laid his hand
  affectionately upon his arm.


  “No such proof is needed by me, old friend,” he said. “At the very moment
  that you struck at me I forgave you in my heart. I well know that if the poor
  Professor were in the room he would say as much to Herr Wilhelm
  Schlessinger.”


  “Gentlemen,” remarked the inspector, standing up and resuming his official
  tones, “this affair, strange as it is, must be treated according to rule and
  precedent Sub-inspector Winkel, as your superior officer, I command you to
  arrest me upon a charge of murderously assaulting you. You will commit me to
  prison for the night, together with Herr von Schlegel and Herr Wilhelm
  Schlessinger. We shall take our trial at the coming sitting of the judges. In
  the meantime take care of that piece of evidence ”—pointing to the
  piece of parchment—“and, while I am away, devote your time and energy
  to utilising the clue you have obtained in discovering who it was who slew
  Herr Schiffer, the Bohemian Jew.”


  The one missing link in the chain of evidence was soon supplied. On the
  28th of December the wife of Reinmaul the janitor, coming into the bedroom
  after a short absence, found her husband hanging lifeless from a hook in the
  wall. He had tied a long bolster-case round his neck and stood upon a chair
  in order to commit the fatal deed. On the table was a note in which he
  confessed to the murder of Schiffer the Jew, adding that the deceased had
  been his oldest friend, and that he had slain him without premeditation, in
  obedience to some incontrollable impulse. Remorse and grief, he said, had
  driven him to self-destruction; and he wound up his confession by commending
  his soul to the mercy of Heaven.


  The trial which ensued was one of the strangest which ever occurred in the
  whole history of jurisprudence. It was in vain that the prosecuting council
  urged the improbability of the explanation offered by the prisoners, and
  deprecated the introduction of such an element as magic into a nineteenth-
  century law-court. The chain of facts was too strong, and the prisoners were
  unanimously acquitted. “This silver hatchet,” remarked the judge in his
  summing up, “has hung untouched upon the wall in the mansion of the Graf von
  Schulling for nearly two hundred years. The shocking manner in which he met
  his death at the hands of his favourite house steward is still fresh in your
  recollection. It has come out in evidence that, a few days before the murder,
  the steward had overhauled the old weapons and cleaned them. In doing this he
  must have touched the handle of this hatchet. Immediately afterwards he slew
  his master, whom he had served faithfully for twenty years. The weapon then
  came, in conformity with the Count’s will, to Budapest, where, at the
  station, Herr Wilhelm Schlessinger grasped it, and, within two hours, used it
  against the person of the deceased Professor. The next man whom we find
  touching it is the janitor Reinmaul, who helped to remove the weapons from
  the cart to the store-room. At the first opportunity he buried it in the body
  of his friend Schiffer. We then have the attempted murder of Strauss by
  Schlegel, and of Winkel by Inspector Baumgarten, all immediately following
  the taking of the hatchet into the hand. Lastly, comes the providential
  discovery of the extraordinary document which has been read to you by the
  clerk of the court. I invite your most careful consideration, gentlemen of
  the jury, to this chain of facts, knowing that you will find a verdict
  according to your consciences without fear and without favour.”


  Perhaps the most interesting piece of evidence to the English reader,
  though it found few supporters among the Hungarian audience, was that of Dr.
  Langemann, the eminent medico-jurist, who has written text-books upon
  metallurgy and toxicology. He said—


  “I am not so sure, gentlemen, that there is need to fall back upon
  necromancy or the black art for an explanation of what has occurred. What I
  say is merely a hypothesis, without proof of any sort, but in a case so
  extraordinary every suggestion may be of value. The Rosicrucians, to whom
  allusion is made in this paper, were the most profound chemists of the early
  Middle Ages, and included the principal alchemists whose names have descended
  to us. Much as chemistry has advanced, there are some points in which the
  ancients were ahead of us, and in none more so than in the manufacture of
  poisons of subtle and deadly action. This man Bodeck, as one of the elders of
  the Rosicrucians, possessed, no doubt, the recipe of many such mixtures, some
  of which, like the aqua tofana of the Medicis, would poison by penetrating
  through the pores of the skin. It is conceivable that the handle of this
  silver hatchet has been anointed by some preparation which is a diffusible
  poison, having the effect upon the human body of bringing on sudden and acute
  attacks of homicidal mania. In such attacks it is well known that the
  madman’s rage is turned against those whom he loved best when sane. I have,
  as I remarked before, no proof to support me in my theory, and simply put it
  forward for what it is worth.”


  With this extract from the speech of the learned and ingenious professor,
  we may close the account of this famous trial.


  The broken pieces of the silver hatchet were thrown into a deep pond, a
  clever poodle being employed to carry them in his mouth, as no one would
  touch them for fear some of the infection might still hang about them. The
  piece of parchment was preserved in the museum of the University. As to
  Strauss and Schlegel, Winkel and Baumgarten, they continued the best of
  friends, and are so still for all I know to the contrary. Schlessinger became
  surgeon of a cavalry regiment; and was shot at the battle of Sadowa five
  years later, while rescuing the wounded under a heavy fire. By his last
  injunctions his little patrimony was to be sold to erect a marble obelisk
  over the grave of Professor von Hopstein.
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  I am sure that Nature never intended me to be a self-made man. There are
  times when I can hardly bring myself to realise that twenty years of my life
  were spent behind the counter of a grocer’s shop in the East End of London,
  and that it was through such an avenue that I reached a wealthy independence
  and the possession of Goresthorpe Grange. My habits are conservative, and my
  tastes refined and aristocratic. I have a soul which spurns the vulgar herd.
  Our family, the D’Odds, date back to a prehistoric era, as is to be inferred
  from the fact that their advent into British history is not commented on by
  any trustworthy historian. Some instinct tells me that the blood of a
  Crusader runs in my veins. Even now, after the lapse of so many years, such
  exclamations as “By’r Lady!” rise naturally to my lips, and I feel that,
  should circumstances require it, I am capable of rising in my stirrups and
  dealing an infidel a blow—say with a mace—which would
  considerably astonish him.


  Goresthorpe Grange is a feudal mansion—or so it was termed in the
  advertisement which originally brought it under my notice. Its right to this
  adjective had a most remarkable effect upon its price, and the advantages
  gained may possibly be more sentimental than real. Still, it is soothing to
  me to know that I have slits in my staircase through which I can discharge
  arrows; and there is a sense of power in the fact of possessing a complicated
  apparatus by means of which I am enabled to pour molten lead upon the head of
  the casual visitor. These things chime in with my peculiar humour, and I do
  not grudge to pay for them. I am proud of my battlements and of the circular
  uncovered sewer which girds me round. I am proud of my portcullis and donjon
  and keep. There is but one thing wanting to round off the mediaevalism of my
  abode, and to render it symmetrically and completely antique. Goresthorpe
  Grange is not provided with a ghost.


  Any man with old-fashioned tastes and ideas as to how such establishments
  should be conducted, would have been disappointed at the omission. In my case
  it was particularly unfortunate. From my childhood I had been an earnest
  student of the supernatural, and a firm believer in it. I have revelled in
  ghostly literature until there is hardly a tale bearing upon the subject
  which I have not perused. I learned the German language for the sole purpose
  of mastering a book upon demonology. When an infant I had secreted myself in
  dark rooms in the hope of seeing some of those bogies with which my nurse
  used to threaten me; and the same feeling is as strong in me now as then. It
  was a proud moment when I felt that a ghost was one of the luxuries which
  money might command.


  It is true that there was no mention of an apparition in the
  advertisement. On reviewing the mildewed walls, however, and the shadowy
  corridors, I had taken it for granted that there was such a thing on the
  premises. As the presence of a kennel presupposes that of a dog, so I
  imagined that it was impossible that such desirable quarters should be
  untenanted by one or more restless shades. Good heavens, what can the noble
  family from whom I purchased it have been doing during these hundreds of
  years! Was there no member of it spirited enough to make away with his
  sweetheart, or take some other steps calculated to establish a hereditary
  spectre? Even now I can hardly write with patience upon the subject.


  For a long time I hoped against hope. Never did rat squeak behind the
  wainscot, or rain drip upon the attic floor, without a wild thrill shooting
  through me as I thought that at last I had come upon traces of some unquiet
  soul. I felt no touch of fear upon these occasions. If it occurred in the
  night-time, I would send Mrs. D’Odd—who is a strong-minded woman
  —to investigate the matter, while I covered up my head with the
  bedclothes and indulged in an ecstacy of expectation. Alas, the result was
  always the same! The suspicious sound would be traced to some cause so
  absurdly natural and commonplace that the most fervid imagination could not
  clothe it with any of the glamour of romance.


  I might have reconciled myself to this state of things, had it not been
  for Jorrocks of Havistock Farm. Jorrocks is a coarse, burly, matter-of-fact
  fellow, whom I only happened to know through the accidental circumstance of
  his fields adjoining my demesne. Yet this man, though utterly devoid of all
  appreciation of archaeological unities, is in possession of a well-
  authenticated and undeniable spectre. Its existence only dates back, I
  believe, to the reign of the Second George, when a young lady cut her throat
  upon hearing of the death of her lover at the battle of Dettingen. Still,
  even that gives the house an air of respectability, especially when coupled
  with blood stains upon the floor. Jorrocks is densely unconscious of his good
  fortune; and his language when he reverts to the apparition is painful to
  listen to. He little dreams how I covet every one of those moans and
  nocturnal wails which he describes with unnecessary objurgation. Things are
  indeed coming to a pretty pass when democratic spectres are allowed to desert
  the landed proprietors and annul every social distinction by taking refuge in
  the houses of the great unrecognised.


  I have a large amount of perseverance. Nothing else could have raised me
  into my righful sphere, considering the uncongenial atmosphere in which I
  spent the earlier part of my life. I felt now that a ghost must be secured,
  but how to set about securing one was more than either Mrs. D’Odd or myself
  was able to determine. My reading taught me that such phenomena are usually
  the outcome of crime. What crime was to be done, then, and who was to do it?
  A wild idea entered my mind that Watkins, the house-steward, might be
  prevailed upon—for a consideration—to immolate himself or someone
  else in the interests of the establishment. I put the matter to him in a
  half-jesting manner; but it did not seem to strike him in a favourable light.
  The other servants sympathised with him in his opinion—at least, I
  cannot account in any other way for their having left the house in a body the
  same afternoon.


  “My dear,” Mrs. D’Odd remarked to me one day after dinner, as I sat
  moodily sipping a cup of sack—I love the good old names—“my dear,
  that odious ghost of Jorrocks’ has been gibbering again.”


  “Let it gibber!” I answered, recklessly.


  Mrs. D’Odd struck a few chords on her virginal and looked thoughtfully
  into the fire.


  “I’ll tell you what it is, Argentine,” she said at last, using the pet
  name which we usually substituted for Silas, “we must have a ghost sent down
  from London.”


  “How can you be so idiotic, Matilda?” I remarked, severely. “Who could get
  us such a thing?”


  “My cousin, Jack Brocket, could,” she answered, confidently.


  Now, this cousin of Matilda’s was rather a sore subject between us. He was
  a rakish, clever young fellow, who had tried his hand at many things, but
  wanted perseverance to succeed at any. He was, at that time, in chambers in
  London, professing to be a general agent, and really living, to a great
  extent, upon his wits. Matilda managed so that most of our business should
  pass through his hands, which certainly saved me a great deal of trouble; but
  I found that Jack’s commission was generally considerably larger than all the
  other items of the bill put together. It was this fact which made me feel
  inclined to rebel against any further negotiations with the young
  gentleman.


  “0 yes, he could,” insisted Mrs. D., seeing the look of disapprobation
  upon my face. “You remember how well he managed that business about the
  crest?”


  “It was only a resuscitation of the old family coat-of-arms, my dear,” I
  protested.


  Matilda smiled in an irritating manner. “There was a resuscitation of the
  family portraits, too, dear,” she remarked. “You must allow that Jack
  selected them very judiciously.”


  I thought of the long line of faces which adorned the walls of my
  banqueting-hall, from the burly Norman robber, through every gradation of
  casque, plume, and ruff, to the sombre Chesterfieldian individual who appears
  to have staggered against a pillar in his agony at the return of a maiden MS.
  which he grips convulsively in his right hand. I was fain to confess that in
  that instance he had done his work well, and that it was only fair to give
  him an order—with the usual commission—for a family spectre
  should such a thing be attainable.


  It is one of my maxims to act promptly when once my mind is made up. Noon
  of the next day found me ascending the spiral stone staircase which leads to
  Mr. Brocket’s chambers, and admiring the succession of arrows and fingers
  upon the whitewashed wall, all indicating the direction of that gentleman’s
  sanctum. As it happened, artificial aids of the sort were entirely
  unnecessary, as an animated flap-dance overhead could proceed from no other
  quarter, though it was replaced by a deathly silence as I groped my way up
  the stair. The door was opened by a youth evidently astounded at the
  appearance of a client, and I was ushered into the presence of my young
  friend, who was writing furiously in a large ledger—upside down, as I
  afterwards discovered.


  After the first greetings, I plunged into business at once. “Look here,
  Jack,” I said, “I want you to get me a spirit, if you can.”


  “Spirits you mean!” shouted my wife’s cousin, plunging his hand into the
  waste-paper basket and producing a bottle with the celerity of a conjuring
  trick. “Let’s have a drink!”


  I held up my hand as a mute appeal against such a proceeding so early in
  the day; but on lowering it again I found that I had almost involuntarily
  closed my fingers round the tumbler which my adviser had pressed upon me. I
  drank the contents hastily off, lest anyone should come in upon us and set me
  down as a toper. After all there was something very amusing about the young
  fellow’s eccentricities.


  “Not spirits,” I explained, smilingly; “an apparition—a ghost. If
  such a thing is to be had, I should be very willing to negotiate.”


  “A ghost for Goresthorpe Grange?” inquired Mr. Brocket, with as much
  coolness as if I had asked for a drawing-room suite.


  “Quite so,” I answered.


  “Easiest thing in the world,” said my companion, filling up my glass again
  in spite of my remonstrance. “Let us see!” Here he took down a large red
  note-book, with all the letters of the alphabet in a fringe down the edge. “A
  ghost you said, didn’t you? That’s G. G—gems—gimlets—
  gas-pipes—gauntlets—guns—galleys. Ah, here we are. Ghosts.
  Volume nine, section six, page forty-one. Excuse me!” And Jack ran up a
  ladder and began rummaging among the pile of ledgers on a high shelf. I felt
  half inclined to empty my glass into the spittoon when his back was turned;
  but on second thoughts I disposed of it in a legitimate way.


  “Here it is!” cried my London agent, jumping off the ladder with a crash,
  and depositing an enormous volume of manuscript upon the table. “I have all
  these things tabulated, so that I may lay my hands upon them in a moment.
  It’s all right—it’s quite weak” (here he filled our glasses again).
  “What were we looking up, again?”


  “Ghosts,” I suggested.


  “Of course; page 41. Here we are. T.H. Fowler & Son, Dunkel Street,
  suppliers of mediums to the nobility and gentry; charms sold—love
  philtres—mummies—horoscopes cast.’ Nothing in your line there, I
  suppose.”


  I shook my head despondently.


  “‘Frederick Tabb,’” continued my wife’s cousin, “‘sole channel of
  communication between the living and the dead. Proprietor of the spirits of
  Byron, Kirke White, Grimaldi, Tom Cribb, and Inigo Jones.’ That’s about the
  figure!”


  “Nothing romantic enough there,” I objected. “Good heavens! Fancy a ghost
  with a black eye and a handkerchief tied round its waist, or turning
  summersaults, and saying, ‘How are you tomorrow?’” The very idea made me so
  warm that I emptied my glass and filled it again.


  “Here is another,” said my companion, “‘Christopher McCarthy; bi-weekly
  seances—attended by all the eminent spirits of ancient and modern
  times. Nativities—charms—abracadabras, messages from the dead.’
  He might be able to help us. However, I shall have a hunt round myself
  to-morrow, and see some of these fellows. I know their haunts, and it’s odd
  if I can’t pick up something cheap. So there’s an end of business,” he
  concluded, hurling the ledger into the corner, “and now we’ll have something
  to drink.”


  We had several things to drink—so many that my inventive faculties
  were dulled next morning, and I had some little difficulty in explaining to
  Mrs. D’Odd why it was that I hung my boots and spectacles upon a peg along
  with my other garments before retiring to rest. The new hopes excited by the
  confident manner in which my agent had undertaken the commission, caused me
  to rise superior to alcoholic reaction, and I paced about the rambling
  corridors and old-fashioned rooms, picturing to myself the appearance of my
  expected acquisition, and deciding what part of the building would harmonise
  best with its presence. After much consideration, I pitched upon the
  banqueting-hall as being, on the whole, most suitable for its reception. It
  was a long low room, hung round with valuable tapestry and interesting relics
  of the old family to whom it had belonged. Coats of mail and implements of
  war glimmered fitfully as the light of the fire played over them, and the
  wind crept under the door, moving the hangings to and fro with a ghastly
  rustling. At one end there was the raised dais, on which in ancient times the
  host and his guests used to spread their table, while a descent of a couple
  of steps led to the lower part of the hall, where the vassals and retainers
  held wassail. The floor was uncovered by any sort of carpet, but a layer of
  rushes had been scattered over it by my direction. In the whole room there
  was nothing to remind one of the nineteenth century; except, indeed, my own
  solid silver plate, stamped with the resuscitated family arms, which was laid
  out upon an oak table in the centre. This, I determined, should be the
  haunted room, supposing my wife’s cousin to succeed in his negotiation with
  the spirit-mongers. There was nothing for it now but to wait patiently until
  I heard some news of the result of his inquiries.


  A letter came in the course of a few days, which, if it was short, was at
  least encouraging. It was scribbled in pencil on the back of a playbill, and
  sealed apparently with a tobacco-stopper. “Am on the track,” it said.
  “Nothing of the sort to be had from any professional spiritualist, but picked
  up a fellow in a pub yesterday who says he can manage it for you. Will send
  him down unless you wire to the contrary. Abrahams is his name, and he has
  done one or two of these jobs before.” The letter wound up with some
  incoherent allusions to a cheque, and was signed by my affectionate cousin,
  John Brocket.


  I need hardly say that I did not wire, but awaited the arrival of Mr.
  Abrahams with all impatience. In spite of my belief in the supernatural, I
  could scarcely credit the fact that any mortal could have such a command over
  the spirit-world as to deal in them and barter them against mere earthly
  gold. Still, I had Jack’s word for it that such a trade existed; and here was
  a gentleman with a Judaical name ready to demonstrate it by proof positive.
  How vulgar and commonplace Jorrocks’ eighteenth-century ghost would appear
  should I succeed in securing a real mediaeval apparition! I almost thought
  that one had been sent down in advance, for, as I walked round the moat that
  night before retiring to rest, I came upon a dark figure engaged in surveying
  the machinery of my portcullis and drawbridge. His start of surprise,
  however, and the manner in which he hurried off into the darkness, speedily
  convinced me of his earthly origin, and I put him down as some admirer of one
  of my female retainers mourning over the muddy Hellespont which divided him
  from his love. Whoever he may have been, he disappeared and did not return,
  though I loitered about for some time in the hope of catching a glimpse of
  him and exercising my feudal rights upon his person.


  Jack Brocket was as good as his word. The shades of another evening were
  beginning to darken round Goresthorpe Grange, when a peal at the outer bell,
  and the sound of a fly pulling up, announced the arrival of Mr. Abrahams. I
  hurried down to meet him, half expecting to see a choice assortment of ghosts
  crowding in at his rear. Instead, however, of being the sallow-faced,
  melancholy-eyed man that I had pictured to myself, the ghost-dealer was a
  sturdy little podgy fellow, with a pair of wonderfully keen sparkling eyes
  and a mouth which was constantly stretched in a good-humoured, if somewhat
  artificial, grin. His sole stock-intrade seemed to consist of a small leather
  bag jealously locked and strapped, which emitted a metallic chink upon being
  placed on the stone flags in the hall.


  “And ‘ow are you, sir?” he asked, wringing my hand with the utmost
  effusion. “And the missus, ‘ow is she? And all the others—‘ow’s all
  their ‘ealth?”


  I intimated that we were all as well as could reasonably be expected, but
  Mr. Abrahams happened to catch a glimpse of Mrs. D’Odd in the distance, and
  at once plunged at her with another string of inquiries as to her health,
  delivered so volubly and with such an intense earnestness, that I half
  expected to see him terminate his cross-examination by feeling her pulse and
  demanding a sight of her tongue. All this time his little eyes rolled round
  and round, shifting perpetually from the floor to the ceiling, and from the
  ceiling to the walls, taking in apparently every article of furniture in a
  single comprehensive glance.


  Having satisfied himself that neither of us was in a pathological
  condition, Mr. Abrahams suffered me to lead him upstairs, where a repast had
  been laid out for him to which he did ample justice. The mysterious little
  bag he carried along with him, and deposited it under his chair during the
  meal. It was not until the table had been cleared and we were left together
  that he broached the matter on which he had come down.


  “I hunderstand,” he remarked, puffing at a trichinopoly, “that you want my
  ‘elp in fitting up this ‘ere ‘ouse with a happarition.”


  I acknowledged the correctness of his surmise, while mentally wondering at
  those restless eyes of his, which still danced about the room as if he were
  making an inventory of the contents.


  “And you won’t find a better man for the job, though I says it as
  shouldn’t,” continued my companion. “Wot did I say to the young gent wot
  spoke to me in the bar of the Lame Dog? ‘Can you do it?’ says he. ‘Try me,’
  says I, ‘me and my bag. Just try me.’ I couldn’t say fairer than that.”


  My respect for Jack Brocket’s business capacities began to go up very
  considerably. He certainly seemed to have managed the matter wonderfully
  well. “You don’t mean to say that you carry ghosts about in bags?” I
  remarked, with diffidence.


  Mr. Abrahams smiled a smile of superior knowledge. “You wait,” he said;
  “give me the right place and the right hour, with a little of the essence of
  Lucoptolycus”—here he produced a small bottle from his waistcoat
  pocket—“and you won’t find no ghost that I ain’t up to. You’ll see them
  yourself, and pick your own, and I can’t say fairer than that.”


  As all Mr. Abrahams’ protestations of fairness were accompanied by a
  cunning leer and a wink from one or other of his wicked little eyes, the
  impression of candour was somewhat weakened.


  “When are you going to do it?” I asked, reverentially.


  “Ten minutes to one in the morning,” said Mr. Abrahams, with decision.
  “Some says midnight, but I says ten to one, when there ain’t such a crowd,
  and you can pick your own ghost. And now,” he continued, rising to his feet,
  “suppose you trot me round the premises, and let me see where you wants it;
  for there’s some places as attracts ‘em, and some as they won’t hear of
  —not if there was no other place in the world.”


  Mr. Abrahams inspected our corridors and chambers with a most critical and
  observant eye, fingering the old tapestry with the air of a connoisseur, and
  remarking in an undertone that it would “match uncommon nice.” It was not
  until he reached the banqueting-hall, however, which I had myself picked out,
  that his admiration reached the pitch of enthusiasm. “‘Ere’s the place!” he
  shouted, dancing, bag in hand, round the table on which my plate was lying,
  and looking not unlike some quaint little goblin himself. “‘Ere’s the place;
  we won’t get nothin’ to beat this! A fine room—noble, solid, none of
  your electro-plate trash! That’s the way as things ought to be done, sir.
  Plenty of room for ‘em to glide here. Send up some brandy and the box of
  weeds; I’ll sit here by the fire and do the preliminaries, which is more
  trouble than you’d think; for them ghosts carries on hawful at times, before
  they finds out who they’ve got to deal with. If you was in the room they’d
  tear you to pieces as like as not. You leave me alone to tackle them, and at
  half-past twelve come in, and I lay they’ll be quiet enough by then.”


  Mr. Abrahams’ request struck me as a reasonable one, so I left him with
  his feet upon the mantelpiece, and his chair in front of the fire, fortifying
  himself with stimulants against his refractory visitors. From the room
  beneath, in which I sat with Mrs. D’Odd, I could hear that, after sitting for
  some time, he rose up and paced about the hall with quick impatient steps. We
  then heard him try the lock of the door, and afterward drag some heavy
  article of furniture in the direction of the window, on which, apparently, he
  mounted, for I heard the creaking of the rusty hinges as the diamond-paned
  casement folded backward, and I knew it to be situated several feet above the
  little man’s reach. Mrs. D’Odd says that she could distinguish his voice
  speaking in low and rapid whispers after this, but that may have been her
  imagination. I confess that I began to feel more impressed than I had deemed
  it possible to be. There was something awesome in the thought of the solitary
  mortal standing by the open window and summoning in from the gloom outside
  the spirits of the nether world. It was with a trepidation which I could
  hardly disguise from Matilda that I observed that the clock was pointing to
  half-past twelve, and that the time had come for me to share the vigil of my
  visitor.


  He was sitting in his old position when I entered, and there were no signs
  of the mysterious movements which I had overheard, though his chubby face was
  flushed as with recent exertion.


  “Are you succeeding all right?” I asked as I came in, putting on as
  careless an air as possible, but glancing involuntarily round the room to see
  if we were alone.


  “Only your help is needed to complete the matter,” said Mr. Abrahams, in a
  solemn voice. “You shall sit by me and partake of the essence of
  Lucoptolycus, which removes the scales from our earthly eyes. Whatever you
  may chance to ‘see, speak not and make no movement, lest you break the
  spell.” His manner was subdued, and his usual cockney vulgarity had entirely
  disappeared. I took the chair which he indicated, and awaited the result.


  My companion cleared the rushes from the floor in our neighbourhood, and,
  going down upon his hands and knees, described a half-circle with chalk,
  which enclosed the fireplace and ourselves. Round the edge of this
  half-circle he drew several hieroglyphics, not unlike the signs of the
  zodiac. He then stood up and uttered a long invocation, delivered so rapidly
  that it sounded like a single gigantic word in some uncouth guttural
  language. Having finished this prayer, if prayer it was, he pulled out the
  small bottle which he had produced before, and poured a couple of
  teaspoonfuls of clear transparent fluid into a phial, which he handed to me
  with an intimation that I should drink it.


  The liquid had a faintly sweet odour, not unlike the aroma of certain
  sorts of apples. I hesitated a moment before applying it to my lips, but an
  impatient gesture from my companion overcame my scruples, and I tossed it
  off. The taste was not unpleasant; and, as it gave rise to no immediate
  effects, I leaned back in my chair and composed myself for what was to come.
  Mr. Abrahams seated himself beside me, and I felt that he was watching my
  face from time to time, while repeating some more of the invocations in which
  he had indulged before.


  A sense of delicious warmth and languor began gradually to steal over me,
  partly, perhaps, from the heat of the fire, and partly from some unexplained
  cause. An uncontrollable impulse to sleep weighed down my eyelids, while at
  the same time my brain worked actively, and a hundred beautiful and pleasing
  ideas flitted through it. So utterly lethargic did I feel that, though I was
  aware that my companion put his hand over the region of my heart, as if to
  feel how it were beating, I did not attempt to prevent him, nor did I even
  ask him for the reason of his action. Everything in the room appeared to be
  reeling slowly round in a drowsy dance, of which I was the centre. The great
  elk’s head at the far end wagged solemnly backward and forward, while the
  massive salvers on the tables performed cotillons with the claret-cooler and
  the epergne. My head fell upon my breast from sheer heaviness, and I should
  have become unconscious had I not been recalled to myself by the opening of
  the door at the other end of the hall.


  This door led on to the raised dais, which, as I have mentioned, the heads
  of the house used to reserve for their own use. As it swung slowly back upon
  its hinges, I sat up in my chair, clutching at the arms, and staring with a
  horrified glare at the dark passage outside. Something was coming down it
  —something unformed and intangible, but still a something. Dim and
  shadowy, I saw it flit across the threshold, while a blast of ice-cold air
  swept down the room, which seemed to blow through me, chilling my very heart.
  I was aware of the mysterious presence, and then I heard it speak in a voice
  like the sighing of an east wind among pine-trees on the banks of a desolate
  sea.


  It said: “I am the invisible nonentity. I have affinities and am subtle. I
  am electric, magnetic, and spiritualistic. I am the great ethereal sigh-
  heaver. I kill dogs. Mortal, wilt thou choose me?”


  I was about to speak, but the words seemed to be choked in my throat; and,
  before I could get them out, the shadow flitted across the hall and vanished
  in the darkness at the other side, while a long-drawn melancholy sigh
  quivered through the apartment.


  I turned my eyes toward the door once more, and beheld, to my
  astonishment, a very small old woman, who hobbled along the corridor and into
  the hall. She passed backward and forward several times, and then, crouching
  down at the very edge of the circle upon the floor, she disclosed a face the
  horrible malignity of which shall never be banished from my recollection.
  Every foul passion appeared to have left its mark upon that hideous
  countenance.


  “Ha! ha!” she screamed, holding out her wizened hands like the talons of
  an unclean bird. “You see what I am. I am the fiendish old woman. I wear
  snuff-coloured silks. My curse descends on people. Sir Walter was partial to
  me. Shall I be thine, mortal?”


  I endeavoured to shake my head in horror; on which she aimed a blow at me
  with her crutch, and vanished with an eldritch scream.


  By this time my eyes turned naturally toward the open door, and I was
  hardly surprised to see a man walk in of tall and noble stature. His face was
  deadly pale, but was surmounted by a fringe of dark hair which fell in
  ringlets down his back. A short pointed beard covered his chin. He was
  dressed in loose-fitting clothes, made apparently of yellow satin, and a
  large white ruff surrounded his neck. He paced across the room with slow and
  majestic strides. Then turning, he addressed me in a sweet, exquisitely
  modulated voice.


  “I am the cavalier,” he remarked. “I pierce and am pierced. Here is my
  rapier. I clink steel. This is a blood stain over my heart. I can emit hollow
  groans. I am patronised by many old Conservative families. I am the original
  manor-house apparition. I work alone, or in company with shrieking
  damsels.”


  He bent his head courteously, as though awaiting my reply, but the same
  choking sensation prevented me from speaking; and, with a deep bow, he
  disappeared.


  He had hardly gone before a feeling of intense horror stole over me, and I
  was aware of the presence of a ghastly creature in the room, of dim outlines
  and uncertain proportions. One moment it seemed to pervade the entire
  apartment, while at another it would become invisible, but always leaving
  behind it a distinct consciousness of its presence. Its voice, when it spoke,
  was quavering and gusty. It said: “I am the leaver of footsteps and the
  spiller of gouts of blood. I tramp upon corridors. Charles Dickens has
  alluded to me. I make strange and disagreeable noises. I snatch letters and
  place invisible hands on people’s wrists. I am cheerful. I burst into peals
  of hideous laughter. Shall I do one now?” I raised my hand in a deprecating
  way, but too late to prevent one discordant outbreak which echoed through the
  room. Before I could lower it the apparition was gone.


  I turned my head toward the door in time to see a man come hastily and
  stealthily into the chamber. He was a sunburnt powerfully built fellow, with
  ear-rings in his ears and a Barcelona handkerchief tied loosely round his
  neck. His head was bent upon his chest, and his whole aspect was that of one
  afflicted by intolerable remorse. He paced rapidly backward and forward like
  a caged tiger, and I observed that a drawn knife glittered in one of his
  hands, while he grasped what appeared to be a piece of parchment in the
  other. His voice, when he spoke, was deep and sonorous. He said, “I am a
  murderer. I am a ruffian. I crouch when I walk. I step noiselessly. I know
  something of the Spanish Main. I can do the lost treasure business. I have
  charts. Am able-bodied and a good walker. Capable of haunting a large park.”
  He looked toward me beseechingly, but before I could make a sign I was
  paralysed by the horrible sight which appeared at the door.


  It was a very tall man, if, indeed, it might be called a man, for the
  gaunt bones were protruding through the corroding flesh, and the features
  were of a leaden hue. A winding-sheet was wrapped round the figure, and
  formed a hood over the head, from under the shadow of which two fiendish
  eyes, deep set in their grisly sockets, blazed and sparkled like red-hot
  coals. The lower jaw had fallen upon the breast, disclosing a withered,
  shrivelled tongue and two lines of black and jagged fangs. I shuddered and
  drew back as this fearful apparition advanced to the edge of the circle.


  “I am the American blood-curdler,” it said, in a voice which seemed to
  come in a hollow murmur from the earth beneath it. “None other is genuine. I
  am the embodiment of Edgar Allan Poe. I am circumstantial and horrible. I am
  a low-caste spirit-subduing spectre. Observe my blood and my bones. I am
  grisly and nauseous. No depending on artificial aid. Work with grave-clothes,
  a coffin-lid, and a galvanic battery. Turn hair white in a night.” The
  creature stretched out its fleshless arms to me as if in entreaty, but I
  shook my head; and it vanished, leaving a low, sickening, repulsive odour
  behind it. I sank back in my chair, so overcome by terror and disgust that I
  would have very willingly resigned myself to dispensing with a ghost
  altogether, could I have been sure that this was the last of the hideous
  procession.


  A faint sound of trailing garments warned me that it was not so. I looked
  up, and beheld a white figure emerging from the corridor into the light. As
  it stepped across the threshold I saw that it was that of a young and
  beautiful woman dressed in the fashion of a bygone day. Her hands were
  clasped in front of her, and her pale proud face bore traces of passion and
  of suffering. She crossed the hall with a gentle sound, like the rustling of
  autumn leaves, and then, turning her lovely and unutterably sad eyes upon me,
  she said. “I am the plaintive and sentimental, the beautiful and ill-used. I
  have been forsaken and betrayed. I shriek in the night-time and glide down
  passages. My antecedents are highly respectable and generally aristocratic.
  My tastes are aesthetic. Old oak furniture like this would do, with a few
  more coats of mail and plenty of tapestry. Will you not take me?”


  Her voice died away in a beautiful cadence as she concluded, and she held
  out her hands as if in supplication. I am always sensitive to female
  influences. Besides, what would Jorrocks’s ghost be to this? Could anything
  be in better taste? Would I not be exposing myself to the chance of injuring
  my nervous system by interviews with such creatures as my last visitor,
  unless I decided at once? She gave me a seraphic smile, as if she knew what
  was passing in my mind. That smile settled the matter. “She will do!” I
  cried; “I choose this one;” and as, in my enthusiasm, I took a step toward
  her I passed over the magic circle which had girdled me round.


  “Argentine, we have been robbed!”


  I had an indistinct consciousness of these words being spoken, or rather
  screamed, in my ear a great number of times without my being able to grasp
  their meaning. A violent throbbing in my head seemed to adapt itself to their
  rhythm, and I closed my eyes to the lullaby of “Robbed, robbed, robbed.” A
  vigorous shake caused me to open them again, however, and the sight of Mrs.
  D’Odd in the scantiest of costumes and most furious of tempers was
  sufficiently impressive to recall all my scattered thoughts, and make me
  realise that I was lying on my back on the floor, with my head among the
  ashes which had fallen from last night’s fire, and a small glass phial in my
  hand.


  I staggered to my feet, but felt so weak and giddy that I was compelled to
  fall back into a chair. As my brain became clearer, stimulated by the
  exclamations of Matilda, I began gradually to recollect the events of the
  night. There was the door through which my supernatural visitors had filed.
  There was the circle of chalk with the hieroglyphics round the edge. There
  was the cigar-box and brandy-bottle which had been honoured by the attentions
  of Mr. Abrahams. But the seer himself—where was he? and what was this
  open window with a rope running out of it? And where, 0 where, was the pride
  of Goresthorpe Grange, the glorious plate which was to have been the
  delectation of generations of D’Odds? And why was Mrs. D. standing in the
  grey light of dawn, wringing her hands and repeating her monotonous refrain?
  It was only very gradually that my misty brain took these things in, and
  grasped the connection between them.


  Reader, I have never seen Mr. Abrahams since; I have never seen the plate
  stamped with the resuscitated family crest; hardest of all, I have never
  caught a glimpse of the melancholy spectre with the trailing garments, nor do
  I expect that I ever shall. In fact my night’s experiences have cured me of
  my mania for the supernatural, and quite reconciled me to inhabiting the
  humdrum nineteenth-century edifice on the outskirts of London which Mrs. D.
  has long had in her mind’s eye.


  As to the explanation of all that occurred—that is a matter which is
  open to several surmises. That Mr. Abrahams, the ghost-hunter, was identical
  with Jemmy Wilson, alias the Nottingham crackster, is considered more than
  probable at Scotland Yard, and certainly the description of that remarkable
  burglar tallied very well with the appearance of my visitor. The small bag
  which I have described was picked up in a neighbouring field next day, and
  found to contain a choice assortment of jemmies and centre-bits. Footmarks
  deeply imprinted in the mud on either side of the moat showed that an
  accomplice from below had received the sack of precious metals which had been
  let down through the open window. No doubt the pair of scoundrels, while
  looking round for a job, had overheard Jack Brocket’s indiscreet inquiries,
  and promptly availed themselves of the tempting opening.


  And now as to my less substantial visitors, and the curious grotesque
  vision which I had enjoyed—am Ito lay it down to any real power over
  occult matters possessed by my Nottingham friend? For a long time I was
  doubtful upon the point, and eventually endeavoured to solve it by consulting
  a well-known analyst and medical man, sending him the few drops of the
  so-called essence of Lucoptolycus which remained in my phial. I append the
  letter which I received from him, only too happy to have the opportunity of
  winding up my little narrative by the weighty words of a man of learning:


  “ARUNDEL STREET


  “Dear Sir: Your very singular case has interested me
  extremely. The bottle which you sent contained a strong solution of chloral,
  and the quantity which you describe yourself as having swallowed must have
  amounted to at least eighty grains of the pure hydrate. This would of course
  have reduced you to a partial state of insensibility, gradually going on to
  complete coma. In this semi-unconscious state of chloralism it is not unusual
  for circumstantial and bizarre visions to present themselves—more
  especially to individuals unaccustomed to the use of the drug. You tell me in
  your note that your mind was saturated with ghostly literature, and that you
  had long taken a morbid interest in classifying and recalling the various
  forms in which apparitions have been said to appear. You must also remember
  that you were expecting to see something of that very nature, and that your
  nervous system was worked up to an unnatural state of tension. Under the
  circumstances, I think that, far from the sequel being an astonishing one, it
  would have been very surprising indeed to any one versed in narcotics had you
  not experienced some such effects.—I remain, dear sir, sincerely
  yours,


  “T. E. STUBE, M.D.


  “Argentine D’Odd, Esq. The Elms, Brixton.”
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  It has often seemed to me to be a very strange and curious thing that
  danger and trouble should follow those who are most anxious to lead a quiet
  and uneventful life. I myself have been such a one, and I find on looking
  back that it was in those very periods of my existence which might have been
  most confidently reckoned on as peaceful that some unexpected adventure has
  befallen me, like the thunder-bolt from an unclouded sky which shook the
  nerves of old Horace. Possibly my experience differs from that of other men,
  and I may have been especially unfortunate. If so, there is the more reason
  why I should mourn over my exceptional lot, and record it for the benefit of
  those more happily circumstanced.


  Just compare my life with that of Leopold Walderich, and you will see what
  I complain of. We both come from Mulhausen, in Baden, and that is why I
  single him out as an example, though many others would do as well. He was a
  man who professed to be fond of adventure. Now listen to what occurred. We
  went to Heidelberg University together. I was quiet, studious, and
  unassuming; he was impetuous, reckless, and idle. For three years he reveled
  in every sort of riot, while I frequented the laboratories, and rarely
  deserted my books save for a hurried walk into the country when a pain in my
  head and ringing in my ears warned me that I was trifling with my
  constitution.


  Yet during that period his life was comparatively uneventful, while my
  whole existence was a series of hairbreadth perils and escapes. I damaged my
  eyesight and nearly choked myself by the evolution of a poisonous gas. I
  swallowed a trichina in my ham, and was prostrated for weeks. I was hurled
  out of a second floor window by an English lunatic because I ventured to
  quote the solemn and serious passage in Schoppheim’s Weltgeschichte which
  proves Waterloo to have been a purely Prussian victory, and throws grave
  doubts on the presence of any British force nearer than Brussels! Twice I was
  nearly drowned, and once I should have been precipitated from the parapet of
  the schloss but for the assistance of this same Englishman. These are a few
  of the incidents which occurred to me while endeavouring to read in seclusion
  for my degree.


  Even in smaller matters this luck of mine held good. I can well remember,
  for example, that on one occasion the wilder spirits of the Badischer Corps
  ventured upon an unusually hare-brained escapade. There was a farmer about a
  couple of miles from the town whose name was Nicholas Bodeck. This man had
  made himself obnoxious to the students, and they determined to play a prank
  upon him in return. An enormous number of little caps were accordingly made
  with the colours of the corps upon them, and the conspirators invaded his
  premises in the middle of the night and gummed them upon the heads of all the
  fowls.


  They certainly had a very comical effect, as I had an opportunity of
  judging, for I happened to pass that way in the morning. I supposed that
  Walderich and his friends carried out their little joke for excitement,
  knowing the farmer to be a resolute man. They got no excitement from it,
  however; it was I who got that. Activity was never my strong point, but
  certainly I ran those two miles that morning with incredible speed—and
  so did the five men with pitch-forks who ran behind me!


  These things may seem trivial, but, as you say in England, a straw shows
  which way the wind blows, and these were only indications of what was to
  come.


  I took my degree in medicine, and found myself Herr Doctor Otto von Spee.
  I then graduated in science, receiving much applause for my thesis, “On the
  Explosive Compounds of the Tri-methyl Series”. I was quoted as an authority
  in works of science, and my professors prophesied that a great career lay
  before me. My studies, however, were suddenly put an end to by the outbreak
  of the great war with France.


  Waldenich volunteered into one of the crack regiments, fought in nearly
  every engagement, covered himself with glory, and came back unhurt to be
  decorated with the cross for valour. I was stationed in an ambulance which
  never even crossed the frontier, yet I succeeded in breaking my arm by
  tumbling over a stretcher, and in contracting erysipelas from one of the few
  wounds which came under my care. I got no medal or cross, and went back
  quietly to Berlin after it was all over, and there I settled as privat docent
  of chemistry and physics.


  You will naturally ask what all this has to do with my Christmas story.
  You shall see in time that it is necessary I should tell you this, in order
  that you may appreciate that crowning event in my long list of misfortunes.
  You must remember also that I am a German and therefore somewhat long-winded
  perhaps, as my nation has the reputation of being. I have often admired the
  dashing, rattling manner of English story-tellers, but I fear if I were to
  attempt to imitate this it would be as if one of our own ponderous old
  Mulhausen storks were to adopt the pretty graceful airs of your Christmas
  robins. You shall hear in time all that I have to say about my Christmas
  Eve.


  After I had settled in Berlin I endeavoured to combine the private
  practice of medicine with my labours as a privat docent, which corresponds to
  what you call a “coach” in England. For some years I pursued this plan, but I
  found that my practice, being largely among the lower classes, favoured my
  unfortunate propensity for getting into trouble, and I determined to abandon
  it.


  I took a secluded house, therefore, in a quiet quarter of the city, and
  there I gave myself up to scientific research, pursuing principally the same
  train of investigation which had originally attracted me—namely, the
  chemistry of explosive compounds.


  My expenses were small, and all the money which I could spare was laid out
  on scientific instruments and mechanical contrivances of different sorts.
  Soon I had a snug little laboratory which, if not as pretentious as that at
  Heidelberg, was quite as well fitted to supply my wants. It is true that the
  neighbours grumbled, and that Gretchen, my housekeeper, had to be quieted
  with a five-mark piece, after having been blown up three separate times, and
  blown down once while engaged in fixing an electric wire upon the summit of
  an outhouse. These little matters, however, were easily settled, and I found
  my life rapidly assuming a peaceful complexion, of which I had long
  despaired.


  I was happy—and what is more I was becoming famous. My “Remarks on
  Cacodyl” in the “Monthly Archives of Science” created no small sensation, and
  Herr Raubenthal of Bonn characterised them as, “meisterlich,” though
  dissenting from many of my deductions. I was enabled, however, in a later
  contribution to the same journal to recount certain experiments which were
  sufficient to convince that eminent savant that my view of the matter was the
  correct one.


  After this victory I was universally recognised as an authority in my own
  special branch, and as one of the foremost living workers at explosives. The
  Government appointed me to the torpedo commission at Kiel, and many other
  honours were bestowed upon me. One of the consequences of this sudden
  accession of celebrity was that I found myself in great request as a
  lecturer, both at scientific gatherings and at those meetings for the
  education of the people which have become so common in the metropolis. By
  these means my name got into the daily papers as one learned in such matters,
  and to this it is that I ascribe the events which I am about to narrate.


  It was a raw windy Christmas Eve. The sleet pattered against the window
  panes, and the blast howled among the skeleton branches of the gaunt poplar-
  trees in my garden. There were few people in the street, and those few had
  their coats buttoned up, and their chins upon their breasts, and hurried
  rapidly homewards, staggering along against the force of the storm. Even the
  big policeman outside had ceased to clank up and down, and was crouching in a
  doorway for protection.


  Many a lonely man might have felt uncomfortable upon such a night, but I
  was too interested in my work to have time for any sympathy with the state of
  the weather. A submarine mine was engaging my attention, and in a leaden tank
  in front of me I had stuck a small pellet of my new explosive. The problem
  was how far its destructive capacities would be modified by the action of the
  water. The matter was too important to allow me to feel despondent. Besides,
  one of Gretchen’s lovers was in the kitchen, and his gruff expressions of
  satisfaction, whether with her charms or my beer, or both, were sufficiently
  audible to banish any suspicion of loneliness.


  I was raising my battery on to the table, and was connecting the wires
  carefully so as to explode the charge, when I heard a short, quick step
  outside the window, and immediately afterwards a loud knock at the outer
  door.


  Now I very seldom had a call from any of my limited number of
  acquaintances, and certainly never upon such a night as this. I was
  astonished for a moment; then concluding that it was a visitor of Gretchen’s,
  I continued to work at my apparatus.


  To my very great surprise, after Gretchen had opened the door there was
  some muttering in the hall, and then a quiet tap at the entrance of my
  sanctum, followed by the appearance of a tall lady whom I could vow that I
  had never seen in my life before.


  Her face was covered by a thick dark veil, and her dress was of the same
  sombre colour, so that I concluded her to be a widow. She walked in with a
  decisive energetic step, and after glancing round, seated herself quietly
  upon the sofa between the voltaic pile and my stand of reagents—all
  this without saying a word, or apparently taking the slightest notice of my
  presence.


  “Good evening, madam,” I remarked, when I had somehow recovered my
  composure.


  “Would you do me a favour, doctor?” she replied, brusquely, in a harsh
  voice, which harmonised with her gaunt angular figure.


  “Surely, madam,” I answered, in my most elegant manner. I remember a girl
  at Heidelberg used to say that I had a very fascinating way sometimes. Of
  course it was only a joke, but still something must have put it into her head
  or she would never have said it. “What can I do for you?” I asked.


  “You can send away that servant of yours, who is listening at the
  door.”


  At this moment, before I could move hand or foot, there were a succession
  of tremendous bumps, followed by a terrible crash and a prolonged scream. It
  was evident that my unhappy domestic had fallen downstairs in her attempt to
  avoid detection. I was about to rise, but the stranger arrested me.


  “Never mind now,” she said. “We can proceed to business.”


  I bowed my head to show that I was all attention.


  The fact is, doctor,” she continued, “that I wish you to come back with me
  and give me your opinion upon a case.”


  “My dear madam,” I answered, “I have long retired from the practice of my
  profession. If you go down the street, however, you will see the surgery of
  Doctor Benger, who is a most competent man, and who will be happy to
  accompany you.”


  “No, no,” cried my companion, in great distress. “You or no one! You or no
  one! My poor dear husband cried out as I left him that Otto von Spee was the
  only man who could bring him back from the tomb. They will all be broken-
  hearted if I return without you. Besides, the professors at the hospital said
  that you were the only one in Europe who would be capable of dealing with
  it.”


  Now, devoted as I was to scientific research, I had always had a
  conviction in my mind that I had the makings in me of a first-class practical
  physician. It was inexpressibly consoling to hear that the heads of the
  profession had endorsed this opinion by referring a curious case to my
  judgment. The more I thought of it, however, the more extraordinary did it
  seem. “Are you sure?” I asked.


  “Oh yes, quite sure.”


  “But I am a specialist—a student of explosives. I have had very
  little experience in practice. What is the matter with your husband?”


  “He has a tumour.”


  “A tumour? I know nothing of tumours.”


  “Oh come, dear Doctor von Spee; come and look at it!” implored the female,
  producing a handkerchief from her pocket and beginning to sob
  convulsively.


  It was too much. I had lived a secluded life, and had never before seen a
  female in distress.


  “Madam,” I said, “I shall be happy to accompany you.”


  I regretted that promise the moment it was uttered. There was a wild howl
  of wind in the chimney which reminded me of the inclemency of the night.
  However, my word was pledged, and there was no possibility of escape. I left
  the room with as cheefful an aspect as possible, while Gretchen wrapped a
  shawl round my neck and muffled me up to the best of her ability.


  What could there be about this tumour, I wondered, which had induced the
  learned surgeons to refer it to my judgment—I who was rather an
  artillerist than a physician? Could it be that the growth was of such stony
  hardness that no knife could remove it, and that explosives were necessary
  for extraction? The idea was so comical that I could scarce refrain from
  laughing.


  “Now, madam,” I said re-entering the study, “I am at your disposal.” As I
  spoke I knocked against the electric machine, causing a slight transmission
  of the current along the wires, so that the submarine mine exploded with a
  crash, blowing a little column of water into the air. Accustomed as I was to
  such accidents, I confess that I was considerably startled by the suddenness
  of the occurrence. My companion, however, sat perfectly impassive upon the
  sofa, and then rose without the slightest sign of surprise or emotion, and
  walked out of the room.


  “She has the nerves of a grenadier,” I mentally ejaculated, as I followed
  her into the street.


  “Is it far?” I asked, as we started off through the storm.


  “Not very far,” she answered; “and I took the liberty of bringing a cab
  for you, for fear Herr Doctor might catch cold. Ah, here it comes.”


  As she spoke, a closed carriage dashed along the road, and pulled up
  beside us.


  “Have you got Otto von Spee?” asked a sallow-faced man, letting down the
  window and protruding his head.


  “Yes, here he is.”


  “Then shove him in.”


  For the moment I was inclined to regard the expression as a playful figure
  of speech, but my companion soon dispelled the delusion by seizing me by the
  collar and hurling me, with what seemed superhuman strength, into the
  vehicle. I fell upon the floor, and was dragged on to a seat by the man,
  while the other sprang in, slammed the door, and the horses dashed off at a
  furious gallop.


  I lay back in a state of bewilderment, hardly able to realise what had
  occurred. It was pitch dark inside the carriage, but I could hear my two
  companions conversing in low whispers. Once I attempted to expostulate and
  demand an explanation of their conduct, but a threatening growl, and a rough
  hand placed over my mouth, warned me to be silent. I was neither a wealthy
  man nor particularly well connected, nor was I a politician. What then, could
  be the object of these people in kidnapping me in such an elaborate fashion?
  The more I pondered over it, the more mysterious did it seem.


  Once we halted for a moment, and a third man got into the carriage, who
  also inquired anxiously whether Otto von Spee had been secured, and expressed
  his satisfaction on being answered in the affirmative. After this stoppage we
  rattled along even more quickly than before, the vehicle rocking from side to
  side with the velocity, and the clatter of the horses hoofs sounding above
  the howling of the gale. It seemed to me that we must have passed through
  every street in Berlin before, with a sudden jar, the coachman pulled up, and
  my captors intimated that I was to descend.


  I had hardly time to look about me and realise the fact that I was in a
  narrow street in some low quarter of the city. A door opened in front of us,
  and the two men led me through it, while the herculean female followed us,
  effectually cutting off any hopes of escape.


  We were in a long passage or corridor, feebly illuminated by a couple of
  flickering lamps, whose yellow glare seemed to intensity the darkness around
  them. After walking about twenty metres or more we came to a massive door,
  blocking our passage. One of my guardians struck it a blow with a stick which
  he carried in his hand, when it reverberated with a metallic clang, and swung
  open, closing with a snap behind us.


  At this point I ventured to stop and expostulate with my companions once
  again. My only answer, however, was a shove from the individual behind me,
  which shot me through a half-opened door into a comfortable little chamber
  beyond. My captors followed in a more leisurely manner, and after turning the
  lock, they proceeded to seat themselves, motioning to me that I should do the
  same.


  The room in which I found myself was small, but elegantly furnished. A
  fire was sparkling in the grate, and the bright colours of the handsome suite
  of furniture and variegated carpet helped to give it a cheering aspect. The
  pictures on the walls, however, went far towards neutralising this effect.
  They were very numerous, but every one of them treated of some unpleasant or
  murderous passage of history. Many of them were so distant that I was unable
  to decipher the inscriptions. To a scholar like myself, however, the majority
  were able to tell their own story. There was the lunatic Schtaps in the
  garden, making his attempt upon the life of the First Napoleon. Above it was
  a sketch of Orsini with his cowardly bomb, waiting silently among the
  loungers at the opera. A statuette of Ravaillac was placed upon a pedestal in
  the corner, while a large oil-painting of the strangling of the unhappy
  Emperor Paul in his bedchamber occupied the whole of one wall of the
  apartment.


  These things did not tend to raise my spirits, and the appearance of my
  three companions was still less calculated to do so. I had several times
  doubted the sex of the individual who had seduced me from my comfortable
  home, but the veil had now been removed and revealed a dark moustache and
  sunburnt countenance, with a pair of searching, sinister eyes, which seemed
  to look into my very soul. Of the others, one was gaunt and cadaverous, the
  other insignificant-looking, with a straggling beard and unhealthy
  complexion.


  “We are very sorry, Doctor von Spee, to be reduced to this necessity,”
  said the last-mentioned individual, “but unhappily we had no other method of
  securing the pleasure of your society.”


  I bowed—a little sulkily, I am afraid.


  “I must apologise for any little liberties I have taken, above all for
  having deprived you of the satisfaction of beholding my husbands remarkable
  tumour,” said my original acquaintance.


  I thought of the manner in which he had bundled me about like an empty
  portmanteau, and my bow was even more sulky than before.


  “I trust, gentlemen,” I remarked, “that since your practical joke has been
  so admirably carried out, you will now permit me to return to the studies
  which you have interrupted.”


  “Not so fast, Herr Doctor—not so fast,” said the tall man, rising to
  his feet. “We have a little duty which you shall pefform before you leave us.
  It is nothing more nor less than to give a few inquirers into the truth a
  lesson upon your own special subject. Might I beg you to step in this
  direction?”


  He walked over to a side door, painted of the same colour as the paper on
  the wall, and held it persuasively open. Resistance was useless, as the other
  confederates had also risen, and were standing on either side of me. I
  yielded to circumstances, and walked out as directed.


  We passed down a second passage, rather shorter than the first, and much
  more brilliantly illuminated. At the end of it a heavy velvet curtain was
  hung, which covered a green baize folding-door. This was swung open, and I
  found myself, to my astonishment, in a large room in which a considerable
  number of people were assembled. They were arranged in long rows, and sat so
  as to face a raised platform at one end of the apartment, on which was a
  single chair, with a small round table, littered with a number of
  objects.


  My companions ushered me in, and our entrance was greeted with
  considerable applause. It was clear that we had been awaited, for there was a
  general movement of expectation throughout the assembly. Glancing round, I
  could see that the majority of the company were dressed as artisans or
  labourers. There were some, however, who were respectably and even
  fashionably attired, and a few whose blue coats and gilt shoulder-bands
  proclaimed them to be officers in the army. Their nationalities seemed almost
  as varied as their occupations. I could distinguish the dolichocephalic head
  of the Teuton, the round, curl-covered cranium of the Celt, and the
  prognathous jaw and savage features of the Slav. I could almost have imagined
  myself looking into one of the cabinets of casts in my friend Landerstein’s
  anthropological museum.


  However, I had not much time for wonder or reflection. One of my guardians
  led me across the room, and I found myself standing at the table, which I
  have already mentioned as being situated upon a raised dais. My appearance in
  this situation was the signal for a fresh outburst of applause, which, with
  clapping of hands and drumming of sticks upon the floor, lasted for some
  considerable time.


  When it had subsided, the gaunt man who had come with me in the carriage
  walked up to the dais and addressed a few words to the audience. “Gentlemen,”
  he said, “you will perceive that the committee have succeeded in keeping
  their promise and of bringing the celebrated—(“beruhmte” was the word
  he used)—Doctor Otto von Spee to address you.” Here there was renewed
  applause.


  “Doctor,” he continued, turning to me, “I think a few words of public
  explanation will not be amiss in this matter. You are well known as an
  authority upon explosives. Now all these gentlemen and myself have an
  interest in this subject, and would gladly listen to your views upon it. We
  are particularly anxious that you should give us clear and precise directions
  as to the method of preparing dynamite, guncotton, and other such substances,
  as we sometimes have a little difficulty in obtaining such things for our
  experiments. You shall also tell us about the effect of temperature, water,
  and other agents upon these substances, the best method of storing them, and
  the way of using them to the greatest advantage. For our part, we shall
  listen attentively and treat you well, always provided that you make no
  attempt to summon aid or to escape. Should you be so ill-advised as to do
  either”—here he slapped his pocket—“you shall become as
  intimately acquainted with projectiles as you now are with explosives.” I
  cannot say that this struck me as a good joke, but it seemed to meet
  considerable favour among the audience.


  “I wish to add a few words to the remarks of our learned president,” said
  a small man, rising up from among the first line of the company. “I have
  placed upon the table such materials as I could lay my hands upon in order
  that the learned doctor may be able to illustrate his discourse by any
  experiments which he may think appropriate. I may warn him, in conclusion, to
  speak somewhat slowly and distinctly, as some of his hearers are but
  imperfectly acquainted with the German language.”


  Here was my old luck again with a vengeance! At a time when Walderich and
  every gay dog in Berlin were snoring peacefully in their beds, I—I,
  Doctor Otto von Spee, the modest man of science—was lecturing to a
  murderous secret organisation—for my audience could be nothing
  else—and teaching them to forge the weapons with which they were to
  attack society and everything which should be treasured and revered. And on
  such a night as this too! Should I, then, put it in their power to convert a
  house into an arsenal, to destroy the stability of the Fatherland, and even
  perhaps attempt the life of my beloved kaiser? Never! I swore
  it—never!


  Most small men who wear spectacles are obstinate. I am a small man with
  spectacles, and I was no exception to the rule. I clenched my teeth, and felt
  that ruat ccelum, never a word should pass my lips that might be of any help
  to them. I should not refuse to lecture, but I was determined to avoid those
  very points upon which they desired to be instructed.


  I was not allowed much time for meditation. An ominous murmur among the
  audience, and a shuffling of feet upon the floor, betokened their impatience.
  I must say, however, that many of them seemed actuated with rather kindly
  feelings towards me, more particularly one stoutish individual of a
  well-marked Celtic type, who, not content with smiling all over his florid
  countenance, waved his arms occasionally in motions intended to indicate
  sympathy and inspire confidence.


  I stepped up to the table, which was covered all over with such objects as
  were thought to have a bearing upon my subject. Some of them were rather
  curious—a lump of salt, an iron teapot, part of the broken axle of a
  wheel, and a large pair of kitchen bellows. Others were more appropriate.
  There was a piece of guncotton which could not have weighed less than a
  couple of pounds, coarse cotton, starch, various acids, a Bunsen burner,
  tubes of fulminate of mercury, some dynamite powder, and a large pitcher of
  water. There was also a carafe and tumbler for my own use, should I feel so
  disposed.


  “Meine herren,” I began, with perhaps a slight quaver in my voice, “we
  have met here tonight for the purpose of studying dynamite and other
  explosives.” It flowed naturally from my lips, as it was the stereotyped
  formula with which my discourses at the Educationische Instirut were usually
  commenced. My audience seemed, however, to be much amused, and the florid
  Celt was convulsed with admiration and merriment. Even the forbidding-looking
  man who had been referred to as the president condescended to smile his
  approval and remark that I adapted myself readily to my circumstances.


  “These substances,” I continued, “are powerful agents either for good or
  for evil. For good when used for the quarrying of rocks, the removal of
  impediments to navigation, or the destruction of houses during a
  conflagration. For evil—”


  “I think you had better pass on to something more practical,” said the
  president, grimly.


  “On dipping starch into certain liquids,” I resumed, “it is found to
  assume an explosive property. The attention of a learned countryman of ours,
  the chemist Schonbein, was directed to the fact, and he found that by
  treating cotton in a similar manner the effect was enormously increased.
  Schonbein was a man respected among his contemporaries, devoted to his
  country, and loyal—”


  “Pass on!” said the president.


  “After being treated in this fashion,” I continued, “the cotton is found
  to gain eighty per cent. in weight. This substance is more susceptible to an
  increase of temperature than gunpowder, igniting at 300ş Fahrenheit, while
  the latter requires a heat of 560ş for its explosion. Guncotton can also be
  exploded by a blow, which is not the case with a mixture of carbon, sulphur,
  and saltpetre.”


  Here there were some angry murmurs among the company, and the president
  interrupted me for the third time.


  “These gentlemen complain,” he said, “that you have left no definite
  impression upon their minds as to how the substance is manufactured. Perhaps
  you will kindly dwell more fully upon the point.”


  “I have no further remarks to make,” I said.


  There was another threatening murmur, and the president took something out
  of the pocket of his coat, and toyed with it negligently. “I think you had
  better reconsider your decision,” he remarked.


  Most little men with spectacles are timid. Again I was no exception to the
  rule. I am ashamed to say that the peril of my Fatherland and even of my
  kaiser suddenly vanished from my recollection. I only realised that I, Otto
  von Spee, was standing upon the brink of eternity. After all, I argued, they
  could find out for themselves in any book upon chemistry. Why should my
  valuable life be sacrificed for such a trifle? I resumed my lecture with
  somewhat undignified haste.


  “Guncotton is manufactured by steeping cotton waste in nitric acid. The
  explosion is caused by the oxygen of the acid combining with the carbon of
  the wool. It should be well cleaned with water after manufacture, otherwise
  the superfluous nitric acid acts directly upon the wool, charring it and
  gradually reducing it to a gummy mass. During this process heat is often
  evolved sufficient to explode the cotton, so that it is a dangerous matter to
  neglect the cleaning. After this a little sulphuric acid may be used to get
  rid of the moisture, when the substance is ready for use.”


  There was considerable applause at this point of my discourse, several of
  the audience taking notes of my remarks.


  While I had been speaking I had been making a careful survey of the room
  in the hope of seeing some possibility of escape. The dais upon which I stood
  extended as far as the side wall, in which there was a window. The window was
  half open, and, could I reach it, there appeared to be a deserted looking
  garden outside, which might communicate with the street. No one could
  intercept me before I reached the window, but then there was the deadly
  weapon with which my cadaverous acquaintance was still trifling. He was
  sitting on the other side, and the table would partially protect me should I
  venture upon a dash. Could I screw up my courage to make an attempt? Not yet,
  at any rate.


  “General von Link,” I continued, “the Austrian artillerist, is one of our
  leading authorities upon guncotton. He experimented upon it in field-pieces,
  but—”


  “Never mind that,” said the president.


  “After being manufactured, guncotton may be compressed under water. When
  compressed it is perfectly safe, and cannot be discharged. This sample which
  we have upon the table is not compressed. No amount of heat will have any
  effect upon the wet cotton. In an experiment tried in England a storehouse
  containing guncotton was burned down without there being any explosion. If,
  however, a charge of fulminated mercury, or a small piece of dry cotton, be
  fired in connection with a damp disc, it will be sufficient to discharge it.
  I shall now proceed to demonstrate this to you by an experiment.”


  An idea had come into my mind. Upon the table there was lying a mixture of
  sugar and chlorate of potash, used with sulphuric acid as a fuse for mining
  purposes. A bottle of the acid was also ready to my hand. I knew the white
  dense cloud of smoke which is raised by the imperfect combustion of these
  bodies. Could I make it serve as a screen between the weapon of the president
  and myself?


  For a moment the plan seemed wild and unfeasible; still, it offered some
  chance of escape, and the more I thought it over the more reconciled I became
  to it. Of course, even after getting through the window there was the
  possibility that the garden might prove to be a cul-de-sac, and that my
  pursuers might overtake me. But then, on the other hand, I had no guarantee
  that I might not be murdered at the conclusion of my lecture. From what I
  knew of the habits of such men I considered it to be extremely probable. It
  was better to risk—but no, I would not think of what I was risking.


  “I am now going to show you the effect of fulminate of mercury upon a
  small piece of damp cotton,” I said, shaking out the sugar and chlorate of
  potash upon the edge of the table and pushing the large piece of cotton to
  the other end to be out of danger from the effects of the explosion.


  “You will observe that the fact of the substance having been soaked with
  water does not in any way hinder its action.” Here I poured the sulphuric
  acid over the mixture, dropped the bottle, and fled for the window amid a
  perfect cloud of smoke.


  Most little men with spectacles are not remarkable for activity. Ha! there
  at last I proved myself to be an exception. I seemed hardly to put my foot to
  the ground between leaving the table and shooting out through the window as
  the equestrians fly through hoops in the circus. I was well outside before
  the sharp crack which I was expecting sounded in the chamber behind me, and
  then—


  Ah! what then? How can I ever hope to describe it? There was a low, deep
  rumble, which seemed to shake the ground, swelling and swelling in sound
  until it culminated in a roar which split the very heavens. Flames danced
  before my eyes, burning wood and stones and débris came clattering down
  around me, and as I stared about me in bewilderment I received a crushing
  blow upon the head, and fell.


  How long I may have remained unconscious it is difficult to say. Some
  time, at any rate, for when I came to myself I was stretched upon the bed in
  my own little chamber at home, while the devoted Gretchen bathed my temples
  with vinegar and water. In the doorway were standing a couple of stalwart
  polizei diener, who bobbed their helmeted heads and grinned their
  satisfaction on seeing that I was returning to consciousness.


  It was some while before I could recall anything of what had passed. Then
  gradually came the recollection of my mysterious visitor, of the wild drive
  through the storm, of the impromptu lecture on dynamite, and lastly of some
  strange and unaccountable accident. Strange it still remains, but I think
  that when we reflect that the table was between the bullet and me, and that
  on that table were two pounds of guncotton liable to ignition at a blow, we
  have not very far to go for an explanation. I have fired a pistol at a
  distance into a small piece of the same substance since that occasion with
  very much the same result.


  And where was the house? you will ask, and what was the fate of its
  inmates? Ah! there my lips are sealed. The police of the Fatherland are
  active and cunning, and they have commanded me to say nothing—not even
  to my dearest friend—upon either point. No doubt they have their
  reasons for it, and I must obey. Perhaps they wish other conspirators to
  imagine that more has been found out than is actually the case. I may say,
  however, that it is not conducive to long life or perfect health to be
  present on such an occasion. That, at least, no one can object to.


  I am nearly well again now, thanks to Gretchen and Dr Benger, who lives
  down the road. I can hobble about, and my neighbours are already beginning to
  complain of the noxious vapours which I evolve. I fear I have not quite the
  same enthusiasm, however, upon the subject of explosives as I entertained
  before my midnight lecture on dynamite. The subject seems to have lost many
  of its charms. It may be that in the course of time I may return to my first
  love once again; at present, however, I remain a quiet privat docent of the
  more elementary branches of chemistry. It is that very quietness which weighs
  upon my mind. I fear that I am on the verge of some other unexpected
  adventure. There is one thing, however, upon which I am unalterably
  determined. Should every relative that I have in the world, with the Imperial
  family and half the population of Berlin, be clamouring at my door for
  medical advice, I shall never again protrude my head after nightfall. I am
  content to work away in my own little groove, and have laid aside for ever
  the pretensions to be looked upon as a practical physician which I
  entertained before that eventful Christmas Eve.
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  In the month of December in the year 1873, the British ship Dei Gratia
  steered into Gibraltar, having in tow the derelict brigantine Marie Celeste,
  which had been picked up in latitude 38° 40’, longitude 17° 15’ W. There were
  several circumstances in connection with the condition and appearance of this
  abandoned vessel which excited considerable comment at the time, and aroused
  a curiosity which has never been satisfied. What these circumstances were was
  summed up in an able article which appeared in the Gibraltar Gazette. The
  curious can find it in the issue for January 4, 1874, unless my memory
  deceives me. For the benefit of those, however, who may be unable to refer to
  the paper in question, I shall subjoin a few extracts which touch upon the
  leading features of the case.


  “We have ourselves,” says the anonymous writer in the Gazette, “been over
  the derelict Marie Celeste, and have closel questioned the officers of the
  Dei Gratia on every point which might throw light on the affair. They are of
  opinion that she had been abandoned several days, or perhaps weeks, before
  being picked up. The official log, which was found in the cabin, states that
  the vessel sailed from Boston to Lisbon, starting upon October 16. It is,
  however, most imperfectly kept, and affords little information. There is no
  reference to rough weather, and, indeed, the state of the vessel’s paint and
  rigging excludes the idea that she was abandoned for any such reason. She is
  perfectly watertight. No signs of a struggle or of violence are to be
  detected, and there is absolutely nothing to account for the disappearance of
  the crew. There are several indications that a lady was present on board, a
  sewing-machine being found in the cabin and some articles of female attire.
  These probably belonged to the captain’s wife, who is mentioned in the log as
  having accompanied her husband. As an instance of the mildness of the
  weather, it may be remarked that a bobbin of silk was found standing upon the
  sewing-machine, though the least roll of the vessel would have precipitated
  it to the floor. The boats were intact and slung upon the davits; and the
  cargo, consisting of tallow and American clocks, was untouched. An
  old-fashioned sword of curious workmanship was discovered among some lumber
  in the forecastle, and this weapon is said to exhibit a longitudinal
  striation on the steel, as if it had been recently wiped. It has been placed
  in the hands of the police, and submitted to Dr. Monaghan, the analyst, for
  inspection. The result of his examination has not yet been published. We may
  remark, in conclusion, that Captain Dalton, of the Dei Gratia, an able and
  intelligent seaman, is of opinion that the Marie Celeste may have been
  abandoned a considerable distance from the spot at which she was picked up,
  since a powerful current runs up in that latitude from the African coast. He
  confesses his inability, however, to advance any hypothesis which can
  reconcile all the facts of the case. In the utter absence of a clue or grain
  of evidence, it is to be feared that the fate of the crew of the Marie
  Celeste will be added to those numerous mysteries of the deep which will
  never be solved until the great day when the sea shall give up its dead. If
  crime has been committed, as is much to be suspected, there is little hope of
  bringing the perpetrators to justice. “


  I shall supplement this extract from the Gibraltar Gazette by quoting a
  telegram from Boston, which went the round of the English papers, and
  represented the total amount of information which had been collected about
  the Marie Celeste. “She was,” it said, “a brigantine of 170 tons burden, and
  belonged to White, Russell & White, wine importers, of this city. Captain
  J. W. Tibbs was an old servant of the firm, and was a man of known ability
  and tried probity. He was accompanied by his wife, aged thirty-one, and their
  youngest child, five years old. The crew consisted of seven hands, including
  two coloured seamen, and a boy. There were three passengers, one of whom was
  the well-known Brooklyn specialist on consumption, Dr. Habakuk Jephson, who
  was a distinguished advocate for Abolition in the early days of the movement,
  and whose pamphlet, entitled “Where is thy Brother?“exercised a strong
  influence on public opinion before the war. The other passengers were Mr. J.
  Harton, a writer in the employ of the firm, and Mr. Septimius Goring, a half-
  caste gentleman, from New Orleans. All investigations have failed to throw
  any light upon the fate of these fourteen human beings. The loss of Dr.
  Jephson will be felt both in political and scientific circles. “


  I have here epitomised, for the benefit of the public, all that has been
  hitherto known concerning the Marie Celeste and her crew, for the past ten
  years have not in any way helped to elucidate the mystery. I have now taken
  up my pen with the intention of telling all that I know of the ill-fated
  voyage. I consider that it is a duty which I owe to society, for symptoms
  which I am familiar with in others lead me to believe that before many months
  my tongue and hand may be alike incapable of conveying information. Let me
  remark, as a preface to my narrative, that I am Joseph Habakuk Jephson,
  Doctor of Medicine of the University of Harvard, and ex-Consulting Physician
  of the Samaritan Hospital of Brooklyn.


  Many will doubtless wonder why I have not proclaimed myself before, and
  why I have suffered so many conjectures and surmises to pass unchallenged.
  Could the ends of justice have been served in any way by my revealing the
  facts in my possession I should unhesitatingly have done so. It seemed to me,
  however, that there was no possibility of such a result; and when I
  attempted, after the occurrence, to state my case to an English official, I
  was met with such offensive incredulity that I determined never again to
  expose myself to the chance of such an indignity. I can excuse the
  discourtesy of the Liverpool magistrate, however, when I reflect upon the
  treatment which I received at the hands of my own relatives, who, though they
  knew my unimpeachable character, listened to my statement with an indulgent
  smile as if humouring the delusion of a monomaniac. This slur upon my
  veracity led to a quarrel between myself and John Vanburger, the brother of
  my wife, and confirmed me in my resolution to let the matter sink into
  oblivion—a determination which I have only altered through my son’s
  solicitations. In order to make my narrative intelligible, I must run lightly
  over one or two incidents in my former life which throw light upon subsequent
  events.


  My father, William K. Jephson, was a preacher of the sect called Plymouth
  Brethren, and was one of the most respected citizens of Lowell. Like most of
  the other Puritans of New England, he was a determined opponent to slavery,
  and it was from his lips that I received those lessons which tinged every
  action of my life. While I was studying medicine at Harvard University, I had
  already made a mark as an advanced Abolitionist; and when, after taking my
  degree, I bought a third share of the practice of Dr. Willis, of Brooklyn, I
  managed, in spite of my professional duties, to devote a considerable time to
  the cause which I had at heart, my pamphlet, “Where is thy
  Brother?”(Swarburgh, Lister & Co. , 1859) attracting considerable
  attention.


  When the war broke out I left Brooklyn and accompanied the 113th New York
  Regiment through the campaign. I was present at the second battle of Bull’s
  Run and at the battle of Gettysburg. Finally, I was severely wounded at
  Antietam, and would probably have perished on the field had it not been for
  the kindness of a gentleman named Murray, who had me carried to his house and
  provided me with every comfort. Thanks to his charity, and to the nursing
  which I received from his black domestics, I was soon able to get about the
  plantation with the help of a stick. It was during this period of
  convalescence that an incident occurred which is closely connected with my
  story.


  Among the most assiduous of the negresses who had watched my couch during
  my illness there was one old crone who appeared to exert considerable
  authority over the others. She was exceedingly attentive to me, and I
  gathered from the few words that passed between us that she had heard of me,
  and that she was grateful to me for championing her oppressed race.


  One day as I was sitting alone in the verandah, basking in the sun, and
  debating whether I should rejoin Grant’s army, I was surprised to see this
  old creature hobbling towards me. After looking cautiously around to see that
  we were alone, she fumbled in the front of her dress and produced a small
  chamois leather bag which was hung round her neck by a white cord.


  “Massa,” she said, bending down and croaking the words into my ear, “me
  die soon. Me very old woman. Not stay long on Massa Murray’s plantation.
  “


  “You may live a long time yet, Martha,” I answered. “You know I am a
  doctor. If you feel ill let me know about it, and I will try to cure you.
  “


  “No wish to live—wish to die. I’m gwine to join the heavenly host.
  “Here she relapsed into one of those half-heathenish rhapsodies in which
  negroes indulge. “But, massa, me have one thing must leave behind me when I
  go. No able to take it with me across the Jordan. That one thing very
  precious, more precious and more holy than all thing else in the world. Me, a
  poor old black woman, have this because my people, very great people, ‘spose
  they was back in the old country. But you cannot understand this same as
  black folk could. My fader give it me, and his fader give it him, but now who
  shall I give it to? Poor Martha hab no child, no relation, nobody. All round
  I see black man very bad man. Black woman very stupid woman. Nobody worthy of
  the stone. And so I say, Here is Massa Jephson who write books and fight for
  coloured folk—he must be good man, and he shall have it though he is
  white man, and nebber can know what it mean or where it came from. “Here the
  old woman fumbled in the chamois leather bag and pulled out a flattish black
  stone with a hole through the middle of it. “Here, take it,” she said,
  pressing it into my hand; “take it. No harm nebber come from anything good.
  Keep it safe—nebber lose it!” and with a warning gesture the old crone
  hobbled away in the same cautious way as she had come, looking from side to
  side to see if we had been observed.


  I was more amused than impressed by the old woman’s earnestness, and was
  only prevented from laughing during her oration by the fear of hurting her
  feelings. When she was gone I took a good look at the stone which she had
  given me. It was intensely black, of extreme hardness, and oval in shape
  —just such a flat stone as one would pick up on the seashore if one
  wished to throw a long way. It was about three inches long, and an inch and a
  half broad at the middle, but rounded off at the extremities. The most
  curious part about it were several well-marked ridges which ran in
  semicircles over its surface, and gave it exactly the appearance of a human
  ear. Altogether I was rather interested in my new possession, and determined
  to submit it, as a geological specimen, to my friend Professor Shroeder of
  the New York Institute, upon the earliest opportunity. In the meantime I
  thrust it into my pocket, and rising from my chair started off for a short
  stroll in the shrubbery, dismissing the incident from my mind.


  As my wound had nearly healed by this time, I took my leave of Mr. Murray
  shortly afterwards. The Union armies were everywhere victorious and
  converging on Richmond, so that my assistance seemed unnecessary, and I
  returned to Brooklyn. There I resumed my practice, and married the second
  daughter of Josiah Vanburger, the well-known wood engraver. In the course of
  a few years I built up a good connection and acquired considerable reputation
  in the treatment of pulmonary complaints. I still kept the old black stone in
  my pocket, and frequently told the story of the dramatic way in which I had
  become possessed of it. I also kept my resolution of showing it to Professor
  Shroeder, who was much interested both by the anecdote and the specimen. He
  pronounced it to be a piece of meteoric stone, and drew my attention to the
  fact that its resemblance to an ear was not accidental, but that it was most
  carefully worked into that shape. A dozen little anatomical points showed
  that the worker had been as accurate as he was skilful. “I should not
  wonder,” said the Professor, “if it were broken off from some larger statue,
  though how such hard material could be so perfectly worked is more than I can
  understand. If there is a statue to correspond I should like to see it!“So I
  thought at the time, but I have changed my opinion since.


  The next seven or eight years of my life were quiet and uneventful.


  Summer followed spring, and spring followed winter, without any variation
  in my duties. As the practice increased I admitted J. S. Jackson as partner,
  he to have one-fourth of the profits. The continued strain had told upon my
  constitution, however, and I became at last so unwell that my wife insisted
  upon my consulting Dr. Kavanagh Smith, who was my colleague at the Samaritan
  Hospital.


  That gentleman examined me, and pronounced the apex of my left lung to be
  in a state of consolidation, recommending me at the same time to go through a
  course of medical treatment and to take a long sea-voyage.


  My own disposition, which is naturally restless, predisposed me strongly
  in favour of the latter piece of advice, and the matter was clinched by my
  meeting young Russell, of the firm of White, Russell & White, who offered
  me a passage in one of his father’s ships, the Marie Celeste, which was just
  starting from Boston. “She is a snug little ship,” he said, “and Tibbs, the
  captain, is an excellent fellow. There is nothing like a sailing ship for an
  invalid. “I was very much of the same opinion myself, so I closed with the
  offer on the spot.


  My original plan was that my wife should accompany me on my travels. She
  has always been a very poor sailor, however, and there were strong family
  reasons against her exposing herself to any risk at the time, so we
  determined that she should remain at home. I am not a religious or an
  effusive man; but oh, thank God for that!As to leaving my practice, I was
  easily reconciled to it, as Jackson, my partner, was a reliable and
  hard-working man.


  I arrived in Boston on October 12, 1873, and proceeded immediately to the
  office of the firm in order to thank them for their courtesy. As I was
  sitting in the counting-house waiting until they should be at liberty to see
  me, the words Marie Celeste suddenly attracted my attention. I looked round
  and saw a very tall, gaunt man, who was leaning across the polished mahogany
  counter asking some questions of the clerk at the other side. His face was
  turned half towards me, and I could see that he had a strong dash of negro
  blood in him, being probably a quadroon or even nearer akin to the black. His
  curved aquiline nose and straight lank hair showed the white strain; but the
  dark restless eye, sensuous mouth, and gleaming teeth all told of his African
  origin. His complexion was of a sickly, unhealthy yellow, and as his face was
  deeply pitted with small-pox, the general impression was so unfavourable as
  to be almost revolting. When he spoke, however, it was in a soft, melodious
  voice, and in well-chosen words, and he was evidently a man of some
  education.


  “I wished to ask a few questions about the Marie Celeste,” he repeated,
  leaning across to the clerk. “She sails the day after to-morrow, does she
  not?”


  “Yes, sir,” said the young clerk, awed into unusual politeness by the
  glimmer of a large diamond in the stranger’s shirt front.


  “Where is she bound for?”


  “Lisbon. “


  “How many of a crew?”


  “Seven, sir. “


  “Passengers?”


  “Yes, two. One of our young gentlemen, and a doctor from New York. “


  “No gentleman from the South?“asked the stranger eagerly.


  “No, none, sir. “


  “Is there room for another passenger?”


  “Accommodation for three more,” answered the clerk.


  “I’ll go,” said the quadroon decisively; “I’ll go, I’ll engage my passage
  at once. Put it down, will you—Mr. Septimius Goring, of New Orleans.
  “


  The clerk filled up a form and handed it over to the stranger, pointing to
  a blank space at the bottom. As Mr. Goring stooped over to sign it I was
  horrified to observe that the fingers of his right hand had been lopped off,
  and that he was holding the pen between his thumb and the palm. I have seen
  thousands slain in battle, and assisted at every conceivable surgical
  operation, but I cannot recall any sight which gave me such a thrill of
  disgust as that great brown sponge-like hand with the single member
  protruding from it. He used it skilfully enough, however, for, dashing off
  his signature, he nodded to the clerk and strolled out of the office just as
  Mr. White sent out word that he was ready to receive me.


  I went down to the Marie Celeste that evening, and looked over my berth,
  which was extremely comfortable considering the small size of the vessel. Mr.
  Goring, whom I had seen in the morning, was to have the one next mine.
  Opposite was the captain’s cabin and a small berth for Mr. John Harton, a
  gentleman who was going out in the interests of the firm. These little rooms
  were arranged on each side of the passage which led from the main-deck to the
  saloon. The latter was a comfortable room, the panelling tastefully done in
  oak and mahogany, with a rich Brussels carpet and luxurious settees. I was
  very much pleased with the accommodation, and also with Tibbs the captain, a
  bluff, sailor-like fellow, with a loud voice and hearty manner, who welcomed
  me to the ship with effusion, and insisted upon our splitting a bottle of
  wine in his cabin. He told me that he intended to take his wife and youngest
  child with him on the voyage, and that he hoped with good luck to make Lisbon
  in three weeks. We had a pleasant chat and parted the best of friends, he
  warning me to make the last of my preparations next morning, as he intended
  to make a start by the midday tide, having now shipped all his cargo. I went
  back to my hotel, where I found a letter from my wife awaiting me, and, after
  a refreshing night’s sleep, returned to the boat in the morning. From this
  point I am able to quote from the journal which I kept in order to vary the
  monotony of the long sea-voyage. If it is somewhat bald in places I can at
  least rely upon its accuracy in details, as it was written conscientiously
  from day to day.


  October 16.—Cast off our warps at half-past two and were towed out
  into the bay, where the tug left us, and with all sail set we bowled along at
  about nine knots an hour. I stood upon the poop watching the low land of
  America sinking gradually upon the horizon until the evening haze hid it from
  my sight. A single red light, however, continued to blaze balefully behind
  us, throwing a long track like a trail of blood upon the water, and it is
  still visible as I write, though reduced to a mere speck. The Captain is in a
  bad humour, for two of his hands disappointed him at the last moment, and he
  was compelled to ship a couple of negroes who happened to be on the quay. The
  missing men were steady, reliable fellows, who had been with him several
  voyages, and their non-appearance puzzled as well as irritated him. Where a
  crew of seven men have to work a fair-sized ship the loss of two experienced
  seamen is a serious one, for though the negroes may take a spell at the wheel
  or swab the decks, they are of little or no use in rough weather. Our cook is
  also a black man, and Mr. Septimius Goring has a little darkie servant, so
  that we are rather a piebald community. The accountant, John Harton, promises
  to be an acquisition, for he is a cheery, amusing young fellow. Strange how
  little wealth has to do with happiness!He has all the world before him and is
  seeking his fortune in a far land, yet he is as transparently happy as a man
  can be. Goring is rich, if I am not mistaken, and so am I; but I know that I
  have a lung, and Goring has some deeper trouble still, to judge by his
  features. How poorly do we both contrast with the careless, penniless
  clerk!


  October 17.—Mrs. Tibbs appeared upon deck for the first time this
  morning—a cheerful, energetic woman, with a dear little child just able
  to walk and prattle. Young Harton pounced on it at once, and carried it away
  to his cabin, where no doubt he will lay the seeds of future dyspepsia in the
  child’s stomach. Thus medicine doth make cynics of us all!The weather is
  still all that could be desired, with a fine fresh breeze from the
  west-sou’-west. The vessel goes so steadily that you would hardly know that
  she was moving were it not for the creaking of the cordage, the bellying of
  the sails, and the long white furrow in our wake. Walked the quarter-deck all
  morning with the Captain, and I think the keen fresh air has already done my
  breathing good, for the exercise did not fatigue me in any way. Tibbs is a
  remarkably intelligent man, and we had an interesting argument about Maury’s
  observations on ocean currents, which we terminated by going down into his
  cabin to consult the original work. There we found Goring, rather to the
  Captain’s surprise, as it is not usual for passengers to enter that sanctum
  unless specially invited. He apologised for his intrusion, however, pleading
  his ignorance of the usages of ship life; and the good-natured sailor simply
  laughed at the incident, begging him to remain and favour us with his
  company. Goring pointed to the chronometers, the case of which he had opened,
  and remarked that he had been admiring them. He has evidently some practical
  knowledge of mathematical instruments, as he told at a glance which was the
  most trustworthy of the three, and also named their price within a few
  dollars. He had a discussion with the Captain too upon the variation of the
  compass, and when we came back to the ocean currents he showed a thorough
  grasp of the subject. Altogether he rather improves upon acquaintance, and is
  a man of decided culture and refinement. His voice harmonises with his
  conversation, and both are the very antithesis of his face and figure.


  The noonday observation shows that we have run two hundred and twenty
  miles. Towards evening the breeze freshened up, and the first mate ordered
  reefs to be taken in the topsails and top-gallant sails in expectation of a
  windy night. I observe that the barometer has fallen to twenty-nine. I trust
  our voyage will not be a rough one, as I am a poor sailor, and my health
  would probably derive more harm than good from a stormy trip, though I have
  the greatest confidence in the Captain’s seamanship and in the soundness of
  the vessel. Played cribbage with Mrs. Tibbs after supper, and Harton gave us
  a couple of tunes on the violin.


  October 18.—The gloomy prognostications of last night were not
  fulfilled, as the wind died away again, and we are lying now in a long greasy
  swell, ruffled here and there by a fleeting catspaw which is insufficient to
  fill the sails. The air is colder than it was yesterday, and I have put on
  one of the thick woollen jerseys which my wife knitted for me. Harton came
  into my cabin in the morning, and we had a cigar together. He says that he
  remembers having seen Goring in Cleveland, Ohio, in ‘69. He was, it appears,
  a mystery then as now, wandering about without any visible employment, and
  extremely reticent on his own affairs. The man interests me as a
  psychological study. At breakfast this morning I suddenly had that vague
  feeling of uneasiness which comes over some people when closely stared at,
  and, looking quickly up, I met his eyes bent upon me with an intensity which
  amounted to ferocity, though their expression instantly softened as he made
  some conventional remark upon the weather. Curiously enough, Harton says that
  he had a very similar experience yesterday upon deck. I observe that Goring
  frequently talks to the coloured seamen as he strolls about—a trait
  which I rather admire, as it is common to find half-breeds ignore their dark
  strain and treat their black kinsfolk with greater intolerance than a white
  man would do. His little page is devoted to him, apparently, which speaks
  well for his treatment of him. Altogether, the man is a curious mixture of
  incongruous qualities, and unless I am deceived in him will give me food for
  observation during the voyage.


  The Captain is grumbling about his chronometers, which do not register
  exactly the same time. He says it is the first time that they have ever
  disagreed. We were unable to get a noonday observation on account of the
  haze. By dead reckoning, we have done about a hundred and seventy miles in
  the twenty-four hours. The dark seamen have proved, as the skipper
  prophesied, to be very inferior hands, but as they can both manage the wheel
  well they are kept steering, and so leave the more experienced men to work
  the ship. These details are trivial enough, but a small thing serves as food
  for gossip aboard ship. The appearance of a whale in the evening caused quite
  a flutter among us. From its sharp back and forked tail, I should pronounce
  it to have been a rorqual, or “finner,” as they are called by the
  fishermen.


  October 19.—Wind was cold, so I prudently remained in my cabin all
  day, only creeping out for dinner. Lying in my bunk I can, without moving,
  reach my books, pipes, or anything else I may want, which is one advantage of
  a small apartment. My old wound began to ache a little to-day, probably from
  the cold. Read “Montaigne’s Essays” and nursed myself. Harton came in in the
  afternoon with Doddy, the Captain’s child, and the skipper himself followed,
  so that I held quite a reception.


  October 20 and 21.—Still cold, with a continual drizzle of rain, and
  I have not been able to leave the cabin. This confinement makes me feel weak
  and depressed. Goring came in to see me, but his company did not tend to
  cheer me up much, as he hardly uttered a word, but contented himself with
  staring at me in a peculiar and rather irritating manner. He then got up and
  stole out of the cabin without saying anything. I am beginning to suspect
  that the man is a lunatic. I think I mentioned that his cabin is next to
  mine. The two are simply divided by a thin wooden partition which is cracked
  in many places, some of the cracks being so large that I can hardly avoid, as
  I lie in my bunk, observing his motions in the adjoining room. Without any
  wish to play the spy, I see him continually stooping over what appears to be
  a chart and working with a pencil and compasses. I have remarked the interest
  he displays in matters connected with navigation, but I am surprised that he
  should take the trouble to work out the course of the ship. However, it is a
  harmless amusement enough, and no doubt he verifies his results by those of
  the Captain.


  I wish the man did not run in my thoughts so much. I had a nightmare on
  the night of the 20th, in which I thought my bunk was a coffin, that I was
  laid out in it, and that Goring was endeavouring to nail up the lid, which I
  was frantically pushing away. Even when I woke up, I could hardly persuade
  myself that I was not in a coffin. As a medical man, I know that a nightmare
  is simply a vascular derangement of the cerebral hemispheres, and yet in my
  weak state I cannot shake off the morbid impression which it produces.


  October 22.—A fine day, with hardly a cloud in the sky, and a fresh
  breeze from the sou’-west which wafts us gaily on our way. There has
  evidently been some heavy weather near us, as there is a tremendous swell on,
  and the ship lurches until the end of the fore-yard nearly touches the water.
  Had a refreshing walk up and down the quarter-deck, though I have hardly
  found my sea-legs yet. Several small birds—chaffinches, I think
  —perched in the rigging.


  4. 40 P. M.—While I was on deck this morning I heard a sudden
  explosion from the direction of my cabin, and, hurrying down, found that I
  had very nearly met with a serious accident. Goring was cleaning a revolver,
  it seems, in his cabin, when one of the barrels which he thought was unloaded
  went off. The ball passed through the side partition and imbedded itself in
  the bulwarks in the exact place where my head usually rests. I have been
  under fire too often to magnify trifles, but there is no doubt that if I had
  been in the bunk it must have killed me. Goring, poor fellow, did not know
  that I had gone on deck that day, and must therefore have felt terribly
  frightened. I never saw such emotion in a man’s face as when, on rushing out
  of his cabin with the smoking pistol in his hand, he met me face to face as I
  came down from deck. Of course, he was profuse in his apologies, though I
  simply laughed at the incident.


  11 P. M.—A misfortune has occurred so unexpected and so horrible
  that my little escape of the morning dwindles into insignificance. Mrs. Tibbs
  and her child have disappeared—utterly and entirely disappeared. I can
  hardly compose myself to write the sad details.


  About half-past eight Tibbs rushed into my cabin with a very white face
  and asked me if I had seen his wife. I answered that I had not. He then ran
  wildly into the saloon and began groping about for any trace of her, while I
  followed him, endeavouring vainly to persuade him that his fears were
  ridiculous. We hunted over the ship for an hour and a half without coming on
  any sign of the missing woman or child. Poor Tibbs lost his voice completely
  from calling her name. Even the sailors, who are generally stolid enough,
  were deeply affected by the sight of him as he roamed bareheaded and
  dishevelled about the deck, searching with feverish anxiety the most
  impossible places, and returning to them again and again with a piteous
  pertinacity. The last time she was seen was about seven o’clock, when she
  took Doddy on to the poop to give him a breath of fresh air before putting
  him to bed. There was no one there at the time except the black seaman at the
  wheel, who denies having seen her at all. The whole affair is wrapped in
  mystery. My own theory is that while Mrs. Tibbs was holding the child and
  standing near the bulwarks it gave a spring and fell overboard, and that in
  her convulsive attempt to catch or save it, she followed it. I cannot account
  for the double disappearance in any other way. It is quite feasible that such
  a tragedy should be enacted without the knowledge of the man at the wheel,
  since it was dark at the time, and the peaked skylights of the saloon screen
  the greater part of the quarter-deck. Whatever the truth may be it is a
  terrible catastrophe, and has cast the darkest gloom upon our voyage. The
  mate has put the ship about, but of course there is not the slightest hope of
  picking them up. The Captain is lying in a state of stupor in his cabin. I
  gave him a powerful dose of opium in his coffee that for a few hours at least
  his anguish may be deadened.


  October 23.—Woke with a vague feeling of heaviness and misfortune,
  but it was not until a few moments’ reflection that I was able to recall our
  loss of the night before. When I came on deck I saw the poor skipper standing
  gazing back at the waste of waters behind us which contains everything dear
  to him upon earth. I attempted to speak to him, but he turned brusquely away,
  and began pacing the deck with his head sunk upon his breast. Even now, when
  the truth is so clear, he cannot pass a boat or an unbent sail without
  peering under it. He looks ten years older than he did yesterday morning.
  Harton is terribly cut up, for he was fond of little Doddy, and Goring seems
  sorry too. At least he has shut himself up in his cabin all day, and when I
  got a casual glance at him his head was resting on his two hands as if in a
  melancholy reverie. I fear we are about as dismal a crew as ever sailed. How
  shocked my wife will be to hear of our disaster!The swell has gone down now,
  and we are doing about eight knots with all sail set and a nice little
  breeze. Hyson is practically in command of the ship, as Tibbs, though he does
  his best to bear up and keep a brave front, is incapable of applying himself
  to serious work.


  October 24.—Is the ship accursed? Was there ever a voyage which
  began so fairly and which changed so disastrously? Tibbs shot himself through
  the head during the night. I was awakened about three o’clock in the morning
  by an explosion, and immediately sprang out of bed and rushed into the
  Captain’s cabin to find out the cause, though with a terrible presentiment in
  my heart. Quickly as I went, Goring went more quickly still, for he was
  already in the cabin stooping over the dead body of the Captain. It was a
  hideous sight, for the whole front of his face was blown in, and the little
  room was swimming in blood. The pistol was lying beside him on the floor,
  just as it had dropped from his hand. He had evidently put it to his mouth
  before pulling the trigger. Goring and I picked him reverently up and laid
  him on his bed. The crew had all clustered into his cabin, and the six white
  men were deeply grieved, for they were old hands who had sailed with him many
  years. There were dark looks and murmurs among them too, and one of them
  openly declared that the ship was haunted. Harton helped to lay the poor
  skipper out, and we did him up in canvas between us. At twelve o’clock the
  foreyard was hauled aback, and we committed his body to the deep, Goring
  reading the Church of England burial service. The breeze has freshened up,
  and we have done ten knots all day and sometimes twelve. The sooner we reach
  Lisbon and get away from this accursed ship the better pleased shall I be. I
  feel as though we were in a floating coffin.


  Little wonder that the poor sailors are superstitious when I, an educated
  man, feel it so strongly.


  October 25.—Made a good run all day. Feel listless and
  depressed.


  October 26.—Goring, Harton, and I had a chat together on deck in the
  morning. Harton tried to draw Goring out as to his profession, and his object
  in going to Europe, but the quadroon parried all his questions and gave us no
  information. Indeed, he seemed to be slightly offended by Harton’s
  pertinacity, and went down into his cabin. I wonder why we should both take
  such an interest in this man!I suppose it is his striking appearance, coupled
  with his apparent wealth, which piques our curiosity. Harton has a theory
  that he is really a detective, that he is after some criminal who has got
  away to Portugal, and that he chooses this peculiar way of travelling that he
  may arrive unnoticed and pounce upon his quarry unawares. I think the
  supposition is rather a far-fetched one, but Harton bases it upon a book
  which Goring left on deck, and which he picked up and glanced over. It was a
  sort of scrap-book it seems, and contained a large number of newspaper
  cuttings. All these cuttings related to murders which had been committed at
  various times in the States during the last twenty years or so. The curious
  thing which Harton observed about them, however, was that they were
  invariably murders the authors of which had never been brought to justice.
  They varied in every detail, he says, as to the manner of execution and the
  social status of the victim, but they uniformly wound up with the same
  formula that the murderer was still at large, though, of course, the police
  had every reason to expect his speedy capture. Certainly the incident seems
  to support Harton’s theory, though it may be a mere whim of Gorings, or, as I
  suggested to Harton, he may be collecting materials for a book which shall
  outvie De Quincey. In any case it is no business of ours.


  October 27, 28.—Wind still fair, and we are making good progress.
  Strange how easily a human unit may drop out of its place and be
  forgotten!Tibbs is hardly ever mentioned now; Hyson has taken possession of
  his cabin, and all goes on as before. Were it not for Mrs. Tibbs’s
  sewing-machine upon a side-table we might forget that the unfortunate family
  had ever existed. Another accident occurred on board to-day, though
  fortunately not a very serious one. One of our white hands had gone down the
  afterhold to fetch up a spare coil of rope, when one of the hatches which he
  had removed came crashing down on the top of him. He saved his life by
  springing out of the way, but one of his feet was terribly crushed, and he
  will be of little use for the remainder of the voyage. He attributes the
  accident to the carelessness of his negro companion, who had helped him to
  shift the hatches. The latter, however, puts it down to the roll of the ship.
  Whatever be the cause, it reduces our shorthanded crew still further. This
  run of ill-luck seems to be depressing Harton, for he has lost his usual good
  spirits and joviality. Goring is the only one who preserves his cheerfulness.
  I see him still working at his chart in his own cabin. His nautical knowledge
  would be useful should anything happen to Hyson—which God forbid!


  October 29, 30.—Still bowling along with a fresh breeze. All quiet
  and nothing of note to chronicle.


  October 31.—My weak lungs, combined with the exciting episodes of
  the voyage, have shaken my nervous system so much that the most trivial
  incident affects me. I can hardly believe that I am the same man who tied the
  external iliac artery, an operation requiring the nicest precision, under a
  heavy rifle fire at Antietam. I am as nervous as a child. I was lying half
  dozing last night about four bells in the middle watch trying in vain to drop
  into a refreshing sleep. There was no light inside my cabin, but a single ray
  of moonlight streamed in through the port hole, throwing a silvery flickering
  circle upon the door. As I lay I kept my drowsy eyes upon this circle, and
  was conscious that it was gradually becoming less well-defined as my senses
  left me, when I was suddenly recalled to full wakefulness by the appearance
  of a small dark object in the very centre of the luminous disc. I lay quietly
  and breathlessly watching it. Gradually it grew larger and plainer, and then
  I perceived that it was a human hand which had been cautiously inserted
  through the chink of the half-closed door—a hand which, as I observed
  with a thrill of horror, was not provided with fingers. The door swung
  cautiously backwards, and Goring’s head followed his hand. It appeared in the
  centre of the moonlight, and was framed as it were in a ghastly uncertain
  halo, against which his features showed out plainly. It seemed to me that I
  had never seen such an utterly fiendish and merciless expression upon a human
  face. His eyes were dilated and glaring, his lips drawn back so as to show
  his white fangs, and his straight black hair appeared to bristle over his low
  forehead like the hood of a cobra. The sudden and noiseless apparition had
  such an effect upon me that I sprang up in bed trembling in every limb, and
  held out my hand towards my revolver. I was heartily ashamed of my hastiness
  when he explained the object of his intrusion, as he immediately did in the
  most courteous language. He had been suffering from toothache, poor fellow!
  and had come in to beg some laudanum, knowing that I possessed a medicine
  chest. As to a sinister expression he is never a beauty, and what with my
  state of nervous tension and the effect of the shifting moonlight it was easy
  to conjure up something horrible. I gave him twenty drops, and he went off
  again with many expressions of gratitude. I can hardly say how much this
  trivial incident affected me. I have felt unstrung all day.


  A week’s record of our voyage is here omitted, as nothing eventful
  occurred during the time, and my log consists merely of a few pages of
  unimportant gossip.


  November 7.—Harton and I sat on the poop all the morning, for the
  weather is becoming very warm as we come into southern latitudes. We reckon
  that we have done two-thirds of our voyage. How glad we shall be to see the
  green banks of the Tagus, and leave this unlucky ship for ever!I was
  endeavouring to amuse Harton to-day and to while away the time by telling him
  some of the experiences of my past life. Among others I related to him how I
  came into the possession of my black stone, and as a finale I rummaged in the
  side pocket of my old shooting coat and produced the identical object in
  question. He and I were bending over it together, I pointing out to him the
  curious ridges upon its surface, when we were conscious of a shadow falling
  between us and the sun, and looking round saw Goring standing behind us
  glaring over our shoulders at the stone. For some reason or other he appeared
  to be powerfully excited, though he was evidently trying to control himself
  and to conceal his emotion. He pointed once or twice at my relic with his
  stubby thumb before he could recover himself sufficiently to ask what it was
  and how I obtained it—a question put in such a brusque manner that I
  should have been offended had I not known the man to be an eccentric. I told
  him the story very much as I had told it to Harton. He listened with the
  deepest interest, and then asked me if I had any idea what the stone was. I
  said I had not, beyond that it was meteoric. He asked me if I had ever tried
  its effect upon a negro. I said I had not. “Come,” said he, “we’ll see what
  our black friend at the wheel thinks of it. “He took the stone in his hand
  and went across to the sailor, and the two examined it carefully. I could see
  the man gesticulating and nodding his head excitedly as if making some
  assertion, while his face betrayed the utmost astonishment, mixed I think
  with some reverence. Goring came across the deck to us presently, still
  holding the stone in his hand. “He says it is a worthless, useless thing,” he
  said, “and fit only to be chucked overboard,” with which he raised his hand
  and would most certainly have made an end of my relic, had the black sailor
  behind him not rushed forward and seized him by the wrist. Finding himself
  secured Goring dropped the stone and turned away with a very bad grace to
  avoid my angry remonstrances at his breach of faith. The black picked up the
  stone and handed it to me with a low bow and every sign of profound respect.
  The whole affair is inexplicable. I am rapidly coming to the conclusion that
  Goring is a maniac or something very near one. When I compare the effect
  produced by the stone upon the sailor, however, with the respect shown to
  Martha on the plantation, and the surprise of Goring on its first production,
  I cannot but come to the conclusion that I have really got hold of some
  powerful talisman which appeals to the whole dark race. I must not trust it
  in Goring’s hands again.


  November 8, 9.—What splendid weather we are having!Beyond one little
  blow, we have had nothing but fresh breezes the whole voyage. These two days
  we have made better runs than any hitherto.


  It is a pretty thing to watch the spray fly up from our prow as it cuts
  through the waves. The sun shines through it and breaks it up into a number
  of miniature rainbows—“sun-dogs,” the sailors call them. I stood on the
  fo’csle-head for several hours to-day watching the effect, and surrounded by
  a halo of prismatic colours.


  The steersman has evidently told the other blacks about my wonderful
  stone, for I am treated by them all with the greatest respect. Talking about
  optical phenomena, we had a curious one yesterday evening which was pointed
  out to me by Hyson. This was the appearance of a triangular well-defined
  object high up in the heavens to the north of us. He explained that it was
  exactly like the Peak of Teneriffe as seen from a great distance—the
  peak was, however, at that moment at least five hundred miles to the south.
  It may have been a cloud, or it may have been one of those strange
  reflections of which one reads. The weather is very warm. The mate says that
  he never knew it so warm in these latitudes. Played chess with Harton in the
  evening.


  November 10.—It is getting warmer and warmer. Some land birds came
  and perched in the rigging today, though we are still a considerable way from
  our destination. The heat is so great that we are too lazy to do anything but
  lounge about the decks and smoke. Goring came over to me to-day and asked me
  some more questions about my stone; but I answered him rather shortly, for I
  have not quite forgiven him yet for the cool way in which he attempted to
  deprive me of it.


  November 11, 12.—Still making good progress. I had no idea Portugal
  was ever as hot as this, but no doubt it is cooler on land. Hyson himself
  seemed surprised at it, and so do the men.


  November 13.—A most extraordinary event has happened, so
  extraordinary as to be almost inexplicable. Either Hyson has blundered
  wonderfully, or some magnetic influence has disturbed our instruments. Just
  about daybreak the watch on the fo’csle-head shouted out that he heard the
  sound of surf ahead, and Hyson thought he saw the loom of land. The ship was
  put about, and, though no lights were seen, none of us doubted that we had
  struck the Portuguese coast a little sooner than we had expected. What was
  our surprise to see the scene which was revealed to us at break of day!As far
  as we could look on either side was one long line of surf, great, green
  billows rolling in and breaking into a cloud of foam. But behind the surf
  what was there!Not the green banks nor the high cliffs of the shores of
  Portugal, but a great sandy waste which stretched away and away until it
  blended with the skyline. To right and left, look where you would, there was
  nothing but yellow sand, heaped in some places into fantastic mounds, some of
  them several hundred feet high, while in other parts were long stretches as
  level apparently as a billiard board. Harton and I, who had come on deck
  together, looked at each other in astonishment, and Harton burst out
  laughing. Hyson is exceedingly mortified at the occurrence, and protests that
  the instruments have been tampered with. There is no doubt that this is the
  mainland of Africa, and that it was really the Peak of Teneriffe which we saw
  some days ago upon the northern horizon. At the time when we saw the land
  birds we must have been passing some of the Canary Islands. If we continued
  on the same course, we are now to the north of Cape Blanco, near the
  unexplored country which skirts the great Sahara. All we can do is to rectify
  our instruments as far as possible and start afresh for our destination.


  8. 30 P. M.—Have been lying in a calm all day. The coast is now
  about a mile and a half from us. Hyson has examined the instruments, but
  cannot find any reason for their extraordinary deviation.


  This is the end of my private journal, and I must make the remainder of my
  statement from memory. There is little chance of my being mistaken about
  facts which have seared themselves into my recollection. That very night the
  storm which had been brewing so long burst over us, and I came to learn
  whither all those little incidents were tending which I had recorded so
  aimlessly. Blind fool that I was not to have seen it sooner!I shall tell what
  occurred as precisely as I can.


  I had gone into my cabin about half-past eleven, and was preparing to go
  to bed, when a tap came at my door. On opening it I saw Goring’s little black
  page, who told me that his master would like to have a word with me on deck.
  I was rather surprised that he should want me at such a late hour, but I went
  up without hesitation. I had hardly put my foot on the quarter-deck before I
  was seized from behind, dragged down upon my back, and a handkerchief slipped
  round my mouth. I struggled as hard as I could, but a coil of rope was
  rapidly and firmly wound round me, and I found myself lashed to the davit of
  one of the boats, utterly powerless to do or say anything, while the point of
  a knife pressed to my throat warned me to cease my struggles. The night was
  so dark that I had been unable hitherto to recognise my assailants, but as my
  eyes became accustomed to the gloom, and the moon broke out through the
  clouds that obscured it, I made out that I was surrounded by the two negro
  sailors, the black cook, and my fellow-passenger Goring. Another man was
  crouching on the deck at my feet, but he was in the shadow and I could not
  recognise him.


  All this occurred so rapidly that a minute could hardly have elapsed from
  the time I mounted the companion until I found myself gagged and powerless.
  It was so sudden that I could scarce bring myself to realise it, or to
  comprehend what it all meant. I heard the gang round me speaking in short,
  fierce whispers to each other, and some instinct told me that my life was the
  question at issue. Goring spoke authoritatively and angrily—the others
  doggedly and all together, as if disputing his commands. Then they moved away
  in a body to the opposite side of the deck, where I could still hear them
  whispering, though they were concealed from my view by the saloon
  skylights.


  All this time the voices of the watch on deck chatting and laughing at the
  other end of the ship were distinctly audible, and I could see them gathered
  in a group, little dreaming of the dark doings which were going on within
  thirty yards of them. Oh! that I could have given them one word of warning,
  even though I had lost my life in doing it I but it was impossible. The moon
  was shining fitfully through the scattered clouds, and I could see the
  silvery gleam of the surge, and beyond it the vast weird desert with its
  fantastic sand-hills. Glancing down, I saw that the man who had been
  crouching on the deck was still lying there, and as I gazed at him, a
  flickering ray of moonlight fell full upon his upturned face. Great Heaven!
  even now, when more than twelve years have elapsed, my hand trembles as I
  write that, in spite of distorted features and projecting eyes, I recognised
  the face of Harton, the cheery young clerk who had been my companion during
  the voyage. It needed no medical eye to see that he was quite dead, while the
  twisted handkerchief round the neck, and the gag in his mouth, showed the
  silent way in which the hell-hounds had done their work. The clue which
  explained every event of our voyage came upon me like a flash of light as I
  gazed on poor Harton’s corpse. Much was dark and unexplained, but I felt a
  great dim perception of the truth.


  I heard the striking of a match at the other side of the skylights, and
  then I saw the tall, gaunt figure of Goring standing up on the bulwarks and
  holding in his hands what appeared to be a dark lantern. He lowered this for
  a moment over the side of the ship, and, to my inexpressible astonishment, I
  saw it answered instantaneously by a flash among the sand-hills on shore,
  which came and went so rapidly, that unless I had been following the
  direction of Goring’s gaze, I should never have detected it. Again he lowered
  the lantern, and again it was answered from the shore. He then stepped down
  from the bulwarks, and in doing so slipped, making such a noise, that for a
  moment my heart bounded with the thought that the attention of the watch
  would be directed to his proceedings. It was a vain hope. The night was calm
  and the ship motionless, so that no idea of duty kept them vigilant. Hyson,
  who after the death of Tibbs was in command of both watches, had gone below
  to snatch a few hours’ sleep, and the boatswain who was left in charge was
  standing with the other two men at the foot of the foremast. Powerless,
  speechless, with the cords cutting into my flesh and the murdered man at my
  feet, I awaited the next act in the tragedy.


  The four ruffians were standing up now at the other side of the deck. The
  cook was armed with some sort of a cleaver, the others had knives, and Goring
  had a revolver. They were all leaning against the rail and looking out over
  the water as if watching for something. I saw one of them grasp another’s arm
  and point as if at some object, and following the direction I made out the
  loom of a large moving mass making towards the ship. As it emerged from the
  gloom I saw that it was a great canoe crammed with men and propelled by at
  least a score of paddles. As it shot under our stern the watch caught sight
  of it also, and raising a cry hurried aft. They were too late, however. A
  swarm of gigantic negroes clambered over the quarter, and led by Goring swept
  down the deck in an irresistible torrent. All opposition was overpowered in a
  moment, the unarmed watch were knocked over and bound, and the sleepers
  dragged out of their bunks and secured in the same manner.


  Hyson made an attempt to defend the narrow passage leading to his cabin,
  and I heard a scuffle, and his voice shouting for assistance. There was none
  to assist, however, and he was brought on to the poop with the blood
  streaming from a deep cut in his forehead. He was gagged like the others, and
  a council was held upon our fate by the negroes. I saw our black seamen
  pointing towards me and making some statement, which was received with
  murmurs of astonishment and incredulity by the savages. One of them then came
  over to me, and plunging his hand into my pocket took out my black stone and
  held it up. He then handed it to a man who appeared to be a chief, who
  examined it as minutely as the light would permit, and muttering a few words
  passed it on to the warrior beside him, who also scrutinised it and passed it
  on until it had gone from hand to hand round the whole circle. The chief then
  said a few words to Goring in the native tongue, on which the quadroon
  addressed me in English. At this moment I seem to see the scene. The tall
  masts of the ship with the moonlight streaming down, silvering the yards and
  bringing the network of cordage into hard relief; the group of dusky warriors
  leaning on their spears; the dead man at my feet; the line of white-faced
  prisoners, and in front of me the loathsome half-breed, looking in his white
  linen and elegant clothes a strange contrast to his associates.


  “You will bear me witness,” he said in his softest accents, “that I am no
  party to sparing your life. If it rested with me you would die as these other
  men are about to do. I have no personal grudge against either you or them,
  but I have devoted my life to the destruction of the white race, and you are
  the first that has ever been in my power and has escaped me. You may thank
  that stone of yours for your life. These poor fellows reverence it, and
  indeed if it really be what they think it is they have cause. Should it prove
  when we get ashore that they are mistaken, and that its shape and material is
  a mere chance, nothing can save your life. In the meantime we wish to treat
  you well, so if there are any of your possessions which you would like to
  take with you, you are at liberty to get them. “As he finished he gave a
  sign, and a couple of the negroes unbound me, though without removing the
  gag. I was led down into the cabin, where I put a few valuables into my
  pockets, together with a pocket-compass and my journal of the voyage. They
  then pushed me over the side into a small canoe, which was lying beside the
  large one, and my guards followed me, and shoving off began paddling for the
  shore. We had got about a hundred yards or so from the ship when our
  steersman held up his hand, and the paddlers paused for a moment and
  listened. Then on the silence of the night I heard a sort of dull, moaning
  sound, followed by a succession of splashes in the water. That is all I know
  of the fate of my poor shipmates. Almost immediately afterwards the large
  canoe followed us, and the deserted ship was left drifting about—a
  dreary, spectre-like hulk. Nothing was taken from her by the savages. The
  whole fiendish transaction was carried through as decorously and temperately
  as though it were a religious rite.


  The first grey of daylight was visible in the east as we passed through
  the surge and reached the shore. Leaving half-a-dozen men with the canoes,
  the rest of the negroes set off through the sand-hills, leading me with them,
  but treating me very gently and respectfully. It was difficult walking, as we
  sank over our ankles into the loose, shifting sand at every step, and I was
  nearly dead beat by the time we reached the native village, or town rather,
  for it was a place of considerable dimensions. The houses were conical
  structures not unlike bee-hives, and were made of compressed seaweed cemented
  over with a rude form of mortar, there being neither stick nor stone upon the
  coast nor anywhere within many hundreds of miles. As we entered the town an
  enormous crowd of both sexes came swarming out to meet us, beating tom-toms
  and howling and screaming. On seeing me they redoubled their yells and
  assumed a threatening attitude, which was instantly quelled by a few words
  shouted by my escort. A buzz of wonder succeeded the war-cries and yells of
  the moment before, and the whole dense mass proceeded down the broad central
  street of the town, having my escort and myself in the centre.


  My statement hitherto may seem so strange as to excite doubt in the minds
  of those who do not know me, but it was the fact which I am now about to
  relate which caused my own brother-in-law to insult me by disbelief. I can
  but relate the occurrence in the simplest words, and trust to chance and time
  to prove their truth. In the centre of this main street there was a large
  building, formed in the same primitive way as the others, but towering high
  above them; a stockade of beautifully polished ebony rails was planted all
  round it, the framework of the door was formed by two magnificent elephant’s
  tusks sunk in the ground on each side and meeting at the top, and the
  aperture was closed by a screen of native cloth richly embroidered with gold.
  We made our way to this imposing-looking structure, but, on reaching the
  opening in the stockade, the multitude stopped and squatted down upon their
  hams, while I was led through into the enclosure by a few of the chiefs and
  elders of the tribe, Goring accompanying us, and in fact directing the
  proceedings. On reaching the screen which closed the temple—for such it
  evidently was—my hat and my shoes were removed, and I was then led in,
  a venerable old negro leading the way carrying in his hand my stone, which
  had been taken from my pocket. The building was only lit up by a few long
  slits in the roof, through which the tropical sun poured, throwing broad
  golden bars upon the clay floor, alternating with intervals of darkness.


  The interior was even larger than one would have imagined from the outside
  appearance. The walls were hung with native mats, shells, and other
  ornaments, but the remainder of the great space was quite empty, with the
  exception of a single object in the centre. This was the figure of a colossal
  negro, which I at first thought to be some real king or high priest of
  titanic size, but as I approached it I saw by the way in which the light was
  reflected from it that it was a statue admirably cut in jet-black stone. I
  was led up to this idol, for such it seemed to be, and looking at it closer I
  saw that though it was perfect in every other respect, one of its ears had
  been broken short off. The grey-haired negro who held my relic mounted upon a
  small stool, and stretching up his arm fitted Martha’s black stone on to the
  jagged surface on the side of the statue’s head. There could not be a doubt
  that the one had been broken off from the other. The parts dovetailed
  together so accurately that when the old man removed his hand the ear stuck
  in its place for a few seconds before dropping into his open palm. The group
  round me prostrated themselves upon the ground at the sight with a cry of
  reverence, while the crowd outside, to whom the result was communicated, set
  up a wild whooping and cheering.


  In a moment I found myself converted from a prisoner into a demi-god. I
  was escorted back through the town in triumph, the people pressing forward to
  touch my clothing and to gather up the dust on which my foot had trod. One of
  the largest huts was put at my disposal, and a banquet of every native
  delicacy was served me. I still felt, however, that I was not a free man, as
  several spearmen were placed as a guard at the entrance of my hut. All day my
  mind was occupied with plans of escape, but none seemed in any way feasible.
  On the one side was the great arid desert stretching away to Timbuctoo, on
  the other was a sea untraversed by vessels. The more I pondered over the
  problem the more hopeless did it seem.


  I little dreamed how near I was to its solution.


  Night had fallen, and the clamour of the negroes had died gradually away.
  I was stretched on the couch of skins which had been provided for me, and was
  still meditating over my future, when Goring walked stealthily into the hut.
  My first idea was that he had come to complete his murderous holocaust by
  making away with me, the last survivor, and I sprang up upon my feet,
  determined to defend myself to the last. He smiled when he saw the action,
  and motioned me down again while he seated himself upon the other end of the
  couch.


  “What do you think of me?“was the astonishing question with which he
  commenced our conversation.


  “Think of you!” I almost yelled. “I think you the vilest, most unnatural
  renegade that ever polluted the earth. If we were away from these black
  devils of yours I would strangle you with my hands!”


  “Don’t speak so loud,” he said, without the slightest appearance of
  irritation. “I don’t want our chat to be cut short. So you would strangle me,
  would you!” he went on, with an amused smile. “I suppose I am returning good
  for evil, for I have come to help you to escape. “


  “You!” I gasped incredulously.


  “Yes, I,” he continued.


  “Oh, there is no credit to me in the matter. I am quite consistent. There
  is no reason why I should not be perfectly candid with you. I wish to be king
  over these fellows—not a very high ambition, certainly, but you know
  what Caesar said about being first in a village in Gaul. Well, this unlucky
  stone of yours has not only saved your life, but has turned all their heads
  so that they think you are come down from heaven, and my influence will be
  gone until you are out of the way. That is why I am going to help you to
  escape, since I cannot kill you”—this in the most natural and dulcet
  voice, as if the desire to do so were a matter of course.


  “You would give the world to ask me a few questions,” he went on, after a
  pause; “but you are too proud to do it. Never mind, I’ll tell you one or two
  things, because I want your fellow white men to know them when you go back
  —if you are lucky enough to get back. About that cursed stone of yours,
  for instance. These negroes, or at least so the legend goes, were Mahometans
  originally. While Mahomet himself was still alive, there was a schism among
  his followers, and the smaller party moved away from Arabia, and eventually
  crossed Africa. They took away with them, in their exile, a valuable relic of
  their old faith in the shape of a large piece of the black stone of Mecca.
  The stone was a meteoric one, as you may have heard, and in its fall upon the
  earth it broke into two pieces. One of these pieces is still at Mecca. The
  larger piece was carried away to Barbary, where a skilful worker modelled it
  into the fashion which you saw to-day. These men are the descendants of the
  original seceders from Mahomet, and they have brought their relic safely
  through all their wanderings until they settled in this strange place, where
  the desert protects them from their enemies. “


  “And the ear?“I asked, almost involuntarily.


  “Oh, that was the same story over again. Some of the tribe wandered away
  to the south a few hundred years ago, and one of them, wishing to have good
  luck for the enterprise, got into the temple at night and carried off one of
  the ears. There has been a tradition among the negroes ever since that the
  ear would come back some day. The fellow who carried it was caught by some
  slaver, no doubt, and that was how it got into America, and so into your
  hands—and you have had the honour of fulfilling the prophecy. “


  He paused for a few minutes, resting his head upon his hands, waiting
  apparently for me to speak. When he looked up again, the whole expression of
  his face had changed. His features were firm and set, and he changed the air
  of half levity with which he had spoken before for one of sternness and
  almost ferocity.


  “I wish you to carry a message back,” he said, “to the white race, the
  great dominating race whom I hate and defy. Tell them that I have battened on
  their blood for twenty years, that I have slain them until even I became
  tired of what had once been a joy, that I did this unnoticed and unsuspected
  in the face of every precaution which their civilisation could suggest. There
  is no satisfaction in revenge when your enemy does not know who has struck
  him. I am not sorry, therefore, to have you as a messenger. There is no need
  why I should tell you how this great hate became born in me. See this,” and
  he held up his mutilated hand; “that was done by a white man’s knife. My
  father was white, my mother was a slave. When he died she was sold again, and
  I, a child then, saw her lashed to death to break her of some of the little
  airs and graces which her late master had encouraged in her. My young wife,
  too, oh, my young wife!” a shudder ran through his whole frame. “No matter!I
  swore my oath, and I kept it. From Maine to Florida, and from Boston to San
  Francisco, you could track my steps by sudden deaths which baffled the
  police. I warred against the whole white race as they for centuries had
  warred against the black one. At last, as I tell you, I sickened of blood.
  Still, the sight of a white face was abhorrent to me, and I determined to
  find some bold free black people and to throw in my lot with them, to
  cultivate their latent powers, and to form a nucleus for a great coloured
  nation. This idea possessed me, and I travelled over the world for two years
  seeking for what I desired. At last I almost despaired of finding it. There
  was no hope of regeneration in the slave-dealing Soudanese, the debased
  Fantee, or the Americanised negroes of Liberia. I was returning from my quest
  when chance brought me in contact with this magnificent tribe of dwellers in
  the desert, and I threw in my lot with them. Before doing so, however, my old
  instinct of revenge prompted me to make one last visit to the United States,
  and I returned from it in the Marie Celeste.


  “As to the voyage itself, your intelligence will have told you by this
  time that, thanks to my manipulation, both compasses and chronometers were
  entirely untrustworthy. I alone worked out the course with correct
  instruments of my own, while the steering was done by my black friends under
  my guidance. I pushed Tibbs’s wife overboard. What!You look surprised and
  shrink away. Surely you had guessed that by this time. I would have shot you
  that day through the partition, but unfortunately you were not there. I tried
  again afterwards, but you were awake. I shot Tibbs. I think the idea of
  suicide was carried out rather neatly. Of course when once we got on the
  coast the rest was simple. I had bargained that all on board should die; but
  that stone of yours upset my plans. I also bargained that there should be no
  plunder. No one can say we are pirates. We have acted from principle, not
  from any sordid motive. “


  I listened in amazement to the summary of his crimes which this strange
  man gave me, all in the quietest and most composed of voices, as though
  detailing incidents of every-day occurrence. I still seem to see him sitting
  like a hideous nightmare at the end of my couch, with the single rude lamp
  flickering over his cadaverous features.


  “And now,” he continued, “there is no difficulty about your escape.


  These stupid adopted children of mine will say that you have gone back to
  heaven from whence you came. The wind blows off the land. I have a boat all
  ready for you, well stored with provisions and water. I am anxious to be rid
  of you, so you may rely that nothing is neglected. Rise up and follow me.
  “


  I did what he commanded, and he led me through the door of the hut.


  The guards had either been withdrawn, or Goring had arranged matters with
  them. We passed unchallenged through the town and across the sandy plain.
  Once more I heard the roar of the sea, and saw the long white line of the
  surge. Two figures were standing upon the shore arranging the gear of a small
  boat. They were the two sailors who had been with us on the voyage.


  “See him safely through the surf,” said Goring. The two men sprang in and
  pushed off, pulling me in after them. With mainsail and jib we ran out from
  the land and passed safely over the bar. Then my two companions without a
  word of farewell sprang overboard, and I saw their heads like black dots on
  the white foam as they made their way back to the shore, while I scudded away
  into the blackness of the night. Looking back I caught my last glimpse of
  Goring. He was standing upon the summit of a sand-hill, and the rising moon
  behind him threw his gaunt angular figure into hard relief. He was waving his
  arms frantically to and fro; it may have been to encourage me on my way, but
  the gestures seemed to me at the time to be threatening ones, and I have
  often thought that it was more likely that his old savage instinct had
  returned when he realised that I was out of his power. Be that as it may, it
  was the last that I ever saw or ever shall see of Septimius Goring.


  There is no need for me to dwell upon my solitary voyage. I steered as
  well as I could for the Canaries, but was picked up upon the fifth day by the
  British and African Steam Navigation Company’s boat Monrovia. Let me take
  this opportunity of tendering my sincerest thanks to Captain Stornoway and
  his officers for the great kindness which they showed me from that time till
  they landed me in Liverpool, where I was enabled to take one of the Guion
  boats to New York.


  From the day on which I found myself once more in the bosom of my family I
  have said little of what I have undergone. The subject is still an intensely
  painful one to me, and the little which I have dropped has been discredited.
  I now put the facts before the public as they occurred, careless how far they
  may be believed, and simply writing them down because my lung is growing
  weaker, and I feel the responsibility of holding my peace longer. I make no
  vague statement. Turn to your map of Africa. There above Cape Blanco, where
  the land trends away north and south from the westernmost point of the
  continent, there it is that Septimius Goring still reigns over his dark
  subjects, unless retribution has overtaken him; and there, where the long
  green ridges run swiftly in to roar and hiss upon the hot yellow sand, it is
  there that Harton lies with Hyson and the other poor fellows who were done to
  death in the Marie Celeste.
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  “Bob,” said I, “this won’t do; something must be done.”


  “It must,” echoed Bob, as he puffed away from his pipe in a mouldy little
  sitting-room in the Shamrock Arms, at Glenmahowley.


  Glenmahowley attained any importance which it possessed by being the
  centre of an enormous area of peat cuttings and bog land which stretched away
  with exasperating monotony to the horizon, unbroken by the slightest
  irregularity. In one place only, along the Monatsimon road, there was a
  single belt of thick woods, whose luxuriance only served to aggravate the
  hopeless waste around them. The village itself consisted of a long straggling
  line of thatched cottages, each with an open door, through which entered
  bare-legged children, gaunt pigs, cocks and hens, ragged-looking, short-piped
  men and slatternly women. Bob Elliott seemed rather to admire the aborigines.
  No doubt it tickled his vanity to hear admiring exclamations as he went down
  the street; such as “Look at him now; look at the illigant fut on him!” or,
  “Och, then an’ isn’t he a beautiful gintleman entoirely!” But I don’t care
  for these things. Besides, though far more handsome than Bob, my beauty is of
  an intellectual type, and is lost upon those savages. My nose is pronounced,
  my complexion pallid, and my head denotes considerable brain power. “There’s
  no harm in the crayter!” was the least offensive of the opinions which these
  idiots expressed of me.


  We had been located in this barbaross place about a week. Bob and I were
  second cousins, and a distant mutual relation whom neither of us had seen had
  bequeathed us each a small property in tha West. The clearing-up of business
  attendant on this, and the necessity of consulting with the old lady’s
  pragmatical country attorney, had kept us for a week in the Shamrock Arms,
  and promised to keep s for at least another one in that unenviabe retreat if
  we could survive the tedium cf our existence so long.


  “What can we do?” groaned Bob again.


  “Where’s Pendleton? Let’s get Pendleton up and take a rise out of him,” I
  suggested, with a flickering attempt at vivacity. Pendleton was our fellow-
  lodger at the inn—a quiet young fellow of artistic proclivities, with a
  weakness for solitary rambles and seclusion. All or attempts to pump him had
  failed as yet to elicit any explanation of the object and aims which had led
  him to Glenmahowley, unless it were that its bleak morasses harmonised with
  his misanthropic turn of mind.


  “I’s no use,” said my companion. “He’s as dismal as a tombstone and as shy
  as a girl. I never saw such a fellow. I wanted him to come with me this
  morning when you were writing your letter and to aid and abet me in a little
  mild chaff with the two girls at the draper’s—you need help against
  these Irish girls, you know—but he flushed up quite red, and wouldn’t
  hear of such a thing.”


  “No, he is hardly cut out for a ladykiller,” I remarked, adjusting my
  necktie before the fly-blown mirror and practising a certain expression which
  I have found extremely effective with the weaker sex—a sort of
  Lara-like piratical cock of the eye which gives the impression of hidden
  griefs and a soul which spurns the commonplaces of existence. “Perhaps he
  will come in, though, and play dummy whist.”


  “No, he never touches cards.”


  “Milksop!” I ejaculated. “We’ll send for the landlord, Bob, and ask him if
  there is nothing we can see or do.”


  This was recognised to be the most rational proceeding under the
  circumstances, and a messenger was despatched in hot haste to summon Dennis
  O’Keefe, our worthy host. Let me remark, while he is shuffling upstairs in
  his slipshod carpet slippers, that I am the mortal known as John Vereker,
  barrister-at-law, popularly supposed to be a rising man, though the exact
  distance that I have risen during the four years that I have been in practice
  is not calculated to turn my brain. Several nice little actions have,
  however, during that time been taken against me in county courts and
  otherwise, so that I have put the machinery of the law into motion, though my
  personal profit in the matter must be acknowledged to have been somewhat
  remote.


  O’Keefe was a fine specimen of the aboriginal Celt—freckle-faced and
  rough-haired, with shrewd grey eyes and a deep rich Milesian voice.
  “Good-morrow to ye, gintlemen,” he began as he entered, his large flat feet
  and uncouth gait giving him a sort of plantigrade appearance. “What would
  your honours be afther today?”


  “The very thing we wanted to ask you, O’Keefe,” aaid Bob. “What in the
  world are we to do? Can’t you suggest anything?”


  “There’s the church,” remarked O’Keefe, scratching his red hair in
  perplexity. “‘Tis a foine building. There was a gintleman came here the year
  before last just for to look at it. Maybe your honors—”


  “Hang the church!” roared Bob, with as much vehemence as a Radical
  advocate for Disestablishment; “we were there five times last week—in
  fact, every day except Sunday. Try again, old Pict and Scot.”


  Our host, who was serenely indifferent to the many unintelligible epithets
  applied to him by Bob’s exuberant fancy, pondered once more over the problem.
  “There’s the hole in the bog,” he suggested with diffidence. “The same where
  the boys threw Mr Lyons, of Glenmorris—bad scran to him!— after
  they shot him. Maybe you’d loike to see where they found him wid his head in
  the mud an’ his feet stickin’ up. Ah, it was a glad soight, Sorrs, for the
  pisantry that had worked and slaved—the craturs—and then for him
  to step in wid a dirty foive and twinty per cint reduction in the rint and
  serve notices on them as wouldn’t pay. Sure you could take your food—or
  a gossoon could carry it—and picnic by the hole.”


  “The prospect is alluring,” I remarked “but there seems to me to be too
  much chance of the inoffensive tillers of the soil taking a fancy to plant a
  couple more Saxons upside down in the bog-hole. I negative that
  suggestion.”


  “What are those trees to the eastward?” asked Bob. “Surely there is
  something to be seen down there.”


  “It’s proivate. It’s the Clairmont family’s ground, an’ you’d be shot as
  loike as not if you so much as put your nose over the wall.”


  “Pleasant land this, Jack!” remarked my companion ruefully. “I almost wish
  old O’Quibble would unearth a codicil leaving the place to somebody
  else.”


  “Ah, sure you can’t judge of the counthry now while it’s quoiet,” said our
  host. “Wait till the throubles come round agin—next year maybe, or the
  year afther. It’s a loively land when the bhoys is out—sorra a taste of
  scenery would you think about; and bein’ landlords yourselves by that toime,
  you’d see the cream of the diversion.”


  “How about these Clairmonts?” I asked at a venture. “Do they live upon
  their own land?”


  “Begorra—you’ve got it there!” cried O’Keefe. “They do nothing but
  live on their own land. They’ve niver stirred off it for more’n 15
  years.”


  “Never stirred off it!”


  “Sorra a fut beyond the park gates and the great brick wall. No man’s oi
  has ever rested upon Miss Clairmont’s face bar ould Dennis the lodgekeeper
  —the blackmouthed spalpeen—more be token they say she’s grown
  into the purtiest girl in the county, forbye having foive and twinty thousand
  in her own right.”


  “What!” we both roared.


  “Foive and twinty thousand pound,” repeated O’Keefe solemnly; “and when
  her ould cat of a mother dies she’ll come in for the whole family
  estate.”


  “What is she?” “Where is she?” “Who is she?” “What the devil is the matter
  with her?” shouted Bob and I, forming a sort of strophe and antistrophe to
  the landlord’s chorus.


  O’Keefe’s account of the past history of the Clairmont family was a
  remarkable one, and, when curtailed of his many Hibernian digressions and
  meanderings, amounted to this: A certain Major Clairmont had come into the
  County some 16 years before, bearing with him a large sum in hard cash, a
  showy-looking wife of rather foreign appearance, and a pretty little daughter
  about two years old. Having expended a portion of the first item upon the
  purchase of a considerable estate near Glenmahowley, he had taken up his
  residence there and awaited some recognition from the County families. This
  came soon enough in the ease of tlie Major, who, as an old Guardsman,
  possessed a recognised social position, which was secured by his own many
  admirable qualities. It was different with Madame. The men might drink the
  old claret of the soldier, or take a day’s shooting in his pheasant
  preserves, but their wives made no sign. Strange rumours were in circulation
  as to the antecedents of Mrs C. Some said that she had been upon the stage
  before her marriage; some that her career had been more equivocal still.
  There were individuals who ventured to doubt that she possessed even now the
  little blue slip of paper which civilisation demands. It was this rumour
  which some busybody brought to the ears of the Major, coupling with it the
  name of a neighbouring landed proprietor. The Major was a bull-necked,
  choleric man. He chose out his heaviest hunting crop and galloped furiously
  down the avenue to interview the traducer of his wife’s character. The
  lodgekeeper was surprised to see the veteran horseman reel in his saddle as
  he shot through the gates and then fall backward with a dull thud on to the
  dusty road. The local practitioner pronounced it to be apoplexy, while the
  family physician favoured heart disease—but whatever the cause, the
  Major’s spirit had drifted far away from Glemnahowley. It was then that that
  fiery foreign strain which showed itself on his wife’s face asserted itself
  in her character. She would live on the estates still because he had been
  fond of them, but her life should be spent in mourning her loss and in
  educating her daughter in her own way. Above all, never should she again
  exchange word or look with any living being to the County which had insulted
  her aud indirectly caused her husband’s death. The great gates were walled
  up, and only small slits left through which provisions and other necessaries
  ordered by Dennis, the lodgekeeper, were handed. A formidable row of spikes
  was plantod on the brick wall which had always surrounded the estate. In this
  extraordinary seclusion, cut off from the whole world, Mrs Clairmont and her
  daughter had now passed 15 years of their lives unseen by human eyes, save
  those of the few English domestics who remained with them, and perhaps an
  occasional daring urchin who might penetrate into the wood which surrounded
  the great house. It was these irregular scouts no doubt who had brought word
  of the exceeding beauty of the young lady, though no adult male had yet had
  the privilege of being able to form an opinion upon it. She was at present
  close upon her eighteenth birthday.


  Thus far O’Keefe; while Bob and I sat, with elbows upon the table and
  chins upon our hands, drinking in every word. Neither of ua broke the silence
  for some little time after he had concluded. Bob Elliott puffed furiously at
  his pipe, while I looked dreamily out of the window at the thatched roofs of
  the cottages and the long, monotonous stretch of bog land in the
  distance.


  “She is beautiful?” asked Bob at last.


  “She is that!”


  “And rich?” I queried.


  “Divil a doubt of it.”


  We relapsed into another silence, in the midst of which our worthy
  landlord, evidently thinking us the worst of company, stole out of the room,
  walking for some unknown reason upon the tips of his toes as if he were
  afraid of waking us.


  Left to ourselves, we became even more meditative than before. Bob
  strolled restlessly up and down in front of the door; I whistled and
  continued to stare out of the window. We were both lost in our own
  thoughts.


  “Fancy a girl who has never even seen a male fellow creature!” ejaculated
  Bob at last.


  “Who is unfettered by the conventionalities of civilisation!” said I.


  “How artless she must be and how simple!” remarked my companion, twisting
  his moustache.


  “What a depth of pent-up affection there must be in that heart!” I
  exclaimed, with my corsair-like look of slumbrous passion.


  “How charmingly childlike and romantic!” said Bob, smoothing his hair in
  the glass.


  “How easy for a dashing young fellow to win!” I returned, smiling at my
  own reflection over Bob’s shoulder.


  It is a curious fact that for the remainder of the day, though nothing in
  the shape of a distraction turned up, neither of us complained of the ennui
  of a residence in Glenmahowley. We both seemed suddenly reconciled to a
  contemplative existence, and even became tolerant of Pendleton, whose
  contentment under existing circumstances had struck us hitherto as nothing
  less than an insult. He came in about supper-time with his sketch-book and
  his mud-bespattered boots, apparently as happy as if he were among the most
  artistic scenery in the world. If it were not for his shyness and reserve he
  would be rather a pleasant fellow—that is, in gentlemen’s society, for
  his diffidence would ruin him among women. He is tall, slim, and fair-haired,
  rather a good-looking young man—decidedly more so than Bob.


  I did not sleep very well that night; neither did my companion. He showed
  his tousled head round the corner of my door somewhere about two o’clock in
  the morning.


  “Hello, Jack,” he said, “are you asleep?”


  “No.”


  “What was the figure again?”


  “Twenty-five,” I growled.


  “I thought it was twenty. Thanks! Good night!”


  “Good-night!” and the head disappeared like the apparition in “Macbeth.”
  It was evident that our thoughts were running in very much, the same groove.
  As for me, my plans were matured, and I could afford to smile at Bob’s
  cogitations. While he hankered aimlessly for the prize I should swoop down
  and carry it off. The Verekers were always noted for their iron
  determination. I chuckled to myself while I dropped to sleep as I thought of
  the march which I should steal upon him on the morrow.


  The day broke without a cloud on the sky. Both Elliott and Pendleton were
  somewhat silent at breakfast, and as I was engaged in planning the details of
  the enterprise to which I had determined to commit myself, I did not attempt
  to enter into conversation with them. After the meal Pendleton remarked that
  he would take a short stroll in search of effects, and Bob almost immediately
  afterward sallied out for a mouthful of fresh air. This was a most unexpected
  piece of luck. I had ransacked my brain for some excuse which would enable me
  to get rid of my companion, and here he had solved the problem of his own
  accord. Giving him half an hour’s grace to take him well out of the way, I
  slipped out through the back door of the Shamrock Arms and made my way
  rapidly down the Morristown road in the direction of the Clairmont
  estate.


  My sole doubt and anxiety was as to how I was to succeed in obtaining an
  interview with the young lady. Should fortune befriend me in that matter the
  rest appeared simple enough. I pictured to myself her mental condition, the
  sense of desolation which must oppress her young soul. Cooped up away from
  the world, her heart must yearn for some manly bosom upon which to rest her
  head, some strong arm to break her fetters. Besides, I was a man with
  exceptional personal advantages. Without being conceited, I have a just
  appreciation of my own merits. To eyes accustomed to nothing but an
  occasional glance of Dennis, the lodge-keeper, I should appear an Adonis. By
  the way, how about Dennis? Might he not resent my intrusion? Pooh! he was an
  old man. I remember the landlord saying so. What would I not risk for the
  girl whom I was prepared to adore! Perhaps he would have a gun, though! These
  Irishmen are hotheaded and blood-thirsty. I grew thoughtful and slackened my
  pace.


  By this time I had come to the place where a high brick wall, with a
  conical coping bristling with spikes and pieces of broken bottles, ran along
  by the side of the road. This I recognised, from O’Keefe’s description, as
  being the boundary line of the Clairmont estate. At the other side of the
  wall there was, as far as I could see, a thick forest. Should I do it, or
  should I not? I thought of the five and twenty thousand pounds. Besides, what
  would a gate-keeper be doing with a gun! What a sell for Bob Elliott—
  and for Pendleton, the shy Pendleton! Would they not curse their want of
  energy when they saw the prize which had slipped through their fingers? How
  the fellows would talk in London, too, even if I failed! It would make my
  name as a Don Juan. I could imagine Clinker or Waterhuse or some of the old
  set coming into the Temple wine bar and beginning: ” I say, you chaps, have
  you heard of Vereker’s latest? Very devil among women, is Vereker. He was in
  Ireland a few weeks ago”—and so on, and so on. “By Jove!” I cried, as I
  approached the wall in a paroxysm of recklessness, “I’ll do it if I have to
  skin my knee!”


  I did skin my knee; in fact, I skinned them both. I also removed portions
  of integument from my scalp, shoulder, elbow, hand, and ankle, besides
  splitting my coat and losing my hat. I was recompensed for all this, however,
  as I sat astride upon the top of the wall and looked down into the forbidden
  land beyond. I could have laughed at the thought of the march I was stealing
  on my two companions. I would have done so had it not been for a spike which
  was running into the calf of my leg.


  The drop on the other side did not look very deep. I held on to tho
  largest projection I could see, and lowered myself until my feet were not
  more than a yard or so from the ground. Then I let go, but only to find that
  I hung suspended by a hook which had passed through my waistband. This
  impediment, however, gave way, and I fell with a crash for about nine feet
  into a sort of trench, which had been dug apparently all round the inner side
  of the wall, and was so artistically covered with grass and sticks that it
  was impossible to detect it from the top. All this I discovered after I
  crawled out of it, for during the few minutes that I lay at the bottom every
  idea was shaken out of my head beyond a general impression that I had been
  struck by lightning.


  The trees grew so thickly together that it was impossible to see for any
  distance into the wood, and the brushwood was so dense that it was no easy
  matter to move in any direction. After emerging from the ditch I hesitated
  for a moment as to my next step, and then was about to keep to what appeared
  to be some sort of path on the left when my eye was attracted by a small I
  placard attached to the trunk oŁ a tree. I made my way toward it eagerly,
  pushing aside the intervening briers and brambles. It might contain some
  directions which would enable me to find my way, or—romantic
  thought!—it might be that the lonely Beatrice I was in search of had
  inscribed her pinings and longings where they might meet the eye of an
  adventurous stranger. As I stood before the inscription and read it I felt a
  kind of cold flush, if the expression be permissible, pass along my spine and
  up to the roots of my hair, while my knees, or what was left of them, knocked
  together like castanets. Scrawled upon the paper in a rough bold hand were
  the three words, “Bloodhounds—spring-guns—mantraps;” unpleasant
  words at any time, but most particularly so amid the gloom of a forest with a
  ten-foot wall in one’s rear. The announcement was a concise one, and yet I
  felt as I re-perused it that it contained more food for reflection than any
  volume which I had ever read. Was I to abandon my enterprise now that the
  first difficulty had been successfully overcome? Possibly the notice was a
  mere empty threat. Surely no one would allow such things to remain in their
  shrubberies. The combination of ideas was so dreadful. Suppose that I was
  caught in a mantrap, whatever that might be, and was then attacked by a
  bloodhound. The mere supposition made me shudder. But then if these frightful
  dogs were really roaming about over the forest, how was it that none of them
  were shot by the spring guns or caught in the traps? This consideration
  revived my drooping spirits, and I pushed on through the thick underwood.


  As I advanced it opened up somewhat, so that I made better progress. A few
  half-overgrown paths meandered here and there, but I avoided these and kept
  under the concealment of the trees. Never shall I forgot that dreadful walk!
  Every time a twig snapped I sprang into the air under the impression that I
  was shot. No hero of romance ever underwent such an ordeal for his lady, and
  indeed no lady was ever worth it. Five and twenty thousand pounds, however,
  are enough to steel the heart of the most timorous, but even they would
  hardly recompense me for the frights which were if store for me.


  I had got to one of the deepest and one of the most secluded parts of the
  wood, when I stopped suddenly and crouched down, trembling in every limb. Was
  it the sound of footsteps which had been wafted toward me on the breeze? I
  listened intently, and then with a long sigh of relief was about to rise,
  convinced that I had been mistaken, when the same sound came to my ears, but
  much louder than before. There could be no question that it was approaching
  me. I lay down upon my face among the prickly brambles, hoping to escape
  observation. The footsteps continued to come nearer and nearer. They were
  those of a man—but put down stealthily and softly as if he were also
  shunning observation. Could it be that some ruffian had observed me and was
  hunting me down as one stalks a deer? He waa coming nearer and nearer. I
  could hear the rustle of the leaves as he brushed past them. It seemed to me
  that I could even distinguish the sound of his breathing. Nearer he came and
  nearer still—he was close to me, and the next moment the brambles in
  front of me parted and a man stepped out almost upon the top of me, and
  staggered back with a shout as I sprang to my feet. The voice seemed familiar
  —so did the figure. Could it be? Yes; there was no mistaking the
  identity of Mr Robert Elliott, of Lincoln’s Inn!


  Sed quantum mutatus ab illo! The stylish coat was torn and covered
  with mud. The aristocractic face was stained with dust and perspiration, and
  interlaced with scratches where the brambles had left their mark. His hat had
  been knocked in and was a hopless wreck. His watchguard and the studs in his
  shirt seemed to stand out as oases of respectability in a great desert of
  desolation.


  “Bob!” I ejaculated. It was a few moments before any sign of recognition
  came over his face. Then gradually the ghost of a smile appeared in his
  astonished eyes, which deepened and deepened until he burst into an
  uproarious fit of laughter.


  “Vereker, by Jove!” he yelled. “Whatever have you been doing to
  yourself?”


  I looked down at my own costume and was forced to acknowledge that there
  was very little to choose between us. What with the wall and the ditch and
  the underwood and the briars, there was hardly an article of clothing which
  was fit to be worn again. The two of us looked more like a couple of
  scarecrows on tramp and in search of employment, than two prominent members
  of the Junior Bar.


  “What are you doing here, Elliott?” I asked.


  “Exploring,” he answered evasively ; “what are you?”


  “Explor—No, hang it, why can’t we be frank to one another, Bob? You
  know, very well you came after thst girl.”


  My companion looked sheepish. “Well, I suppose you did the same.” he
  said.


  “Of course I did. What fools we were to try and bamboozle each other! If
  we had stuck together we might never have got into such a plight.”


  “I’m very sure I should never have tumbled into that infernal ditch if I
  had seen you go in,” said Bob ruefully.


  “Oh, you’ve been in the ditch, too, have you?” I remarked, with the first
  approach to satisfaction I had felt since I left O’Keefe’s hospitable
  roof.


  “Yes,” groaned Bob. “I think I have been through the whole performance.
  Did you see any notices on the trees?”


  “I did.”


  “Has old Dennis been round to you yet?”


  “No; have you seen him?”


  “Yes, he passed within ten yards of me a short time ago. At least I
  suppose it was him—a big gaunt fellow with a great stick.”


  “Heaven save us!” I ejaculated.


  “However, he has passed now, and the question is what are we to do?”


  “Persevere,” I responded manfully. “It would be more dangerous to go back
  than to go on since that truculent gatekeeper is behind us.”


  “Right you are!” said Elliott, with a melancholy attempt at cheerfulness.
  “You lead on, and I’ll follow.”


  “No, you go first,” I answered, not, I am bound to say, from any innate
  courtesy or feeling of politeness, but with an idea that dangers from the
  abominations mentioned on the placard would be lessened thereby.


  We threaded our way through the forest in Indian file, and after advancing
  for about half a mile were evidently close to the edge of it. The trees were
  smaller and the unplanted spaces larger. Suddenly Bob pulled up and pointed
  in front of him. “There’s the house,” he said.


  There it was sure enough, a stern-looking edifice of gray stone with a
  large number of small, glimmering windows. There was a lawn in front of it,
  very tastefully laid out, which somewhat relieved the gloomy and prison-like
  appearance of the building. No one was to be seen either outside or at the
  windows. We held a council of war as to what our next step ahould be.


  “We can’t walk right up to the house under some excuse or other, can we?”
  said Bob.


  “It would be too dangerous,” I remarked. “There is no saying what they
  might do to us. They seem to be very savage people.”


  “Besides it would be the very last way to have any chance of saying a few
  words to the young lady,” added my companion.


  “The whole thing makes a deuced romatic situation,” I observed.


  “I wonder what Pendleton would think of us if he saw us?”


  “Poor shy Pendleton! I think he would put us both down as madmen.”


  “It’s a pity he is so retiring,” said Bob. “But I say, Jack, what do you
  intend to say to the young lady when you see her?”


  “Why, I propose to tell her of my love straight off, and ask her to fly
  with me. It must be all done to-day. I’m not coming in here again on any
  consideration. Besides, I think it will not be difficult to carry a romantic
  girl of that sort by a kind of coup de main.”


  “But that’s exactly my plan,” said Bob plaintively.


  “The deuce it is!” I ejaculated. “By George! There she is!”


  The last exclamation was drawn from me by the appearance upon the steps of
  the house of an elegantly dressed young lady. Her features were invisible,
  owing to the . distance, but her erect carriage and the long, graceful curves
  of her figure showed that report had not exaggerated her charms. She turned
  as she came out to address an elder woman, her mother probably, who followed
  her. The latter seemed, as far as we could make out, to be weeping, for she
  raised her handkerchief to her eyes several times, while the girl passed her
  arm round her neck as if to console her. In this she appeared to succeed, for
  the elder went back into the house, and the younger sprang down the three
  steps at a single bound and hurried away, with long, elastic steps, down the
  path which led into the shrubbery.


  “We must follow her,” I cried.


  “Take your time,” said Bob. “We must come to some agreement before we
  start. It would be too ridiculous for the two of us to plunge at her together
  and begin pouring out two confessions of love.”


  “It might startle her,” I remarked, “especially as she has never seen
  either of us before.”


  “Who is to have the preference, then?”


  “I am the elder,” I observed.


  “But then I left the inn first,” objected Elliott.


  “Well, suppose we toss for it.”


  “I suppose we must,” said Bob gloomily, producing a penny and spinning it
  up in the air: ” Heads, so it is. Just my luck. Of course, if after your
  proposal the young lady thinks fit to refuse you I am at liberty to do
  whatever I choose. Is that agreed?”


  “Certainly,” I answered, and we both pushed on rapidly through the
  shrubbery, gaining confidence as we saw some prospect of attaining our
  object.


  “There she is,” whispered Bob, as we saw the flutter of a pink dress among
  the trees in front of us.


  “There’s a man talking to her!”


  “Impossible!”


  “There is.”


  If there was he must have disappeared very rapidly on hearing our
  approach, for when he got near enough to her to see her whole figure she was
  alone. She turned with a start of surprise, and seemed inclined for a moment
  to run away from us, but then, recovering herself, she came toward us. As she
  advanced I saw that she was one of the most lovely girls that I had ever seen
  in my life—not at all the doll-like sort of beauty that I had imagined
  from what I knew of her training, but a splendid, well-developed young woman
  with a firmly set lower jaw and delicately moulded chin which would have been
  almost masculine in their force had they not been relieved by a pair of
  pensive blue eyes and a sweetly sensitive mouth. Somehow, as I found her
  steady gaze directed at me, all the well-turned speeches which I had
  rehearsed in my mind seemed to fade entirely from my memory and leave nothing
  but an utter blank behind. The amorous gallop with which we bore down upon
  her subsided into a ridiculous trot, and when eventually I pulled up a few
  yards in front of her I could no more have uttered a word of explanation than
  I could have recovered my lost hat or concealed the gaps in my clothing.


  “I fancy you must have mistaken your way,” she said in a low, sweet voice
  without the slightest appearance of heing affected by this apparition of
  young men. I felt Bob nudge me from behind and whisper something about
  “going’ ahead” and “making the running,” but my only inclination under the
  gaze of those calm, tranquil eyes was to make the running in the opposite
  direction at the top of my speed.


  “The house is over there,” she observed, pointing through the trees. “I
  suppose that you are the bailiff.”


  “Bailiffs!” I gasped.


  “Excuse me if I do not give you your proper title,” she continued with a
  melancholy 3mile. “It is the first time that we have ever been brought in
  contact with the officers of the law, and hardly know how to address them. We
  have expected you for two days.”


  Bob and I could only stare at her in silent bewilderment.


  “There is one thing I should like to ask you,” she went on, drawing nearer
  to us with her liands clasped and a beautiful pleading expression upon her
  face.


  “Though my mother and I are almost beggars now, remember that she is a
  lady, delicately reared and sensitive. Above all, remember that she has no
  one to protect her or to take her part. Be gentle with her, therefore, and do
  you duty without wounding her feelings more than you can help.”


  “Bob,” I whispered, drawing my companion aside, though he still continued
  to stare idiotically over my shoulder at the young lady. “Do you realise it?
  They expect the bailiffs. There’s no money in the concern. What are we to
  do?”


  “She’s an angel!” was all Bob could evolve.


  “So she is, but she’s got no money.”


  “Then you give her up?”


  “I do,” said I with a sentimental twinge at my heart. Sentimentalism has
  always been my weak point.


  “You won’t propose?” asked Bob excitedly.


  “No, marriage is an expensive luxury. Besides—”


  “Besides what? “


  “I am convinced she would not have me.”


  “Then, by Jove, I’ll do it I” said Bob, facing round with a look of
  determination upon his dirty face.


  Miss Clairmont had been standing looking considerably surprised and a
  little frightened during our hurried conclave. She drew back a few feet. Bob
  took a step toward her with his arms thrown out in eloquent entreaty, like an
  animated semaphore.


  “Young lady,” he began, “I am not a bailiff. I belong to another and a
  higher branch of the legal profession. I am a Londoner and a gentleman.”


  Bob paused for a moment to allow this statement to sink into his
  listener’s mind. Miss Clairinont looked more amazed than impressed, though it
  was evident from her shrinking figure that she was considerably startled. “In
  a foreign land,” cried Bob warming to his work—“a land beyond the
  seas—I allude to England—I heard of your charms and of your
  solitary existence, and I swore—that is to say, we both did, only I
  lost the toss—to save you and bring you out into the great world which
  you are so fitted to adorn. We crossed the deep—which made us both
  exceedingly unwell—and flew to your rescue. We have scaled this
  inhospitable wall of yours; if you doubt my statement you will find a large
  portion of the sleeve of my coat upon one of the spikes which adorn it. We
  also ran the gauntlet of the many unpleasant things which your amiable parent
  seems to have littered about for the benefit of the casual stranger. Dear
  girl,” continued Bob, advancing with an imbecile grin upon his countenance,
  which he imagined no doubt to be a seductive smile, “fly with me! Be mine!
  Share with me the wild free life of a barrister! Say that you return the love
  which fills my heart—oh, say it!” Here Bob put his hand over a hole in
  his waistcoat and struck a dramatic attitude.


  During this extraordinary address the young lady had been gradually edging
  away from us, and at its conclusion she burst into a merry peal of
  laughter.


  “Edward?” she cried—“Ned! Do come out! It’s really too ridiculous,
  but I don’t know what to say to them.”


  At this summons a man emerged from behind a tree where he had concealed
  himself and flew to her side. Imagine our petrifying and all-absorbing
  astonishment when we recognised in him Pendleton, our retiring companion of
  the inn.


  “Don’t be frightened, darling,” he said, passing his arm round her slender
  waist, to Bob’s intense and audible disgust. “I can understand, gentlemen,”
  he went on, “the romantic motives which have led you here, but you will see
  how futile they are when I tell you that this lady is my wife.”


  “Your what?” roared Bob and I in chorus.


  “My wedded wife. You are the first that have heard our secret, though Mrs
  Clairmont must learn it to-day. It does not matter to you how we met or how
  we married—suffice it that it is so. To-day the ruin which I had long
  foreseen has come upon the household; Mrs Pendleton thinks it may have
  softened the hard heart of her mother, and we are going up now to see her
  together, to confess what we have done, and to offer her a home for the rest
  of her life at my place in Devon. You will see, gentlemen,” he continued,
  “that a delicate matter of this sort must be done without interruption and at
  once; you will therefore excuse us from showing you off the grounds. I may
  say, however, that if you will keep to that path on the left you will soon
  find yourselves at the boundary—and now, gentlemen, my wife and myself
  must wish you a very good morning,” with which he offered the young lady his
  arm and the two strolled off together in the direction of the house.


  How long Bob and I stood there gazing after them and at each other neither
  of us could ever determine. Then we plodded sullenly down the path pointed
  out, without exchanging a word, and after sundry gymnastic exercises found
  ourselves in the road once more.


  Bob was inclined to be sentimental all day, and perhaps I was hardly
  myself either. When night fell, however, and a steaming jug of hot water was
  brought up, flanked with a lemon on one side and the sugar on the other,
  while the whisky bottle towered in the rear, we began to get over our
  troubles, and I doubt if O’Keefe, when he joined us, could have given a guess
  at the stirring events which had occurred since he told us the story of the
  Clairmont family the night before. Certainly by next morning there were no
  traces left of our short matrimonial campaign.


  Another week found us in our chambers in town, settling down comfortably
  into the old routine. I do not know where our next holiday will be spent, but
  I confidently predict that it will not be at Glenmahowley. I have heard
  nothing since of the Pendletons beyond the fact that he is the owner of a
  large estate on the borders of Dartmoor. Bob talks of visiting those parts in
  the Spring, but I think for his I own peace of mind he had better steer clear
  of those blue eyes and sweet features which are our only pleasant
  recollection of the land of bogs.
 

  

   


  
[bookmark: story06]THE BLOOD-STONE TRAGEDY

  A DRUIDICAL STORY


  First published anonymously in Cassell’s Saturday Journal, Feb 16,
  1884


  ‘HUSH!’ said my fellow-traveller, holding up his hand with a
  warning gesture, and glancing at his wife, who was snugly ensconced amongst
  her rugs in the corner. ‘Hush!’


  ‘My dear sir,’ I remonstrated, ‘my reference to Doctor Price—’


  ‘Hush!’ interrupted my companion, in a more authoritative voice. Not a
  word!’


  Now, this was very mysterious conduct. The gentleman who curtailed my
  remarks so brusquely had entered the carriage at Rugby with his wife, and we
  had been whiling away an hour or so of our journey by retailing our views
  upon current subjects to each other. Having chatted over one topic or
  another, some unlucky impulse had led me to refer to Dr Price and his recent
  attempt at the revival of Druidism by the cremation of an infant. To my
  surprise my allusion had a marked effect upon my companion, who became much
  agitated, and checked me in the decisive manner which I have quoted.


  ‘Ah! it’s all right,’ he resumed, bending over and looking down at his
  wife. ‘She is asleep. Come over here into the far corner, so that she cannot
  hear us if she wakes.’


  I obeyed this mysterious injunction, with many surmises m my mind as to
  the cause of so much precaution.


  ‘It’s a painful subject to her,’ he said, nodding his head in the
  direction of the sleeping woman. ‘I have known her have an attack of acute
  mania on hearing an allusion made to it.’


  ‘Made to what?’


  ‘To Druidism.’


  ‘What an extraordinary thing!’ I ejaculated.


  ‘I have been keeping the papers from her during the last week,’ continued
  my acquaintance, ‘so that she should not hear of this escapade of the doctor.
  I am convinced it would have a very bad effect upon her mind.’


  ‘Indeed!’ I remarked not without a growing conviction that my companion
  was a little wrong in the upper storey.


  ‘Ah! of course, you don’t understand,’ he said, smiling at my evident
  bewilderment. ‘The fact is, that just before our marriage some ten years
  ago—my wife had a very terrible experience in connection with Druidism.
  It did not get into the papers at the time, but there are a good many people
  alive who can testify to the facts. It shattered her nervous system, and
  anything which recalls it knocks her over very much.’


  With this short preface, my new friend, leaning well forward and speaking
  in a low voice, with many precautionary glances at his sleeping wife, told me
  the story of her extraordinary adventure. I have endeavoured to set it down
  in his own words as far as I can, but I cannot imitate the earnestness of his
  manner, nor the weird effect produced by the flickering carriage-lamp, and
  the presence of the unconscious heroine of this strange story.


  ‘I don’t know whether you know Wales well,’ he began; ‘but even if you do,
  it is not at all likely that you have ever journeyed as far as Llanduran. It
  is an out-of-the-way little mountain village up in the north, not far from
  the sea, a place which is hardly marked in the maps, and where no tourist
  ever goes unless he stumbles upon it by accident. This was our fate in the
  autumn of ‘72, and we were so taken by the pretty surroundings and the
  primitive peasantry, that we made it our resting-place for some time. We were
  a fairly large party—my brother Stephen and his wife, my present wife,
  with her two brothers, and three friends of mine from London. Altogether we
  had a very jolly time of it, and astonished the quiet-living Cymric
  population not a little, until our holiday was brought to an abrupt and
  tragic termination.


  ‘I must tell you that my wife—or Miss Madison, as she Was in those
  days was of a most adventurous disposition. She appeared to be absolutely
  insensible to fear. I was continually remonstrating with her as to the risks
  which she ran, and her brothers did all they could to restrain her, but
  without avail. The more we spoke, the more daring would she become. We were
  compelled, at last, to leave her behind when we intended to do any serious
  mountaineering, for fear she should meet with some accident.


  ‘One morning, when we came down to breakfast, we learned to our surprise
  that Miss Madison had been seen to leave the inn alone at early dawn, in her
  walking-dress, and to take the direction of the mountains. Her intention,
  evidently, was to steal a march upon us by visiting alone some of those
  places which we had gone to without her. We were all rather alarmed by this
  escapade of the wild girl; but our alarm deepened into positive terror when
  the whole day passed without our hearing a word of her. The district was a
  notoriously dangerous one. The mountains, without being remarkably high, were
  jagged and steep, and intersected by numerous chasms. Several fatal accidents
  had occurred of late in the vicinity. No wonder, then, that I felt a sinking
  at my heart when I left the inn that night at the head of a party with
  torches in search of the woman whom I had already begun to love.


  ‘I will tell you the story now from her point of view, and give you that
  facts which we heard afterwards from her own lips.


  ‘Leaving the inn, then, and laughing to herself at the way in which she
  was giving us the slip, she made the best of her way into the mountains. The
  morning was a beautiful one, and the crisp, bracing air increased her natural
  activity and endurance, so that she had walked a very long way before the
  thought of fatigue entered her mind. She had gone on at random, following the
  little goat-paths from one rugged valley to another, until she had lost sight
  of all the familiar landmarks, and found herself in a desolate labyrinth,
  surrounded on every side by precipitous crags, and without the smallest sign
  of human life. Many women would have been terrified in her position, but, as
  I have said, she was constitutionally brave; so finding it hopeless to
  retrace her steps, she pushed on, in the hope of reaching some eminence from
  Which she could catch a glimpse of the outside world.


  ‘As she advanced, the scenery became bleaker and more dismal. The
  mountains in those regions are always desolate, being hardly picturesque
  enough to attract tourists, and too barren to allow any one to settle among
  them. She stumbled along among great boulders, and along the bed of a
  dried-up stream, with lofty granite walls on each side of her without break
  or opening. Following the track of the old torrent, she traced it at last to
  a place where there had evidently been a cascade, as the bed of the stream
  descended precipitously for thirty or forty feet. Hoping by ascending to
  obtain some idea of her whereabouts, my wife clambered up this steep incline,
  and succeeded with some difficulty in reaching the top.


  ‘The sight before her was an extraordinary one. The gap through which the
  stream had forced its way was the only entrance to a little ravine,
  surrounded on all sides by high, dark cliffs. This secluded nook formed a
  cul-de-sac about two hundred yards long and fifty broad, ringed in by fir
  trees, which sprouted from the base of the rocky walls. In the centre of the
  clear space in the middle was a large flat slab, round which were placed a
  number of stones, standing upon their ends, and forming a double circle. This
  arrangement was evidently artificial, and my wife looked round, in the hope
  of seeing some signs of human life. To her great delight she perceived among
  the trees a rough sort of hut, to which she hurried, with the intention of
  getting some refreshment if possible, and then of inquiring her way
  homewards.


  ‘The rude door of this wooden dwelling was ajar, and Miss Madison, after
  knocking several times without receiving an answer, pushed her way in.


  ‘The room in which she found herself was a small one, and furnished in the
  roughest manner possible. A heap of goat-skins in the corner appeared to have
  been utilised as a bed, and a large block of wood in the centre was evidently
  intended as a table, as the remains of a meal, in the shape of a couple of
  bones, were lying upon it. What struck the young lady most, however, in this
  extraordinary apartment were the walls, which were thickly covered with
  curious inscriptions, painted on it in dark letters. These were in some
  unknown language, which she conjectured to be Welsh; but there were others,
  especially over the door and in the centre of each wall, which were evidently
  designed as symbols or charms, consisting of the same letter, repeated a
  number of times in different shapes and forms.


  ‘My wife was standing in the doorway, regarding all these strange things
  with natural curiosity, when she became aware of a shadow which intervened
  between her and the sun. Turning round, she saw behind her the most
  extraordinary mortal that she had ever beheld. He was an elderly man, with
  long, floating hair and a grizzled beard, which descended over his breast. He
  could not have been less than six feet four inches high, and the breadth of
  his shoulders and length of his arms denoted extraordinary strength, while
  the great club upon which he leaned might have served him either as a support
  or as a weapon. His dress was a sort of ragged gown, which had been
  originally white, but was now weather-stained and dirty. What struck my wife,
  however, more than either his other features or his strange attire, were his
  eyes, which were of a light, almost colourless blue, but which projected
  considerably, and shifted from one object to another without remaining still
  for an instant.


  ‘“Hail, lady!” he exclaimed, advancing towards Miss Madison, and speaking
  in a well-modulated voice. “For five moons I have waited for you. Why hast
  thou tarried so long?”


  ‘Considerably astonished, but more amused than frightened, the young lady
  took a step or two back from this strange apparition, who walked slowly
  forwards, waving his hands rhythmically from side to side.


  ‘“The blood-stone is dry!” he cried, “the blood-stone is dry! Shall it be
  said that in the days of the fifteenth avatar there was no man who would
  honour the old gods, and no woman who would dare lie down upon the
  blood-stone? Britain’s noblest and fairest have stretched themselves upon
  that cold couch. You are worthy of the honour, maiden. Thy cheek is
  unblanched, and thy hand is steady. So should she be whom the high gods
  select.”


  ‘My wife had begun by this time to realise that the man in front of her
  was a maniac, though she had not yet fathomed the meaning of his strange
  words. She endeavoured to conceal her fright as much as possible, however,
  and to conciliate her fierce-looking companion.


  ‘“You must lead a lonely life, sir,” she said. “Who are you, and why do
  you dwell up here alone?”


  ‘“Who am I?” he cried, tossing his long, thin arms in the air. “I am
  Ap-Griffiths, of the pure blood of Arisdenna, seventieth in descent from the
  high priest Mona, who was second brother to the great Queen Boadicea. Woman,
  I am the last of the Druids. All round,” he continued, mournfully, “men have
  left the old creed. None bow to the high gods now. Only we are staunch and
  true, maiden; you and I the slayer and the slain.”


  ‘Thoroughly alarmed by this time, my wife endeavoured to edge away to the
  mouth of the little glen, but the maniac, who was wildly excited, caught her
  by the wrist and dragged her over to the spot where the stones were.


  ‘“Have I not done it well!” he cried. “There have been many larger, but
  none more complete. What is there wanting? Here is the blood-stone,” pointing
  to the flat slab in the centre; “it has been dry for many years, but when you
  lie on it, maiden, with the flames roaring around you, and when your
  life-blood hisses upon the hot stone, then the gods will know that there are
  believers yet. Nay, do not shudder and shrink. Your vile body may be charred
  and tortured, but your spirit will soar above the stars, ever exulting in a
  happiness which no words can depict. Mark my stones. Thirty-four without, and
  twenty-three within, according to the direction of the learned and holy Mona.
  I have a trench, too, around the blood-stone, and my instrument is as it
  should be.” Here he drew a long, keen knife from his bosom. “All has been
  ready for months, save only the victim, and now the great gods have sent me
  that also.”


  ‘My wife was, as I have already told you, a woman of great courage and
  resource. It was evident to her in a moment that to attempt to escape was
  impossible, in the presence of so agile and powerful an adversary. Her only
  hope of safety lay in humouring and outwitting him. She Wined towards him,
  therefore, and assumed as much calmness as she could, while she asked the
  terrible question—


  ‘“When am I to be sacrificed?”


  ‘“At the middle hour of the night,” said the maniac, with decision.


  ‘She felt instinctively that it was useless to plead her sex, her age, or
  her helplessness to this sanguinary fanatic. The sun was already low down on
  the horizon, and there would be only a few hours to pass before she should
  find herself stretched upon the fatal blood-stone. Her last chance lay in the
  use she might make of that short period.


  ‘“I am ignorant,” she said, “of many of the things of which you speak I
  have much to learn before I can die.”


  ‘“You are right, maiden,” he said; “there is much which none can teach in
  these latter days save those who still have the priestly blood in their
  veins. Come with me into my dwelling, and I will discourse with you
  concerning many things, that when thy soul is loosened from its bonds it may
  know whither it speedeth.”


  ‘With these words the Druid, as I will call him, led Miss Madison into the
  hut, and commanded her to be seated on a rough wooden bench which stood
  opposite the door. He himself lay down upon a couple of goat-skins at her
  feet, and began to talk to her with great volubility and earnestness. Much of
  his conversation was unintelligible to her, and occasionally he would break
  into rude doggerel verses, but she could understand enough to gather that he
  was laying down the precepts of the old British faith. Poor girl! her mind
  was too full of horror to allow her to pay much attention to his
  disquisition. Certain death seemed to stare her in the face and death in its
  most horrible form. Look which way she would, there seemed to be no
  possibility of escape. Through the half-open door she could see that the
  night was drawing in. The Druid observed it too, for, suddenly ceasing his
  harangue, he sprang to his feet, and seized a great chopper which leaned
  against the wall.


  ‘“I must leave you for a time, maiden,” he said. “There is much to be done
  before the darkness comes. The wood is to be cut for the funeral pyre, for I
  swear to you that none who ever lay upon that hard bridal couch shall have
  had a more seemly ending than thine shall be.”


  ‘With these words he hurried out of the hut, and Miss Madison could tell
  by the crashing sound that he was cutting among the fir trees which
  surrounded the valley.


  ‘For a moment a ray of hope came into her mind. Might she not slip past
  him while he was engaged in his work, and gain the mouth of the ravine
  without his detecting her? She rose with the determination to risk everything
  upon the chance, when, to her unutterable horror, she found that the cunning
  miscreant had, in some unaccountable way, managed to slip the noose of a rope
  round her ankles while he lay at her feet, and that she was firmly pinioned
  to the bench. It was only then that the relentless cruelty and unbending
  resolution of the monster who had captured her came fully home to her. She
  screamed piteously for aid, though she knew that her cries were as useless as
  her struggles would be. She was entirely at the mercy of the maniac.


  ‘He came back upon hearing her cries, and stood in the doorway, looking
  down at her with a look of melancholy upon his face. It was so dark now that
  it was difficult for her to distinguish his features.


  ‘“Lady,” he said. “this is not what I had hoped. How shall thy courage
  bear thee up at the supreme moment if thou shrinkest now? You have been
  honoured above all women by the selection of the gods. Canst thou not prove
  thyself worthy of the choice? Learn, too, that thy cries are of no avail, for
  there is no human ear for many a mile. Thou art not the only one on whom
  death will come to-night. When the red light of thy pyre tinges the crags of
  Conmorris, and thy holocaust is completed, then Ap-Griffiths, the last of the
  priestly line, shall pass away with his mission gloriously fulfilled. My
  life, as well as yours, maiden, terminates at the coming of the fifteenth
  avatar, which my knowledge teaches me will be at the twelfth hour of this
  night.”


  ‘Driven to desperation, my poor wife prayed and begged for mercy from the
  madman, using every possible entreaty and expostulation to prevent him from
  carrying out his murderous design. Her prayers, however, had the exactly
  opposite effect, for, flying into a paroxysm of rage, the Druid sprang upon
  her, forcing her down on the bench, to which she was already pinioned.


  ‘“Wicked and ungrateful Woman!” he roared, winding a cord round her body,
  and securing her more firmly than before, “would you persuade the only
  faithful one to turn false? Not a word more, or I must silence your tongue.
  You have already committed a grievous sin.”


  ‘With these words, he seized his chopper once more, and went back to his
  work, cutting great faggots, and piling them around the fatal
  blood-stone.


  ‘Gradually the darkness of night settled down upon the little valley. The
  poor girl stretched, more dead than alive, upon the rough bench could
  distinguish the gaunt outlines of the madman as he wielded his chopper with
  demoniacal fury. Then the sound ceased, and she lost sight of him in the
  gloom. When the moon came out, however, she perceived him once more, kneeling
  among the perpendicular stones. He was bowing his head, waving his arms, and
  giving other symptoms of being engaged in religious devotion. Then he stood
  up, and burst into a rude, wild chant, which reverberated through the little
  ravine, and was echoed back from the rocky walls.


  ‘During this time, the very possibility of escape had ceased to occur to
  Miss Madison. Suddenly, however, her senses, strained to an unnatural
  tension, detected a sound in the distance. She listened once more in a quiver
  of excitement, and again it seemed to her that the breeze bore a faint note
  to her ear, not unlike the sound of a horn. Could it be that her friends had
  hit upon the right track? She lay perfectly still, able to hear the beatings
  of her own heart. For five minutes all was silence, save the monotonous chant
  of the maniac. Then again the same long wail struck upon her ear, apparently
  rather louder and more near than before. The Druid seemed to hear it, too,
  for he ceased his incantation, and paced uneasily backwards and forwards.


  ‘By her calculation it could not be more than eleven o’clock. She had,
  therefore, an hour before her if the maniac adhered to his former plan. The
  suspense was agonising. She lay, with her eyes shut, counting the seconds,
  and waiting for a repetition of the sound; but all was as silent as the
  grave.


  ‘Minute passed after minute. Half the hour was gone without any sign of
  her rescuers. Mother quarter passed, and the madman began to take a last look
  at the pyre, and to make his final preparations. Then he struck a light, and
  ignited the base of the mound of sticks. The dry, resinous pine-wood crackled
  and spluttered, while long tongues of flame licked round the borders of the
  fatal blood-stone. He approached the door of the hut. “The time has come,
  maiden!” he said.


  ‘It must have been a weird sight—the column of fire shooting up into
  the air, throwing fantastic shadows among the gaunt fir trees and the
  Druidical stones,—within the circle of light the white-clad maniac, and
  in front of him the shrinking girl! He was in the very act of undoing the
  cords which bound her, when, from the mouth of the glen came a loud peal from
  a horn, and a chorus of human voices, all shouting together. The light of the
  fire had attracted the rescue party.


  ‘The Druid started like a hunted beast. “Too late!” he roared; “too late!
  Thy doom is sealed! Thou must die!” He caught up the bench and the prostrate
  woman, and, running with incredible speed, he laid her beside the roaring
  flames, while he drew his long knife from his bosom. My poor wife’s last
  recollection is of the fierce face looking down at her, the savage,
  colourless eyes, and the uplifted knife.


  ‘When she came to herself, friendly faces were around her. Her head was
  pillowed upon my breast, and the first word that passed her dear lips was my
  name. The Druid was lying on his back, some little way off, with his head cut
  open. I shall never get such a stick again as the old friend which I broke
  that night over his crazy skull. It was touch and go, though, for if I had
  got up one moment later, the fellow’s knife would have been in Mary’s
  heart.


  ‘We got her down to the inn at Llanduran, but she developed brain fever
  next day, and for weeks her life was despaired of. Such an impression has the
  adventure made upon her that the least incident which may recall it has a
  very bad effect upon her. That is why I have concealed the episode of Dr
  Price from her knowledge.’


  ‘And the Druid?’ I asked.


  ‘Oh, he turned out to be a very well-known man of science and
  archaeologist. He had been erratic in his conduct, and was therefore confined
  in the Merthyr Lunatic Asylum, but he escaped some six months before, and all
  clue to his whereabouts was lost. He must have spent the whole time in this
  nook among the mountains, practising his pagan rites, and living on the goats
  and anything he could pick up.’


  ‘What became of him, then?’


  ‘Oh, that is about the queerest thing in the whole queer story. Whether
  the crack with my stick depressed some bump, or how it acted, I don’t know;
  but the fact remains that when he had recovered his senses he was as sane as
  you and I, and has, as far as I know, remained so ever since. They kept him
  in the asylum for some time for fear of a relapse, but they let him out
  eventually. Hush! she’s waking up. Yes, they will have a lively time at the
  beginning of the next session, to all appearance. Don’t you think so, my
  dear?’
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  It might seem rash of me to say that I ascribe the death of my poor
  friend, John Barrington Cowles, to any preternatural agency. I am aware that
  in the present state of public feeling a chain of evidence would require to
  be strong indeed before the possibility of such a conclusion could be
  admitted.


  I shall therefore merely state the circumstances which led up to this sad
  event as concisely and as plainly as I can, and leave every reader to draw
  his own deductions. Perhaps there may be some one who can throw light upon
  what is dark to me.


  I first met Barrington Cowles when I went up to Edinburgh University to
  take out medical classes there. My landlady in Northumberland Street had a
  large house, and, being a widow without children, she gained a livelihood by
  providing accommodation for several students.


  Barrington Cowles happened to have taken a bedroom upon the same floor as
  mine, and when we came to know each other better we shared a small sitting-
  room, in which we took our meals. In this manner we originated a friendship
  which was unmarred by the slightest disagreement up to the day of his
  death.


  Cowles’ father was the colonel of a Sikh regiment and had remained in
  India for many years. He allowed his son a handsome income, but seldom gave
  any other sign of parental affection—writing irregularly and
  briefly.


  My friend, who had himself been born in India, and whose whole disposition
  was an ardent tropical one, was much hurt by this neglect. His mother was
  dead, and he had no other relation in the world to supply the blank.


  Thus he came in time to concentrate all his affection upon me, and to
  confide in me in a manner which is rare among men. Even when a stronger and
  deeper passion came upon him, it never infringed upon the old tenderness
  between us.


  Cowles was a tall, slim young fellow, with an olive, Velasquez-like face,
  and dark, tender eyes. I have seldom seen a man who was more likely to excite
  a woman’s interest, or to captivate her imagination. His expression was, as a
  rule, dreamy, and even languid; but if in conversation a subject arose which
  interested him he would be all animation in a moment. On such occasions his
  colour would heighten, his eyes gleam, and he could speak with an eloquence
  which would carry his audience with him.


  In spite of these natural advantages he led a solitary life, avoiding
  female society, and reading with great diligence. He was one of the foremost
  men of his year, taking the senior medal for anatomy, and the Neil Arnott
  prize for physics.


  How well I can recollect the first time we met her!Often and often I have
  recalled the circumstances, and tried to remember what the exact impression
  was which she produced on my mind at the time.


  After we came to know her my judgment was warped, so that I am curious to
  recollect what my unbiassed{sic} instincts were. It is hard, however, to
  eliminate the feelings which reason or prejudice afterwards raised in me.


  It was at the opening of the Royal Scottish Academy in the spring of 1879.
  My poor friend was passionately attached to art in every form, and a pleasing
  chord in music or a delicate effect upon canvas would give exquisite pleasure
  to his highly-strung nature. We had gone together to see the pictures, and
  were standing in the grand central salon, when I noticed an extremely
  beautiful woman standing at the other side of the room. In my whole life I
  have never seen such a classically perfect countenance. It was the real Greek
  type—the forehead broad, very low, and as white as marble, with a
  cloudlet of delicate locks wreathing round it, the nose straight and clean
  cut, the lips inclined to thinness, the chin and lower jaw beautifully
  rounded off, and yet sufficiently developed to promise unusual strength of
  character.


  But those eyes—those wonderful eyes!If I could but give some faint
  idea of their varying moods, their steely hardness, their feminine softness,
  their power of command, their penetrating intensity suddenly melting away
  into an expression of womanly weakness—but I am speaking now of future
  impressions!


  There was a tall, yellow-haired young man with this lady, whom I at once
  recognised as a law student with whom I had a slight acquaintance.


  Archibald Reeves—for that was his name—was a dashing, handsome
  young fellow, and had at one time been a ringleader in every university
  escapade; but of late I had seen little of him, and the report was that he
  was engaged to be married. His companion was, then, I presumed, his fiancee.
  I seated myself upon the velvet settee in the centre of the room, and
  furtively watched the couple from behind my catalogue.


  The more I looked at her the more her beauty grew upon me. She was
  somewhat short in stature, it is true; but her figure was perfection, and she
  bore herself in such a fashion that it was only by actual comparison that one
  would have known her to be under the medium height.


  As I kept my eyes upon them, Reeves was called away for some reason, and
  the young lady was left alone. Turning her back to the pictures, she passed
  the time until the return of her escort in taking a deliberate survey of the
  company, without paying the least heed to the fact that a dozen pair of eyes,
  attracted by her elegance and beauty, were bent curiously upon her. With one
  of her hands holding the red silk cord which railed off the pictures, she
  stood languidly moving her eyes from face to face with as little
  self-consciousness as if she were looking at the canvas creatures behind her.
  Suddenly, as I watched her, I saw her gaze become fixed, and, as it were,
  intense. I followed the direction of her looks, wondering what could have
  attracted her so strongly.


  John Barrington Cowles was standing before a picture—one, I think,
  by Noel Paton—I know that the subject was a noble and ethereal one. His
  profile was turned towards us, and never have I seen him to such advantage. I
  have said that he was a strikingly handsome man, but at that moment he looked
  absolutely magnificent. It was evident that he had momentarily forgotten his
  surroundings, and that his whole soul was in sympathy with the picture before
  him. His eyes sparkled, and a dusky pink shone through his clear olive
  cheeks. She continued to watch him fixedly, with a look of interest upon her
  face, until he came out of his reverie with a start, and turned abruptly
  round, so that his gaze met hers. She glanced away at once, but his eyes
  remained fixed upon her for some moments. The picture was forgotten already,
  and his soul had come down to earth once more.


  We caught sight of her once or twice before we left, and each time I
  noticed my friend look after her. He made no remark, however, until we got
  out into the open air, and were walking arm-in-arm along Princes Street.


  “Did you notice that beautiful woman, in the dark dress, with the white
  fur?“he asked.


  “Yes, I saw her,” I answered.


  “Do you know her?“he asked eagerly. “Have you any idea who she is?”


  “I don’t know her personally,” I replied. “But I have no doubt I could
  find out all about her, for I believe she is engaged to young Archie Reeves,
  and he and I have a lot of mutual friends. “


  “Engaged!” ejaculated Cowles.


  “Why, my dear boy,” I said, laughing, “you don’t mean to say you are so
  susceptible that the fact that a girl to whom you never spoke in your life is
  engaged is enough to upset you?”


  “Well, not exactly to upset me,” he answered, forcing a laugh. “But I
  don’t mind telling you, Armitage, that I never was so taken by any one in my
  life. It wasn’t the mere beauty of the face—though that was perfect
  enough—but it was the character and the intellect upon it. I hope, if
  she is engaged, that it is to some man who will be worthy of her. “


  “Why,” I remarked, “you speak quite feelingly. It is a clear case of love
  at first sight, Jack. However, to put your perturbed spirit at rest, I’ll
  make a point of finding out all about her whenever I meet any fellow who is
  likely to know. “


  Barrington Cowles thanked me, and the conversation drifted off into other
  channels. For several days neither of us made any allusion to the subject,
  though my companion was perhaps a little more dreamy and distraught than
  usual. The incident had almost vanished from my remembrance, when one day
  young Brodie, who is a second cousin of mine, came up to me on the university
  steps with the face of a bearer of tidings.


  “I say,” he began, “you know Reeves, don’t you?”


  “Yes. What of him?”


  “His engagement is off. “


  “Off!” I cried. “Why, I only learned the other day that it was on. “


  “Oh, yes—it’s all off. His brother told me so. Deucedly mean of
  Reeves, you know, if he has backed out of it, for she was an uncommonly nice
  girl. “


  “I’ve seen her,” I said; “but I don’t know her name. “


  “She is a Miss Northcott, and lives with an old aunt of hers in
  Abercrombie Place. Nobody knows anything about her people, or where she comes
  from. Anyhow, she is about the most unlucky girl in the world, poor
  soul!”


  “Why unlucky?”


  “Well, you know, this was her second engagement,” said young Brodie, who
  had a marvellous knack of knowing everything about everybody. “She was
  engaged to Prescott—William Prescott, who died. That was a very sad
  affair. The wedding day was fixed, and the whole thing looked as straight as
  a die when the smash came. “


  “What smash?“I asked, with some dim recollection of the circumstances.


  “Why, Prescott’s death. He came to Abercrombie Place one night, and stayed
  very late. No one knows exactly when he left, but about one in the morning a
  fellow who knew him met him walking rapidly in the direction of the Queen’s
  Park. He bade him good night, but Prescott hurried on without heeding him,
  and that was the last time he was ever seen alive. Three days afterwards his
  body was found floating in St. Margaret’s Loch, under St. Anthony’s Chapel.
  No one could ever understand it, but of course the verdict brought it in as
  temporary insanity. “


  “It was very strange,” I remarked.


  “Yes, and deucedly rough on the poor girl,” said Brodie. “Now that this
  other blow has come it will quite crush her. So gentle and ladylike she is
  too!”


  “You know her personally, then!” I asked.


  “Oh, yes, I know her. I have met her several times. I could easily manage
  that you should be introduced to her. “


  “Well,” I answered, “it’s not so much for my own sake as for a friend of
  mine. However, I don’t suppose she will go out much for some little time
  after this. When she does I will take advantage of your offer. “


  We shook hands on this, and I thought no more of the matter for some
  time.


  The next incident which I have to relate as bearing at all upon the
  question of Miss Northcott is an unpleasant one. Yet I must detail it as
  accurately as possible, since it may throw some light upon the sequel. One
  cold night, several months after the conversation with my second cousin which
  I have quoted above, I was walking down one of the lowest streets in the city
  on my way back from a case which I had been attending. It was very late, and
  I was picking my way among the dirty loungers who were clustering round the
  doors of a great gin-palace, when a man staggered out from among them, and
  held out his hand to me with a drunken leer. The gaslight fell full upon his
  face, and, to my intense astonishment, I recognised in the degraded creature
  before me my former acquaintance, young Archibald Reeves, who had once been
  famous as one of the most dressy and particular men in the whole college. I
  was so utterly surprised that for a moment I almost doubted the evidence of
  my own senses; but there was no mistaking those features, which, though
  bloated with drink, still retained something of their former comeliness. I
  was determined to rescue him, for one night at least, from the company into
  which he had fallen.


  “Holloa, Reeves!” I said. “Come along with me. I’m going in your
  direction. “


  He muttered some incoherent apology for his condition, and took my arm. As
  I supported him towards his lodgings I could see that he was not only
  suffering from the effects of a recent debauch, but that a long course of
  intemperance had affected his nerves and his brain. His hand when I touched
  it was dry and feverish, and he started from every shadow which fell upon the
  pavement. He rambled in his speech, too, in a manner which suggested the
  delirium of disease rather than the talk of a drunkard.


  When I got him to his lodgings I partially undressed him and laid him upon
  his bed. His pulse at this time was very high, and he was evidently extremely
  feverish. He seemed to have sunk into a doze; and I was about to steal out of
  the room to warn his landlady of his condition, when he started up and caught
  me by the sleeve of my coat.


  “Don’t go!” he cried. “I feel better when you are here. I am safe from her
  then. “


  “From her!” I said. “From whom?”


  “Her! her!” he answered peevishly. “Ah! you don’t know her. She is the
  devil!Beautiful—beautiful; but the devil!”


  “You are feverish and excited,” I said. “Try and get a little sleep. You
  will wake better. “


  “Sleep!” he groaned. “How am I to sleep when I see her sitting down yonder
  at the foot of the bed with her great eyes watching and watching hour after
  hour? I tell you it saps all the strength and manhood out of me. That’s what
  makes me drink. God help me—I’m half drunk now!”


  “You are very ill,” I said, putting some vinegar to his temples; “and you
  are delirious. You don’t know what you say. “


  “Yes, I do,” he interrupted sharply, looking up at me. “I know very well
  what I say. I brought it upon myself. It is my own choice. But I couldn’t
  —no, by heaven, I couldn’t—accept the alternative. I couldn’t
  keep my faith to her. It was more than man could do. “


  I sat by the side of the bed, holding one of his burning hands in mine,
  and wondering over his strange words. He lay still for some time, and then,
  raising his eyes to me, said in a most plaintive voice—


  “Why did she not give me warning sooner? Why did she wait until I had
  learned to love her so?”


  He repeated this question several times, rolling his feverish head from
  side to side, and then he dropped into a troubled sleep. I crept out of the
  room, and, having seen that he would be properly cared for, left the house.
  His words, however, rang in my ears for days afterwards, and assumed a deeper
  significance when taken with what was to come.


  My friend, Barrington Cowles, had been away for his summer holidays, and I
  had heard nothing of him for several months. When the winter session came on,
  however, I received a telegram from him, asking me to secure the old rooms in
  Northumberland Street for him, and telling me the train by which he would
  arrive. I went down to meet him, and was delighted to find him looking
  wonderfully hearty and well.


  “By the way,” he said suddenly, that night, as we sat in our chairs by the
  fire, talking over the events of the holidays, “you have never congratulated
  me yet!”


  “On what, my boy?“I asked.


  “What!Do you mean to say you have not heard of my engagement?”


  “Engagement! No!” I answered. “However, I am delighted to hear it, and
  congratulate you with all my heart. “


  “I wonder it didn’t come to your ears,” he said. “It was the queerest
  thing. You remember that girl whom we both admired so much at the
  Academy?”


  “What!” I cried, with a vague feeling of apprehension at my heart. “You
  don’t mean to say that you are engaged to her?”


  “I thought you would be surprised,” he answered. “When I was staying with
  an old aunt of mine in Peterhead, in Aberdeenshire, the Northcotts happened
  to come there on a visit, and as we had mutual friends we soon met. I found
  out that it was a false alarm about her being engaged, and then—well,
  you know what it is when you are thrown into the society of such a girl in a
  place like Peterhead. Not, mind you,” he added, “that I consider I did a
  foolish or hasty thing. I have never regretted it for a moment. The more I
  know Kate the more I admire her and love her. However, you must be introduced
  to her, and then you will form your own opinion. “


  I expressed my pleasure at the prospect, and endeavoured to speak as
  lightly as I could to Cowles upon the subject, but I felt depressed and
  anxious at heart. The words of Reeves and the unhappy fate of young Prescott
  recurred to my recollection, and though I could assign no tangible reason for
  it, a vague, dim fear and distrust of the woman took possession of me. It may
  be that this was foolish prejudice and superstition upon my part, and that I
  involuntarily contorted her future doings and sayings to fit into some half-
  formed wild theory of my own. This has been suggested to me by others as an
  explanation of my narrative. They are welcome to their opinion if they can
  reconcile it with the facts which I have to tell.


  I went round with my friend a few days afterwards to call upon Miss
  Northcott. I remember that, as we went down Abercrombie Place, our attention
  was attracted by the shrill yelping of a dog—which noise proved
  eventually to come from the house to which we were bound. We were shown
  upstairs, where I was introduced to old Mrs. Merton, Miss Northcott’s aunt,
  and to the young lady herself. She looked as beautiful as ever, and I could
  not wonder at my friend’s infatuation. Her face was a little more flushed
  than usual, and she held in her hand a heavy dog-whip, with which she had
  been chastising a small Scotch terrier, whose cries we had heard in the
  street. The poor brute was cringing up against the wall, whining piteously,
  and evidently completely cowed.


  “So Kate,” said my friend, after we had taken our seats, “you have been
  falling out with Carlo again. “


  “Only a very little quarrel this time,” she said, smiling charmingly. “He
  is a dear, good old fellow, but he needs correction now and then. “Then,
  turning to me, “We all do that, Mr. Armitage, don’t we? What a capital thing
  if, instead of receiving a collective punishment at the end of our lives, we
  were to have one at once, as the dogs do, when we did anything wicked. It
  would make us more careful, wouldn’t it?”


  I acknowledged that it would.


  “Supposing that every time a man misbehaved himself a gigantic hand were
  to seize him, and he were lashed with a whip until he fainted”—she
  clenched her white fingers as she spoke, and cut out viciously with the dog-
  whip—“it would do more to keep him good than any number of high-minded
  theories of morality. “


  “Why, Kate,” said my friend, “you are quite savage to-day. “


  “No, Jack,” she laughed. “I’m only propounding a theory for Mr. Armitage’s
  consideration. “


  The two began to chat together about some Aberdeenshire reminiscence, and
  I had time to observe Mrs. Merton, who had remained silent during our short
  conversation. She was a very strange-looking old lady. What attracted
  attention most in her appearance was the utter want of colour which she
  exhibited. Her hair was snow-white, and her face extremely pale. Her lips
  were bloodless, and even her eyes were of such a light tinge of blue that
  they hardly relieved the general pallor. Her dress was a grey silk, which
  harmonised with her general appearance. She had a peculiar expression of
  countenance, which I was unable at the moment to refer to its proper
  cause.


  She was working at some old-fashioned piece of ornamental needlework, and
  as she moved her arms her dress gave forth a dry, melancholy rustling, like
  the sound of leaves in the autumn. There was something mournful and
  depressing in the sight of her. I moved my chair a little nearer, and asked
  her how she liked Edinburgh, and whether she had been there long.


  When I spoke to her she started and looked up at me with a scared look on
  her face. Then I saw in a moment what the expression was which I had observed
  there. It was one of fear—intense and overpowering fear. It was so
  marked that I could have staked my life on the woman before me having at some
  period of her life been subjected to some terrible experience or dreadful
  misfortune.


  “Oh, yes, I like it,” she said, in a soft, timid voice; “and we have been
  here long—that is, not very long. We move about a great deal. “She
  spoke with hesitation, as if afraid of committing herself.


  “You are a native of Scotland, I presume?“I said.


  “No—that is, not entirely. We are not natives of any place. We are
  cosmopolitan, you know. “She glanced round in the direction of Miss Northcott
  as she spoke, but the two were still chatting together near the window. Then
  she suddenly bent forward to me, with a look of intense earnestness upon her
  face, and said—


  “Don’t talk to me any more, please. She does not like it, and I shall
  suffer for it afterwards. Please, don’t do it. “


  I was about to ask her the reason for this strange request, but when she
  saw I was going to address her, she rose and walked slowly out of the room.
  As she did so I perceived that the lovers had ceased to talk and that Miss
  Northcott was looking at me with her keen, grey eyes.


  “You must excuse my aunt, Mr. Armitage,” she said; “she is odd, and easily
  fatigued. Come over and look at my album. “


  We spent some time examining the portraits. Miss Northcott’s father and
  mother were apparently ordinary mortals enough, and I could not detect in
  either of them any traces of the character which showed itself in their
  daughter’s face. There was one old daguerreotype, however, which arrested my
  attention. It represented a man of about the age of forty, and strikingly
  handsome. He was clean shaven, and extraordinary power was expressed upon his
  prominent lower jaw and firm, straight mouth. His eyes were somewhat deeply
  set in his head, however, and there was a snake-like flattening at the upper
  part of his forehead, which detracted from his appearance. I almost
  involuntarily, when I saw the head, pointed to it, and exclaimed—


  “There is your prototype in your family, Miss Northcott. “


  “Do you think so?“she said. “I am afraid you are paying me a very bad
  compliment. Uncle Anthony was always considered the black sheep of the
  family. “


  “Indeed,” I answered; “my remark was an unfortunate one, then. “


  “Oh, don’t mind that,” she said; “I always thought myself that he was
  worth all of them put together. He was an officer in the Forty-first
  Regiment, and he was killed in action during the Persian War—so he died
  nobly, at any rate. “


  “That’s the sort of death I should like to die,” said Cowles, his dark
  eyes flashing, as they would when he was excited; “I often wish I had taken
  to my father’s profession instead of this vile pill-compounding drudgery.
  “


  “Come, Jack, you are not going to die any sort of death yet,” she said,
  tenderly taking his hand in hers.


  I could not understand the woman. There was such an extraordinary mixture
  of masculine decision and womanly tenderness about her, with the
  consciousness of something all her own in the background, that she fairly
  puzzled me. I hardly knew, therefore, how to answer Cowles when, as we walked
  down the street together, he asked the comprehensive question—


  “Well, what do you think of her?”


  “I think she is wonderfully beautiful,” I answered guardedly.


  “That, of course,” he replied irritably. “You knew that before you
  came!”


  “I think she is very clever too,” I remarked.


  Barrington Cowles walked on for some time, and then he suddenly turned on
  me with the strange question—


  “Do you think she is cruel? Do you think she is the sort of girl who would
  take a pleasure in inflicting pain?”


  “Well, really,” I answered, “I have hardly had time to form an opinion.
  “


  We then walked on for some time in silence.


  “She is an old fool,” at length muttered Cowles. “She is mad. “


  “Who is?“I asked.


  “Why, that old woman—that aunt of Kate’s—Mrs. Merton, or
  whatever her name is. “


  Then I knew that my poor colourless friend had been speaking to Cowles,
  but he never said anything more as to the nature of her communication.


  My companion went to bed early that night, and I sat up a long time by the
  fire, thinking over all that I had seen and heard. I felt that there was some
  mystery about the girl—some dark fatality so strange as to defy
  conjecture. I thought of Prescott’s interview with her before their marriage,
  and the fatal termination of it. I coupled it with poor drunken Reeves’
  plaintive cry, “Why did she not tell me sooner?“and with the other words he
  had spoken. Then my mind ran over Mrs. Merton’s warning to me, Cowles’
  reference to her, and even the episode of the whip and the cringing dog.


  The whole effect of my recollections was unpleasant to a degree, and yet
  there was no tangible charge which I could bring against the woman. It would
  be worse than useless to attempt to warn my friend until I had definitely
  made up my mind what I was to warn him against. He would treat any charge
  against her with scorn. What could I do? How could I get at some tangible
  conclusion as to her character and antecedents? No one in Edinburgh knew them
  except as recent acquaintances. She was an orphan, and as far as I knew she
  had never disclosed where her former home had been. Suddenly an idea struck
  me. Among my father’s friends there was a Colonel Joyce, who had served a
  long time in India upon the staff, and who would be likely to know most of
  the officers who had been out there since the Mutiny. I sat down at once,
  and, having trimmed the lamp, proceeded to write a letter to the Colonel. I
  told him that I was very curious to gain some particulars about a certain
  Captain Northcott, who had served in the Forty-first Foot, and who had fallen
  in the Persian War. I described the man as well as I could from my
  recollection of the daguerreotype, and then, having directed the letter,
  posted it that very night, after which, feeling that I had done all that
  could be done, I retired to bed, with a mind too anxious to allow me to
  sleep.


  PART II.


  I got an answer from Leicester, where the Colonel resided, within two
  days. I have it before me as I write, and copy it verbatim.


  “DEAR BOB,” it said, “I remember the man well. I was with him at Calcutta,
  and afterwards at Hyderabad. He was a curious, solitary sort of mortal; but a
  gallant soldier enough, for he distinguished himself at Sobraon, and was
  wounded, if I remember right. He was not popular in his corps—they said
  he was a pitiless, cold-blooded fellow, with no geniality in him. There was a
  rumour, too, that he was a devil-worshipper, or something of that sort, and
  also that he had the evil eye, which, of course, was all nonsense. He had
  some strange theories, I remember, about the power of the human will and the
  effects of mind upon matter.


  “How are you getting on with your medical studies? Never forget, my boy,
  that your father’s son has every claim upon me, and that if I can serve you
  in any way I am always at your command.—Ever affectionately yours,
  EDWARD JOYCE.


  “P. S.—By the way, Northcott did not fall in action. He was killed
  after peace was declared in a crazy attempt to get some of the eternal fire
  from the sun-worshippers’ temple. There was considerable mystery about his
  death. “


  I read this epistle over several times—at first with a feeling of
  satisfaction, and then with one of disappointment. I had come on some curious
  information, and yet hardly what I wanted. He was an eccentric man, a devil-
  worshipper, and rumoured to have the power of the evil eye. I could believe
  the young lady’s eyes, when endowed with that cold, grey shimmer which I had
  noticed in them once or twice, to be capable of any evil which human eye ever
  wrought; but still the superstition was an effete one. Was there not more
  meaning in that sentence which followed—“He had theories of the power
  of the human will and of the effect of mind upon matter”? I remember having
  once read a quaint treatise, which I had imagined to be mere charlatanism at
  the time, of the power of certain human minds, and of effects produced by
  them at a distance.


  Was Miss Northcott endowed with some exceptional power of the sort?


  The idea grew upon me, and very shortly I had evidence which convinced me
  of the truth of the supposition.


  It happened that at the very time when my mind was dwelling upon this
  subject, I saw a notice in the paper that our town was to be visited by Dr.
  Messinger, the well-known medium and mesmerist. Messinger was a man whose
  performance, such as it was, had been again and again pronounced to be
  genuine by competent judges. He was far above trickery, and had the
  reputation of being the soundest living authority upon the strange
  pseudo-sciences of animal magnetism and electro-biology. Determined,
  therefore, to see what the human will could do, even against all the
  disadvantages of glaring footlights and a public platform, I took a ticket
  for the first night of the performance, and went with several student
  friends.


  We had secured one of the side boxes, and did not arrive until after the
  performance had begun. I had hardly taken my seat before I recognised
  Barrington Cowles, with his fiancee and old Mrs. Merton, sitting in the third
  or fourth row of the stalls. They caught sight of me at almost the same
  moment, and we bowed to each other. The first portion of the lecture was
  somewhat commonplace, the lecturer giving tricks of pure legerdemain, with
  one or two manifestations of mesmerism, performed upon a subject whom he had
  brought with him. He gave us an exhibition of clairvoyance too, throwing his
  subject into a trance, and then demanding particulars as to the movements of
  absent friends, and the whereabouts of hidden objects all of which appeared
  to be answered satisfactorily. I had seen all this before, however. What I
  wanted to see now was the effect of the lecturer’s will when exerted upon
  some independent member of the audience.


  He came round to that as the concluding exhibition in his performance. “I
  have shown you,” he said, “that a mesmerised subject is entirely dominated by
  the will of the mesmeriser. He loses all power of volition, and his very
  thoughts are such as are suggested to him by the master-mind. The same end
  may be attained without any preliminary process. A strong will can, simply by
  virtue of its strength, take possession of a weaker one, even at a distance,
  and can regulate the impulses and the actions of the owner of it. If there
  was one man in the world who had a very much more highly-developed will than
  any of the rest of the human family, there is no reason why he should not be
  able to rule over them all, and to reduce his fellow-creatures to the
  condition of automatons. Happily there is such a dead level of mental power,
  or rather of mental weakness, among us that such a catastrophe is not likely
  to occur; but still within our small compass there are variations which
  produce surprising effects. I shall now single out one of the audience, and
  endeavour ‘by the mere power of will’ to compel him to come upon the
  platform, and do and say what I wish. Let me assure you that there is no
  collusion, and that the subject whom I may select is at perfect liberty to
  resent to the uttermost any impulse which I may communicate to him. “


  With these words the lecturer came to the front of the platform, and
  glanced over the first few rows of the stalls. No doubt Cowles’ dark skin and
  bright eyes marked him out as a man of a highly nervous temperament, for the
  mesmerist picked him out in a moment, and fixed his eyes upon him. I saw my
  friend give a start of surprise, and then settle down in his chair, as if to
  express his determination not to yield to the influence of the operator.
  Messinger was not a man whose head denoted any great brain-power, but his
  gaze was singularly intense and penetrating. Under the influence of it Cowles
  made one or two spasmodic motions of his hands, as if to grasp the sides of
  his seat, and then half rose, but only to sink down again, though with an
  evident effort. I was watching the scene with intense interest, when I
  happened to catch a glimpse of Miss Northcott’s face. She was sitting with
  her eyes fixed intently upon the mesmerist, and with such an expression of
  concentrated power upon her features as I have never seen on any other human
  countenance. Her jaw was firmly set, her lips compressed, and her face as
  hard as if it were a beautiful sculpture cut out of the whitest marble. Her
  eyebrows were drawn down, however, and from beneath them her grey eyes seemed
  to sparkle and gleam with a cold light.


  I looked at Cowles again, expecting every moment to see him rise and obey
  the mesmerist’s wishes, when there came from the platform a short, gasping
  cry as of a man utterly worn out and prostrated by a prolonged struggle.
  Messinger was leaning against the table, his hand to his forehead, and the
  perspiration pouring down his face. “I won’t go on,” he cried, addressing the
  audience. “There is a stronger will than mine acting against me. You must
  excuse me for to-night. “The man was evidently ill, and utterly unable to
  proceed, so the curtain was lowered, and the audience dispersed, with many
  comments upon the lecturer’s sudden indisposition.


  I waited outside the hall until my friend and the ladies came out. Cowles
  was laughing over his recent experience.


  “He didn’t succeed with me, Bob,” he cried triumphantly, as he shook my
  hand. “I think he caught a Tartar that time. “


  “Yes,” said Miss Northcott, “I think that Jack ought to be very proud of
  his strength of mind; don’t you! Mr. Armitage?”


  “It took me all my time, though,” my friend said seriously. “You can’t
  conceive what a strange feeling I had once or twice. All the strength seemed
  to have gone out of me—especially just before he collapsed himself.
  “


  I walked round with Cowles in order to see the ladies home. He walked in
  front with Mrs. Merton, and I found myself behind with the young lady. For a
  minute or so I walked beside her without making any remark, and then I
  suddenly blurted out, in a manner which must have seemed somewhat brusque to
  her—


  “You did that, Miss Northcott. “


  “Did what?“she asked sharply.


  “Why, mesmerised the mesmeriser—I suppose that is the best way of
  describing the transaction. “


  “What a strange idea!” she said, laughing. “You give me credit for a
  strong will then?”


  “Yes,” I said. “For a dangerously strong one. “


  “Why dangerous?“she asked, in a tone of surprise.


  “I think,” I answered, “that any will which can exercise such power is
  dangerous—for there is always a chance of its being turned to bad uses.
  “


  “You would make me out a very dreadful individual, Mr. Armitage,” she
  said; and then looking up suddenly in my face—“You have never liked me.
  You are suspicious of me and distrust me, though I have never given you
  cause. “


  The accusation was so sudden and so true that I was unable to find any
  reply to it. She paused for a moment, and then said in a voice which was hard
  and cold—


  “Don’t let your prejudice lead you to interfere with me, however, or say
  anything to your friend, Mr. Cowles, which might lead to a difference between
  us. You would find that to be very bad policy. “


  There was something in the way she spoke which gave an indescribable air
  of a threat to these few words.


  “I have no power,” I said, “to interfere with your plans for the future. I
  cannot help, however, from what I have seen and heard, having fears for my
  friend. “


  “Fears!” she repeated scornfully. “Pray what have you seen and heard.
  Something from Mr. Reeves, perhaps—I believe he is another of your
  friends?”


  “He never mentioned your name to me,” I answered, truthfully enough. “You
  will be sorry to hear that he is dying. “As I said it we passed by a lighted
  window, and I glanced down to see what effect my words had upon her. She was
  laughing—there was no doubt of it; she was laughing quietly to herself.
  I could see merriment in every feature of her face. I feared and mistrusted
  the woman from that moment more than ever.


  We said little more that night. When we parted she gave me a quick,
  warning glance, as if to remind me of what she had said about the danger of
  interference. Her cautions would have made little difference to me could I
  have seen my way to benefiting Barrington Cowles by anything which I might
  say. But what could I say? I might say that her former suitors had been
  unfortunate. I might say that I believed her to be a cruel-hearted woman. I
  might say that I considered her to possess wonderful, and almost
  preternatural powers. What impression would any of these accusations make
  upon an ardent lover—a man with my friend’s enthusiastic temperament? I
  felt that it would be useless to advance them, so I was silent.


  And now I come to the beginning of the end. Hitherto much has been surmise
  and inference and hearsay. It is my painful task to relate now, as
  dispassionately and as accurately as I can, what actually occurred under my
  own notice, and to reduce to writing the events which preceded the death of
  my friend.


  Towards the end of the winter Cowles remarked to me that he intended to
  marry Miss Northcott as soon as possible—probably some time in the
  spring. He was, as I have already remarked, fairly well off, and the young
  lady had some money of her own, so that there was no pecuniary reason for a
  long engagement. “We are going to take a little house out at Corstorphine,”
  he said, “and we hope to see your face at our table, Bob, as often as you can
  possibly come. “I thanked him, and tried to shake off my apprehensions, and
  persuade myself that all would yet be well.


  It was about three weeks before the time fixed for the marriage, that
  Cowles remarked to me one evening that he feared he would be late that night.
  “I have had a note from Kate,” he said, “asking me to call about eleven
  o’clock to-night, which seems rather a late hour, but perhaps she wants to
  talk over something quietly after old Mrs. Merton retires. “


  It was not until after my friend’s departure that I suddenly recollected
  the mysterious interview which I had been told of as preceding the suicide of
  young Prescott. Then I thought of the ravings of poor Reeves, rendered more
  tragic by the fact that I had heard that very day of his death. What was the
  meaning of it all? Had this woman some baleful secret to disclose which must
  be known before her marriage? Was it some reason which forbade her to marry?
  Or was it some reason which forbade others to marry her? I felt so uneasy
  that I would have followed Cowles, even at the risk of offending him, and
  endeavoured to dissuade him from keeping his appointment, but a glance at the
  clock showed me that I was too late.


  I was determined to wait up for his return, so I piled some coals upon the
  fire and took down a novel from the shelf. My thoughts proved more
  interesting than the book, however, and I threw it on one side. An
  indefinable feeling of anxiety and depression weighed upon me. Twelve o’clock
  came, and then half-past, without any sign of my friend. It was nearly one
  when I heard a step in the street outside, and then a knocking at the door. I
  was surprised, as I knew that my friend always carried a key—however, I
  hurried down and undid the latch. As the door flew open I knew in a moment
  that my worst apprehensions had been fulfilled. Barrington Cowles was leaning
  against the railings outside with his face sunk upon his breast, and his
  whole attitude expressive of the most intense despondency. As he passed in he
  gave a stagger, and would have fallen had I not thrown my left arm around
  him. Supporting him with this, and holding the lamp in my other hand, I led
  him slowly upstairs into our sitting-room. He sank down upon the sofa without
  a word. Now that I could get a good view of him, I was horrified to see the
  change which had come over him. His face was deadly pale, and his very lips
  were bloodless. His cheeks and forehead were clammy, his eyes glazed, and his
  whole expression altered. He looked like a man who had gone through some
  terrible ordeal, and was thoroughly unnerved.


  “My dear fellow, what is the matter?“I asked, breaking the silence.
  “Nothing amiss, I trust? Are you unwell?”


  “Brandy!” he gasped. “Give me some brandy!”


  I took out the decanter, and was about to help him, when he snatched it
  from me with a trembling hand, and poured out nearly half a tumbler of the
  spirit. He was usually a most abstemious man, but he took this off at a gulp
  without adding any water to it.


  It seemed to do him good, for the colour began to come back to his face,
  and he leaned upon his elbow.


  “My engagement is off, Bob,” he said, trying to speak calmly, but with a
  tremor in his voice which he could not conceal. “It is all over. “


  “Cheer up!” I answered, trying to encourage him.


  Don’t get down on your luck. How was it? What was it all about?”


  “About?“he groaned, covering his face with his hands. “If I did tell you,
  Bob, you would not believe it. It is too dreadful—too horrible
  —unutterably awful and incredible!O Kate, Kate!” and he rocked himself
  to and fro in his grief; “I pictured you an angel and I find you
  a—”


  “A what?“I asked, for he had paused.


  He looked at me with a vacant stare, and then suddenly burst out, waving
  his arms:“A fiend!” he cried. “A ghoul from the pit!A vampire soul behind a
  lovely face!Now, God forgive me!” he went on in a lower tone, turning his
  face to the wall; “I have said more than I should. I have loved her too much
  to speak of her as she is. I love her too much now. “


  He lay still for some time, and I had hoped that the brandy had had the
  effect of sending him to sleep, when he suddenly turned his face towards
  me.


  “Did you ever read of wehr-wolves?“he asked.


  I answered that I had.


  “There is a story,” he said thoughtfully, “in one of Marryat’s books,
  about a beautiful woman who took the form of a wolf at night and devoured her
  own children. I wonder what put that idea into Marryat’s head?”


  He pondered for some minutes, and then he cried out for some more brandy.
  There was a small bottle of laudanum upon the table, and I managed, by
  insisting upon helping him myself, to mix about half a drachm with the
  spirits. He drank it off, and sank his head once more upon the pillow.
  “Anything better than that,” he groaned. “Death is better than that. Crime
  and cruelty; cruelty and crime. Anything is better than that,” and so on,
  with the monotonous refrain, until at last the words became indistinct, his
  eyelids closed over his weary eyes, and he sank into a profound slumber. I
  carried him into his bedroom without arousing him; and making a couch for
  myself out of the chairs, I remained by his side all night.


  In the morning Barrington Cowles was in a high fever. For weeks he
  lingered between life and death. The highest medical skill of Edinburgh was
  called in, and his vigorous constitution slowly got the better of his
  disease. I nursed him during this anxious time; but through all his wild
  delirium and ravings he never let a word escape him which explained the
  mystery connected with Miss Northcott. Sometimes he spoke of her in the
  tenderest words and most loving voice. At others he screamed out that she was
  a fiend, and stretched out his arms, as if to keep her off. Several times he
  cried that he would not sell his soul for a beautiful face, and then he would
  moan in a most piteous voice, “But I love her—I love her for all that;
  I shall never cease to love her. “


  When he came to himself he was an altered man. His severe illness had
  emaciated him greatly, but his dark eyes had lost none of their brightness.
  They shone out with startling brilliancy from under his dark, overhanging
  brows. His manner was eccentric and variable—sometimes irritable,
  sometimes recklessly mirthful, but never natural. He would glance about him
  in a strange, suspicious manner, like one who feared something, and yet
  hardly knew what it was he dreaded. He never mentioned Miss Northcott’s name
  —never until that fatal evening of which I have now to speak.


  In an endeavour to break the current of his thoughts by frequent change of
  scene, I travelled with him through the highlands of Scotland, and afterwards
  down the east coast. In one of these peregrinations of ours we visited the
  Isle of May, an island near the mouth of the Firth of Forth, which, except in
  the tourist season, is singularly barren and desolate. Beyond the keeper of
  the lighthouse there are only one or two families of poor fisher-folk, who
  sustain a precarious existence by their nets, and by the capture of
  cormorants and solan geese. This grim spot seemed to have such a fascination
  for Cowles that we engaged a room in one of the fishermen’s huts, with the
  intention of passing a week or two there. I found it very dull, but the
  loneliness appeared to be a relief to my friend’s mind. He lost the look of
  apprehension which had become habitual to him, and became something like his
  old self.


  He would wander round the island all day, looking down from the summit of
  the great cliffs which gird it round, and watching the long green waves as
  they came booming in and burst in a shower of spray over the rocks
  beneath.


  One night—I think it was our third or fourth on the island—
  Barrington Cowles and I went outside the cottage before retiring to rest, to
  enjoy a little fresh air, for our room was small, and the rough lamp caused
  an unpleasant odour. How well I remember every little circumstance in
  connection with that night!It promised to be tempestuous, for the clouds were
  piling up in the north-west, and the dark wrack was drifting across the face
  of the moon, throwing alternate belts of light and shade upon the rugged
  surface of the island and the restless sea beyond.


  We were standing talking close by the door of the cottage, and I was
  thinking to myself that my friend was more cheerful than he had been since
  his illness, when he gave a sudden, sharp cry, and looking round at him I
  saw, by the light of the moon, an expression of unutterable horror come over
  his features. His eyes became fixed and staring, as if riveted upon some
  approaching object, and he extended his long thin forefinger, which quivered
  as he pointed.


  “Look there!” he cried. “It is she!It is she!You see her there coming down
  the side of the brae. “He gripped me convulsively by the wrist as he spoke.
  “There she is, coming towards us!”


  “Who?“I cried, straining my eyes into the darkness.


  “She—Kate—Kate Northcott!” he screamed. “She has come for me.
  Hold me fast, old friend. Don’t let me go!”


  “Hold up, old man,” I said, clapping him on the shoulder. “Pull yourself
  together; you are dreaming; there is nothing to fear. “


  “She is gone!” he cried, with a gasp of relief. “No, by heaven! there she
  is again, and nearer—coming nearer. She told me she would come for me,
  and she keeps her word. “


  “Come into the house,” I said. His hand, as I grasped it, was as cold as
  ice.


  “Ah, I knew it!” he shouted. “There she is, waving her arms. She is
  beckoning to me. It is the signal. I must go. I am coming, Kate; I am
  coming!”


  I threw my arms around him, but he burst from me with superhuman strength,
  and dashed into the darkness of the night. I followed him, calling to him to
  stop, but he ran the more swiftly. When the moon shone out between the clouds
  I could catch a glimpse of his dark figure, running rapidly in a straight
  line, as if to reach some definite goal. It may have been imagination, but it
  seemed to me that in the flickering light I could distinguish a vague
  something in front of him—a shimmering form which eluded his grasp and
  led him onwards. I saw his outlines stand out hard against the sky behind him
  as he surmounted the brow of a little hill, then he disappeared, and that was
  the last ever seen by mortal eye of Barrington Cowles.


  The fishermen and I walked round the island all that night with lanterns,
  and examined every nook and corner without seeing a trace of my poor lost
  friend. The direction in which he had been running terminated in a rugged
  line of jagged cliffs overhanging the sea. At one place here the edge was
  somewhat crumbled, and there appeared marks upon the turf which might have
  been left by human feet. We lay upon our faces at this spot, and peered with
  our lanterns over the edge, looking down on the boiling surge two hundred
  feet below. As we lay there, suddenly, above the beating of the waves and the
  howling of the wind, there rose a strange wild screech from the abyss below.
  The fishermen—a naturally superstitious race—averred that it was
  the sound of a woman’s laughter, and I could hardly persuade them to continue
  the search. For my own part I think it may have been the cry of some sea-fowl
  startled from its nest by the flash of the lantern. However that may be, I
  never wish to hear such a sound again.


  And now I have come to the end of the painful duty which I have
  undertaken. I have told as plainly and as accurately as I could the story of
  the death of John Barrington Cowles, and the train of events which preceded
  it. I am aware that to others the sad episode seemed commonplace enough. Here
  is the prosaic account which appeared in the Scotsman a couple of days
  afterwards:—


  “Sad Occurrence on the Isle of May.—The Isle of May has been the
  scene of a sad disaster. Mr. John Barrington Cowles, a gentleman well known
  in University circles as a most distinguished student, and the present holder
  of the Neil Arnott prize for physics, has been recruiting his health in this
  quiet retreat. The night before last he suddenly left his friend, Mr. Robert
  Armitage, and he has not since been heard of. It is almost certain that he
  has met his death by falling over the cliffs which surround the island. Mr.
  Cowles’ health has been failing for some time, partly from over study and
  partly from worry connected with family affairs. By his death the University
  loses one of her most promising alumni. “


  I have nothing more to add to my statement. I have unburdened my mind of
  all that I know. I can well conceive that many, after weighing all that I
  have said, will see no ground for an accusation against Miss Northcott. They
  will say that, because a man of a naturally excitable disposition says and
  does wild things, and even eventually commits self-murder after a sudden and
  heavy disappointment, there is no reason why vague charges should be advanced
  against a young lady. To this, I answer that they are welcome to their
  opinion. For my own part, I ascribe the death of William Prescott, of
  Archibald Reeves, and of John Barrington Cowles to this woman with as much
  confidence as if I had seen her drive a dagger into their hearts.


  You ask me, no doubt, what my own theory is which will explain all these
  strange facts. I have none, or, at best, a dim and vague one. That Miss
  Northcott possessed extraordinary powers over the minds, and through the
  minds over the bodies, of others, I am convinced, as well as that her
  instincts were to use this power for base and cruel purposes. That some even
  more fiendish and terrible phase of character lay behind this—some
  horrible trait which it was necessary for her to reveal before marriage
  —is to be inferred from the experience of her three lovers, while the
  dreadful nature of the mystery thus revealed can only be surmised from the
  fact that the very mention of it drove from her those who had loved her so
  passionately. Their subsequent fate was, in my opinion, the result of her
  vindictive remembrance of their desertion of her, and that they were
  forewarned of it at the time was shown by the words of both Reeves and
  Cowles. Above this, I can say nothing. I lay the facts soberly before the
  public as they came under my notice. I have never seen Miss Northcott since,
  nor do I wish to do so. If by the words I have written I can save any one
  human being from the snare of those bright eyes and that beautiful face, then
  I can lay down my pen with the assurance that my poor friend has not died
  altogether in vain.
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  We had to take a “growler,” for the day looked rather threatening and we
  agreed that it would be a very bad way of beginning our holiday by getting
  wet, especially when Fanny was only just coming round from the whooping
  cough.Holidays were rather scarce with us, and when we took one we generally
  arranged some little treat, and went in for enjoying ourselves. On this
  occasion we were starting off from Hammersmith to the Alexandra Palace in all
  the dignity of a four-wheeler. What with the wife and her sister, and Tommy
  and Fanny and Jack, the inside was pretty well filled up, so I had to look
  out for myself. I didn’t adopt the plan of John Gilpin under similar
  circumstances, but I took my waterproof and climbed up beside the driver.


  This driver was a knowing-looking old veteran, with a weather-beaten face
  and white side whiskers. It has always seemed to me that a London cabman is
  about the shrewdest of the human race, but this specimen struck me as looking
  like the shrewdest of the cabmen. I tried to draw him out a bit as we jogged
  along, for I am always fond of a chat; but he was a bit rusty until I oiled
  his tongue with glass of gin when we got as far as the “Green Anchor.” Then
  he rattled away quickly enough, and some of what he said is worth trying to
  put down in black and white.


  “Wouldn’t a hansom pay me better?” he said, in answer to a question of
  mine. “Why, of course it would. But look at the position! A four-wheeler’s a
  respectable conveyance, and the driver of it’s a respectable man, but you
  can’t say that of a rattling, splashing ‘ansom. Any boy would do for that
  job. Now, to my mind money hain’t to be compared to position, whatever a
  man’s trade may be.”


  “Certainly not!” I answered.


  “Besides, I’ve saved my little penny, and I’m got too old to change my
  ways. I’ve begun on a growler, and I’ll end on one. If you’ll believe me,
  sir, I’ve been on the streets for seven-and-forty year.”


  “That’s a long time,” I said.


  “Well, it’s long for our trade,” he replied. “You see, there ain’t no
  other in the world that takes the steam out of a man so quickly—what
  with wet and cold and late hours, and maybe no hours at all. There’s few that
  lasts at it as long as I have.”


  “You must have seen a deal of the world during that time,” I remarked.
  “There are few men who can have greater opportunities of seeing life.”


  “The world!” he grunted, flicking up the horse with his whip. “I’ve seen
  enough of it to be well-nigh sick of it. As to life, if you’d said death,
  you’d ha’ been nearer the mark.”


  “Death!” I ejaculated.


  “Yes, death,” he said. “Why, bless your soul, sir, if I was to write down
  all I’ve seen since I’ve been in the trade, there’s not a man in London would
  believe me, unless maybe some o’ the other cabbies. I tell ye I took a dead
  man for a fare once, and drove about with him nigh half the night. Oh, you
  needn’t look shocked, sir, for this wasn’t the cab—no, nor the last one
  I had neither.”


  “How did it happen?” I asked, feeling glad, in spite of his assurance,
  that Matilda had not heard of the episode.


  “Well, it’s an old story now,” said the driver, putting a small piece of
  very black tobacco into the corner of his mouth. “I daresay it’s twenty odd
  years since it happened, but it’s not the kind o’ thing as slips out of a
  man’s memory. It was very late one night, and I was working my hardest to
  pick up something good, for I’d made a poor day’s work of it. The theatres
  had all come out, and though I kept up and down the Strand till nigh one
  o’clock, I got nothing but one eighteenpenny job. I was thinking of giving it
  up and going home, when it struck me that I might as well make a bit of a
  circuit, and see if I couldn’t drop across something. Pretty soon I gave a
  gentleman a lift as far as the Oxford Road, and then I drove through St.
  John’s Wood on my way home. By that time it would be about half-past one, and
  the streets were quite quiet and deserted, for the night was cloudy and it
  was beginning to rain. I was putting on the pace as well as my tired beast
  would go, for we both wanted to get back to our suppers, when I heard a
  woman’s voice hail me out of a side street. I turned back, and there in about
  the darkest part of the road was standing two ladies—real ladies, mind
  you, for it would take a deal of darkness before I would mistake one for the
  other. One was elderly and stoutish; the other was young, and had a veil over
  her face. Between them there was a man in evening dress, whom they were
  supporting on each side, while his back was propped up against a lamp-post.
  He seemed beyond taking care of himself altogether, for his head was sunk
  down on his chest, and he’d have fallen if they hadn’t held him.


  “‘Cabman,’ said the stout lady, with a very shaky voice, ‘I wish you would
  help us in this painful business. ‘Those were her very hidentical words.


  “‘Cert’nly, mum,’ I says for I saw my way to a good thing. ‘What can I do
  for the young lady and yourself?’ I mentioned the other in order to console
  her like, for she was sobbing behind her veil something pitiful.


  “‘The fact is, cabman,’ she answers, ‘this gentleman is my daughter’s
  husband. They have only just been married, and we are visiting at a friend’s
  house near here. My son-in-law has just returned in a state of complete
  intoxication, and my daughter and I have brought him out in the hope of
  seeing a cab in which we could send him home, for we have most particular
  reasons for not wishing our friends to see him in this state, and as yet they
  are ignorant of it. If you would drive him to his house and leave him there,
  you would do us both a very great kindness, and we can easily account to our
  hosts for his absence. ‘


  “I thought this rather a rum start, but I agreed, and no sooner had I said
  the word than the old one she pulls open the door, and she and the other,
  without waiting for me to bear a hand, bundled him in between them.


  “‘Where to?’ I asked.


  “‘Forty-seven, Orange Grove, Clapham,’ she said. ‘Hoffman is the name.
  You’ll easily waken the servants. ‘


  “‘And how about the fare?’ I suggested, for I thought maybe there might be
  a difficulty in collecting it at the end of the journey.


  “‘Here it is,’ said the young one, slipping what I felt to be a sovereign
  into my hand, and at the same time giving it a sort of a grateful squeeze,
  which made me feel as if I’d drive anywhere to get her out of trouble.


  “Well, off I went, leaving them standing by the side of the road. The
  horse was well-nigh beat, but at last I found my way to 47, Orange Grove. It
  was a biggish house, and all quiet, as you may suppose, at that hour. I rang
  the bell, and at last down came a servant—a man, he was.


  “‘I’ve got the master here,’ I said.


  “‘Got who?’ he asked.


  “‘Why Mr. Hoffman—your master. He’s in the cab, not quite himself.
  This is number forty-seven, ain’t it?’


  “‘Yes, it’s forty-seven, right enough; but my master’s Captain Ritchie,
  and he’s away in India, so you’ve got the wrong house. ‘


  “‘That was the number they gave me,’ I said, ‘But maybe he’s come to
  himself by this time, and can give us some information. He was dead drunk an
  hour ago. ‘


  “Down we went to the cab, the two of us, and opened the door. He had
  slipped off the seat and was lying all in a heap on the floor.


  “‘Now, then, sir,’ I shouted. ‘Wake up and give us your address. ‘


  “He didn’t answer.


  “I gave another shake. ‘Pull yourself together,’ I roared. ‘Give us your
  name, and tell us where you live. ‘


  “He didn’t answer again. I couldn’t even hear the sound of breathing. Then
  a kind of queer feeling came over me, and I put down my hand and felt his
  face. It was as cold as lead. The cove’s dead, mate,’ I said.


  “The servant struck a match, and we had a look at my passenger. He was a
  young, good-looking fellow, but his face wore an expression of pain, and his
  jaw hung down. He was evidently not only dead, but had been dead some
  time.


  “‘What shall we do?’ said the flunkey. He was as white as death himself,
  and his hair bristled with fear.


  “‘I’ll drive to the nearest police station,’ I answered; and so I did,
  leaving him shivering on the pavement. There I gave up my fare, and that was
  the last I ever saw of him.”


  “Did you never hear any more of it?” I asked.


  “Hear! I thought I should never hear the end of it, what with examinations
  and inquests and one thing and another. The doctors proved that he must have
  been dead at the time he was shoved into the cab. Just before the inquest
  four little blue spots came out on one side of his neck, and one on the
  other, and they said only a woman’s hand could have fitted over them, so they
  brought in a verdict of willful murder; but, bless you, they had managed it
  so neatly that there was not a clue to the women, nor to the man either, for
  everything by which he might have been identified had been removed from his
  pockets. The police were fairly puzzled by that case. I’ve always thought
  what a bit o’ luck it was that I got my fare, for I wouldn’t have had much
  chance of it if it hadn’t been paid in advance.”


  My friend the driver began to get very husky about the throat at this
  stage of the proceedings, and slackened his speed very noticeably as we
  approached a large public-house, so that I felt constrained to offer him
  another gin, which he graciously accepted. The ladies had some wine, too, and
  I followed the example of my companion on the box, so that we all started
  refreshed.


  “The police and me’s been mixed up a good deal,” continued the veteran
  resuming his reminiscences: “They took the best customer I ever had away from
  me. I’d have made my fortin if they’d let him carry on his little game a
  while longer.”


  Here, with the coquetry of one who knows that his words are of interest,
  the driver began to look around him with an air of abstraction and to comment
  upon the weather.


  “Well, what about your customer and the police?” I asked.


  “It’s not much to tell,” he said, coming back to his subject. “One morning
  I was driving across Vauxhall Bridge when I was hailed by a crooked old man
  with a pair of spectacles on, who was standing at the Middlesex end, with a
  big leather bag in his hand. ‘Drive anywhere you like,’ he said; ‘only don’t
  drive fast for I’m getting old, and it shakes me to pieces. ‘He jumped in,
  and shut himself up, closing the windows, and I trotted about with him for
  three hours, before he let me know that he had had enough. When I stopped,
  out he hopped with his big bag in his hand.


  “‘I say cabbie! ‘ he said, after he had paid his fare.


  “‘Yes, sir,’ said I, touching my hat.


  “‘You seem to be a decent sort of fellow, and you don’t go in the break-
  neck way of some of your kind. I don’t mind giving you the same job every
  day. The doctors recommend gentle exercise of the sort, and you may as well
  drive me as another. Just pick me up at the same place tomorrow. ‘


  “Well, to make a long story short, I used to find the little man in his
  place every morning, always with his black bag, and for nigh on to four
  months never a day passed without his having his three hours’ drive and
  paying his fare like a man at the end of it. I shifted into new quarters on
  the strength of it, and was able to buy a new set of harness. I don’t say as
  I altogether swallowed the story of the doctors having recommended him on a
  hot day to go about in a growler with both windows up. However, it’s a bad
  thing in this world to be too knowing, so though I own I felt a bit curious
  at times, I never put myself out o’ the way to find out what the little game
  was. One day, I was driving tap to my usual place of dropping him—for
  by this time we had got into the way of going a regular beat every morning
  —when I saw a policeman waiting, with a perky sort of look about him,
  as if he had some job on hand. When the cab stopped out jumped the little man
  with his bag right into the arms of the ‘bobby. ‘


  “‘I arrest you, John Malone,’ says the policeman.


  “‘On what charge?’ he answers as cool as a turnip.


  “‘On the charge of forging Bank of England notes,’ says the ‘bobby’.


  “‘Oh, then the game is up! ‘ he cries, and with that he pulls off his
  spectacles, and his wig and whiskers, and there he was, as smart a young
  fellow as you’d wish to see.


  “‘Good-bye, cabby,’ he cried, as they led him off, and that was the last I
  saw of him, marching along between two of them, and another behind with the
  bag.”


  “And why did he take a cab?” I asked, much interested.


  “Well, you see, he had all his plant for making the notes in that bag. If
  he were to lock himself up in his lodging several hours a day it would soon
  set people wondering, to say nothing of the chance of eyes at the window or
  key-hole. Again, you see, if he took a house all on his own hook, without
  servant nor anyone, it would look queer. So he made up his mind as the best
  way of working it was to carry it on in a closed cab, and I don’t know that
  he wasn’t right. He was known to the police however, and that was how they
  spotted him. Drat that van! It was as near as a touch to my off-wheel.


  “Bless you, if I was to tell you all the thieves and burglars, and even
  murderers, as have been in my growler one time or another, you’d think I’d
  given the whole Newgate Calendar a lift, though to be sure this young chap as
  I spoke of was the only one as ever reg’lar set up in business there. There
  was one though as I reckon to be worse than all the others put together, if
  he was what I think him to be. It’s often laid heavy on my mind that I didn’t
  have that chap collared before it was too late, for I might have saved some
  mischief. It was about ten years ago—I never was a good hand for
  dates—that I picked up a stout-built sailor-sort of fellow, with a
  reddish moustache, who wanted to be taken down to the docks. After this chap
  as I told you of had taken such liberties with the premises I’d had a little
  bit of a glass slit let in in front here—the same that your little
  boy’s flattening his nose against at this moment—so as I could prevent
  any such games in the future, and have an idea, whenever I wished, of what
  was going on inside. Well, something or another about this sailor fellow made
  me suspicious of him, and I took a look at what he was after. He was sitting
  on the seat, sir, with a big lump o’ coal in his lap, and was a looking at it
  most attentive. Now this seemed to me rather a rum start, so I kept on
  watching of him, for as you’ll see, my window’s not a very large one, and
  it’s easier to see through it than to be seen. Well, he pulls a spring or
  something, and out jumps one of the sides of this bit of coal, and then I saw
  it was really a hollow box, painted, you see, and made rough so as to look
  like the other. I couldn’t make head or tail of it anyhow, and indeed I’d
  pretty near forgot all about it when there came news of the explosion at
  Bemerhaven, and people began to talk about coal torpedoes. Then I knew as in
  all probability I’d carried the man who managed the business, and I gave word
  to the police, but they never could make anything of it. You know what a coal
  torpedo is, don’t you? Well, you see, a cove insures his ship for more than
  its value, and then off he goes and makes a box like a bit o’coal, and fills
  it chock full with dynamite, or some other cowardly stuff of the sort. He
  drops this box among the other coals on the quay when the vessel is filling
  her bunkers, and then in course of time box is shoveled on to the furnaces,
  when of course the whole ship is blown sky high. They say there’s many a good
  ship gone to the bottom like that.”


  “You’ve certainly had some queer experiences,” I said.


  “Why bless you!” remarked the driver, “I’ve hardly got fairly started yet,
  and here we are at the ‘Alexandry. ‘I could tell you many another story as
  strange as these—and true, mind ye, true as Gospel. If ever your missus
  looks in need of a breath of fresh air you send round for me— Copper
  Street, number ninety-four—and I’ll give her a turn into the country,
  and if you’ll come up beside me on the box, I’ll tell you a good deal that
  may surprise you. But there’s your little lad a hollering to you like mad,
  and the wife wants to get out, and the other one’s a tapping at the window
  with a parasol. Take care how you get down, sir! That’s right! Don’t forget
  number ninety-four! Good-day missus! Good-day, sir!” And the growler rumbled
  heavily away until I lost sight both of it and of its communicative driver
  among the crowd of holiday-makers who thronged the road which led to the
  Palace.
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  I


  Night had fallen on the busy world of Paris, and its gay
  population had poured out on to the Boulevards; soldier and civilian,
  artistocrat and workman, struggled for a footing upon the pavement, while in
  the roadway the Communistic donkey of the costermonger jostled up against the
  Conservative thoroughbreds of the Countess de Sang-pur. Here and there a
  café, with its numerous little tables, each with its progeny of
  chairs, cast a yellow glare in front of it, through which the great multitude
  seemed to ebb and flow.


  Let us leave the noise and bustle of the Boulevard des Italiens behind us,
  and turn to the right, along the Rue D’Egypte. At the bottom of this there
  lies a labyrinth of dingy little quiet streets, and the dingiest and quietest
  of them all is the Rue Bertrand.


  In England, we should call it shabby-genteel. The houses are two-storied
  semi-detached villas. There is a mournful and broken-down look about them, as
  if they had seen better days, and were still endeavouring to screen their
  venerable tiles and crumbling mortar behind a coquettish railing and jaunty
  Venetian blinds.


  The street is always quiet, but it is even quieter than usual to-night;
  indeed, it would be entirely deserted but for a single figure which paces
  backwards and forwards over the ill-laid pavement. The man—for a man it
  is—must be waiting or watching for someone, as the Rue Bertrand is the
  last place which the romantic dreamer would select for his solitary reverie.
  He is here with a purpose, no doubt, and what that purpose may be is no
  business either of ours or of the gendarme who comes clanking noisily round
  the corner.


  There is a house just opposite the spot where the watcher has stationed
  himself, which exhibits not only signs of vitality, but even some appearance
  of mirth. The contrast, perhaps, has caused him to stop and gaze at it. It is
  neater and more modern-looking than its companions. The garden is well laid
  out, and between the bars of the green persiennes the warm light glows
  out into the street. It has a cheery, English look about it, which marks it
  out among the fossils which surround it.


  If the outside gives this impression, it is confirmed by the appearance of
  the snug room within. A large fire is crackling and sparkling merrily, as if
  in playful defiance of the stolid lamp upon the table. There are two people
  seated in front of the blaze, both of the gentler sex, and it would take no
  very profound student of humanity to pronounce at a glance that they were
  mother and daughter.


  In both there is the same sweet expression and the same graceful figure,
  though the delicate outlines of the younger woman are exaggerated in her
  plump little mother, and the hair which comes from under the matronly cap is
  streaked with traces of grey.


  Mrs. Latour has had an anxious time since her husband, the Colonel, died,
  but has battled through it all with the uncomplaining patience of her race.
  Her second son, Jack, at a university in England, has been a grief to her,
  for Jack is sowing his wild oats, and vague reports of the process are wafted
  across the Channel, and startle the quiet household in the Rue Bertrand.
  There is Henry, too, with his great talent for tragedy, and no engagement for
  more than six months. It is no wonder that the bustling, kind-hearted little
  woman is sad at times, and that her cheery laugh is heard less frequently
  than of old. The sum which the Colonel had left behind him is not a large
  one; were it not for the supervision exercised by Rose it would hardly have
  met their necessary expenses.


  This young lady would certainly never be expected to have the household
  virtues, if it be a fact that ornament and utility are seldom united in her
  sex. It is true that she was no regal beauty; her features had not even the
  merit of regularity; yet the graceful girl, with her laughing eyes and
  winning smiles, would be a dangerous rival to the stateliest of her sex.
  Unconsciousness of beauty is the strongest adjunct which beauty can have, and
  Rose Latour possessed it in an eminent degree. You could see it in every
  natural movement of her lithe form, and in the steady gaze of her hazel eyes.
  No wonder that even in the venerable Rue Bertrand, which should have been
  above such follies, there was a parting of window blinds when the dainty
  little figure went tripping down it, and that the blasé Parisian
  lounger, glancing at her face, sauntered on with the conviction that there
  was something higher in womanhood than he had met with in his varied
  experiences of the “Mubille” and the Cafés Chantants.


  “Remember this, Rose,” the old lady was saying, emphasising every second
  or third word with an energetic little nod of the head, which gave her a
  strong resemblance to a plump and benevolent sparrow, “you are a Morton, and
  nothing but a Morton. You haven’t one drop of French blood in you, my
  dear!”


  “But papa was a Frenchman, wasn’t he?” objected Rose.


  “Yes, my dear; but you are a pure Morton. Your father was a dear good man,
  though he was a Frenchman, and only stood five feet four; but my children are
  all Scotch. My father was six feet two, and so would my brother have been
  only that the nurse used to read as she rolled him in the perambulator, and
  rested her book upon his head, so that he was compressed until he looked
  almost square, poor boy, but he had the makings of a fine man. You see, both
  Henry and Jack are tall men, so it is ridiculous to call them anything but
  Morton, and you are their sister. No, no, Rose; you haven’t one drop of your
  father’s blood in you!”


  With which physiological deduction the good old lady dropped twenty
  stitches of her knitting and her ball of worsted, which rolled under the
  sideboard, with the strange instinct which all things dropped possess, and
  was only dislodged by Rose after ten minutes’ poking in the dark with fire-
  irons.


  This little interruption seemed to change the current of Mrs. Latour’s
  ideas.


  “Henry is later than usual to-night,” she remarked.


  “Yes; he was going to the Theatre National to apply for an engagement, you
  know. I do hope he won’t be disappointed.”


  “I’m sure I can’t conceive why they should ever refuse such a
  handsome young fellow,” said the fond mother. “I think, even if he
  could not act at all, they would fill the house with people who wanted to
  look at him.”


  “I wish I were a man, mamma,” said Rose, pursing her lips to express her
  idea of masculine inflexibility.


  “Why, what would you do, child?”


  “What wouldn’t I do? I’d write books, and lecture, and fight, and all
  sorts of things.”


  At which summary of manly accomplishments Mrs. Latour laughed, and Rose’s
  firmness melted away into a bright smile at her mother’s mirth.


  “Papa was a soldier,” she said.


  “Ah, my dear, there is no such thing as fighting now-a-days. Why, I
  remember, when I was a girl in London, how twenty and thirty thousand people
  used to be killed in a day. That was when young Sir Arthur Wellesley went out
  to the Peninsula. There was Mrs. McWhirter, next door to us—her son was
  wounded, poor fellow! It was a harrowing story. He was creeping through a
  hole in a wall, when a nasty man came up, and ran something into him.”


  “How very sad!” said Rose, trying to suppress a smile.


  “Yes; and I heard young McWhirter say, with his own lips, that he had
  never seen the man before in his life, and he added that he never wished to
  see him again. It was at Baggage-horse.”


  “Badajos, ‘ma.”


  “I said so, dear. The occurrence dispirited young McWhirter very much,
  and, indeed, threw a gloom over the whole family for the time. But England
  has changed very much since then in every way. Why, the very language seems
  to me to be altering in a marvellous manner. I doubt if I could make myself
  understood if I went back. There is Jack, at Edinburgh—he uses
  refinements of speech which you and I, Rose, have no idea of. We can’t keep
  up to the day when we are living in a foreign country.”


  “Jack does use some queer words,” said Rose.


  “I had a letter from him to-night,” continued the little old woman, diving
  first into her pocket, and then into her reticule. “Dear me! Oh, yes, here it
  is! I really can’t understand one word of it, my dear, except that the poor
  lad seems to have met with some sort of an accident or misfortune.”


  “Acident, ‘ma?”


  “Well, something unpleasant, at any rate. He does not enter into any
  particulars. Just listen, Rose, for it is very short. Perhaps you will be
  able to make out what it means; but I confess it has puzzled me completely.
  Where are my spectacles? It begins, ‘Dearest mother,—that is
  intelligible enough, and very gratifying, too, as far as it goes—‘I
  have dropped a pony over the Cambridgeshire.’ What do you suppose your
  brother meant by that, dear?”


  “I’m sure I don’t know, mamma,” said the young lady, after pondering over
  the mysterious sentence.


  “You know he could not really have dropped a pony over anything. It would
  have been too heavy for him, though he is a strong lad. His poor dear father
  always used to say that he would be sure to have a very fine muscle; but that
  would be too much. It must be his way of saying that a pony dropped him over
  something, and no doubt he means that the accident occurred in
  Cambridgeshire.”


  “Very likely, mamma.”


  “Well, now, listen to this. ‘It was a case of scratching, so I was done
  for without a chance.’ Think of that, Rose! Something has been scratching the
  poor, dear boy, or else he has been scratching something; I’m sure I don’t
  know which. I shouldn’t think the pony can have scratched him, for they have
  hoofs, you know.”


  “I don’t think it could have been the pony,” laughed Rose.


  “It is all very mysterious. The next sentence is a little plainer. He
  says, ‘If you have any of the ready, send it.’ I know what he means by that,
  but it is the only intelligible thing in the letter. He wishes to pay his
  doctor’s fees, no doubt, poor boy! He adds in a postcript that he may run
  over very soon, so he cannot be much the worse.”


  “Well, that’s consoling,” said Rose. “I hope he will come soon, and
  explain what it is all about.”


  “We’d better lay the table for supper,” said the old lady. “Henry must
  come soon.”


  “Never mind ringing for Marie,” said the daughter. “I am what Jack would
  call ‘no end of a dab’ at laying a table.”


  The mother laughed as she watched her darling flitting about the room, and
  coming to endless grief over the disposition of her knives and forks.


  “You have given the carver four knives,” she said, “while his right-hand
  neighbour has nothing but the steel to eat with. Listen, Rose; isn’t that
  your brother’s step?”


  “There are two people.”


  “One of them is he, I fancy.”


  “So it is!” cried Rose, as the key was turned in the latch, and a
  masculine voice was heard in the hall. “How did you get on, Harry? Did you
  get it?”


  And she took a spring into the passage, and threw her arms round her
  brother.


  “Wait a bit, Rosey! Let me get my coat off before you begin to throttle
  me! It’s all right this time, and I have got an engagement at the
  ‘National.’”


  “Didn’t I tell you, Rose?” said the mother.


  “Come in, do, and let us know all about it!” pleaded Rose. “We are dying
  to know!”


  “I mustn’t forget my politeness, though,” said Henry. “Let me introduce
  Mr. Barker, an Englishman, and a friend of Jack’s.”


  A tall, dark young man, with a serious face, who was standing in the
  background, stepped forward, and made his bow.


  (I may remark, in parenthesis, before proceeding further, that I myself
  was that Mr. Barker, and that what follows in this startling narrative is
  therefore written from my own personal observation.)


  We went into the snug little drawing-room, and drew up to the cheery
  fire.


  Rose sat upon her brother’s knee, while Mrs. Latour dropped her knitting,
  and put her hand into that of her son.


  I leaned back in the shadow, at the other side of the hearth; while the
  gleam of the light played upon the golden tresses of the girl and the dark,
  stern profile of her brother.


  “Well,” said Henry, “to begin at the beginning, I went to a café
  after I set out, and it was there that I had the good fortune to come across
  Mr. Barker, whose name I know very well from Jack.”


  “We all seem to know you very well,” said the mother.


  I smiled and bowed.


  It was pleasant to be in this miniature England in the heart of
  France.


  “We went together to the National,” continued Henry, “firmly believing I
  hadn’t the ghost of a chance, for Lablas, the great tragedian, has much
  influence there, and he always does his best to harm and thwart me, though I
  never gave him cause of offence that I know of.”


  “Nasty thing!” said Rose.


  “My dear, you really musn’t!”


  “Well, you know he is, ‘ma. But go on, do!”


  “I didn’t see Lablas there, but I managed to get hold of the manager, old
  Monsieur Lambertin. He jumped at the proposal. He had the goodness to say
  that he had seen me act at Rouen once, and had been much struck.”


  “I should think so!” said the old lady.


  “He then said that they were just looking out for a man to play an
  important rôle—that of Laertes, in a new translation of
  Shakespeare’s ‘Hamlet.’ It is to come out on Monday night, so that I have
  only two days to learn it in. It seems that another man, Monnier by name, was
  to have played it, but he has broken his leg in a carriage accident. You have
  no idea how cordial old Lambertin was!”


  “Dear old man!” said Rose.


  “But come, you must be hungry, Barker, and the supper is on the table.
  Pull up your chairs, and just have some water boiling afterwards, Rose.”


  And so, with jest and laughter, we sat down to our little supper, and the
  evening passed away like a happy dream.


  Looking back through the long vista of years, I seem to be able to recall
  the scene; the laughing, blushing girl, as she burned her fingers and spilt
  the water in her attempts at making punch; the purring little bright-eyed
  mother; the manly young fellow, with his honest laugh!


  Who could have guessed the tragedy which was hanging over them? Who,
  except that dark figure that was then still standing in the Rue Bertrand, and
  whose shadow stretched across to darken the doorstep of number
  twenty-two?


  II


  It was the same night, or rather the following morning, for the cathedral
  clock had already struck three. The streets of Paris were deserted, save for
  an occasional gendarme or a solitary reveller hurrying home from some scene
  of pleasure.


  Even in the Rue d’Anjou (the most dissipated of fashionable streets) there
  were but few houses which showed a light.


  It is to one of these, however, that our story leads us.


  In a large room, luxuriously fitted up, half a dozen men in evening dress
  were lounging and smoking. The great chandelier reflected its lustre cheerily
  in the mirrors around, and cast a warm glow on the red velvet of the
  furniture.


  The carpet was so thick that hardly a footfall was heard, as one of the
  men rose from his seat and walked over to lean against the great marble
  mantelpiece.


  Any habitué of the French theatres would have known at a glance who
  this man was. One could not easily forget the sinewy, upright form, and the
  dark, cynical smile of Lablas, the foremost tragedian of the Theatre
  National. A follower of Spurzheim would have prophesied great things, of good
  or of evil, from that broad, low forehead and massive jaw; and another glance
  at the cold grey eye and the sensual lip would have warned the physiognomist
  that off the boards of the National this was a man to be shunned, a selfish
  friend and a vindictive foe.


  Our theatrical habitué would have found some other, and possibly
  some more agreeable, old acquaintances here.


  Over there by the little glittering cabinet was Grossičre, from the
  Variétés, cleverest and most unscrupulous of actors, whose duels and
  intrigues were only less notorious than those of his host, Lablas. Beside him
  was a blasé young officer of cavalry, and near him Turville, another
  well-known actor and “lion.” Reposing on the couch, puffing at a meerschaum
  pipe, was Cachet, from the Gaieté; while one or two less known actors
  completed the group.


  Lablas looked wearily at the table, all heaped with cards, dice, and odd
  pieces of coin.


  “Well, gentlemen,” he said, “you must please yourselves. Shall we have
  another turn or not?”


  “We have plenty of time yet,” said one of the actors; “but I fear there is
  such a run of luck against the unfortunate Lieutenant, that he will hardly
  dare to try again. Positively it is cruel to ask him.”


  The young officer looked up, with a flush upon his beardless face. He was
  a very young bird to endeavour to hold his own among these seasoned old
  vampires. It was evident from the way in which they glanced round at him when
  Grossičre made the remark, that he had been elected as the butt of the
  company.


  “What if I have bad luck?” he said. “It’s all fair play and the
  fortune of war. I’ll try again.”


  And he drank down a tumbler of champagne to try and drown the vision of a
  little woman down at Montpellier, in the sunny south, who was scraping and
  saving in order to keep her handsome boy like a gentleman in Paris.


  “That’s right! Pluckily said!” went up the chorus of voices from around
  the table.


  “Don’t drink your wine like that, though,” said Cachet. “You’ll make
  yourself unsteady.”


  “I’m afraid our military friend is unsteady already,” remarked Lablas.


  “Not at all, monsieur,” said the young Lieutenant. “My hand is as steady
  as your own.”


  “There is no hand in Paris as steady as my own, young man,” returned
  Lablas. “Lallacourt, of your own regiment, could tell you as much. You were
  with me, Cachet, when I shot away his trigger finger at Vincennes. I stopped
  his pistol shooting for ever and a day. Do you perceive a little dark spot
  which is fixed in the centre of the white sheet at the other side of the
  room? It is the head of a fusee, a mark which I generally use for the purpose
  of practice, as there can be no doubt as to whether you have struck it or
  not. You will excuse the smell of gunpowder, messieurs?” he continued, taking
  a small and highly-finished pistol from a rack upon the wall.


  He seemed hardly to glance along the sights; but as he pulled the trigger,
  there was a crack and spurt of flame from the other side of the room, and the
  fusee, struck by the bullet, was scattered in burning splinters upon the
  floor.


  “I hardly think you will venture to state that your hand is as steady as
  mine for the future,” he added, glancing towards the young officer, as he
  replaced the dainty weapon in its stand upon the wall.


  “It was a good shot, sir,” returned the other.


  “Hang the shooting!” said Grossičre, rattling up the dice. “If you want
  your revenge, Lieutenant, now is your time!”


  And once again money began to change hands, while a hush in the talk
  showed how all interest was concentrated upon the table. Lablas did not play,
  but he hovered round the green baize like some evil spirit, with his hard
  smile upon his lips, and his cold eye bent upon the man who was at once his
  guest and his dupe.


  Poor lad! No wonder he lost when all were combining to play against him.
  He pushed his chair back at last in despair.


  “It is useless!” he said. “The luck is against me! But, gentlemen,” he
  added, beseechingly, “if I can raise a little money tomorrow, even though it
  be only a little, you will not refuse to play the same stakes—you will
  give me a chance?”


  “We will play just exactly as long as your little lasts!” said Turville,
  with a brutal laugh.


  The young officer was flushed and excited. He sat apart from the others,
  and seemed to hear the talk which ensued as in a dream. He had an uneasy
  feeling that all had not been fair, and yet, do what he would, he could not
  give one proof to the contrary.


  “Pass over the wine,” said Grossičre. “Where were you till one o’clock,
  Lablas?”


  Lablas showed his white teeth in a smile.


  “The old story, I suppose?” said Turville.


  “Bah! It is becoming too old a story,” resumed Grossičre. “A story without
  change or variety is apt to become monotonous. One intrigue is as like
  another as a pair of small swords, and success is always the end of
  them.”


  “They are too easily won,” assented Cachet.


  “I promise you this will not be too easily won,” said Lablas. “Though she
  is a quarry worth flying for, as she is as beautiful as an angel, she is
  strictly preserved too; and there is a six-foot brother acting as gamekeeper,
  so there is a prospect of some little excitement.”


  “Have you made any advance yet?” asked Cachet.


  “No; I have taken a few preliminary observations, however,” returned the
  roué. “I fear it must be done by force, and it will need both courage
  and tact.”


  “Who is the girl, Lablas?” said Turville.


  “That I won’t answer.”


  “Come, do tell us her name.”


  “Curiosity sometimes verges on impertinence,” said Lablas, looking from
  under his eyebrows at his brother actor. “Take care that you do not cross the
  border, for I never tolerate a liberty.”


  Turville was a brave man enough, but he sank his eyes before the fiery
  glance of the practised duellist.


  There was a moment’s silence, and then Lablas stretched out his hand and
  said, “Come, Turville, forgive and forget. I didn’t mean to speak hastily,
  but you know my cursed temper. There, I can say no more. After all, there is
  no reason why I should not give you the name. I may need your assistance;
  and, in any case, you are men of honour, and would not thwart me in my plans.
  I don’t suppose any of you know her. Her name is Rose Latour, and she lives
  in the Rue Bertrand.


  “What? The sister of Henry Latour?” cried Grossičre. “Yes, the same. Do
  you know him?”


  “Know him? Why he plays Laertes to your Hamlet on Monday
  night.’”


  “The deuce he does!”


  “Yes, old Lambertin closed with him last night. This will be a pretty
  complication! As good a fellow as ever breathed.”


  “I don’t see that that affects the question of my carrying off his
  sister.”


  “I know the girl, too—as chaste as she is beautiful. You’ll never
  succeed there, Lablas. She is an angel upon earth, and her brother is not the
  man to be trifled with.”


  “My dear fellow,” said Lablas, “don’t you see that every word you say is
  strengthening my resolution? As you said just now, intrigues become
  monotonous. There is some variety about an abduction.”


  “You will fail,” said Grossičre.


  “On the contrary, I shall succeed.”


  “I would stake my head that you will fail.”


  “If you are willing to stake ten thousand francs, it will be more to the
  purpose. Shall it be a bet, and I claim twenty-four hours only in which to
  carry the little Puritan off.”


  “Done!” responded the comedian.


  “You are my witnesses, messieurs,” said Lablas, turning to the company,
  and entering the figures in an ivory writing-tablet.


  There was a hush as he wrote, and then a youthful voice broke the
  silence.


  “I will be no partner to this!” it said.


  It was the young officer.


  He had risen from his chair, and was standing opposite Lablas.


  There was a murmur of surprise among the actors as their butt and
  plaything rose up and dared the arch-spirit of them all. They would have
  saved him if they could. Cachet grasped him by the sleeve, and half pulled
  him down.


  “Sit down!” he whispered,—“sit down! He is the deadliest shot in
  France!”


  “I will not sit down!” said the soldier. “I protest against this! If the
  young lady’s helplessness and virtue are powerless to screen her, surely the
  fact that her brother is your fellow-actor should suffice to save her from
  your insulting wager.”


  Lablas never raised his eyes from the book in which he was writing.


  “How long,” he said, in the cold, measured voice which those who had heard
  it knew to be more dangerous than the bully’s shout,—“how long have you
  turned moralist, Monsieur Malpas?”


  “I have not turned moralist. I simply remain a gentleman, a title which I
  regret to say that you have forfeited.”


  “Indeed! You become personal.”


  “I don’t pretend to be immaculate; far from it. But, so help me Heaven!
  nothing in the whole world would induce me to be an accomplice in such a
  cold- blooded, villainous seduction!”


  There was a brave ring in the lad’s voice as he spoke, and all the fire of
  the chivalrous South sparkled in his eyes.


  “I only regret,” he continued, “that your confiding your plans to our
  honour before revealing them will prevent my helping to frustrate them.”


  “Dear, innocent youth!” sneered Lablas. “I think I see the cause of your
  conversion to morality. You have some intentions in that quarter yourself,
  mon cher. Is it not so?”


  “You lie, and you know that you lie!” said the soldier. “Here, hold
  him—hold his arms, Cachet! Pull him back! Don’t let them brawl like
  roughs!”


  “Let me go, I say!” yelled Lablas. “He called me a liar! I’ll have his
  life!”


  “To-morrow, my dear fellow—to-morrow,” said Grossičre. “We will see
  that you have every satisfaction.”


  “There is my card,” said the Lieutenant, as he threw it down upon the
  table. “You shall find me ready whenever it is convenient to you. Capitaine
  Haut shares my rooms; he will act as my friend. Adieu, gentlemen!—au
  revoir, monsieur!”


  And the young fellow turned on his heel, and swaggered gallantly out of
  the room, leaving his money behind him.


  In spite of his faults, the old lady in Montpellier would not have been
  ashamed of her son if she could have seen him then.


  “You will call upon his friend to-morrow, Cachet,” said Lablas, grimly.
  “In the meantime, to business. Can I rely upon your help in the matter of the
  girl—and yours, Turville?”


  “We will do all we can.”


  “Well, I had a good look at the house to-night. It is a simple two-storey
  one, and she sleeps alone in one of the upper rooms. So much I gathered,
  partly from observation, and partly from the servant. They go to bed early,
  and there is only the brother and the old lady in the house. They have no
  shutters to the bedrooms—only blinds.”


  “What will be your mode of action?”


  “It is easy enough. You know the street is a very quiet one. We’ll take my
  closed carriage; one of us can drive. Then, as you know, I have a ladder in
  three pieces for such little affairs. It can be brought with us. We leave the
  carriage; put up our ladder, open her window, gag her in her sleep, carry her
  down, and it is done. If she is awake and screams, surely the three of us can
  knock her brother on the head. They will have no clue as to who we are, or
  where we have gone. It will be a splendid triumph.”


  “So it will;” and the three men laughed heartily.


  “The little prude! She will be tractable enough soon, I warrant. Well, I
  must be steady to-morrow, so I had better turn in for a few hours. I shall
  want you in the Rue Bertrand about two o’clock on Monday morning. They go to
  bed at eleven. Good night.” And, throwing his half-finished cigar into the
  fire, the profligate actor sauntered out of the room, leaving his associates
  to discuss the diabolical deed in which they were called upon to assist.


  III


  It is strange how naturally Englishmen adapt themselves to the customs of
  the country in which they happen to be placed—more especially when
  those customs happen to accord with their own inclinations.


  At home I am a rigid Churchman enough; but on that Parisian Sunday, the
  still small voice of conscience was even stiller and smaller than usual, as I
  sauntered round to the Rue Bertrand to see if my new friend, Henry Latour,
  would have pity on my loneliness, and venture out for a stroll.


  Possibly the fair Rose had more to do with my visit than her brother; but,
  if so, I was disappointed, as that young lady had just tripped off to church,
  and I was compelled to put up with the male element of the household.


  “You couldn’t possibly have done better than come,” said Henry, as he
  stretched his tall frame in a stupendous yawn. “I have been sitting in this
  confounded chair, making sure of my part, ever since breakfast, and I think I
  am right at last. I have been doing the quarte tierce business too
  with the poker, in preparation for the last scene. You know I used to be an
  excellent fencer, and it always brings down the house.”


  “I suppose your Hamlet can fence?” I remarked.


  “He is notorious for it,” Henry answered, as a dark shade passed over his
  handsome face. “But come, Barker; it’s my last free day for some time to
  come, so we must make the most of it.”

  



  We certainly did make the most of it, and the young actor proved himself
  to be an admirable cicerone, doing the honours of picture galleries and
  museums with an amusing air of proprietorship. He was in excellent spirits
  about his engagement at the National, to which he often referred as being a
  splendid opening.


  “There’s only one drawback,” he remarked, “and that is having to play
  second fiddle to that unmitigated scoundrel, Lablas. He is a profligate
  fellow, Barker. This very morning they say that he fought a duel in the Bois
  de Boulogne; shot a young officer of cavalry through the lungs. I shall have
  a quarrel with him, I fear; for, as Hamlet says, ‘There is something
  sensitive in me,’ and the man’s manner jars upon me more than I can
  tell.”


  It was dark by this time, and we were both somewhat fatigued and hungry
  after our long peregrination.


  “There’s a café here,” said Henry, “on the right-hand side, close
  to the railway station, where we can have a quiet little meal. That’s it
  where the lights are. Shall we try it?”


  “All right,” I said. And we turned to enter.


  Just at this moment, a tall young fellow, with a carpet-bag in his hand,
  who was coming out, ran against us.


  “Pardon, messieurs,” he said, turning half round and bowing, and was about
  to pass on, when Henry sprang forward, and caught him by the arm.


  “Jack, my boy, where in the world did you come from?”


  “Henry, and Barker, by all that is astonishing!” said the voice of my old
  college friend, Jack Latour, as he seized us alternately by the hand. “Why,
  what an extraordinary thing!”


  “Extraordinary, indeed,” cried his brother. “Why, we thought you were in
  Edinburgh, hundreds of miles away!”


  “So I ought to be; but it struck me yesterday that a change of air would
  do me good. The insolent familiarity of the British tradesman was beginning
  to prey upon my mind. My tailor was exhibiting an increased hankering after
  his filthy lucre, so I thought I would deprive him for a few weeks of the
  refining influence of my society.”


  “The old game, Jack,” said I.


  “Yes, the old game; and I conclude you fellows are up to the old game,
  since I find you mooning about the first ‘pub’ I pass—I beg pardon,
  café. Café sounds better than ‘pub’.”


  “How do you account for your own presence here?” laughed Henry.


  “My dear fellow, you don’t seriously suppose that I came in search of
  bibulous refreshment? No; it was a harmless eccentricity which led me within
  these walls. What do you fellows intend to do with yourselves? There is no
  use my knocking up Rose and the mother to-night, so I shall stay with
  you.”


  “We have nothing particular to do,” I said.


  “Then come up to the ‘Anglais’ with me. Two Edinburgh men are up
  there—Grant and Buckley. Will you come?”


  “I am willing,” said I.


  “And I,” said Henry.


  So the bargain was concluded, and we all three repaired to the hotel,
  where we were introduced to Jack’s friends, a couple of reckless,
  light-hearted medical students of his own kidney.


  There is no reason why I should dwell upon the convivial evening which
  ensued. I have only alluded to these things as influencing the dark events
  which were impending.


  It was close upon one o’clock before Henry Latour glanced at his watch,
  and announced that it was high time to break up.


  “I must run over my part again to-morrow,” he said. “You come along with
  me, Jack, and we can sleep together without disturbing anyone. I have a
  key.”


  “I’ll walk round with you,” said I; “I want to finish my pipe.”


  I am afraid that the sight of a certain window was becoming dearer to me
  than all the tobacco Virginia ever grew.


  The brothers were delighted that I should come, so we bade our fellow
  countrymen adieu, and set off together.


  We were a hilarious party as long as we kept to the well-lit Boulevards,
  but when we got into the quiet streets which branch off from them, a curious
  feeling of depression stole over us, which affected even the irrepressible
  Jack.


  We strode on together, each buried in his own thoughts.


  Everything was very still—so still that we all looked up in surprise
  when a closed carriage rattled past us, going in our own direction.


  “That fellow is driving at a deuce of a rate,” remarked Jack. “Without
  lights either,” I said.


  “I wonder where he can be bound for? This is not much of a carriage
  neighbourhood, especially at such an hour.”


  “Well, anyway, he isn’t going to visit us,” laughed Henry; “so it’s no
  business of ours.”


  And so saying, he quickened his pace, and we all three rounded the corner,
  and passed into the Rue Bertrand.


  We were hardly round, before Jack stopped in amazement. “Why, Harry!” he
  said; “what on earth is this? They just exactly are visiting us!”


  There was no doubt about it. The moon had just come from behind a cloud,
  and was pouring a flood of cold light upon the dingy little street. And
  there, away down opposite number twenty-two, was a dark blur, which could be
  nothing but the carriage. It had pulled up.


  “What is it?” said Henry.


  “There are a couple of men on the pavement!”


  “One of them has a lantern!”


  “What a lark!” cried Jack. “It’s my Edinburgh tailor, for a dollar!”


  “They can’t be burglars!” I whispered. “Let us watch them for a bit.”


  “By Heaven, there’s ladder against a window—against Rose’s window!”
  hissed a voice which we could hardly recognise as Henry’s it was so
  altered.


  The light fell upon his face, and I could see that it was dark with wrath,
  and that his jaw was fixed and hard, while his features worked
  spasmodically.


  “The villains!” he said. “Come after me, but quietly!” Swiftly and
  silently he started down the street.


  Jack’s rage was as great as his brother’s, but he was of a less fiery
  disposition. He ground his teeth, and followed Henry with giant strides.


  Had I been alone, I should have shouted my indignation, and hurried
  forward to the rescue. Henry Latour’s was the leading mind among us, however,
  and it is on such occasions that mind asserts itself. There was something
  terrible in his very stillness.


  We followed him implicitly down the road.


  Rain had fallen during the evening, and the ground was very soft.


  We made little noise as we approached the carriage. We might have made
  more without fear of detection, for the horses had been left to themselves,
  and the men we had seen were in the front garden, too much occupied with
  their own movements and those of their leader to be easily disturbed. The Rue
  de Bertrand was a cul de sac, and the possibility of being disturbed
  at their work was so slight as to be disregarded.


  Henry slipped behind the carriage, and we followed him. We were
  effectually concealed, and commanded a view of all that was going on in front
  of us.


  Two of the men were standing at the foot of a ladder which was reared
  against one of the upper windows.


  They were watching the movements of a third who appeared at that moment at
  the open casement bearing something on his arms.


  My blood seemed to run in a fiery torrent through my veins as I saw the
  man place his foot upon the upper step and begin to descend. I glanced at
  Henry, but he held up his hand as if to ask for one more moment’s
  forbearance. I could see that he knew as well as I did what the poor little
  white burden was which the man was clasping to his breast. I had lost sight
  of Jack, but a smothered curse from between the wheels showed me where he was
  crouching.


  The leader came slowly and gingerly down the ladder. He must have been a
  powerful fellow, for the additional weight did not seem to inconvenience him.
  We could see that his face was covered with a mask. His friends below kept
  encouraging him in whispers.


  He reached the bottom without an accident.


  “Hurry her into the carriage!” he said.


  Henry rose silently to his feet, with every muscle braced. The time for
  action had arrived.


  And at this very moment the prisoner’s gag must have slipped, for a sweet,
  piteous voice rang out on the still night,—“Harry! Brother! Help!”


  Never, surely, was an appeal so promptly answered. The spring was so
  swift, so sudden, that I never saw him leave my side. I heard a snarl like a
  wild beast’s and a dull thud, and my friend with the man in the mask were
  rolling on the ground together.


  It all happened in less time than I take to tell it. Jack and I ran
  forward to assist Rose into the house; but we were confronted by the two
  confederates.


  I would have passed my antagonist in order to help the lady, but he flew
  at me with a savage oath, hitting wildly with both hands.


  A Frenchman can never realise the fact that a segment is shorter than an
  arc; but I gave my opponent a practical illustration of the fact by stopping
  him with a facer before he could bring his hands round, and then toppling him
  over with what is known to the initiated as a Cribb’s hit behind the ear.


  He sat down upon a rose-bush with a very sickly smile, and manifested a
  strong disinclination to rise up; so I turned my attention to Jack.


  I was just in time to see his adversary make a desperate attempt to
  practice the barbarous French savate upon him; but the student was a
  man of expedients, and springing aside, he seized the uplifted foot, and gave
  it a wrench, which brought the discomfited owner howling to the ground with a
  dislocated leg.


  We led poor trembling Rose into the house, and after handing her over to
  her frightened mother, hurried back into the garden.


  Neither of our acquaintances were in a condition to come up to time; but
  the struggle between their leader and Henry Latour was going on with unabated
  vigour.


  It was useless to attempt to help our friend. They were so entwined, and
  revolving so rapidly upon the gravel walk, that it was impossible to
  distinguish the one from the other.


  They were fighting in silence, and each was breathing hard.


  But the clean living of the younger man began to tell. He had the better
  stamina of the two.


  I saw the glint of the moonlight upon his sleeve-links as he freed his
  arm, and then I heard the sound of a heavy blow. It seemed to stun his
  antagonist for a moment; but before it could be repeated he had shaken
  himself free, and both men staggered to their feet.


  The mask had been torn off, and exposed the pale face of the Frenchman,
  with a thin stream of blood coursing down it from a wound on the
  forehead.


  “You infernal scoundrel! I know you now!” yelled Henry, and would have
  sprung at him again had we not restrained him.


  “Ma foi! you’ll know me better before you die!” hissed the man,
  with a sinister smile.


  “You accursed villain! do you think I fear your threats? I’ll fight you
  now if you wish; I have weapons! Run in for the pistols, Jack!”


  “Quietly, old man—quietly,” said I; “don’t do anything rash.”


  “Rash!” raved Henry. “Why, man, it was my sister! Give me a pistol!”


  “It is for me to name the time and place,” said Lablas; for he it was. “It
  is I who have been struck.”


  “When, then?”


  “You shall hear from me in the morning. Suffice it that you shall be
  chastised before all Paris. I shall make a public warning of you, my young
  friend.”


  And with the same hard smile upon his face, he mounted upon the box, and
  seized the reins.


  “If this gentleman whose joint I have had the pleasure of damaging
  considers himself aggrieved,” said Jack, “he shall always find me ready to
  make any amends in my power.”


  “The same applies to my friend on the right,” said I. “I refer to the
  gentleman with the curious swelling under his ear.”


  Our friends only answered our kind attentions by a volley of curses.


  The patron of the savate was hoisted into the carriage, and the
  other followed him; while Lablas, still white with passion, drove furiously
  off, amid laughter from Jack and myself and curses from Henry, whose fiery
  blood was too thoroughly roused to allow him to view the matter in its
  ridiculous aspect.


  “Nothing like evaporating lotions for bruises,” was the practical piece of
  advice which our medical student shouted after them as the carriage rumbled
  away like a dark nightmare, and the sound of its wheels died gradually in the
  distance.


  At this moment a gendarme, true to the traditions of his order, hurried on
  to the scene of action; but after jotting down the number of the house in a
  portentous note-book, he gave up the attempt of extracting any information
  from us, and departed with many shrugs.


  My heart was heavy as I trudged back to my hotel that night. There is
  always a reaction after such excitement, and I wasuneasy at the thought of
  what the morrow might bring forth.


  The allusion which Henry had made in the early part of the evening to the
  duelling proclivities of Lablas, and in particular to the sinister result of
  his encounter with the young French officer, had not been forgotten by
  me.


  I knew the wild blood which ran in my friend’s veins, and that it would be
  hopeless to attempt to dissuade him from a meeting. I was powerless, and must
  let events take their own course.


  IV


  When I came down to breakfast in the morning I found the two brothers
  waiting for me. Henry looked bright and almost exultant as he greeted me, but
  Jack was unusually serious.


  “It’s all right, old fellow,” said the young actor.


  “Yes; look here, Barker,” explained Jack, evidently in considerable
  perturbation. “It’s a most extraordinary business. The queerest challenge I
  ever heard of, though I confess that my experience of these things is very
  limited. I suppose we cannot get out of it?”


  “Not for the world!” cried his brother.


  “See here,” said Jack; “this is the note I got. Read it for yourself.”


  It was addressed to the student, and ran thus:—

  



  “Sir,—


  “On the understanding that you act as second to Mr. Henry
  Latour, allow me to state that in the exercise of his right M. Lablas selects
  rapiers as his weapon. He begs you to accompany your principal to the theatre
  to-night, where you will be admitted to the stage as a supernumerary. You can
  thus satisfy yourself that the final scene is fought according to the strict
  rules of the duello. The rapiers will be substituted for stage foils without
  difficulty. I shall be present on behalf of M. Lablas. I have the honour to
  remain very sincerely yours,


  “PIERRE GROSSIERE.”

  



  “What do you think of that?” said Jack.


  “Why, I think that it is a preposterous idea, and that you should
  refuse.”


  “It wouldn’t do,” said Henry. “They would try and construe it into
  cowardice. Besides, what does it matter where I meet the fellow so long as I
  do meet him? I tell you, Barker,” he continued, laying his hand upon
  my arm, “that when I do, I intend to kill him!”


  There was something resolute in the ring of my friend’s voice. I felt
  that, in spite of his advantages, Lablas would meet with a dangerous
  opponent.


  “If you should fall, Henry,” said Jack, “I will take your place, and
  either lick the blackguard or never leave the stage. It would make a
  sensation to have Hamlet run through by a super-numerary, wouldn’t
  it?”


  And he gave the ghost of a smile.


  “Well, write an acceptance at once, Jack,” said Henry. “My only fear is
  that my sister’s name should get mixed up in the matter.”


  “No fear of that,” said I. “It would not be their interest to talk about
  the ridiculous fiasco they have made.”


  “You will come to the National to-night, Barker?” asked Henry. “You can
  get a place in the front row of the stalls.”


  “I will,” said I; “and if you should both fail to avenge your sister,
  Lablas will have to reckon with me before the curtain falls.”


  “You are a good fellow, Barker,” said Henry. “Well,” he added, after a
  pause, “my private quarrel mustn’t interfere with my duty to the public, so
  I’ll go back and read my part over. Good-bye, old man! We shall see you to-
  night.”


  And the brothers left me alone to my coffee.


  How they got through the day I do not know. I should think even
  imperturbable Jack found the hours hung rather heavily upon his hands.


  As for myself, I was in a fever of suspense. I could only pace up and down
  the crowded streets, and wait for the evening to come.


  The doors did not open until seven o’clock, but the half-hour found me
  waiting at the entrance to the National.


  A knot of enthusiasts, eager to secure places, were already clustering
  round it. I spent the time in perusing a poster, which was suspended to one
  of the pillars.


  “Lablas” was written across it in great capitals, while in smaller print
  below there were a few other names, that of Henry Latour being one of
  them.


  It seemed as if the door would never open. There is an end to all things,
  however, and the hour struck at last. We filed into the theatre one after
  another, in the orderly French fashion.


  I was fortunate enough to secure what I wanted—namely, a centre seat
  in the front row.


  Nothing but the orchestra intervened between me and the footlights. I
  would have given anything to have seen Jack now—to have had anyone with
  whom I could exchange a word on the topic which was nearest my heart; but my
  immediate neighbours were a stolid English manager, who had come over in the
  hope of picking up something worth imparting, and an enthusiastic young lady
  with her elderly mamma.


  I had learned, even in our short acquaintance, to regard Henry as a dear
  friend; but I think it was the idea of his sister which gave me such a
  sinking at the heart, when I thought of the deadly science and diabolical
  vindictiveness of Lablas.


  During the overture I was far too preoccupied to pay much attention to my
  neighbour the manager, who was pouring into my ears his views of the French
  stage.


  “We can’t approach them on ‘touch-and-go’ comedy,” he said; “it’s their
  strong point; but when it comes to Shakespeare, they are lost,
  sir—utterly lost. If you had seen the Hamlets I have
  seen—Macready, sir, and the older Kean—”


  But here his reminiscences were providentially cut short by the rise of
  the curtain.


  The first few scenes were tame enough. The translation lacked the rugged
  strength and force of our own glorious language. Old theatre goers became
  restless in their seats, and whispered that there was something amiss with
  their favourite actor.


  His eye seemed to rest upon me with a dark and threatening scowl. The
  black, tight-fitting dress showed off his splendid figure to advantage, and
  was admirably adapted, as I could not help thinking, for the second and more
  tragic part which he was about to play.


  My spirits revived when Henry entered. He looked cool and at his ease,
  though I could see a dangerous light in his eye when he glanced towards his
  brother actor.


  The spirit and fire of his elocution semed to captivate his hearers. From
  pit to gallery there was not one who did not sympathise with the gallant
  young Danish nobleman, and he was applauded to the echo.


  Hamlet was forgotten in Laertes. I shall never forget the
  torrent of indignation which rang out in the words—


  “A sister driven into desperate terms.

  Whose worth, if praises may go back again,

  Stood challenger on mount of all the age

  For her perfections. But my revenge will come.”


  “By Jove, sir!” said the manager, sotto voce; “those last words
  were nature itself.”


  Henry was called before the curtain at the end of the fourth act; but it
  was in the scene at Ophelia’s grave that he surpassed himself. His
  howl of “The devil take thy soul!” as he sprang at Hamlet’s
  throat, fairly brought down the house, and caused me involuntarily to spring
  to my feet; but he seemed to recollect himself in time, and shook himself
  clear of his rival.


  Hamlet’s invective, too was the strongest point in his character.
  The vast audience seemed to hang on every word which passed between them.


  “You’ll get an English actor to make more stage points,” said the manager;
  “but there’s a confounded naturalness about all this which is wonderful!”


  His dramatic instinct had told him that, in spite of his forty years’
  experience, there was something here which he had never met before.


  And now there was a great hush in the house as the curtain rose upon the
  final scene. It was magnificently put upon the stage. The rude, barbaric pomp
  of the Danish Court was pictured to the life. The king and queen were seated
  in the background, under a canopy of purple velvet, lined with ermine. The
  walls of the royal banquet-hall were gorgeous with strange trophies, supposed
  to have been brought from afar by Viking hands.


  There was a clear space in the centre, and at either side a swarm of men-
  at-arms, courtiers, and all the hangers-on of the royal household.


  Laertes was leaning carelessly against a pillar, while
  Hamlet stood with a smile of confidence upon his face, conversing with
  a courtier.


  Beside Laertes I could see Jack Latour, got up in a suit of armour
  which was ridiculously out of proportion to his brawny limbs. There was a
  look upon his face, however, that would have forbidden a laugh at his
  expense.


  To me the excitement was agonising, and all over the house a strange
  interest began to manifest itself in the proceedings.


  Not a sound could be heard over the great theatre as Osric came
  tripping forward with the bundle of foils.


  I surmised that the rapiers were lying among them, for Hamlet took
  some little time to satisfy himself, though Laertes seemed to choose
  his weapon without a moment’s hesitation.


  “Gad!” said the manager; “look at the man’s eyes! I tell you it’s
  unique!”


  The salute was given, and the courtier with whom Lablas had been speaking
  drew up to his principal, while Jack took up his position behind his
  brother.


  His honest face was pale with anxiety, and I could see that instead of the
  double-edged Danish sword, he had a delicate rapier slung to his side. I knew
  what was meant by that.


  I turned away my eyes as the two men approached each other; but I glanced
  round again involuntarily as I heard a quick stamp, and the sharp ring of
  steel.


  The silence was so profound that you might have heard the breathing of the
  combatants at the extreme end of the pit.


  I caught a glimpse of the dark, savage face of Lablas, and the tall, lithe
  figure of his antagonist, and I turned my eyes away again from sheer
  nervousness.


  Then there came a ‘momentary cessation in the clash of the swords, and I
  heard the manager say, “The deception is admirable. You’d swear there was
  blood running down the leg of Laertes. Capital! capital! The business
  is perfect!”


  I shuddered, and looked up again as they sprang at each other for the
  second time, and my eyes were riveted upon the stage for the remainder of the
  conflict.


  The combatants were very evenly matched; first one, and then the other,
  seemed to gain a temporary advantage. The profound science of Lablas was
  neutralised by the fire and fury of his antagonist’s attack.


  I could see from Henry’s face that he had determined to bring matters to a
  crisis. To kill or be killed had become his one idea.


  He rushed at his opponent so furiously that he drove him back among the
  crowd of courtiers. I saw Lablas give a deadly lunge under the guard, which
  Henry took through his left arm; and then I saw my friend spring in, and
  there was a groan and a spurt of blood as Hamlet, Prince of Denmark,
  tottered forwards to the footlights and fell heavily upon his face.


  The effect upon the audience was electrical. There was a hush for a
  moment, and then, from pit to boxes, and from boxes to gallery, there went up
  a cheer so spontaneous and so universal, that it was like the mighty voice of
  one man. The whole house sprang to its feet with round after round of
  applause.


  It was the finest illusion of the year—it was the best coup de
  theatre, and most realistic stage duel that had ever been fought. But the
  English manager shuddered as he caught me convulsively by the wrist, and
  said, in an awe-struck whisper, “I saw it come out at his back!”


  Yes, it was the finest illusion of the year; and still the audience
  applauded and applauded.


  Surely he will rise and bow his acknowledgments? One more cheer may do it.
  But no; he lies there stiff and stark, with a scowl upon his white face, and
  his life-blood trickling down the boards.


  And now there is a hot, heavy smell in the orchestra, which was surely
  never caused by a stage illusion. Why is that young man gesticulating so? A
  little crimson pool has trickled upon his music book, and he sees that it is
  still dripping down, liquid and warm.


  And a hush comes over the pit, while the boxes are still applauding; and
  then the boxes grow quiet, and strange whispers go about. Then the audience
  above become silent, too, and a great stillness falls upon the theatre, and
  the heavy brown curtain is rolled down.

  



  “Well, my boy,” said Jack, when I met him, “it was all very terrible, but
  it ended right.”


  “Won’t there be an inquiry into the matter?”


  “No, not a bit. The initiated know that it was all fair play, and the rest
  are under the impression that a button slipped, or a foil snapped. Henry’s
  name as an actor is made for ever—that’s some consolation.”


  “How is he?” I asked.


  “Oh, well enough to see company. You must come along and dine with us. He
  has a slight wound in the leg, and is run through the biceps; but there is no
  damage done. Rose and the mother are terribly cut up, but, of course, they
  think it was all an accident. They shall never know the truth.”


  And now, before I conclude, let me sketch another scene. It is that solemn
  and orthodox ritual with which fiction usually, and fact occasionally, as in
  the present instance, terminates. A man and a woman are kneeling at the foot
  of an altar, while a clergyman is pronouncing the words that refute the
  commonly-received doctrine that one and one are two. You will have no
  difficulty in recognising the pretty little girlish bride; she is altered but
  little since we saw her six months ago. The bride-groom is—No, most
  astute and sagacious reader, it is not myself; it is a young French
  officer of cavalry, with a boyish smile, and the scar of a bullet upon his
  left breast.

  

   


  
[bookmark: story10]CRABBE’S PRACTICE
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  I wonder how many men remember Tom Waterhouse Crabbe, student of medicine
  in this city. He was a man whom it was not easy to forget if you had once
  come across him. Geniuses are more commonly read about than seen, but one
  could not speak five minutes with Crabbe without recognising that he had
  inherited some touch of that subtle, indefinable essence. There was a bold
  originality in his thought, and a convincing earnestness in his mode of
  expressing it, which pointed to something higher than mere cleverness. He
  studied spasmodically and irregularly, yet he was one of the first men
  —certainly the most independent thinker—of his year. Poor
  Crabbe—there was something delightfully original even in his mistakes.
  I can remember how he laboriously explained to his examiner that the Spanish
  fly grew in Spain. And how he gave five drops of Sabin oil credit for
  producing that state which it is usually believed to rectify.


  Crabbe was not at all the type of man whom we usually associate with the
  word “genius.” He was not pale nor thin, neither was his hair of abnormal
  growth. On the contrary he was a powerfully built, square-shouldered fellow,
  full of vitality, with a voice like a bull and a laugh that could be heard
  across the Meadows. A muscular Christian too, and one of the best Rugby
  forwards in Edinburgh.


  I remember my first meeting with Crabbe. It gave me a respect both for his
  cool reasoning powers and for his courage. It was at one of the Bulgarian
  Atrocity meetings held in Edinburgh in ‘78. The hall was densely packed and
  the ventilation defective, so that I was not sorry to find that owing to my
  lateness I was unable to get any place, and had to stand in the doorway.
  Leaning against the wall there I could both enjoy the cool air and hear the
  invectives which speaker after speaker was hurling at the Conservative
  ministry. The audience seemed enthusiastically unanimous. A burst of cheering
  hailed every argument and sarcasm. There was not one dissentient voice. The
  speaker paused to moisten his lips, and there was a silence over the hall.
  Then a clear voice rose from the middle of it: All very fine, but what did
  Gladstone—“There was a howl of execration and yells of “Turn him out!”
  But the voice was still audible. “What did Gladstone do in ‘63?” it demanded.
  “Turn him out. Show him out of the window! Put him out!” There was a perfect
  hurricane of threats and abuse. Men sprang upon the benches shaking their
  sticks and peering over each other’s shoulders to get a glimpse of the daring
  Conservative. “What did Gladstone do in ‘63?” roared the voice; “I insist
  upon being answered.” There was another howl of execration, a great swaying
  of the crowd, and an eddy in the middle of it. Then the mass of people parted
  and a man was borne out kicking and striking, and after a desperate
  resistance was precipitated down the stairs.


  As the meeting became somewhat monotonous after this little divertisement,
  I went down into the street to cool myself. There was my inquisitive friend
  leaning up against a lamp-post with his coat torn to shreds and a pipe in
  his’ mouth. Recognising him by his cut as being a medical student, I took
  advantage of the freemasonry which exists between members of that
  profession.


  “Excuse me,” I said, “you are a medical, aren’t you?”


  “Yes,” he, said; “Thomas Crabbe, a ‘Varsity man.”


  “My name is Barton,” I said. “Pardon my curiosity, but would you mind
  telling me what Gladstone did do in ‘63?”


  “My dear chap,” said Crabbe, taking my arm and marching up the street with
  me, “I haven’t the remotest idea in the world. You see, I was confoundedly
  hot and I wanted a smoke, and there seemed no chance of getting out, for I
  was jammed up right in the middle of the hall, so I thought I’d just make
  them carry me out and I did—not a bad idea, was it? If you have nothing
  better to do, come up to my digs and have some supper.”


  “Certainly,” said I; and that was the foundation of my friendship with
  Thomas Crabbe.


  Crabbe took his degree a year before I did, and went down to a large port
  in England with the intention of setting up there. A brilliant career seemed
  to lie before him, for besides his deep knowledge of medicine, acquired in
  the most practical school in the world, he had that indescribable manner
  which gains a patient’s confidence at once. It is curious how seldom the two
  are united. That charming doctor, my dear madam, who pulled young Charley
  through the measles so nicely, and had such a pleasant manner and such a
  clever face, was a noted duffer at college and the laughing-stock of his
  year. While poor little Doctor Grinder whom you snubbed so, and who seemed so
  nervous and didn’t know where to put his hands, he won a gold medal for
  original research and was as good a man as his professors. After all, it is
  generally the outside case, not the inside works, which is noticed in this
  world.


  Crabbe went down with his young degree, and a still younger wife, to
  settle in this town, which we will call Brisport. I was acting as assistant
  to a medical man in Manchester, and heard little from my former friend, save
  that he had set up in considerable style, and was making a bid for a
  high-class practice at once. I read one most deep and erudite paper in a
  medical journal, entitled “Curious Development of a Discopherous Bone in the
  Stomach of a Duck,” which emanated from his pen, but beyond this and some
  remarks on the embryology of fishes he seemed strangely quiet.


  One day to my surprise I received a telegram from Mrs. Crabbe begging me
  to run down to Brisport and see her husband, as he was far from well. Having
  obtained leave of absence from my principal, I started by the next train,
  seriously anxious about my friend. Mrs. Crabbe met me at the station. She
  told me Tom was getting very much broken down by continued anxiety; the
  expenses of keeping up his establishment were heavy, and patients were few
  and far between. He wished my advice and knowledge of practical work to guide
  him in this crisis.


  I certainly found Crabbe altered very much for the worse. He looked gaunt
  and cadaverous, and much of his old reckless joyousness had left him, though
  he brightened up wonderfully on seeing an old friend.


  After dinner the three of us held a solemn council of war, in which he
  laid before me all his difficulties. “What in the world am I to do, Barton?”
  he said. “If I could make myself known it would be all right, but no one
  seems to look at my door-plate, and the place is overstocked with doctors. I
  believe they think I am a D.D. I wouldn’t mind if these other fellows were
  good men, but they are not. They are all antiquated old fogies at least half
  a century behind the day. Now there is old Markham, who lives in that brick
  house over there and does most of the practice in the town. I’ll swear he
  doesn’t know the difference between loco-motor ataxia and a hypodermic
  syringe, but he is known, so they flock into his surgery in a manner which is
  simply repulsive. And Davidson down the road, he is only an L.S.A. Talked
  about epispastic paralysis at the Society the other night—confused it
  with liquor epispasticus, you know. Yet that fellow makes a pound to my
  shilling.”


  “Get your name known and write,” said I.


  “But what on earth am I to write about?” asked Crabbe. “If a man has no
  cases, how in the world is he to describe them? Help yourself and pass the
  bottle.”


  “Couldn’t you invent a case just to raise the wind?”


  “Not a bad idea,” said Crabbe thoughtfully. “By the way, did you see my
  ‘Discopherous Bone in a Duck’s Stomach’?”


  “Yes, it seemed rather good.”


  “Good, I believe you! Why, man, it was a domino which the old duck had
  managed to gorge itself with. It was a perfect godsend. Then I wrote about
  embryology of fishes because I knew nothing about it and reasoned that
  ninety-nine men in a hundred would be in the same boat. But as to inventing
  whole cases, it seems rather daring, does it not?”


  “A desperate disease needs desperate remedies,” said I. “You remember old
  Hobson at college. He writes once a year to the British Medical and asks if
  any correspondent can tell him how ‘much it costs to keep a horse in the
  country. And then he signs himself in the Medical Register as ‘The
  contributor of several unostentatious queries and remarks to scientific
  papers!’”


  It was quite a treat to hear Crabbe laugh with his old student guffaw.
  “Well, old man,” he said, “we’ll talk it over to-morrow. We mustn’t be
  selfish and forget that you are a visitor here. Come along out, and see the
  beauties (save the mark!) of Brisport.” So saying he donned a funereal coat,
  a pair of spectacles, and a hat with a desponding brim, and we spent the
  remainder of the evening roaming about and discussing mind and matter.


  We had another council of war next day. It was a Sunday, and as we sat in
  the window, smoking our pipes and watching the crowded street, we brooded
  over many plans for gaining notoriety.


  “I’ve done Bob Sawyer’s dodge,” said Tom despondingly. “I never go to
  church without rushing out in the middle of the sermon, but no one knows who
  I am, so it is no good. I had a nice slide in front of the door last winter
  for three weeks, and used to give it a polish up after dusk every night. But
  there was only one man ever fell on it, and he actually limped right across
  the road to Markham’s surgery. Wasn’t that hard lines?”


  “Very hard indeed,” said I.


  “Something might be done with orange peel,” continued Tom, “but it looks
  so awfully bad to have the whole pavement yellow with peel in front of a
  doctor’s house.”


  “It certainly does,” I agreed.


  “There was one fellow came in with a cut head one night,” said Tom, “and I
  sewed him up, but he had forgotten his purse. He came back in a week to have
  the stitches taken out, but without the money. That man is going about to
  this day, Jack, with half a yard of my catgut in him—and in him it’ll
  stay until I see the coin.”


  “Couldn’t we get up some incident,” said I, “which would bring your name
  really prominently before the public?”


  “My dear fellow, that’s exactly what I want. If I could get my name into
  the Brisport Chronicle it would be worth five hundred a year to me. There’s a
  family connection, you know, and people only want to realise that I am here.
  But how am I to do it unless by brawling in the street or by increasing my
  family? Now, there was the excitement about the discopherous bone. If Huxley
  or some of these fellows had taken the matter up it might have been the
  making of me. But they took it all in with a disgusting complacency as if it
  was the most usual thing in the world and dominoes were the normal food of
  ducks. I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” he continued, moodily eyeing his fowls.
  “I’ll puncture the floors of their fourth ventricles and present them to
  Markham. You know that makes them ravenous, and they’d eat him out of house
  and home in time. Eh, Jack?”


  “Look here, Thomas,” said I, “you want your name in the papers—is
  that it?”


  “That’s about the state of the case.”


  “Well, by Jove, you shall have it.”


  “Eh? Why? How?”


  “There’s a pretty considerable crowd of people outside, isn’t there, Tom?”
  I continued. “They are coming out of church, aren’t they? If there was an
  accident now it would make some noise.”


  “I say, you’re not going to let rip among them with a shot gun, are you,
  in order to found a practice for me?”


  “No, not exactly. But how would this read in to-morrow’s Chronicle?
  —‘Painful occurrence in George Street.—As the congregation were
  leaving George Street Cathedral after the morning service, they were
  horrified to see a handsome, fashionably dressed gentleman stagger and fall
  senseless upon the pavement. He was taken up and carried writhing in terrible
  convulsions into the surgery of the well-known practitioner, Doctor Crabbe,
  who had been promptly upon the spot. We are happy to state that the fit
  rapidly passed off, and that, owing to the skilful attention which he
  received, the gentleman, who is a distinguished visitor in our city, was able
  to regain his hotel and is now rapidly becoming convalescent.’ How would that
  do, eh?”


  “Splendid, Jack—splendid!”


  “Well, my boy, I’m your fashionably dressed stranger, and I promise you
  they won’t carry me into Markham’s.”


  “My dear fellow, you are a treasure—you won’t mind my bleeding
  you?”


  “Bleeding me, confound you! Yes, I do very much mind.”


  “Just opening a little vein,” pleaded Tom.


  “Not a capillary,” said I. “Now, look here; I’ll throw up the whole
  business unless you give me your word to behave yourself. I don’t draw the
  line at brandy.”


  “Very well, brandy be it,” grumbled Tom.


  “Well, I’m off,” said I. “I’ll go into the fit against your garden
  gate.”


  “All right, old man.”


  “By the way, what sort of a fit would you like? I could give you either an
  epileptic or an apoplectic easily, but, perhaps you’d like something more
  ornate—a catalepsy or a trade spasm, maybe—with miner’s nystagmus
  or something of that kind?


  “Wait a bit till I think,” said Tom, and he sat puffing at his pipe for
  five minutes: “Sit down again, Jack,” he continued. “I think we could do
  something better than this. You see, a fit isn’t a very deadly thing, and if
  I did bring you through one there would be no credit in it. If we are going
  to work this thing, we may as well work it well. We can only do it once. It
  wouldn’t do for the same fashionably dressed stranger to be turning up a
  second time. People would begin to smell a rat.”


  “So they would,” said I; “but hang it, you can’t expect me to tumble off
  the cathedral spire, in order that you may hold an inquest on my remains! You
  may command me in anything reasonable, however. What shall it be?”


  Tom seemed lost in thought. “Can you swim?” he said presently.


  “Fairly well.”


  “You could keep yourself afloat for five minutes?”


  “Yes, I could do that.”


  “You’re not afraid of water?”


  “I’m not much afraid of anything.”


  “Then come out,” said Tom, “and we’ll go over the ground.”


  I couldn’t get one word out of him as to his intentions, so I trotted
  along beside him, wondering what in the wide world he was going to do. Our
  first stoppage was at a small dock which is crossed by a swinging iron
  bridge. He hailed an amphibious man with top-boots. “Do you keep rowing-boats
  and let them out?” he asked.


  “Yes, sir,” said the man.


  “Then, good day,” and to the boatman’s profound and audible disgust we set
  off at once in the other direction.


  Our next stoppage was at the Jolly Mariner’s Arms. Did they keep beds?
  Yes, they kept beds. We then proceeded to the chemist’s. Did he keep a
  galvanic battery? Once again the answer was in the affirmative, and with a
  satisfied smile Tom Crabbe headed for home once more, leaving some very angry
  people behind him.


  That evening, over a bowl of punch, he revealed his plan—and the
  council of three revised it, modified it, and ended by adopting it, with the
  immediate result that I at once changed my quarters to the Brisport
  Hotel.


  I was wakened next day by the sun streaming in at my bedroom window. It
  was a glorious morning. I sprang out of bed and looked at my watch. It was
  nearly nine o’clock. “Only an hour,” I muttered, “and nearly a mile to walk,”
  and proceeded to dress with all the haste I could. “Well,” I soliloquised as
  I sharpened my razor, “if old Tom Crabbe doesn’t get his name in the papers
  to-day, it isn’t my fault. I wonder if any friend would do as much for me!” I
  finished my toilet, swallowed a cup of coffee and sallied out.


  Brisport seemed unusually lively this morning. The streets were crowded
  with people. I wormed my way down Waterloo Street, through the old Square and
  past Crabbe’s house. The cathedral bells were chiming ten o’clock as I
  reached the above—mentioned little dock with the iron swinging bridge.
  A man was standing on the bridge leaning over the balustrades. There was no
  mistaking the heart-broken hat rim and the spectacles of Thomas Waterhouse
  Crabbe, M.B.


  I passed him without sign of recognition, dawdled a little on the quay,
  and then sauntered down to the boathouse. Our friend of yesterday was
  standing at the door with a short pipe in his mouth.


  “Could I have a boat for an hour?” I asked.


  He beamed all over. “One minute, sir,” he said, “an’ I’ll get the sculls.
  Would you want me to row you, sir?”


  “Yes, you’d better,” I replied.


  He bustled about, and in a short time managed to launch a leaky-looking
  old tub, into which he stepped, while I squatted down in the sheets.


  “Take me round the docks,” I said. “I want to have a look at the
  shipping.”


  “Aye, aye, sir,” said he, and away we went, and paddled about the docks
  for the best part of an hour. At the end of that time we turned back and
  pulled up to the little quay from which we had started. It was past eleven
  now and the place was crowded with people. Half Brisport seemed to have
  concentrated round the iron bridge. The melancholy hat was still visible.


  “Shall I pull in, sir?” asked the boatman.


  “Give me the sculls,” said I. “I want a bit of exercise—let us
  change places,” and I stood up.


  “Take care, sir!” yelled the boatman as I gave a stagger. “Look out!” and
  he made a frantic grab at me, but too late, for with a melodramatic scream I
  reeled and fell over into the Brisport dock.


  I hardly realised what it was I was going to do until I had done it. It
  was not a pleasant feeling to have the thick, clammy water closing over one’s
  head. I struck the bottom with my feet, and shot up again to the surface. The
  air seemed alive with shouts. “Heave a rope!” “Where’s a boat-hook!” “Catch
  him” “There he is!” The boatman managed to hit me a smart blow on the head
  with something, an oar, I fancy, and I went down again, but not before I had
  got my lungs well filled with air. I came up again and my top-booted friend
  seized me by the hair of my head as if he would tear my scalp off. “Don’t
  struggle!” he yelled, “and I’ll save you yet.” But I shook him off, and took
  another plunge. There was no resisting him next time, however, for he got a
  boat-hook into my collar, and though I kept my head under water as long as
  possible I was ignominiously hauled to land.


  There I lay on the hard stones of the quay, feeling very much inclined to
  laugh, but looking, no doubt, very blue and ghastly. “He’s gone, poor chap!”
  said someone. “Send for a doctor.” “Run, run to Markham.” “Quite dead.” “Turn
  him upside down.” “Feel his pulse.” “Slap him on the back.”


  “Stop,” said a solemn voice—“stop! Can I be of any assistance? I am
  a medical man. What has occurred?”


  “A man drowned,” cried a score of voices. “Stand back, make a ring—
  room for the doctor!”


  “My name is Doctor Crabbe. Dear me, poor young gentleman! Drop his hand,”
  he roared at a man who was making for my pulse. “I tell you in such a state
  the least pressure or impediment to the arterial circulation might prove
  fatal.”


  To save my life I couldn’t help giving a very audible, inward chuckle at
  Tom’s presence of mind. There was a murmur of surprise among the crowd. Tom
  solemnly took off his hat. “The death rattle!” he whispered. “The young soul
  has flown—yet perchance science may yet recall it. Bear him up to the
  tavern:”


  A shutter was brought, I was solemnly hoisted on to the top of it, and the
  melancholy cortege passed along the quay, the corpse being really the most
  cheerful member of the company.


  We got to the Mariner’s Arms and I was stripped and laid in the best bed.
  The news of the accident seemed to have spread, for there was a surging crowd
  in the street, and the staircase was thronged with people. Tom would only
  admit about a dozen of the more influential of the townspeople into the room,
  but issued bulletins out of the window every five minutes to the crowd
  below.


  “Quite dead,” I heard him roar. “Respiration has ceased—no
  pulsation—but we still persevere, it is our duty.”


  “Shall I bring brandy?” said the landlady.


  “Yes, and towels, and a hip bath and a basin—but the brandy
  first.”


  This sentiment met with the hearty approbation of the corpse.


  “Why, he’s drinking it,” said the landlady, as she applied the glass to my
  lips.


  “Merely an instance of a reflex, automatic action,” said Tom. “My good
  woman, any corpse will drink brandy if you only apply it to the
  glossopharyngeal tract. Stand aside and we will proceed to try Marshall
  Hall’s method of resuscitation.”


  The citizens stood round in a solemn ring, while Tom stripped off his coat
  and, climbing on the bed, proceeded to roll me about in a manner which seemed
  to dislocate every bone in my body.


  “Hang it, man, stop!” I growled, but he only paused to make a dart for the
  window and yell out “No sign of life,” and then fell upon me with greater
  energy than ever. “We will now try Sylvestre’s method,” he said, when the
  perspiration was fairly boiling out of him; and with that he seized me again,
  and performed a series of evolutions even more excruciating than the first.
  “It is hopeless!” he said at last, stopping and covering my head reverently
  with the bedclothes. “Send for the coroner! He has gone to a better land.
  Here is my card,” he continued to an inspector of police who had arrived.
  “Doctor Crabbe of George Street. You will see that the matter is accurately
  reported. Poor young man!” And Tom drew his handkerchief across his eyes and
  walked towards the door, while a groan of sympathy rose from the crowd
  outside.


  He had his hand upon the handle when a thought seemed to strike him, and
  he turned back. “There is yet a possible hope,” he said, “we have not tried
  the magical effects of electricity—that subtle power, next of kin to
  nervous force. Is there a chemist’s near?”


  “Yes, doctor, there’s Mr. McLagan just round the corner.”


  “Then run! run! A human life trembles in the balance—get his
  strongest battery, quick!” And away went half the crowd racing down the
  street and tumbling over each other in the effort to be first at Mr.
  McLagan’s. They came back very red and hot, and one of them bore a shining,
  brown mahogany box in his arms which contained the instrument in
  question.


  “Now, gentlemen,” said Tom, “I believe I may say that I am the first
  practitioner in Great Britain who has applied electricity to this use. In my
  student days I have seen the learned Rokilansky of Vienna employ it in some
  such way. I apply the negative pole over the solar plexus, while the positive
  I place on the inner side of the patella. I have seen it produce surprising
  effects; it may again in this case.”


  It certainly did. Whether it was an accident or whether Tom’s innate
  reckless devilry got the better of him I cannot say. He himself always swore
  that it was an accident, but at any rate he sent the strongest current of a
  most powerful battery rattling and crashing through my system. I gave one
  ear-splitting yell and landed with a single bound into the middle of the
  room. I was charged with electricity like a Leyden jar. My very hair bristled
  with it.


  “You confounded idiot!” I shouted, shaking my fist in Tom’s face. “Isn’t
  it enough to dislocate every bone in my body with your ridiculous
  resuscitations without ruining my constitution with this thing? and I gave a
  vicious kick at the mahogany box. Never was there such a stampede! The
  inspector of police and the correspondent of the Chronicle sprang down the
  staircase, followed by the twelve respectable citizens. The landlady crawled
  under the bed. A lodger who was nursing her baby while she conversed with a
  neighbour in the street below let the child drop upon her friend’s head. In
  fact Tom might have founded the nucleus of a practice there and then. As it
  was, his usual presence of mind carried him through. “A miracle!” he yelled
  from the window. “A miracle! Our friend has been brought back to us; send for
  a cab.” And then sotto voce, For goodness’ sake, Jack, behave like a
  Christian and crawl into bed again. Remember the landlady is in the room and
  don’t go prancing about in your shirt.”


  “Hang the landlady,” said I, “I feel like a lightning conductor you’ve
  ruined me!”


  “Poor fellow,” cried Tom, once more addressing the crowd, “he is alive,
  but his intellect is irretrievably affected. He thinks he is a lightning
  conductor. Make way for the cab. That’s right! Now help me to lead him in. He
  is out of all danger now. He can dress at his hotel. If any of you have any
  information to give which may throw light upon this case my address is 81
  George Street. Remember, Doctor Crabbe, 81 George Street. Good day, kind
  friends, good-bye!” And with that he bundled me into the cab to prevent my
  making any further disclosures, and drove off amid the enthusiastic cheers of
  the admiring crowd.


  I could not stay in Brisport long enough to see the effects of my coup
  d’etat. Tom gave us a champagne supper that night, and the fur was fast and
  furious, but in the midst of it a telegram from my principal was handed in
  ordering me to return to Manchester by the next train. I waited long enough
  to get an early copy of the Brisport Chronicle, and beguiled the tedious
  journey by perusing the glowing account of my mishap. A column and a half was
  devoted to Dr. Crabbe and the extraordinary effects of electricity upon a
  drowned man. It ultimately got into some of the London papers, and was
  gravely commented upon in the Lancet.


  As to the pecuniary success of our little experiment I can only judge from
  the following letter from Tom Crabbe, which I transcribe exactly as I
  received it:


  “WHAT HO! MY RESUSCITATED CORPSE,


  “You want to know how all goes in ‘Brisport, I suppose.
  Well, I’ll tell you. I’m cutting Markham and Davidson out completely, my boy.
  The day after our little joke I got a bruised leg (that baby), a cut head
  (the woman the baby fell upon), an erysipelas, and a bronchitis. Next day a
  fine, rich cancer of Markham’s threw him up and came over to me. Also a
  pneumonia and a man who swallowed a sixpence. I’ve never had a day since
  without half a dozen new names on the list, and I’m going to start a trap
  this week. Just let me know when you are going to set up, and I’ll manage to
  run down, old man, and give you a start in business, if I have to stand on my
  head in the water-butt. Goodbye. Love from the Missus.


  “Ever yours,


  “THOMAS WATERHOUSE CRABBE, M.B. Edin. 81 George Street,
  Brisport.”
 

  

   


  
[bookmark: story11]THE MAN FROM ARCHANGEL
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  On the fourth day of March, in the year 1867, I being at that time in my
  five-and-twentieth year, I wrote down the following words in my note-book
  —the result of much mental perturbation and conflict:


  “The solar system, amidst a countless number of other systems as large as
  itself, rolls ever silently through space in the direction of the
  constellation of Hercules. The great spheres of which it is composed spin and
  spin through the eternal void ceaselessly and noiselessly. Of these one of
  the smallest and most insignificant is that conglomeration of solid and of
  liquid particles which we have named the earth. It whirls onwards now as it
  has done before my birth, and will do after my death—a revolving
  mystery, coming none know whence, and going none know whither. Upon the outer
  crust of this moving mass crawl many mites, of whom I, John M’Vittie, am one,
  helpless, impotent, being dragged aimlessly through space. Yet such is the
  state of things amongst us that the little energy and glimmering of reason
  which I possess is entirely taken up with the labours which are necessary in
  order to procure certain metallic discs, wherewith I may purchase the
  chemical elements necessary to build up my ever-wasting tissues, and keep a
  roof over me to shelter me from the inclemency of the weather. I thus have no
  thought to expend upon the vital questions which surround me on every side.
  Yet, miserable entity as I am, I can still at times feel some degree of
  happiness, and am even—save the mark!—puffed up occasionally with
  a sense of my own importance.”


  These words, as I have said, I wrote down in my note-book, and they
  reflected accurately the thoughts which I found rooted far down in my soul,
  ever present and unaffected by the passing emotions of the hour. At last,
  however, came a time when my uncle, M’Vittie of Glencairn, died—the
  same who was at one time chairman of committees of the House of Commons. He
  divided his great wealth among his many nephews, and I found myself with
  sufficient to provide amply for my wants during the remainder of my life, and
  became at the same time the owner of a bleak tract of land upon the coast, of
  Caithness, which I think the old man must have bestowed upon me in derision,
  for it was sandy and valueless, and he had ever a grim sense of humour. Up to
  this time I had been an attorney in a midland town in England: Now I saw that
  I could put my thoughts into effect, and, leaving all petty and sordid aims,
  could elevate my mind by the study of the secrets of nature. My departure
  from my English home was somewhat accelerated by the fact that I had nearly
  slain a man in a quarrel, for my temper was fiery, and I was apt to forget my
  own strength when enraged. There was no legal action taken in the matter, but
  the papers yelped at me, and folk looked askance when I met them. It ended by
  my cursing them and their vile, smoke-polluted town, and hurrying to my
  northern possession, where I might at last find peace and an opportunity for
  solitary study and contemplation. I borrowed from my capital before I went,
  and so was able to take with me a choice collection of the most modern
  philosophical instruments and books, together with chemicals and such other
  things as I might need in my retirement.


  The land which I had inherited was a narrow strip, consisting mostly of
  sand, and extending for rather over two miles round the coast of Mansie Bay,
  in Caithness. Upon this strip there had been a rambling, greystone building
  —when erected or wherefore none could tell me—and this I had
  repaired, so that it made a dwelling quite good enough for one of my simple
  tastes. One room was my laboratory, another my sitting-room, and in a third,
  just under the sloping roof, I slung the hammock in which I always slept.
  There were three other rooms, but I left them vacant, except one which was
  given over to the old crone who kept house for me. Save the Youngs and the
  M’Leods, who were fisherfolk living round at the other side of Fergus Ness,
  there were no other people for many miles in each direction. In front of the
  house was the great bay, behind it were two long barren hills, capped by
  other loftier ones beyond. There was a glen between the hills, and when the
  wind was from the land it used to sweep down this with a melancholy sough and
  whisper among the branches of the fir-trees beneath my attic window.


  I dislike my fellow-mortals. Justice compels me to add that they appear
  for the most part to dislike me. I hate their little crawling ways, their
  conventionalities, their deceits, their narrow rights and wrongs. They take
  offence at my brusque outspokenness, my disregard for their social laws, my
  impatience of all constraint. Among my books and my drugs in my lonely den at
  Mansie I could let the great drove of the human race pass onwards with their
  politics and inventions and tittle-tattle, and I remained behind stagnant and
  happy. Not stagnant either, for I was working in my own little groove, and
  making progress. I have reason to believe that Dalton’s atomic theory is
  founded upon error, and I know that mercury is not an element.


  During the day I was busy with my distillations and analyses. Often I
  forgot my meals, and when old Madge summoned me to my tea I found my dinner
  lying untouched upon the table. At night I read Bacon, Descartes, Spinoza,
  Kant—all those who have pried into what is unknowable. They are all
  fruitless and empty, barren of result, but prodigal of polysyllables,
  reminding me of men who, while digging for gold, have turned up many worms,
  and then exhibit them exultantly as being what they sought. At times a
  restless spirit would come upon me, and I would walk thirty and forty miles
  without rest or breaking fast. On these occasions, when I used to stalk
  through the country villages, gaunt, unshaven, and dishevelled, the mothers
  would rush into the road and drag their children indoors, and the rustics
  would swarm out of their pot-houses to gaze at me. I believe that I was known
  far and wide as the “mad laird o’ Mansie.” It was rarely, however, that I
  made these raids into the country, for I usually took my exercise upon my own
  beach, where I soothed my spirit with strong black tobacco, and made the
  ocean my friend and my confidant.


  What companion is there like the great restless, throbbing sea? What human
  mood is there which it does not match and sympathize with There are none so
  gay but that they may feel gayer when they listen to its merry turmoil, and
  see the long green surges racing in, with the glint of the sunbeams in their
  sparkling crests. But when the grey waves toss their heads in anger, and the
  wind screams above them, goading them on to madder and more tumultuous
  efforts, then the darkest-minded of men feels that there is a melancholy
  principle in Nature which is as gloomy as his own thoughts. When it was calm
  in the Bay of Mansie the surface would be as clear and bright as a sheet of
  silver, broken only at one spot some little way from the shore, where a long
  black line projected out of the water looking like the jagged back of some
  sleeping monster. This was the top of the dangerous ridge of rocks known to
  the fishermen as the “ragged reef o’ Mansie.” When the wind blew from the
  east the waves would break upon it like thunder, and the spray would be
  tossed far over my house and up to the hills behind. The bay itself was a
  bold and noble one, but too much exposed to the northern and eastern gales,
  and too much dreaded for its reef, to be much used by mariners. There was
  something of romance about this lonely spot. I have lain in my boat upon a
  calm day, and peering over the edge I have seen far down the flickering,
  ghostly forms of great fish—fish, as it seemed to me, such as
  naturalist never knew, and which my imagination transformed into the genii of
  that desolate bay. Once, as I stood by the brink of the waters upon a quiet
  night, a great cry, as of a woman in hopeless grief, rose from the bosom of
  the deep, and swelled out upon the still air, now sinking and now rising, for
  a space of thirty seconds. This I heard with my own ears.


  In this strange spot, with the eternal hills behind me and the eternal sea
  in front, I worked and brooded for more than two years unpestered by my
  fellow men. By degrees I had trained my old servant into habits of silence,
  so that she now rarely opened her lips, though I doubt not that when twice a
  year she visited her relations in Wick, her tongue during those few days made
  up for its enforced rest. I had come almost to forget that I was a member of
  the human family, and to live entirely with the dead whose books I pored
  o’er, when a sudden incident occurred which threw all my thoughts into a new
  channel.


  Three rough days in June had been succeeded by one calm and peaceful one.
  There was not a breath of air that evening. The sun sank down in the west
  behind a line of purple clouds, and the smooth surface of the bay was gashed
  with scarlet streaks. Along the beach the pools left by the tide showed up
  like gouts of blood against the yellow sand, as if some wounded giant had
  toilfully passed that way, and had left these red traces of his grievous hurt
  behind him. As the darkness closed in, certain ragged clouds which had lain
  low on the eastern horizon coalesced and formed a great irregular cumulus.
  The glass was still low, and I knew that there was mischief brewing. About
  nine o’clock a dull moaning sound came up from the sea, as from a creature
  who, much harassed, learns that the hour of suffering has come round again.
  At ten a sharp breeze sprang up from the eastward. At eleven it had increased
  to a gale, and by midnight the most furious storm was raging which I ever
  remember upon that weather-beaten coast.


  As I went to bed the shingle and seaweed were pattering up against my
  attic window, and the wind was screaming as though every gust were a lost
  soul. By that time the sounds of the tempest had become a lullaby to me. I
  knew that the grey walls of the old house would buffet it out, and for what
  occurred in the world outside I had small concern. Old Madge was usually as
  callous to such things as I was myself. It was a surprise to me when, about
  three in the morning, I was awoke by the sound of a great knocking at my door
  and excited cries in the wheezy voice of my housekeeper. I sprang out of my
  hammock, and roughly demanded of her what was the matter.


  “Eh, maister, maister!” she screamed in her hateful dialect. “Come doun,
  mun; come doun! There’s a muckle ship gaun ashore on the reef, and the puir
  folks are a’ yammerin’ and ca’in’ for help—and I doobt they’ll a’ be
  drooned. Oh, Maister M’Vittie, come down!”


  “Hold your tongue, you hag!” I shouted, back in a passion. “What is it to
  you whether they are drowned or not? Get back to your bed and leave me
  alone.” I turned in again and drew the blankets over me. “Those men out
  there,” I said to myself, “have already gone through half the horrors of
  death. If they be saved they will but have to go through the same once more
  in the space of a few brief years. It is best therefore that they should pass
  away now, since they have suffered that anticipation which is more than the
  pain of dissolution.” With this thought in my mind I endeavoured to compose
  myself to sleep once more, for that philosophy which had taught me to
  consider death as a small and trivial incident in man’s eternal and
  ever-changing career, had also broken me of much curiosity concerning worldly
  matters. On this occasion I found, however, that the old leaven still
  fermented strongly in my soul. I tossed from side to side for some minutes
  endeavouring to beat down the impulses of the moment by the rules of conduct
  which I had framed during months of thought. Then I heard a dull roar amid
  the wild shriek of the gale, and I knew that it was the sound of a
  signal-gun. Driven by an uncontrollable impulse, I rose, dressed, and having
  lit my pipe, walked out on to the beach.


  It was pitch dark when I came outside, and the wind blew with such
  violence that I had to put my shoulder against it and push my way along the
  shingle. My face pringled and smarted with the sting of the gravel which was
  blown against it, and the red ashes of my pipe streamed away behind me,
  dancing fantastically through the darkness. I went down to where the great
  waves were thundering in, and shading my eyes with my hands to keep off the
  salt spray, I peered out to sea. I could distinguish nothing, and yet it
  seemed to me that shouts and great inarticulate cries were borne to me by the
  blasts. Suddenly as I gazed I made out the glint of a light, and then the
  whole bay and the beach were lit up in a moment by a vivid blue glare. They
  were burning a coloured signal-light on board of the vessel. There she lay on
  her beam ends right in the centre of the jagged reef, hurled over to such an
  angle that I could see all the planking of her deck. She was a large two-
  masted schooner, of foreign rig, and lay perhaps a hundred and eighty or two
  hundred yards from the shore. Every spar and rope and writhing piece of
  cordage showed up hard and clear under the livid light which sputtered and
  flickered from the highest portion of the forecastle. Beyond the doomed ship
  out of the great darkness came the long rolling lines of black waves, never
  ending, never tiring, with a petulant tuft of foam here and there upon their
  crests. Each as it reached the broad circle of unnatural light appeared to
  gather strength and volume, and to hurry on more impetuously until, with a
  roar and a jarring crash, it sprang upon its victim. Clinging to the weather
  shrouds I could distinctly see some ten or twelve frightened seamen, who,
  when their light revealed my presence, turned their white faces towards me
  and waved their hands imploringly. I felt my gorge rise against these poor
  cowering worms. Why should they presume to shirk the narrow pathway along
  which all that is great and noble among mankind has travelled? There was one
  there who interested me more than they. He was a tall man, who stood apart
  from the others, balancing himself upon the swaying wreck as though he
  disdained to cling to rope or bulwark. His hands were clasped behind his back
  and his head was sunk upon his breast, but even in that despondent attitude
  there was a litheness and decision in his pose and in every motion which
  marked him as a man little likely to yield to despair. Indeed, I could see by
  his occasional rapid glances up and down and all around him that he was
  weighing every chance of safety, but though he often gazed across the raging
  surf to where he could see my dark figure upon the beach, his self-respect or
  some other reason forbade him from imploring my help in any way. He stood,
  dark, silent, and inscrutable, looking down on the black sea, and waiting for
  whatever fortune Fate might send him.


  It seemed to me that that problem would very soon be settled. As I looked,
  an enormous billow, topping all the others, and coming after them, like a
  driver following a flock, swept over the vessel. Her foremast snapped short
  off, and the men who clung to the shrouds were brushed away like a swarm of
  flies. With a rending, riving sound the ship began to split in two, where the
  sharp back of the Mansie reef was sawing into her keel. The solitary man upon
  the forecastle ran rapidly across the deck and seized hold of a white bundle
  which I had already observed but failed to make out. As he lifted it up the
  light fell upon it, and I saw that the object was a woman, with a spar lashed
  across her body and under her arms in such a way that her head should always
  rise above water. He bore her tenderly to the side and seemed to speak for a
  minute or so to her, as though explaining the impossibility of remaining upon
  the ship. Her answer was a singular one. I saw her deliberately raise her
  hand and strike him across the face with it. He appeared to be silenced for a
  moment or so by this, but he addressed her again, directing her, as far as I
  could gather from his motions, how she should behave when in the water. She
  shrank away from him, but he caught her in his arms. He stooped over her for
  a moment and seemed to press his lips against her forehead. Then a great wave
  came welling up against the side of the breaking vessel, and leaning over he
  placed her upon the summit of it as gently as a child might be committed to
  its cradle. I saw her white dress flickering among the foam on the crest of
  the dark billow, and then the light sank gradually lower, and the riven ship
  and its lonely occupant were hidden from my eyes.


  As I watched those things my manhood overcame my philosophy, and I felt a
  frantic impulse to be up and doing. I threw my cynicism to one side as a
  garment which I might don again at leisure, and I rushed wildly to my boat
  and my sculls. She was a leaky tub, but what then? Was I, who had cast many a
  wistful, doubtful glance at my opium bottle, to begin now to weigh chances
  and to cavil at danger? I dragged her down to the sea with the strength of a
  maniac and sprang in. For a moment or two it was a question whether she could
  live among the boiling surge, but a dozen frantic strokes took me through it,
  half full of water but still afloat. I was out on the unbroken waves now, at
  one time climbing, climbing up the broad black breast of one, then sinking
  down, down on the other side, until looking up I could see the gleam of the
  foam all around me against the dark heavens. Far behind me I could hear the
  wild wailings of old Madge, who, seeing me start, thought no doubt that my
  madness had come to a climax. As I rowed I peered over my shoulder, until at
  last on the belly of a great wave which was sweeping towards me I
  distinguished the vague white outline of the woman. Stooping over, I seized
  her as she swept by me, and with an effort lifted her, all sodden with water,
  into the boat. There was no need to row back, for the next billow carried us
  in and threw us upon the beach. I dragged the boat out of danger, and then
  lifting up the woman I carried her to the house, followed by my housekeeper,
  loud with congratulation and praise.


  Now that I had done this thing a reaction set in upon me, I felt that my
  burden lived, for I heard the faint beat of her heart as I pressed my ear
  against her side in carrying her. Knowing this, I threw her down beside the
  fire which Madge had lit, with as little sympathy as though she had been a
  bundle of fagots. I never glanced at her to see if she were fair or no. For
  many years I had cared little for the face of a woman. As I lay in my hammock
  upstairs, however, I heard the old woman as she chafed the warmth back into
  her, crooning a chorus of, “Eh, the puir lassie! Eh, the bonnie lassie” from
  which I gathered that this piece of jetsam was both young and comely.


  The morning after the gale was peaceful and sunny. As I walked along the
  long sweep of sand I could hear the panting of the sea. It was heaving and
  swirling about the reef, but along the shore it rippled in gently enough.
  There was no sign of the schooner, nor was there any wreckage upon the beach,
  which did not surprise me, as I knew there was a great undertow in those
  waters. A couple of broad-winged gulls were hovering and skimming over the
  scene of the shipwreck, as though many strange things were visible to them
  beneath the waves. At times I could hear their raucous voices as they spoke
  to one another of what they saw.


  When I came back from my walk the woman was waiting at the door for me. I
  began to wish when I saw her that I had never saved her, for here was an end
  of my privacy. She was very young—at the most nineteen, with a pale
  somewhat refined face, yellow hair, merry blue eyes, and shining teeth. Her
  beauty was of an ethereal type. She looked so white and light and fragile
  that she might have been the spirit of that storm-foam from out of which I
  plucked her. She had wreathed some of Madge’s garments round her in a way
  which was quaint and not unbecoming. As I strode heavily up the pathway, she
  put out her hands with a pretty child-like gesture, and ran down towards me,
  meaning, as I surmise, to thank me for having saved her, but I put her aside
  with a wave of my hand and passed her. At this she seemed somewhat hurt; and
  the tears sprang into her eyes, but she followed me into the sitting-room and
  watched me wistfully. “What country do you come from?” I asked her
  suddenly.


  She smiled when I spoke, but shook her head.


  “Francais?” I asked. “Deutsch?” “Espagnol?”—each time she shook her
  head, and then she rippled off into a long statement in some tongue of which
  I could not understand one word.


  After breakfast was over, however, I got a clue to her nationality.
  Passing along the beach once more, I saw that in a cleft of the ridge a piece
  of wood had been jammed. I rowed out to it in my boat, and brought it ashore.
  It was part of the sternpost of a boat, and on it, or rather on the piece of
  wood attached to it, was the word “Archangel,” painted in strange, quaint
  lettering. “So,” I thought, as I paddled slowly back, “this pale damsel is a
  Russian. A fit subject for the White Czar and a proper dweller on the shores
  of the White Sea!” It seemed to me strange that one of her apparent
  refinement should perform so long a journey in so frail a craft. When I came
  back into the house, I pronounced the word “Archangel” several times in
  different intonations, but she did not appear to recognise it.


  I shut myself up in the laboratory all the morning, continuing a research
  which I was making upon the nature of the allotropic forms of carbon and of
  sulphur. When I came out at mid-day for some food she was sitting by the
  table with a needle and thread, mending some rents in her clothes, which were
  now dry. I resented her continued presence, but I could not turn her out on
  the beach to shift for herself. Presently she presented a new phase of her
  character. Pointing to herself and then to the scene of the shipwreck, she
  held up one finger, by which I understood her to be asking whether she was
  the only one saved. I nodded my head to indicate that she was. On this she
  sprang out of her chair with a cry of great joy, and holding the garment
  which she was mending over her head, and swaying it from side to side with
  the motion of her body, she danced as lightly as a feather all round the
  room, and then out through the open door into the sunshine. As she whirled
  round she sang in a plaintive shrill voice some uncouth barbarous chant,
  expressive of exultation. I called out to her, “Come in, you young fiend,
  come in and be silent”, but she went on with her dance. Then she suddenly ran
  towards me, and catching my hand before I could pluck it away, she kissed it.
  While we were at dinner she spied one of my pencils, and taking it up she
  wrote the two words “Sophie Ramusine” upon a piece of paper, and then pointed
  to herself as a sign that that was her name. She handed the pencil to me,
  evidently expecting that I would be equally communicative, but I put it in my
  pocket as a sign that I wished to hold no intercourse with her.


  Every moment of my life now I regretted the unguarded precipitancy with
  which I had saved this woman. What was it to me whether she had lived or
  died? I was no young, hot-headed youth to do such things. It was bad enough
  to be compelled to have Madge in the house, but she was old and ugly, and
  could be ignored. This one was young and lively, and so fashioned as to
  divert attention from graver things. Where could I send her, and what could I
  do with her? If I sent information to Wick it would mean that officials and
  others would come to me and pry, and peep, and chatter—a hateful
  thought. It was better to endure her presence than that.


  I soon found that there were fresh troubles in store for me. There is no
  place safe from the swarming, restless race of which I am a member. In the
  evening, when the sun was dipping down behind the hills, casting them into
  dark shadow, but gilding the sands and casting a great glory over the sea, I
  went, as is my custom, for a stroll along the beach. Sometimes on these
  occasions I took my book with me. I did so on this night, and stretching
  myself upon a sand-dune I composed myself to read. As I lay there I suddenly
  became aware of a shadow which interposed itself between the sun and myself.
  Looking round, I saw to my great surprise a very tall, powerful man, who was
  standing a few yards off, and who, instead of looking at me, was ignoring my
  existence completely, and was gazing over my head with a stern set face at
  the bay and the black line of the Mansie reef. His complexion was dark, with
  black hair, and short, curling beard, a hawk-like nose, and golden earrings
  in his ears—the general effect being wild and somewhat noble. He wore a
  faded velveteen jacket, a red-flannel shirt, and high sea boots, coming
  half-way up his thighs. I recognised him at a glance as being the same man
  who had been left on the wreck the night before.


  “Hullo” I said, in an aggrieved voice. “You got ashore all right,
  then?”


  “Yes,” he answered, in good English. “It was no doing of mine. The waves
  threw me up. I wish to God I had been allowed to drown!” There was a slight
  foreign lisp in his accent which was rather pleasing. “Two good fishermen,
  who live round yonder point, pulled me out and cared for me; yet I could not
  honestly thank them for it.”


  “Ho! ho!” thought I, “here is a man of my own kidney. Why do you wish to
  be drowned?” I asked.


  “Because,” he cried, throwing out his long arms with a passionate,
  despairing gesture, “there—there in that blue smiling bay, lies my
  soul, my treasure—everything that I loved and lived for.”


  “Well, well,” I said. “People are ruined every day, but there’s no use
  making a fuss about it. Let me inform you that this ground on which you walk
  is my ground, and that the sooner you take yourself off it the better pleased
  I shall be. One of you is quite trouble enough.”


  “One of us?” he gasped.


  “Yes—if you could take her off with you I should be still more
  grateful.”


  He gazed at me for a moment as if hardly able to realise what I said, and
  then with a wild cry he ran away from me with prodigious speed and raced
  along the sands towards my house. Never before or since have I seen a human
  being run so fast. I followed as rapidly as I could, furious at this
  threatened invasion, but long before I reached the house he had disappeared
  through the open door. I heard a great scream from the inside, and as I came
  nearer the sound of a man’s bass voice speaking rapidly and loudly. When I
  looked in the girl, Sophie Ramusine, was crouching in a corner, cowering
  away, with fear and loathing expressed on her averted face and in every line
  of her shrinking form. The other, with his dark eyes flashing, and his
  outstretched hands quivering with emotion, was pouring forth a torrent of
  passionate pleading words. He made a step forward to her as I entered, but
  she writhed still farther away, and uttered a sharp cry like that of a rabbit
  when the weasel has him by the throat.


  “Here!” I said, pulling him back from her. “This is a pretty to-do! What
  do you mean? Do you think this is a wayside inn or place of public
  accommodation?”


  “Oh, sir,” he said, “excuse me. This woman is my wife, and I feared that
  she was drowned. You have brought me back to life.”


  “Who are you?” I asked roughly.


  “I am a man from Archangel,” he said simply; “a Russian man.”


  “What is your name?”


  “Ourganeff.”


  “Ourganeff!—and hers is Sophie Ramusine. She is no wife of yours.
  She has no ring.”


  “We are man and wife in the sight of Heaven,” he said solemnly, looking
  upwards. “We are bound by higher laws than those of earth.” As he spoke the
  girl slipped behind me and caught me by the other hand, pressing it as though
  beseeching my protection. “Give me up my wife, sir,” he went on. “Let me take
  her away from here.”


  “Look here, you—whatever your name is,” I said sternly; “I don’t
  want this wench here. I wish I had never seen her. If she died it would be no
  grief to me. But as to handing her over to you, when it is clear she fears
  and hates you, I won’t do it. So now just clear your great body out of this,
  and leave me to my books. I hope I may never look upon your face again.”


  “You won’t give her up to me?” he said hoarsely.


  “I’ll see you damned first!” I answered.


  “Suppose I take her,” he cried, his dark face growing darker.


  All my tigerish blood flashed up in a moment. I picked up a billet of wood
  from beside the fireplace. “Go,” I said, in a low voice; “go quick, or I may
  do you an injury.” He looked at me irresolutely for a moment, and then he
  left the house. He came back again in a moment, however, and stood in the
  doorway looking in at us.


  “Have a heed what you do,” he said. “The woman is mine, and I shall have
  her. When it comes to blows, a Russian is as good a man as a Scotchman.”


  “We shall see that,” I cried, springing forward, but he was already gone,
  and I could see his tall form moving away through the gathering darkness.


  For a month or more after this things went smoothly with us. I never spoke
  to the Russian girl, nor did she ever address me. Sometimes when I was at
  work in my laboratory she would slip inside the door and sit silently there
  watching me with her great eyes. At first this intrusion annoyed me, but by
  degrees, finding that she made no attempt to distract my attention, I
  suffered her to remain. Encouraged by this concession, she gradually came to
  move the stool on which she sat nearer and nearer to my table, until after
  gaining a little every day during some weeks, she at last worked her way
  right up to me, and used to perch herself beside me whenever I worked. In
  this position she used, still without ever obtruding her presence in any way,
  to make herself very useful by holding my pens, test-tubes, or bottles and
  handing me whatever I wanted, with never-failing sagacity. By ignoring the
  fact of her being a human being, and looking upon her as a useful automatic
  machine I accustomed myself to her presence so far as to miss her on the few
  occasions when she was not at her post. I have a habit of talking aloud to
  myself at times when I work, so as to fix my results better in my mind. The
  girl must have had a surprising memory for sounds, for she could always
  repeat the words which I let fall in this way, without, of course,
  understanding in the least what they meant. I have often been amused at
  hearing her discharge a volley of chemical equations and algebraic symbols at
  old Madge, and then burst into a ringing laugh when the crone would shake her
  head, under the impression, no doubt, that she was being addressed in
  Russian.


  She never went more than a few yards from the house, and indeed never put
  her foot over the threshold without looking carefully out of each window in
  order to be sure that there was nobody about. By this I knew that she
  suspected that her fellow-countryman was still in the neighbourhood, and
  feared that he might attempt to carry her off. She did something else which
  was significant. I had an old revolver with some cartridges, which had been
  thrown away among the rubbish. She found this one day, and at once proceeded
  to clean it and oil it. She hung it up near the door, with the cartridges in
  a little bag beside it, and whenever I went for a walk, she would take it
  down and insist upon my carrying it with me. In my absence she would always
  bolt the door. Apart from her apprehensions she seemed fairly happy, busying
  herself in helping Madge when she was not attending upon me. She was
  wonderfully nimble-fingered and natty in all domestic duties.


  It was not long before I discovered that her suspicions were well founded,
  and that this man from Archangel was still lurking in the vicinity. Being
  restless one night I rose and peered out of the window. The weather was
  somewhat cloudy, and I could barely make out the line of the sea, and the
  loom of my boat upon the beach. As I gazed, however, and my eyes became
  accustomed to the obscurity, I became aware that there was some other dark
  blur upon the sands, and that in front of my very door, where certainly there
  had been nothing of the sort the preceding night. As I stood at my
  diamond-paned lattice, still peering and peeping to make out what this might
  be, a great bank of clouds rolled slowly away from the face of the moon, and
  a flood of cold, clear light was poured down upon the silent bay and the long
  sweep of its desolate shores. Then I saw what this was which haunted my
  doorstep. It was he, the Russian. He squatted there like a gigantic toad,
  with his legs doubled under him in strange Mongolian fashion, and his eyes
  fixed apparently upon the window of the room in which the young girl and the
  housekeeper slept. The light fell upon his upturned face, and I saw once more
  the hawk-like grace of his countenance, with the single deeply-indented line
  of care upon his brow, and the protruding beard which marks the passionate
  nature. My first impulse was to shoot him as a trespasser, but, as I gazed,
  my resentment changed into pity and contempt. “Poor fool,” I said to myself,
  “is it then possible that you, whom I have seen looking open-eyed at present
  death, should have your whole thoughts and ambition centred upon this
  wretched slip of a girl—a girl, too, who flies from you and hates you?
  Most women would love you—were it but for that dark face and great
  handsome body of yours—and yet you must needs hanker after the one in a
  thousand who will have no traffic with you.” As I returned to my bed I
  chuckled much to myself over this thought. I knew that my bars were strong
  and my bolts thick. It mattered little to me whether this strange man spent
  his night at my door or a hundred leagues off, so long as he was gone by the
  morning. As I expected, when I rose and went out there was no sign of him,
  nor had he left any trace of his midnight vigil.


  It was not long, however, before I saw him again. I had been out for a row
  one morning, for my head was aching, partly from prolonged stooping, and
  partly from the effects of a noxious drug which I had inhaled the night
  before. I pulled along the coast some miles, and then, feeling thirsty, I
  landed at a place where I knew that a fresh-water stream trickled down into
  the sea. This rivulet passed through my land, but the mouth of it, where I
  found myself that day, was beyond my boundary line. I felt somewhat taken
  aback when rising from the stream at which I had slaked my thirst I found
  myself face to face with the Russian. I was as much a trespasser now as he
  was, and I could see at a glance that he knew it.


  “I wish to speak a few words to you,” he said gravely.


  “Hurry up, then!” I answered, glancing at my watch. “I have no time to
  listen to chatter.”


  “Chatter!” he repeated angrily. “Ah, \but there. You Scotch people are
  strange men. Your face is hard and your words rough, but so are those of the
  good fishermen with whom I stay, yet I find that beneath it all there lie
  kind honest natures. No doubt you are kind and good, too, in spite of your
  roughness.”


  “In the name of the devil,” I said, “say your say, and go your way. I am
  weary of the sight of you.”


  “Can I not soften you in any way?” he cried. “Ah, see—see here ”
  —he produced a small Grecian cross from inside his velvet jacket. “Look
  at this. Our religions may differ in form, but at least we have some common
  thoughts and feelings when we see this emblem.”


  “I am not so sure of that,” I answered.


  He looked at me thoughtfully.


  “You are a very strange man,” he said at last. “I cannot understand you.
  You still stand between me and Sophie. It is a dangerous position to take,
  sir. Oh, believe me, before it is too late. If you did but know what I have
  done to gain that woman—how I have risked my body, how I have lost my
  soul! You are a small obstacle to some which I have surmounted—you,
  whom a rip with a knife, or a blow from a stone, would put out of my way for
  ever. But God preserve me from that,” he cried wildly. “I am deep—too
  deep—already. Anything rather than that.”


  “You would do better to go back to your country,” I said, “than to skulk
  about these sand-hills and disturb my leisure. When I have proof that you
  have gone away I shall hand this woman over to the protection of the Russian
  Consul at Edinburgh. Until then, I shall guard her myself, and not you, nor
  any Muscovite that ever breathed, shall take her from me.”


  “And what is your object in keeping me from Sophie?” he asked. “Do you
  imagine that I would injure her? Why, man, I would give my life freely to
  save her from the slightest harm. Why do you do this thing?”


  “I do it because it is my good pleasure to act so,” I answered. “I give no
  man reasons for my conduct.”


  “Look here!” he cried, suddenly blazing into fury, and advancing towards
  me with his shaggy mane bristling and his brown hands clenched. “If I thought
  you had one dishonest thought towards this girl—if for a moment I had
  reason to believe that you had any base motive for detaining her—as
  sure as there is a God in Heaven I should drag the heart out of your bosom
  with my hands.” The very idea seemed to have put the man in a frenzy, for his
  face was all distorted and his hands opened and shut convulsively. I thought
  that he was about to spring at my throat.


  “Stand off,” I said, putting my hand on my pistol. “If you lay a finger on
  me I shall kill you.”


  He put his hand into his pocket, and for a moment I thought he was about
  to produce a weapon too, but instead of that he whipped out a cigarette and
  lit it, breathing the smoke rapidly into his lungs. No doubt he had found by
  experience that this was the most effectual way of curbing his passions.


  “I told you,” he said in a quieter voice, “that my name is Ourganeff
  —Alexis Ourganeff. I am a Finn by birth, but I have spent my life in
  every part of the world. I was one who could never be still, nor settle down
  to a quiet existence. After I came to own my own ship there is hardly a port
  from Archangel to Australia which I have not entered. I was rough and wild
  and free, but there was one at home, sir, who was prim and white-handed and
  soft-tongued, skilful in little fancies and conceits which women love. This
  youth by his wiles and tricks stole from me the love of the girl whom I had
  ever marked as my own, and who up to that time had seemed in some sort
  inclined to, return my passion. I had been on a voyage to Hammerfest for
  ivory, and coming back unexpectedly I learned that my pride and treasure was
  to be married to this soft-skinned boy, and that the party had actually gone
  to the church, In such moments, sir, something gives way in my head, and I
  hardly know what I do. I landed with a boat’s crew—all men who had
  sailed with me for years, and who were as true as steel. We went up to the
  church. They were standing, she and he, before the priest, but the thing had
  not been done. I dashed between them and caught her round the waist. My men
  beat back the frightened bridegroom and the lookers on. We bore her down to
  the boat and aboard our vessel, and then getting up anchor we sailed away
  across the White Sea until the spires of Archangel sank down behind the
  horizon. She had my cabin, my room, every comfort. I slept among the men in
  the forecastle. I hoped that in time her aversion to me would wear away, and
  that she would consent to marry me in England or in France. For days and days
  we sailed. We saw the North Cape die away behind us, and we skirted the grey
  Norwegian coast, but still, in spite of every attention, she would not
  forgive me for tearing her from that pale-faced lover of hers. Then came this
  cursed storm which shattered both my ship and my hopes, and has deprived me
  even of the sight of the woman for whom I have risked so much. Perhaps she
  may learn to love me yet.”


  “You, sir,” he said wistfully, “look like one who has seen much of the
  world. Do you not think that she may come to forget this man and to love
  me?”


  “I am tired of your story,” I said, turning away. “For my part, I think
  you are a great fool. If you imagine that this love of yours will pass away
  you had best amuse yourself as best you can until it does. If, on the other
  hand, it is a fixed thing, you cannot do better than cut your throat, for
  that is the shortest way out of it. I have no more time to waste on the
  matter.” With this I hurried away and walked down to the boat. I never looked
  round, but I heard the dull sound of his feet upon the sands as he followed
  me.


  “I have told you the beginning of my story,” he said, “and you shall know
  the end some day. You would do well to let the girl go.”


  I never answered him, but pushed the boat off. When I had rowed some
  distance out I looked back and saw his tall figure upon the yellow sand as he
  stood gazing thoughtfully after me. When I looked again some minutes later he
  had disappeared.


  For a long time after this my life was as regular and as monotonous as it
  had been before the shipwreck. At times I hoped that the man from Archangel
  had gone away altogether, but certain footsteps which I saw upon the sand,
  and more particularly a little pile of cigarette ash which I found one day
  behind a hillock from which a view of the house might be obtained, warned me
  that, though invisible, he was still in the vicinity. My relations with the
  Russian girl remained the same as before. Old Madge had been somewhat jealous
  of her presence at first, and seemed to fear that what little authority she
  had would be taken away from her. By degrees, however, as she came to realise
  my utter indifference, she became reconciled to the situation, and, as I have
  said before, profited by it, as our visitor performed much of the domestic
  work.


  And now I am coming near the end of this narrative of mine, which I have
  written a great deal more for my own amusement than for that of anyone else.
  The termination of the strange episode in which these two Russians had played
  a part was as wild and as sudden as the commencement. The events of one
  single night freed me from all my troubles, and left me once more alone with
  my books and my studies, as I had been before their intrusion. Let me
  endeavour to describe how this came about.


  I had had a long day of heavy and wearying work, so that in the evening I
  determined upon taking a long walk. When I emerged from the house my
  attention was attracted by the appearance of the sea. It lay like a sheet of
  glass, so that never a ripple disturbed its surface. Yet the air was filled
  with that indescribable moaning sound which I have alluded to before— a
  sound as though the spirits of all those who lay beneath those treacherous
  waters were sending a sad warning of coming troubles to their brethren in the
  flesh. The fishermen’s wives along that coast know the eerie sound, and look
  anxiously across the waters for the brown sails making for the land. When I
  heard it I stepped back into the house and looked at the glass. It was down
  below 29 . Then I knew that a wild night was coming upon us.


  Underneath the hills where I walked that evening it was dull and chill,
  but their summits were rosy-red, and the sea was brightened by the sinking
  sun. There were no clouds of importance in the sky, yet the dull groaning of
  the sea grew louder and stronger. I saw, far to the eastward, a brig beating
  up for Wick, with a reef in her topsails. It was evident that her captain had
  read the signs of nature as I had done. Behind her a long, lurid haze lay low
  upon the water, concealing the horizon. “I had better push on,” I thought to
  myself, “or the wind may rise before I can get back.”


  I suppose I must have been at least half a mile from the house when I
  suddenly stopped and listened breathlessly. My ears were so accustomed to the
  noises of nature, the sighing of the breeze and the sob of the waves, that
  any other sound made itself heard at a great distance. I waited, listening
  with all my ears. Yes, there it was again—a long-drawn, shrill cry of
  despair, ringing over the sands and echoed back from the hills behind me
  —a piteous appeal for aid. It came from the direction of my house. I
  turned and ran back homewards at the top of my speed, ploughing through the
  sand, racing over the shingle. In my mind there was a great dim perception of
  what had occurred.


  About a quarter of a mile from the house there is a high sand-hill, from
  which the whole country round is visible. When I reached the top of this I
  paused for a moment. There was the old grey building—there the boat.
  Everything seemed to be as I had left it. Even as I gazed, however, the
  shrill scream was repeated, louder than before, and the next moment a tall
  figure emerged from my door, the figure of the Russian sailor. Over his
  shoulder was the white form of the young girl, and even in his haste he
  seemed to bear her tenderly and with gentle reverence. I could hear her wild
  cries and see her desperate struggles to break away from him. Behind the
  couple came my old housekeeper, staunch and true, as the aged dog, who can no
  longer bite, still snarls with toothless gums at the intruder. She staggered
  feebly along at the heels of the ravisher, waving her long, thin arms, and
  hurling, no doubt, volleys of Scotch curses and imprecations at his head. I
  saw at a glance that he was making for the boat. A sudden hope sprang up in
  my soul that I might be in time to intercept him. I ran for the beach at the
  top of my speed. As I ran I slipped a cartridge into my revolver. This I
  determined should be the last of these invasions.


  I was too late. By the time I reached the water’s edge he was a hundred
  yards away, making the boat spring with every stroke of his powerful arms. I
  uttered a wild cry of impotent anger, and stamped up and down the sands like
  a maniac. He turned and saw me. Rising from his seat he made me a graceful
  bow, and waved his hand to me. It was not a triumphant or a derisive gesture.
  Even my furious and distempered mind recognised it as being a solemn and
  courteous leave-taking. Then he settled down to his oars once more, and the
  little skiff shot away out over the bay. The sun had gone down now, leaving a
  single dull, red streak upon the water, which stretched away until it blended
  with the purple haze on the horizon. Gradually the skiff grew smaller and
  smaller as it sped across this lurid band, until the shades of night gathered
  round it and it became a mere blur upon the lonely sea. Then this vague loom
  died away also and darkness settled over it—a darkness which should
  never be raised.


  And why did I pace the solitary shore, hot and wrathful as a wolf whose
  whelp has been torn from it? Was it that I loved this Muscovite girl? No
  —a thousand times no. I am not one who, for the sake of a white skin or
  a blue eye, would belie my own life, and change the whole tenor of my
  thoughts and existence. My heart was untouched. But my pride—ah, there
  I had been cruelly wounded. To think that I had been unable to afford
  protection to the helpless one who craved it of me, and who relied on me! It
  was that which made my heart sick and sent the blood buzzing through my
  ears.


  That night a great wind rose up from the sea, and the wild waves shrieked
  upon the shore as though they would tear it back with them into the ocean.
  The turmoil and the uproar were congenial to my vexed spirit. All night I
  wandered up and down, wet with spray and rain, watching the gleam of the
  white breakers and listening to the outcry of the storm. My heart was bitter
  against the Russian. I joined my feeble pipe to the screaming of the gale.
  “If he would but come back again!” I cried, with clenched hands; “if he would
  but come back!”


  He came back. When the grey light of morning spread over the eastern sky,
  and lit up the great waste of yellow, tossing waters, with the brown clouds
  drifting swiftly over them, then I saw him once again. A few hundred yards
  off along the sand there lay a long dark object, cast up by the fury of the
  waves. It was my boat, much shattered and splintered. A little farther on, a
  vague, shapeless something was washing to and fro in the shallow water, all
  mixed with shingle and with seaweed. I saw at a glance that it was the
  Russian, face downwards and dead. I rushed into the water and dragged him up
  on to the beach. It was only when I turned him over that I discovered that
  she was beneath him, his dead arms encircling her, his mangled body still
  intervening between her and the fury of the storm. It seemed that the fierce
  German Sea might beat the life from him, but with all its strength it was
  unable to tear this one-idea’d man from the woman whom he loved. There were
  signs which led me to believe that during that awful night the woman’s fickle
  mind had come at last to learn the worth of the true heart and strong arm
  which struggled for her and guarded her so tenderly. Why else should her
  little head be nestling so lovingly on his broad breast, while her yellow
  hair entwined itself with his flowing beard? Why too should there be that
  bright smile of ineffable happiness and triumph, which death itself had not
  had power to banish from his dusky face? I fancy that death had been brighter
  to him than life had ever been.


  Madge and I buried them there on the shores of the desolate northern sea.
  They lie in one grave deep down beneath the yellow sand. Strange things may
  happen in the world around them. Empires may rise and may fall, dynasties may
  perish, great wars may come and go, but, heedless of it all, those two shall
  embrace each other for ever and aye, in their lonely shrine by the side of
  the sounding ocean. I sometimes have thought that their spirits flit like
  shadowy sea-mews over the wild waters of the bay. No cross or symbol marks
  their resting-place, but old Madge puts wild flowers upon it at times, and
  when I pass on my daily walk and see the fresh blossoms scattered over the
  sand, I think of the strange couple who came from afar, and broke for a
  little space the dull tenor of my sombre life.
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  John Ranter, ex-landlord of the “Battle of Dettingen”
  public-house in Southampton, was not a man whom one would desire as a friend,
  and still less would one relish him as a foe. Tall and strong in his person,
  dark and saturnine in his disposition, the two-and-fifty years which had
  passed over John’s head had done little to soften his character or to modify
  his passions. Perhaps the ill-fortune which had attended him through life had
  something to do with his asperity, yet this same ill-fortune had been usually
  caused by his own violent and headstrong temper. He had quarrelled with his
  parents when a lad, and left them. After working his way up in the world, to
  some extent, he had fallen in love with a pretty face, and mated himself to a
  timid, characterless woman, who was a drag rather than a help to him. The
  fruit of this union had been a single son; but John Ranter beat the lad
  savagely for some trivial offence, and he had fled away to sea as a
  cabin-boy, and was reported to have been drowned in the great wreck of the
  Queen of the West. From that time the publican went rapidly down-hill.
  He offended his customers by his morose and sullen temper, and they ceased to
  frequent the “Battle of Dettingen,” until, at last, he was compelled to
  dispose of the business. With the scanty proceeds he purchased a small house
  upon the Portsmouth and Southampton road, about three miles from the latter
  town, and settled down with his wife to a gloomy and misanthropic
  existence.


  Strange tales were told of that lonely cottage, with its bare brick walls
  and great, overhanging thatch, from under which the diamond-paned windows
  seemed to scowl at the passers-by. Waggoners at roadside inns talked of the
  dark-faced, grizzly-haired man, who lounged all day in the little garden
  which adjoined the road, and of the pale, patient face, which peered out at
  them sometimes through the half-opened door. There were darker things, too,
  of which they had to speak, of angry voices, of the dull thud of blows, and
  the cries of a woman in distress. However tired the horses might be, they
  were whipped up into a trot, when, after nightfall, they came near the wooden
  gate which led up to that ill-omened dwelling.


  It was one lovely autumn evening that John Ranter leaned his elbows upon
  that identical gate, and puffed meditatively at his black clay pipe. He was
  pondering within himself as to what his future should be. Should he continue
  to exist in the way in which he was doing, or should he embark what little
  capital he had in some attempt to better his fortunes? His present life, if
  unambitious, was at least secure. It was possible that he might lose all in a
  new venture. Yet, on the other hand, John felt that he still had all the
  energy of youth, and was as able as ever to turn his hand to anything. If his
  son, he reflected, who had left him fifteen years before had been alive, he
  might have been of assistance to him now. A vague longing for the comforts
  which he had enjoyed in more fortunate days filled and unsetttled his mind.
  He was still brooding over the matter when, looking up, he saw, against the
  setting sun, a man dressed in a long grey overcoat, who was striding down the
  road from the direction of Southampton.


  It was no uncommon thing for pedestrians of every type to pass the door of
  John Ranter, and yet this particular one attracted his attention to an
  unusual degree. He was a tall, athletic young fellow, with a yellow
  moustache, and a face which was tanned by exposure to the sun and weather.
  His hat was a peculiar slouched one, of soft felt, and it may have been this,
  or it may have been the grey coat, which caused the ex-publican to look
  closely at him. Over his shoulder the stranger had a broad leather strap, and
  to this was attached a large black bag, something like those which are worn
  by bookmakers upon a race- course. Indeed, John Ranter’s first impression was
  that the traveller belonged to the betting fraternity.


  When the young fellow came near the gate, he slowed down his pace, and
  looked irresolutely about him. Then he halted, and addressed John, speaking
  in a peculiar metallic voice.


  “I say, mate,” he said; “I guess I’d have to walk all night if I wanted to
  make Portsmouth in the morning?”


  “I guess you would,” the other answered, surlily, mimicking the stranger’s
  tone and pronunciation. “You’ve hardly got started yet.”


  “Well now, that beats everything,” the traveller said, impatiently. “I’d
  ha’ put up at an inn in Southampton if I dared. To think o’ my spending my
  first night in the old country like that!”


  “And why dar’n’t you put up at an inn?” John Ranter asked.


  The stranger winked one of his shrewd eyes at John.


  “There ain’t such a very long way between an innkeeper and a thief,” he
  said; “anyway, there’s not in Californey, and I guess human natur’ is human
  natur’ all the world over. When I’ve got what’s worth keepin’ I give the inns
  a wide berth.”


  “Oh, you’ve got what’s worth keeping, have you?” said the old misanthrope
  to himself, and he relaxed the grimness of his features as far as he could,
  and glanced out of the corner of his eyes at the black leather bag.


  “Ye see, it’s this way,” the young man said, confidentially; “I’ve been
  out at the diggings, first in Nevada and then in Californey, and I’ve struck
  it, and struck it pretty rich too, you bet. When I allowed that I’d made my
  pile, I pushed for home in the Marie Rose from ‘Frisco to Southampton.
  She got in at three to-day, but those sharks at the customs kept us till five
  ‘fore we could get ashore. When I landed I let out for Portsmouth, where I
  used to know some folk; but you see I didn’t quite reckon up how far it was
  before I started. Besides, this bag ain’t quite the thing a man would lug
  about with him if he was walkin’ for a wager.”


  “Are your friends expecting you in Portsmouth?” John Ranter asked.


  The young man laid down his bag, and laughed so heartily that he had to
  lean against the gate for support.


  “That’s where the joke comes in,” he cried; “they don’t know that I’ve
  left the States.”


  “Oh, that’s the joke, is it?”


  “Yes; that’s the joke. You see, they are all sitting at breakfast, maybe,
  or at dinner, as the case might be, and I pushes my way in, and I up with
  this here bag and opens it, and then ker-whop down comes the whole lot on the
  table;” and the young man laughed heartily once more over the idea.


  “The whole lot of what?” asked John.


  “Why, of shiners, of course—dollars, you understand.”


  “And d’ye mean to say you carry your whole fortune about with you in
  gold?” Ranter asked in amazement.


  “My whole fortune! No, boss, I reckon not. The bulk of it is in notes and
  shares, and they’re all packed away right enough. This is just eight hundred
  dollars that I put to one side for this same little game that I spoke of. But
  I suppose it’s no use trying to get there to-night, and I’ll have to trust to
  an inn after all.”


  “Don’t you do that,” the elder man said, earnestly. “They are a rough lot
  in the inns about here, and there’s many a poor sailor found his pockets as
  empty in the morning as they were the day he sailed out of port. You find
  some honest man and ask him for a night’s lodging; that’s the best thing you
  can do.”


  “Well, pard, I guess I’ve lost my bearings in this neighbourhood,” the
  gold-digger said. “If you can put me on the track of any such berth as you
  speak of, I’d be beholden to you.”


  “Why, for that matter,” John Ranter said, “we have a spare bed of our own,
  and should be very glad if you would pass the night in it. We are simple
  folk, my wife and I; but as far as a fire and a warm supper go, you’re very
  welcome to both the one and the other.”


  “Well, you can’t say fairer than that,” the traveller responded, and he
  walked up the little gravel walk with his companion, while the shadow of
  night spread slowly over the landscape, and the owl hooted mournfully in the
  neighbouring wood.


  Mrs. Ranter, who had been a comely lass thirty years before, was now a
  white-haired, melancholy woman, with a wan face and a timid manner. She
  welcomed the stranger in a nervous, constrained fashion, and proceeded to
  cook some rashers of bacon, which she cut from a great side which hung from
  the rafters of the rude kitchen. The young man deposited his bag under a
  chair, and then, sitting down above it, he drew out his pipe and lit it.
  Ranter filled his again at the same time, eyeing his companion furtively all
  the while from under his heavy eye-brows.


  “You’d best take your coat off,” he said, in an off-hand way.


  “No; I’ll keep it on, if you don’t mind,” the other returned. “I never
  take this coat off.”


  “Please yourself,” said John, puffing at his pipe; “I thought maybe you’d
  find it hot with this fire burning; but then, Californey is a hot place, I’m
  told, and maybe you find England chilly?”


  The other did not answer, and the two men sat silently watching the
  rashers, which grizzled and sputtered upon the pan.


  “What sort o’ ship did you come in?” the host asked, at last.


  “The Marie Rose,” said the other. “She’s a three-masted schooner,
  and came over with hides and other goods. She’s not much to look at, but
  she’s no slouch of a sea boat. We’d a gale off Cape Horn that would have
  tried any ship that ever sailed. Three days under a single double-reefed
  topsail, and that was rather more than she could carry. Am I in your way,
  missus?”


  “No, no,” said Mrs. Ranter, hurriedly. The stranger had been looking at
  her very hard while he spoke.


  “I guess the skipper and the mates will wonder what has become of me,” he
  continued. “I was in such a hurry that I came off without a word to one of
  them. However, my traps are on board, so they’ll know I’ve not deserted them
  for good.”


  “Did you speak to anyone after you left the ship?” Ranter asked,
  carelessly.


  “No.”


  “Why didn’t you take a trap if you wanted to get to Portsmouth?”


  “Mate, you’ve never come ashore from a long sea voyage, else you’d not ask
  me that question. Why, man, it’s the greatest pleasure you can have to
  stretch your legs, and keep on stretching them. I’d have padded on right
  enough if the light had held.”


  “You’ll be a deal better in a comfortable bed,” said Ranter; “and now the
  supper’s ready, so let us fall to. Here’s beer in the jug, and there’s whisky
  in that bottle, so it’s your own fault if you don’t help yourself.”


  The three gathered round the table and made an excellent meal. Under the
  influence of their young guest’s genial face and cheery conversation, the
  mistress of the house lost her haggard appearance, and even made one or two
  timid attempts to join in the talk. The country postman, coming home from his
  final round, stopped in astonishment when he saw the blazing light in the
  cottage window, and heard the merry sound of laughter which pealed out on the
  still night air.


  If any close observer had been watching the little party as they sat round
  the table, he might have remarked that John Ranter showed a very lively
  curiosity in regard to the long grey coat in which his visitor was clad. Not
  only did he eye that garment narrowly from time to time, but he twice
  found pretexts to pass close to the other’s chair, and each time he did so he
  drew his hand, as though accidentally, along the side of the overcoat.
  Neither the young man nor the hostess appeared, however, to take the
  slightest notice of this strange conduct upon the part of the
  ex-publican.


  After supper the two men drew their chairs up to the fire once more, while
  the old woman removed the dishes. The traveller’s conversation turned
  principally upon the wonders of California and of the great republic in which
  he had spent the best part of his life. He spoke of the fortunes which were
  made at the mines, too, and of the golden store which may be picked up by
  whoever is lucky enough to find it, until Ranter’s eyes sparkled again as he
  listened.


  “How much might it take to get out there?” he said.


  “Oh! a hundred pounds or so would start you comfortably,” answered the man
  with the grey coat.


  “That doesn’t seem much.”


  “Why anyone should stay in England while there is money to be picked up
  there is more than I can understand,” the miner remarked. “And now, mate,
  you’ll excuse me, but I’m a man that likes to go to roost early and be up at
  cock-crow. If the missus here would show me my room I’d be obliged.”


  “Won’t you have another whisky? No? Ah! well, good-night. Lizzie, you will
  show Mr.—Mr.—”


  “Mr. Goodall,” said the other.


  “You will show Mr. Goodall up to his room. I hope you’ll sleep well.”


  “I always sleep sound,” said the man with the grey coat; and, with a nod,
  he tramped heavily, bag in hand, up the wooden staircase, while the old woman
  toiled along with the light in front of him.


  When he had gone, John Ranter put both his hands into his trousers
  pockets, stretched out his legs, and stared gloomily into the fire, with a
  wrinkled brow and projecting lips. A great many thoughts were passing through
  his mind—so many that he did not hear his wife re-enter the kitchen,
  nor did he answer her when she spoke to him. It was half-past ten when the
  visitor retired, and at twelve John Ranter was still bending over the
  smouldering heap of ashes with the same look of thought upon his face. It was
  only when his wife asked him whether he was not going to bed that he appeared
  to come to himself.


  “No, Lizzie,” he said, in a more conciliatory tone than was usual with
  him. “We’ll both stay up a short time to-night.”


  “All right, John,” the poor woman said, with a glad smile. It was many a
  year since he had ever asked her for her company.


  “Is he upstairs all right?”


  “Who? Oh, Mr. Goodall? Yes; I showed him into the spare room.”


  “D’ye think he’s asleep?”


  “I suppose so, John. He’s been there nigh an hour and a half.”


  “Is there a key in the door?”


  “No, dear; but what queer questions you do ask.”


  John Ranter was silent for a time.


  “Lizzie,” he said at last, taking up the poker, and playing with it
  nervously, “in the whole world there is no one who knows that that man came
  here to-night. If he never left us again no one would know what had become of
  him, or care to make any search after him.”


  His wife said nothing, but she turned white to her very lips. “He has
  eight hundred dollars in that bag, Lizzie, which makes over a hundred and
  fifty pound of our money. But he has more than that. He’s got lumps of gold
  sewn into the lining of that grey coat of his. That’s why he didn’t care
  about taking it off. I saw the knobs, and I managed to feel ‘em too. That
  money, my girl, would be enough to take the two of us out to that same
  country where he picked all this up—”


  “For Heaven’s sake, John,” cried his wife, flinging herself at his feet,
  and clasping his knees with her arms, “for my sake—for the sake of our
  boy, who might be about this young man’s age—think no more of this! We
  are old, John, and, rich or poor, we must in a few short years go to our long
  home. Don’t go with the stain of blood upon you. Oh, spare him! We have
  been bad, but never so bad as this!”


  But John Ranter continued to gaze over his wife’s head into the fire, and
  the set sternness of his features never relaxed for one moment. It seemed to
  her, as she looked up into his eyes, that a strange new expression had come
  into them such as she had never seen before—the baleful, lurid glare of
  the beast of prey.


  “This is a chance,” he said, “such as would never come to us again. How
  many would be glad to have it! Besides, Lizzie, it is my life or this man’s.
  You remember what Dr. Cousins said of me when we were at Portsea. I was
  liable to apoplexy, he said, and disappointment, or hardships or grief, might
  bring it on. This wretched life has enough of all three. Now if we had the
  money, we could start afresh, and all would be well. I tell you, wife, I
  shall do it!” and he clenched his large brown hand round the poker.


  “You must not, John—and you shall not.”


  “I shall, and I will. Leave go of my knees.”


  He was about to push her from him when he perceived that she had fainted.
  Picking her up he carried her to the side of the room and laid her down
  there. Then he went back, and taking up the poker he balanced it in his hand.
  It seemed to strike him as being too light, for he went into the scullery,
  and after groping about in the dark he came back with a small axe. He was
  swinging this backwards and forwards when his eye fell upon the knife which
  his wife had used before supper in cutting the rashers of bacon. He ran his
  finger along the edge of it. It was as keen as a razor. “It’s handier and
  surer!” he muttered; and going to the cupboard he drank off a large glass of
  raw whisky, after which he kicked off his boots and began silently to ascend
  the old-fashioned stair.


  There were twelve steps which led up from the kitchen to a landing, and
  from the landing eight more to the bedroom of their guest. John Ranter was
  nearly half an hour in ascending those first twelve. The woodwork was rotten,
  and the construction weak, so that they creaked under the weight of the heavy
  man. He would first put his right foot lightly upon the board, and gradually
  increase the pressure upon it until his whole weight was there. Then he would
  carefully move up his left foot, and stand listening breathlessly for any
  sound from above. Nothing broke the silence, however, except the dull ticking
  of the clock in the kitchen behind him and the melancholy hooting of an owl
  among the shrubbery. In the dull, uncertain light there was something
  terrible in this vague, dark figure creeping slowly up the little
  staircase—moving, pausing, crouching, but always coming nearer the
  top.


  When he reached the landing he could see the door of the young miner’s
  room. John Ranter stood aghast. The door was on the jar, and through the
  narrow opening there shone a thin golden stream. The light was still burning.
  Did it mean that the traveller was awake? John listened intently, but there
  was no sound of any movement in the room. For a long time he strained his
  ears, but all was perfectly still.


  “If he were awake,” John said to himself, “he would have turned in his
  bed, or made some rustling during this time.”


  Then he began stealthily to ascend the eight remaining steps until he was
  immediately outside the bedroom door. Still all was silent within. No doubt
  it was one of his foreign customs to leave the light burning during the
  night. He had mentioned in conversation that he was a sound sleeper. Ranter
  began to fear that unless he got it over soon his wife might recover and
  raise an alarm. Clutching his knife in his right hand, he quietly pushed the
  door a little more open with his left and inserted his head. Something cold
  pressed against his temple as he did so. It was the muzzle of a revolver.


  “Come in, John Ranter,” said the quiet voice of his guest; “but first drop
  your weapon, or I shall be compelled to fire. You are at my mercy.”


  Indeed, the ex-publican’s head was caught in such a way that it was
  difficult for him either to withdraw or to force his way in. He gave a deep
  groan of rage and disappointment, and his knife clattered down upon the
  floor.


  “I meant no harm,” he said, sulkily, as he entered the room.


  “I have been expecting you for a couple of hours,” the man with the grey
  coat said, holding his pistol still cocked in his right hand, so that he
  might use it if necessary. He was dressed exactly as he had been when he went
  upstairs, and the ill-fated bag was resting upon the unruffled bed. “I knew
  that you were coming.”


  “How—how?” John stammered.


  “Because I know you; because I saw murder in your eye when you stood
  before me at the gate; because I saw you feel my coat here for the nuggets.
  That is why I waited up for you.”


  “You have no proof against me,” said John Ranter, sullenly.


  “I do not want any. I could shoot you where you stand, and the law would
  justify me. Look at that bag upon the bed there. I told you there was money
  in it. What d’ye think I brought that money to England for? It was to give it
  to you—yes, to you. And that grey coat on me is worth five hundred
  pounds; that was for you also. Ah! you begin to understand now. You begin to
  see the mistake you have made.”


  John Ranter had staggered against the wall, and his face was all drawn
  down on one side.


  “Jack!” he gasped. “Jack!”


  “Yes; Jack Ranter—your son. That’s who I am.” The young man turned
  back his sleeve, and bared a blue device upon his forearm. “Don’t you
  remember Hairy Pete put that ‘J.R.’ on when I was a lad? Now you know me. I
  made my fortune, and I came back, earnestly hoping that you would help me to
  spend it. I called at the ‘Battle of Dettingen,’ and they told me where to
  find you. Then, when I saw you at the gate, I thought I’d test my mother and
  you, and see if you were the same as ever. I came to make you happy, and you
  have tried to murder me. I shall not punish you; but I shall go, and you
  shall never see either me or my money any more.”


  While the young man had been saying these words, a series of twitchings
  and horrible contortions had passed over the face of his father, and at the
  last words he took a step forward, raising his hands above his head, and
  fell, with a hoarse cry, upon the ground. His eyes became glazed, his
  breathing stertorous, and foam stood upon his purple lips. It did not take
  much medical knowledge to see that he was dying. His son stooped over him and
  loosened his collar and shirt.


  “One last question,” he said, in quick, earnest tones. “Did my mother aid
  in this attempt?”


  John Ranter appeared to understand the import of it, for he shook his
  head; and so, with this single act of justice, his dark spirit fled from this
  world of crime. The doctor’s warning had come true, and emotion had hastened
  a long-impending apoplexy. His son lifted him reverentially on to the bed,
  and did such last offices as could be done.


  “Perhaps it is the best thing that could have happened,” he said, sadly,
  as he turned from the room, and went down to seek his mother, and to comfort
  her in her sore affliction.
 


  * * * * *


  Young John Ranter returned to America, and by his energy and talents soon
  became one of the richest men in his State. He has definitely settled there
  now, and will return no more to the old country. In his palatial residence
  there dwells a white-haired, anxious-faced old woman, whose every wish is
  consulted, and to whom the inmates show every reverence. This is old Mrs.
  Ranter; and her son has hopes that with time, and among new associations, she
  may come to forget that terrible night when the man with the grey coat paid a
  visit to the lonely Hampshire cottage.

  

   


  THE END



stories02.jpg
Volume 2 ® 1883-1885

THE COLLECTED
SHORT TORIE

ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE






cover.jpeg
Volume 2 ® 1883-1885

THE COLLECTED
SHORT TORIE

ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE






