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  My particular friend Ward Mortimer was one of the best men of his day at
  everything connected with Oriental archaeology. He had written largely upon
  the subject, he had lived two years in a tomb at Thebes, while he excavated
  in the Valley of the Kings, and finally he had created a considerable
  sensation by his exhumation of the alleged mummy of Cleopatra in the inner
  room of the Temple of Horus, at Philae. With such a record at the age of
  thirty-one, it was felt that a considerable career lay before him, and no one
  was surprised when he was elected to the curatorship of the Belmore Street
  Museum, which carries with it the lectureship-at the Oriental College, and an
  income which has sunk with the fall in land, but which still remains at that
  ideal sum which is large enough to encourage an investigator, but not so
  large as to enervate him.


  There was only one reason which made Ward Mortimer’s position a little
  difficult at the Belmore Street Museum, and that was the extreme eminence of
  the man whom he had to succeed. Professor Andreas was a profound scholar and
  a man of European reputation. His lectures were frequented by students from
  every part of the world, and his admirable management of the collection
  intrusted to his care was a commonplace in all learned societies. There was,
  therefore, considerable surprise when, at the age of fifty-five, he suddenly
  resigned his position and retired from those duties which had been both his
  livelihood and his pleasure. He and his daughter left the comfortable suite
  of rooms which had formed his official residence in connection with the
  museum, and my friend, Mortimer, who was a bachelor, took up his quarters
  there.


  On hearing of Mortimer’s appointment Professor Andreas had written him a
  very kindly and flattering congratulatory letter. I was actually present at
  their first meeting, and I went with Mortimer round the museum when the
  Professor showed us the admirable collection which he had cherished so long.
  The Professor’s beautiful daughter and a young man, Captain Wilson, who was,
  as I understood, soon to be her husband, accompanied us in our inspection.
  There were fifteen rooms, but the Babylonian, the Syrian, and the central
  hall, which contained the Jewish and Egyptian collection, were the finest of
  all. Professor Andreas was a quiet, dry, elderly man, with a clean-shaven
  face and an impassive manner, but his dark eyes sparkled and his features
  quickened into enthusiastic life as he pointed out to us the rarity and the
  beauty of some of his specimens. His hand lingered so fondly over them, that
  one could read his pride in them and the grief in his heart now that they
  were passing from his care into that of another.


  He had shown us in turn his mummies, his papyri, his rare scarabs, his
  inscriptions, his Jewish relics, and his duplication of the famous seven-
  branched candlestick of the Temple, which was brought to Rome by Titus, and
  which is supposed by some to be lying at this instant in the bed of the
  Tiber. Then he approached a case which stood in the very centre of the hall,
  and he looked down through the glass with reverence in his attitude and
  manner.


  “This is no novelty to an expert like yourself, Mr. Mortimer,” said he;
  “but I daresay that your friend, Mr. Jackson, will be interested to see
  it.”


  Leaning over the case I saw an object, some five inches square, which
  consisted of twelve precious stones in a framework of gold, with golden hooks
  at two of the corners. The stones were all varying in sort and colour, but
  they were of the same size. Their shapes, arrangement, and gradation of tint
  made me think of a box of water-colour paints. Each stone had some
  hieroglyphic scratched upon its surface.


  “You have heard, Mr. Jackson, of the urim and thummim?”


  I had heard the term, but my idea of its meaning was exceedingly
  vague.


  “The urim and thummim was a name given to the jewelled plate which lay
  upon the breast of the high priest of the Jews. They had a very special
  feeling of reverence for it—something of the feeling which an ancient
  Roman might have for the Sibylline books in the Capitol. There are, as you
  see, twelve magnificent stones, inscribed with mystical characters. Counting
  from the left-hand top corner, the stones are carnelian, peridot, emerald,
  ruby, lapis lazuli, onyx, sapphire, agate, amethyst, topaz, beryl, and
  jasper.”


  I was amazed at the variety and beauty of the stones. “Has the breastplate
  any particular history?” I asked.


  “It is of great age and of immense value,” said Professor Andreas.
  “Without being able to make an absolute assertion, we have many reasons to
  think that it is possible that it may be the original urim and thummim of
  Solomon’s Temple. There is certainly nothing so fine in any collection in
  Europe. My friend, Captain Wilson here, is a practical authority upon
  precious stones, and he would tell you how pure these are.”


  Captain Wilson, a man with a dark, hard, incisive face, was standing
  beside his fiancee at the other side of the case.


  “Yes,” said he, curtly, “I have never seen finer stones.”


  “And the gold-work is also worthy of attention. The ancients excelled
  in—” he was apparently about to indicate the setting of the stones,
  whey Captain Wilson interrupted him.


  “You will see a finer example of their gold-work in this candlestick,”
  said he, turning to another table, and we all joined him in his admiration of
  its embossed stem and delicately ornamented branches. Altogether it was an
  interesting and a novel experience to have objects of such rarity explained
  by so great an expert; and when, finally, Professor Andreas finished our
  inspection by formally handing over the precious collection to the care of my
  friend, I could not help pitying him and envying his successor whose life was
  to pass in so pleasant a duty. Within a week, Ward Mortimer was duly
  installed in his new set of rooms, and had become the autocrat of the Belmore
  Street Museum.


  About a fortnight afterwards my friend gave a small dinner to half-a-
  dozen bachelor friends to celebrate his promotion. When his guests were
  departing he pulled my sleeve and signalled to me that he wished me to
  remain.


  “You have only a few hundred yards to go,” said he—I was living in
  chambers in the Albany. “You may as well stay and have a quiet cigar with me.
  I very much want your advice.”


  I relapsed into an arm-chair and lit one of his excellent Matronas. When
  he had returned from seeing the last of his guests out, he drew a letter from
  his dress-jacket and sat down opposite to me.


  “This is an anonymous letter which I received this morning,” said he. “I
  want to read it to you and to have your advice.”


  “You are very welcome to it for what it is worth.”


  “This is how the note runs: ‘ Sir,—I should strongly advise you to
  keep a very careful watch over the many valuable things which are committed
  to your charge. I do not think that the present system of a single watchman
  is sufficient. Be upon your guard, or an irreparable misfortune may
  occur.”


  “Is that all?”


  “Yes, that is all.”


  “Well,” said I, “it is at least obvious that it was written by one of the
  limited number of people who are aware that you have only one watchman at
  night.”


  Ward Mortimer handed me the note, with a curious smile. “Have you an eye
  for handwriting?” said he. “Now, look at this!” He put another letter in
  front of me. “Look at the c in ‘congratulate’ and the c in ‘committed.’ Look
  at the capital I. Look at the trick of putting in a dash instead of a
  stop!”


  “They are undoubtedly from the same hand—with some attempt at
  disguise in the case of this first one.”


  “The second,” said Ward Mortimer, “is the letter of congratulation which
  was written to me by Professor Andreas upon my obtaining my appointment.”


  I stared at him in amazement. Then I turned over the letter in my hand,
  and there, sure enough, was “Martin Andreas” signed upon the other side.
  There could be no doubt, in the mind of any one who had the slightest
  knowledge of the science of graphology, that the Professor had written an
  anonymous letter, warning his successor against thieves. It was inexplicable,
  but it was certain.


  “Why should he do it? ” I asked.


  “Precisely what I should wish to ask you. If he had any such misgivings,
  why could he not come and tell me direct?”


  “Will you speak to him about it?”


  “There again I am in doubt. He might choose to deny that he wrote it.”


  “At any rate,” said I, “this warning is meant in a friendly spirit, and I
  should certainly act upon it. Are the present precautions enough to insure
  you against robbery?”


  “I should have thought so. The public are only admitted from ten till
  five, and there is a guardian to every two rooms. He stands at the door
  between them, and so commands them both.”


  “But at night?”


  “When the public are gone, we at once put up the great iron shutters,
  which are absolutely burglar-proof. The watchman is a capable fellow. He sits
  in the lodge, but he walks round every three hours. We keep one electric
  light burning in each room all night.”


  “It is difficult to suggest anything more—short of keeping your day
  watchers all night.”


  “We could not afford that.”


  “At least, I should communicate with the police, and have a special
  constable put on outside in Belmore Street,” said I. “As to the letter, if
  the writer wishes to be anonymous, I think he has a right to remain so. We
  must trust to the future to show some reason for the curious course which he
  has adopted.”


  So we dismissed the subject, but all that night after my return to my
  chambers I was puzzling my brain as to what possible motive Professor Andreas
  could have for writing an anonymous warning letter to his successor—
  for that the writing was his was as certain to me as if I had seen him
  actually doing it. He foresaw some danger to the collection. Was it because
  he foresaw it that he abandoned his charge of it? But if so, why should he
  hesitate to warn Mortimer in his own name? I puzzled and puzzled until at
  last I fell into a troubled sleep, which carried me beyond my usual hour of
  rising.


  I was aroused in a singular and effective method, for about nine o’clock
  my friend Mortimer rushed into my room with an expression of consternation
  upon his face. He was usually one of the most tidy men of my acquaintance,
  but now his collar was undone at one end, his tie was flying, and his hat at
  the back of his head. I read his whole story in his frantic eyes.


  “The museum has been robbed!” I cried, springing up in bed.


  “I fear so! Those jewels! The jewels of the urim and thummim!” he gasped,
  for he was out of breath with running. “I’m going on to the police-station.
  Come to the museum as soon as you can, Jackson! Good-bye! ” He rushed
  distractedly out of the room, and I heard him clatter down the stairs.


  I was not long in following his directions, but I found when I arrived
  that he had already returned with a police inspector, and another elderly
  gentleman, who proved to be Mr. Purvis, one of the partners of Morson and
  Company, the well-known diamond merchants. As an expert in stones he was
  always prepared to advise the police. They were grouped round the case in
  which the breastplate of the Jewish priest had been exposed. The plate had
  been taken out and laid upon the glass top of the case, and the three heads
  were bent over it.


  “It is obvious that it has been tampered with,” said Mortimer. “It caught
  my eye the moment that I passed through the room this morning. I examined it
  yesterday evening, so that it is certain that this has happened during the
  night.”


  It was, as he had said, obvious that some one had been at work upon it.
  The settings of the uppermost row of four stones—the carnelian,
  peridot, emerald, and ruby—were rough and jagged as if some one had
  scraped all round them. The stones were in their places, but the beautiful
  goldwork which we had admired only a few days before had been very clumsily
  pulled about.


  “It looks to me,” said the police inspector, “as if some one had been
  trying to take out the stones.”


  “My fear is,” said Mortimer, “that he not only tried, but succeeded. I
  believe these four stones to be skilful imitations which have been put in the
  place of the originals.”


  The same suspicion had evidently been in the mind of the expert, for he
  had been carefully examining the four stones with the aid of a lens. He now
  submitted them to several tests, and finally turned cheerfully to
  Mortimer.


  “I congratulate you, sir,” said he, heartily. “I will pledge my reputation
  that all four of these stones are genuine, and of a most unusual degree of
  purity.”


  The colour began to come back to my poor friend’s frightened face, and he
  drew a long breath of relief.


  “Thank God!” he cried. “Then what in the world did the thief want?”


  “Probably he meant to take the stones, but was interrupted.”


  “In that case one would expect him to take them out one at a time, but the
  setting of each of these has been loosened, and yet the stones are all
  here.”


  “It is certainly most extraordinary,” said the inspector. “I never
  remember a case like it. Let us see the watchman.”


  The commissionaire was called—a soldierly, honest-faced man, who
  seemed as concerned as Ward Mortimer at the incident.


  “No, sir, I never heard a sound,” he answered, in reply to the questions
  of the inspector. “I made my rounds four times, as usual, but I saw nothing
  suspicious. I’ve been in my position ten years, but nothing of the kind has
  ever occurred before.”


  “No thief could have come through the windows?”


  “Impossible, sir.”


  “Or passed you at the door?”


  “No, sir; I never left my post except when I walked my rounds.”


  “What other openings are there in the museum?”


  “There is the door into Mr. Ward Mortimer’s private rooms.”


  “That is locked at night,” my friend explained, “and in order to reach it
  any one from the street would have to open the outside door as well.”


  “Your servants?”


  “Their quarters are entirely separate.”


  “Well, well,” said the inspector, “this is certainly very obscure.
  However, there has been no harm done, according to Mr. Purvis.”


  “I will swear that those stones are genuine.”


  “So that the case appears to be merely one of malicious damage. But none
  the less, I should be very glad to go carefully round the premises, and to
  see if we can find any trace to show us who your visitor may have been.”


  His investigation, which lasted all the morning, was careful and
  intelligent, but it led in the end to nothing. He pointed out to us that
  there were two possible entrances to the museum which we had not considered.
  The one was from the cellars by a trap-door opening in the passage. The other
  through a skylight from the lumber-room, overlooking that very chamber to
  which the intruder had penetrated. As neither the cellar nor the lumber-room
  could be entered unless the thief was already within the locked doors, the
  matter was not of any practical importance, and the dust of cellar and attic
  assured us that no one had used either one or the other. Finally, we ended as
  we began, without the slightest clue as to how, why, or by whom the setting
  of these four jewels had been tampered with.


  There remained one course for Mortimer to take, and he took it. Leaving
  the police to continue their fruitless researches, he asked me to accompany
  him that afternoon in a visit to Professor Andreas. He took with him the two
  letters, and it was his intention to openly tax his predecessor with having
  written the anonymous warning, and to ask him to explain the fact that he
  should have anticipated so exactly that which had actually occurred. The
  Professor was living in a small villa in Upper Norwood, but we were informed
  by the servant that he was away from home. Seeing our disappointment, she
  asked us if we should like to see Miss Andreas, and showed us into the modest
  drawing- room.


  I have mentioned incidentally that the Professor’s daughter was a very
  beautiful girl. She was a blonde, tall and graceful, with a skin of that
  delicate tint which the French call “mat,” the colour of old ivory or of the
  lighter petals of the sulphur rose. I was shocked, however, as she entered
  the room to see how much she had changed in the last fortnight. Her young
  face was haggard and her bright eyes heavy with trouble.


  “Father has gone to Scotland,” she said. “He seems to be tired, and has
  had a good deal to worry him. He only left us yesterday.”


  “You look a little tired yourself, Miss Andreas,” said my friend.


  “I have been so anxious about father.”


  “Can you give me his Scotch address?”


  “Yes, he is with his brother, the Rev. David Andreas, 1, Arran Villas,
  Ardrossan.”


  Ward Mortimer made a note of the address, and we left without saying
  anything as to the object of our visit. We found ourselves in Belmore Street
  in the evening in exactly the same position in which we had been in the
  morning. Our only clue was the Professor’s letter, and my friend had made up
  his mind to start for Ardrossan next day, and to get to the bottom of the
  anonymous letter, when a new development came to alter our plans.


  Very early on the following morning I was aroused from my sleep by a tap
  upon my bedroom door. It was a messenger with a note from Mortimer.


  “Do come round,” it said; “the matter is becoming more and more
  extraordinary.”


  When I obeyed his summons I found him pacing excitedly up and down the
  central room, while the old soldier who guarded the premises stood with
  military stiffness in a corner.


  “My dear Jackson,” he cried, ” I am so delighted that you have come, for
  this is a most inexplicable business.”


  “What has happened, then?”


  He waved his hand towards the case which contained the breastplate.


  “Look at it,” said he.


  I did so, and could not restrain a cry of surprise. The setting of the
  middle row of precious stones had been profaned in the same manner as the
  upper ones. Of the twelve jewels, eight had been now tampered with in this
  singular fashion. The setting of the lower four was neat and smooth. The
  others jagged and irregular.


  “Have the stones been altered?” I asked.


  “No, I am certain that these upper four are the same which the expert
  pronounced to be genuine, for I observed yesterday that little discoloration
  on the edge of the emerald. Since they have not extracted the upper stones,
  there is no reason to think the lower have been transposed. You say that you
  heard nothing, Simpson?”


  “No, sir,” the commissionaire answered. “But when I made my round after
  daylight I had a special look at these stones, and I saw at once that someone
  had been meddling with them. Then I called you, sir, and told you. I was
  backwards and forwards all the night, and I never saw a soul or heard a
  sound.”


  “Come up and have some breakfast with me,” said Mortimer, and he took me
  into his own chambers.—“Now, what do you think of this, Jackson?” he
  asked.


  “It is the most objectless, futile, idiotic business that ever I heard of.
  It can only be the work of a monomaniac.”


  “Can you put forward any theory? ”


  A curious idea came into my head. “This object is a Jewish relic of great
  antiquity and sanctity,” said I. “How about the anti-Semitic movement? Could
  one conceive that a fanatic of that way of thinking might
  desecrate—”


  “No, no, no!” cried Mortimer. “That will never do! Such a man might push
  his lunacy to the length of destroying a Jewish relic, but why on earth
  should he nibble round every stone so carefully that he can only do four
  stones in a night? We must have a better solution than that, and we must find
  it for ourselves, for I do not think that our inspector is likely to help us.
  First of all, what do you think of Simpson, the porter?”


  “Have you any reason to suspect him?”


  “Only that he is the one person on the premises.”


  “But why should he indulge in such wanton destruction? Nothing has been
  taken away. He has no motive.”


  “Mania?”


  “No, I will swear to his sanity.”


  “Have you any other theory? ”


  “Well, yourself, for example. You are not a somnambulist, by any
  chance?”


  “Nothing of the sort, I assure you.”


  “Then I give it up.”


  “But I don’t—and I have a plan by which we will make it all
  clear.”


  “To visit Professor Andreas?”


  “No, we shall find our solution nearer than Scotland. I will tell you what
  we shall do. You know that skylight which overlooks the central hall? We will
  leave the electric lights in the hall, and we will keep watch in the
  lumber-room, you and I, and solve the mystery for ourselves. If our
  mysterious visitor is doing four stones at a time, he has four still to do,
  and there is every reason to think that he will return tonight and complete
  the job.”


  “Excellent! ” I cried.


  “We will keep our own secret, and say nothing either to the police or to
  Simpson. Will you join me?”


  “With the utmost pleasure,” said I; and so it was agreed.


  It was ten o’clock that night when I returned to the Belmore Street
  Museum. Mortimer was, as I could see, in a state of suppressed nervous
  excitement, but it was still too early to begin our vigil, so we remained for
  an hour or so in his chambers, discussing all the possibilities of the
  singular business which we had met to solve. At last the roaring stream of
  hansom cabs and the rush of hurrying feet became lower and more intermittent
  as the pleasure seekers passed on their way to their stations or their homes.
  It was nearly twelve when Mortimer led the way to the lumber room which
  overlooked the central hall of the museum.


  He had visited it during the day, and had spread some sacking so that we
  could lie at our ease, and look straight down into the museum. The skylight
  was of unfrosted glass, but was so covered with dust that it would be
  impossible for any one looking up from below to detect that he was
  overlooked. We cleared a small piece at each corner, which gave us a complete
  view of the room beneath us. In the cold white light of the electric lamps
  everything stood out hard and clear, and I could see the smallest detail of
  the contents of the various cases.


  Such a vigil is an excellent lesson, since one has no choice but to look
  hard at those objects which we usually pass with such half-hearted interest.
  Through my little peep-hole I employed the hours in studying every specimen,
  from the huge mummy-case which leaned against the wall to those very jewels
  which had brought us there, gleaming and sparkling in their glass case
  immediately beneath us. There was much precious gold-work and many valuable
  stones scattered through the numerous cases, but those wonderful twelve which
  made up the urim and thummim glowed and burned with a radiance which far
  eclipsed the others. I studied in turn the tomb-pictures of Sicara, the
  friezes from Karnak, the statues of Memphis, and the inscriptions of Thebes,
  but my eyes would always come back to that wonderful Jewish relic, and my
  mind to the singular mystery which surrounded it. I was lost in the thought
  of it when my companion suddenly drew his breath sharply in, and seized my
  arm in a convulsive grip. At the same instant I saw what it was which had
  excited him.


  I have said that against the wall—on the right-hand side of the
  doorway (the right-hand side as we looked at it, but the left as one entered)
  —there stood a large mummy-case. To our unutterable amazement it was
  slowly opening. Gradually, gradually the lid was swinging back, and the black
  slit which marked the opening was becoming wider and wider. So gently and
  carefully was it done that the movement was almost imperceptible. Then, as we
  breathlessly watched it, a white thin hand appeared at the opening, pushing
  back the painted lid, then another hand, and finally a face—a face
  which was familiar to us both, that of Professor Andreas. Stealthily he slunk
  out of the mummy-case, like a fox stealing from its burrow, his head turning
  incessantly to left and to right, stepping, then pausing, then stepping
  again, the very image of craft and of caution. Once some sound in the street
  struck him motionless, and he stood listening, with his ear turned, ready to
  dart back to the shelter behind him. Then he crept onwards again upon tiptoe,
  very, very softly and slowly, until he had reached the case in the centre of
  the room. There he took a bunch of keys from his pocket, unlocked the case,
  took out the Jewish breastplate, and, laying it upon the glass in front of
  him, began to work upon it with some sort of small, glistening tool. He was
  so directly underneath us that his bent head covered his work, but we could
  guess from the movement of his hand that he was engaged in finishing the
  strange disfigurement which he had begun.


  I could realize from the heavy breathing of my companion, and the
  twitchings of the hand which still clutched my wrist, the furious indignation
  which filled his heart as he saw this vandalism in the quarter of all others
  where he could least have expected it. He, the very man who a fortnight
  before had reverently bent over this unique relic, and who had impressed its
  antiquity and its sanctity upon us, was now engaged in this outrageous
  profanation. It was impossible, unthinkable—and yet there, in the white
  glare of the electric light beneath us, was that dark figure with the bent,
  grey head, and the twitching elbow. What inhuman hypocrisy, what hateful
  depth of malice against his successor must underlie these sinister nocturnal
  labours! It was painful to think of and dreadful to watch. Even I, who had
  none of the acute feelings of a virtuoso, could not bear to look on and see
  this deliberate mutilation of so ancient a relic. It was a relief to me when
  my companion tugged at my sleeve as a signal that I was to follow him as he
  softly crept out of the room. It was not until we were within his own
  quarters that he opened his lips, and then I saw by his agitated face how
  deep was his consternation.


  “The abominable Goth!” he cried. “Could you have believed it? ”


  “It is amazing.”


  “He is a villain or a lunatic—one or the other. We shall very soon
  see which. Come with me, Jackson, and we shall get to the bottom of this
  black business.”


  A door opened out of the passage which was the private entrance from his
  rooms into the museum. This he opened softly with his key, having first
  kicked off his shoes, an example which I followed. We crept together through
  room after room, until the large hall lay before us, with that dark figure
  still stooping and working at the central case. With an advance as cautious
  as his own we closed in upon him, but softly as we went we could not take him
  entirely unawares. We were still a dozen yards from him when he looked round
  with a start, and uttering a husky cry of terror, ran frantically down the
  museum.


  “Simpson! Simpson!” roared Mortimer, and far away down the vista of
  electric lighted doors we saw the stiff figure of the old soldier suddenly
  appear. Professor Andreas saw him also, and stopped running, with a gesture
  of despair. At the same instant we each laid a hand upon his shoulder.


  “Yes, yes, gentlemen,” he panted, “I will come with you. To your room, Mr.
  Ward Mortimer, if you please! I feel that I owe you an explanation.”


  My companion’s indignation was so great that I could see that he dared not
  trust himself to reply. We walked on each side of the old Professor, the
  astonished commissionaire bringing up the rear. When we reached the violated
  case, Mortimer stopped and examined the breastplate. Already one of the
  stones of the lower row had had its setting turned back in the same manner as
  the others. My friend held it up and glanced furiously at his prisoner.


  “How could you!” he cried. “How could you!”


  “It is horrible—horrible!” said the Professor. “I don’t wonder at
  your feelings. Take me to your room.”


  “But this shall not be left exposed!” cried Mortimer. He picked the
  breastplate up and carried it tenderly in his hand, while I walked beside the
  Professor, like a policeman with a malefactor. We passed into Mortimer’s
  chambers, leaving the amazed old soldier to understand matters as best he
  could. The Professor sat down in Mortimer’s arm-chair, and turned so ghastly
  a colour that for the instant, all our resentment was changed to concern. A
  stiff glass of brandy brought the life back to him once more.


  “There, I am better now!” said he. “These last few days have been too much
  for me. I am convinced that I could not stand it any longer. It is a
  nightmare—a horrible nightmare—that I should be arrested as a
  burglar in what has been for so long my own museum. And yet I cannot blame
  you. You could not have done otherwise. My hope always was that I should get
  it all over before I was detected. This would have been my last night’s
  work.”


  “How did you get in?” asked Mortimer.


  “By taking a very great liberty with your private door. But the object
  justified it. The object justified everything. You will not be angry when you
  know everything—at least, you will not be angry with me. I had a key to
  your side door and also to the museum door. I did not give them up when I
  left. And so you see it was not difficult for me to let myself into the
  museum. I used to come in early before the crowd had cleared from the street.
  Then I hid myself in the mummy-case, and took refuge there whenever Simpson
  came round. I could always hear him coming. I used to leave in the same way
  as I came.”


  “You ran a risk.”


  “I had to.”


  “But why? What on earth was your object—what possessed you to do a
  thing like that?” Mortimer pointed reproachfully at the plate which lay
  before him on the table.


  “I could devise no other means. I thought and thought, but there was no
  alternative except a hideous public scandal, and a private sorrow which would
  have clouded our lives. I acted for the best, incredible as it may seem to
  yon, and I only ask your attention to enable me to prove it.”


  “I will hear what you have to say before I take any further steps,” said
  Mortimer, grimly.


  “I am determined to hold back nothing, and to take you both completely
  into my confidence. I will leave it to your own generosity how far you will
  use the facts with which I supply you.”


  “We have the essential facts already.”


  “And yet you understand nothing. Let me go back to what passed a few weeks
  ago, and I will make it all clear to you. Believe me that what I say is the
  absolute and exact truth.


  “You have met the person who calls himself Captain Wilson. I say ‘calls
  himself’ because I have reason now to believe that it is not his correct
  name. It would take me too long if I were to describe all the means by which
  he obtained an introduction to me and ingratiated himself into my friendship
  and the affection of my daughter. He brought letters from foreign colleagues
  which compelled me to show him some attention. And then, by his own
  attainments, which are considerable, he succeeded in making himself a very
  welcome visitor at my rooms. When I learned that my daughter’s affections had
  been gained by him, I may have thought it premature, but I certainly was not
  surprised, for he had a charm of manner and of conversation which would have
  made him conspicuous in any society.


  “He was much interested in Oriental antiquities, and his knowledge of the
  subject justified his interest. Often when he spent the evening with us he
  would ask permission to go down into the museum and have an opportunity of
  privately inspecting the various specimens. You can imagine that I, as an
  enthusiast, was in sympathy with such a request, and that I felt no surprise
  at the constancy of his visits. After his actual engagement to Elise, there
  was hardly an evening which he did not pass with us, and an hour or two were
  generally devoted to the museum. He had the free run of the place, and when I
  have been away for the evening I had no objection to his doing whatever he
  wished here. This state of things was only terminated by the fact of my
  resignation of my official duties and my retirement to Norwood, where I hoped
  to have the leisure to write a considerable work which I had planned.


  “It was immediately after this—within a week or so—that I
  first realized the true nature and character of the man whom I had so
  imprudently introduced into my family. The discovery came to me through
  letters from my friends abroad, which showed me that his introductions to me
  had been forgeries. Aghast at the revelation, I asked myself what motive this
  man could originally have had in practising this elaborate deception upon me.
  I was too poor a man for any fortune-hunter to have marked me down. Why,
  then, had he come? I remembered that some of the most precious gems in Europe
  had been under my charge, and I remembered also the ingenious excuses by
  which this man had made himself familiar with the cases in which they were
  kept. He was a rascal who was planning some gigantic robbery. How could I,
  without striking my own daughter, who was infatuated about him, prevent him
  from carrying out any plan which he might have formed? My device was a clumsy
  one, and yet I could think of nothing more effective. If I had written a
  letter under my own name, you would naturally have turned to me for details
  which I did not wish to give. I resorted to an anonymous letter, begging you
  to be upon your guard.


  “I may tell you that my change from Belmore Street to Norwood had not
  affected the visits of this man, who had, I believe, a real and overpowering
  affection for my daughter. As to her, I could not have believed that any
  woman could be so completely under the influence of a man as she was. His
  stronger nature seemed to entirely dominate her. I had not realized how far
  this was the case, or the extent of the confidence which existed between
  them, until that very evening when his true character for the first time was
  made clear to me. I had given orders that when he called he should be shown
  into my study instead of to the drawing-room. There I told him bluntly that I
  knew all about him, that I had taken steps to defeat his designs, and that
  neither I nor my daughter desired ever to see him again. I added that I
  thanked God that I had found him out before he had time to harm those
  precious objects which it had been the work of my life-time to protect.


  “He was certainly a man of iron nerve. He took my remarks without a sign
  either of surprise or of defiance, but listened gravely and attentively until
  I had finished. Then he walked across the room without a word and struck the
  bell.


  “Ask Miss Andreas to be so kind as to step this way,’ said he to the
  servant.


  “My daughter entered, and the man closed the door behind her. Then he took
  her hand in his.


  “‘Elise,’ said he, ‘your father has just discovered that I am a villain.
  He knows now what you knew before.’


  “She stood in silence, listening.


  “‘He says that we are to part for ever,’ said he.


  “She did not withdraw her hand.


  ”’ Will you be true to me, or will you remove the last good influence
  which is ever likely to come into my life?’


  “‘John,’ she cried, passionately, ‘I will never abandon you! Never, never,
  not if the whole world were against you.’


  “In vain I argued and pleaded with her. It was absolutely useless. Her
  whole life was bound up in this man before me. My daughter, gentlemen, is all
  that I have left to love, and it filled me with agony when I saw how
  powerless I was to save her from her ruin. My helplessness seemed to touch
  this man who was the cause of my trouble.


  “‘It may not be as bad as you think, sir,’ said he, in his quiet,
  inflexible way. ‘I love Elise with a love which is strong enough to rescue
  even one who has such a record as I have. It was but yesterday that I
  promised her that never again in my whole life would I do a thing of which
  she should be ashamed. I have made up my mind to it, and never yet did I make
  up my mind to a thing which I did not do.’


  “He spoke with an air which carried conviction with it. As he concluded he
  put his hand into his pocket and he drew out a small cardboard box.


  “‘I am about to give you a proof of my determination,’ said he. ‘This,
  Elise, shall be the first-fruits of your redeeming influence over me. You are
  right, sir, in thinking that I had designs upon the jewels in your
  possession. Such ventures have had a charm for me, which depended as much
  upon the risk run as upon the value of the prize. Those famous and antique
  stones of the Jewish priest were a challenge to my daring and my ingenuity. I
  determined to get them.’


  “‘I guessed as much.’


  “‘There was only one thing that you did not guess.’


  “‘And what is that?”


  “‘That I got them. They are in this box.’


  “He opened the box, and tilted out the contents upon the corner of my
  desk. My hair rose and my flesh grew cold as I looked. There were twelve
  magnificent square stones engraved with mystical characters. There could be
  no doubt that they were the jewels of the urim and thummim.


  “‘Good God!’ I cried, ‘How have you escaped discovery?’


  “By the substitution of twelve others, made especially to my order, in
  which the originals are so carefully imitated that I defy the eye to detect
  the difference.’


  “‘Then the present stones are false?’ I cried.


  “‘They have been for some weeks.’


  “We all stood in silence, my daughter white with emotion, but still
  holding this man by the hand.


  “‘You see what I am capable of, Elise,’ said he.


  “‘I see that you are capable of repentance and restitution,’ she
  answered.


  “‘Yes, thanks to your influence! I leave the stones in your hands, sir. Do
  what you like about it. But remember that whatever you do against me, is done
  against the future husband of your only daughter. You will hear from me soon
  again, Elise. It is the last time that I will ever cause pain to your tender
  heart,’ and with these words he left both the room and the house.


  “My position was a dreadful one. Here I was with these precious relics in
  my possession, and how could I return them without a scandal and an exposure?
  I knew the depth of my daughter’s nature too well to suppose that I would
  ever be able to detach her from this man now that she had entirely given him
  her heart. I was not even sure how far it was right; to detach her if she had
  such an ameliorating influence over him. How could I expose him without
  injuring her—and how far was I justified in exposing him when he had
  voluntarily put himself into my power? I thought and thought, until at last I
  formed a resolution which may seem to you to be a foolish one, and yet, if I
  had to do it again, I believe it would ho the best course open to me.


  “My idea was to return the stones without any one being the wiser. With my
  keys I could get into the museum at any time, and I was confident that I
  could avoid Simpson, whose hours and methods were familiar to me. I
  determined to take no one into my confidence—not even my daughter
  —whom I told that I was about to visit my brother in Scotland. I wanted
  a free hand for a few nights, without inquiry as to my cominga and goings. To
  this end I took a room in Harding Street that very night, with an intimation
  that I was a pressman, and that I should keep very late hours.


  “That night I made my way into the museum, and replaced four of the
  stones. It was hard work, and took me all night. When Simpson came round I
  always heard his footsteps, and concealed myself in the mummy-case. I had
  some knowledge of goldwork, but was far less skilful than the thief had been.
  He had replaced the setting so exactly that I defy anyone to see the
  difference. My work was rude and clumsy. However, I hoped that the plate
  might not be carefully examined, or the roughness of the setting observed,
  until my task was done, Next night I replaced four more stones. And to-night
  I should have finished my task had it not been for the unfortunate
  circumstance which has caused me to reveal so much which I should have wished
  to keep concealed. I appeal to you, gentlemen, to your sense of honour and of
  compassion, whether what I have told you should go any farther or not. My own
  happiness, my daughter’s future, the hopes of this man’s regeneration, all
  depend upon your decision.”


  “Which is,” said my friend, “that all is well that ends well, and that the
  whole matter ends here and at once. To-morrow the loose settings shall be
  tightened by an expert goldsmith, and so passes the greatest danger to which,
  since the destruction of the Temple, the urim and thummim have been exposed.
  Here is my hand. Professor Andreas, and I can only hope that under such
  difficult circumstances I should have carried myself as unselfishly and as
  well.”


  Just one footnote to this narrative. Within a month Elise Andreas was
  married to a man whose name, had I the indiscretion to mention it, would
  appeal to my readers as one who is now widely and deservedly honoured. But if
  the truth were known, that honour is due not to him but to the gentle girl
  who plucked him back when he had gone so far down that dark road along which
  few return.
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  I told my story when I was taken, and no one would listen to me. Then I
  told it again at the trial—the whole thing absolutely as it happened,
  without so much as a word added, I set it all out truly, so help me God, all
  that Lady Mannering said and did, and then all that I had said and done, just
  as it occurred. And what did I get for it? “The prisoner put forward a
  rambling and inconsequential statement, incredible in its details, and
  unsupported by any shred of corroborative evidence.” That was what one of the
  London papers said, and others let it pass as if I had made no defence at
  all. And yet, with my own eyes I saw Lord Mannering murdered, and I am as
  guiltless of it as any man on the jury that tried me.


  Now, sir, you are there to receive the petitions of prisoners. It all lies
  with you. All I ask is that you read it—just read it—and then
  that you make—an inquiry or two about the private character of this ”
  lady” Mannering, if she still keeps the name that she had three years ago,
  when to my sorrow and ruin I came to meet her. You could use a private
  inquiry agent or a good lawyer, and you would soon learn enough to show you
  that my story is the true one. Think of the glory it would be to you to have
  all the papers saying that there would have been a shocking miscarriage of
  justice if it had not been for your perseverance and intelligence! That must
  be your reward, since I am a poor man and can offer you nothing. But if you
  don’t do it, may you never lie easy in your bed again! May no night pass that
  you are not haunted by the thought of the man who rots in gaol because you
  have not done the duty which you are paid to do! But you will do it, sir, I
  know. Just make one or two inquiries, and you will soon find which way the
  wind blows. Remember, also, that the only person who profited by the crime
  was herself, since it changed her from an unhappy wife to a rich young widow,
  There’s the end of the string in your hand, and you only have to follow it up
  and see where it leads to.


  Mind you, sir, I make no complaint as far as the burglary goes. I don’t
  whine about what I have deserved, and so far I have had no more than I have
  deserved. Burglary it was, right enough, and my three years have gone to pay
  for it. It was shown at the trial that I had had a hand in the Merton Cross
  business, and did a year for that, so my story had the lees attention on that
  account. A man with a previous conviction never gets a really fair trial. I
  own to the burglary, but when it comes to the murder which brought me a lifer
  —any judge but Sir James might have given me the gallows—then I
  tell you that I had nothing to do with it, and that I am an innocent man.
  Anil now I’ll take that night, the 13th of September, 1894, and I’ll give you
  just exactly what occurred, and may God’s hand strike me down if I go one
  inch over the truth.


  I had been at Bristol in the summer looking for work, and then I had a
  notion that I might get something at Portsmouth, for I was trained as a
  skilled mechanic, so I came tramping my way across the south of England, and
  doing odd jobs as I went. I was trying all I knew to keep off the cross, for
  I had done a year in Exeter Gaol, and I had had enough of visiting Queen
  Victoria. But it’s cruel hard to get work when once the black mark is against
  your name, and it was all I could do to keep soul and body together. At last,
  after ten days of wood-cutting and stone-breaking on starvation pay, I found
  myself near Salisbury with a couple of shillings in my pocket, and my boots
  and my patience clean wore out. There’s an ale-house called “The Willing
  Mind,” which stands on the road between Blandford and Salisbury, and it was
  there that night I engaged a bed. I was sitting alone in the taproom just
  about closing time, when the innkeeper—Allen his name was— came
  beside me and began yarning about the neighbours. He was a man that liked to
  talk and to have some one to listen to his talk, so I sat there smoking and
  drinking a mug of ale which he had stood me; and I took no great interest in
  what he said until he began to talk (as the devil would have it) about the
  riches of Mannering Hall.


  “Meaning the large house on the right before I came to the village?” said
  I. “The one that stands in its own park?”


  “Exactly,” said he—and I am giving all our talk so that you may know
  that I am telling you the truth and hiding nothing. “The long white house
  with the pillars,” said he. “At the side of the Blandford Road.”


  Now I had looked at it as I passed, and it had crossed my mind, as such
  thoughts will, that it was a very easy house to get into with that great row
  of ground windows and glass doors. I had put the thought away from me, and
  now here was this landlord bringing it back with his talk about the riches
  within. I said nothing, but I listened, and as luck would have it, he would
  always come back to this one subject.


  “He was a miser young, so you can think what he is now in his age,” said
  he. “Well, he’s had some good out of his money.”


  “What good can he have had if he does not spend it?” said I.


  “Well, it bought him the prettiest wife in England, and that was some good
  that he gob out of it She thought she would have the spending of it, but she
  knows the difference now.”


  “Who was she then?” I asked, just for the sake of something to say.


  “She was nobody at all until the old Lord made her his Lady,” said he.
  “She came from up London way, and some said that she had been on the stage
  there, but nobody knew. The old Lord was away for a year, and when he came
  home he brought a young wife back with him, and there she has been ever
  since. Stephens, the butler, did tell me once that she was the light of the
  house when fust she came, but what with her husband’s mean and aggravatin’
  way, and what with her loneliness—for he hates to see a visitor within
  his doors; and what with his bitter words—for he has a tongue like a
  hornet’s sting, her life all went out of her, and she became a white, silent
  creature, moping about the country lanes. Some say that she loved another
  man, and that it was just the riches of the old Lord which tempted her to be
  false to her lover, and that now she is eating her heart out because she has
  lost the one without being any nearer to the other, for she might be the
  poorest woman in the parish for all the money that she has the handling
  of.”


  Well, sir, you can imagine that it did not interest me very much to hear
  about the quarrels between a Lord and a Lady. What did it matter to me if she
  hated the sound of his voice, or if he put every indignity upon her in the
  hope of breaking her spirit, and spoke to her as he would never have dared to
  speak to one of his servants? The landlord told me of these things, and of
  many more like them, but they passed out of my mind, for they were no concern
  of mine. But what I did want to hear was the form in which Lord Mannering
  kept his riches. Title-deeds and stock certificates are but paper, and more
  danger than profit to the man who takes them. But metal and stones are worth
  a risk. And then, as if he were answering my very thoughts, the landlord told
  me of Lord Mannering’s great collection of gold medals, that it was the most
  valuable in the world, and that it was reckoned that if they were put into a
  sack the strongest man in the parish would not be able to raise them. Then
  his wife called him, and he and I went to our beds.


  I am not arguing to make out a case for myself, but I beg you, sir, to
  bear all the facts in your mind, and to ask yourself whether a man could be
  more sorely tempted than I was. I make bold to say that there are few who
  could have held out against it. There I lay on my bed that night, a desperate
  man without hope or work, and with my last shilling in my pocket. I had tried
  to be honest, and honest folk had turned their backs upon me. They taunted me
  for theft; and yet they pushed me towards it. I was caught in the stream and
  could not get out. And then it was such a chance: the great house all lined
  with windows, the golden medals which could be easily be melted down. It was
  like putting a loaf before a starving man and expecting him not to eat it. I
  fought against it for a time, but it was no use. At last I sat up on the side
  of my bed, and I swore that that night I should either be a rich man and able
  to give up crime for ever, or that the irons should be on my wrists once
  more. Then I slipped on my clothes, and, having put a shilling on the table
  —for the landlord had treated me well, and I did not wish to cheat him
  —I passed out through the window into the garden of the inn.


  There was a high wall round this garden, and I had a job to get over it,
  but once on the other side it was all plain sailing. I did not meet a soul
  upon the road, and the iron gate of the avenue was open. No one was moving at
  the lodge. The moon was shining, and I could see the great house glimmering
  white through an archway of trees. I walked up it for a quarter of a mile or
  so, until I was at the edge of the drive, where it ended in a broad,
  gravelled space before the main door. There I stood in the shadow and looked
  at the long building, with a full moon shining in every window and silvering
  the high stone front. I crouched there for some time, and I wondered where I
  should find the easiest entrance. The corner window of the side seemed to be
  the one which was least overlooked, and a screen of ivy hung heavily over it.
  My best chance was evidently there. I worked my way under the trees to the
  back of the house, and then crept along in’ the black shadow of the building.
  A dog barked and rattled his chain, but I stood waiting until he was quiet,
  and then I stole on once more until I came to the window which I had
  chosen.


  It is astonishing how careless they are in the country, in places far
  removed from large towns, where the thought of burglars never enters their
  heads. I call it setting temptation in a poor man’s way when he puts his
  hand, meaning no harm, upon a door, and finds it swing open before him. In
  this case it was not so bad as that, but the window was merely fastened with
  the ordinary catch, which I opened with a push from the blade of my knife. I
  pulled up the window as quickly as possible, and then I thrust the knife
  through the slit in the shutter and prized it open. They were folding
  shutters, and I shoved them before me and walked into the room.


  “Good evening, sir! You are very welcome!” said a voice.


  I’ve had some starts in my life, but never one to come up to that one.
  There, in the opening of the shutters, within reach of my arm, was standing a
  woman with a small coil of wax taper burning in her hand. She was tall and
  straight and slender, with a beautiful white face that might have been cut
  out of clear marble, but her hair and eyes were as black as night. She was
  dressed in some sort of white dressing-gown which flowed down to her feet,
  and what with this robe and what with her face, it seemed as if a spirit from
  above was standing in front of me. My knees knocked together, and I held on
  to the shutter with one hand to give me support. I should have turned and run
  away if I had had the strength, but I could only just stand and stare at
  her.


  She soon brought me back to myself once more.


  “Don’t be frightened!” said she, and they were strange words for the
  mistress of a house to have to use to a burglar. “I saw you out of my bedroom
  window when you were hiding under those trees, so I slipped downstairs, and
  then I heard you at the window. I should have opened it for you if you had
  waited, but you managed it yourself just as I came up.”


  I still held in my hand the long clasp-knife with which I had opened the
  shutter. I was unshaven and grimed from a week on the roads. Altogether,
  there are few people who would have cared to face me alone at one in the
  morning; but this woman, if I had been her lover meeting her by appointment,
  could not have looked upon me with a more welcoming eye. She laid her hand
  upon my sleeve and drew me into the room.


  “What’s the meaning of this, ma’am? Don’t get trying any little games upon
  me,” said I, in my roughest way—and I can put it on rough when I like.
  “It’ll be the worse for you if you play me any trick,” I added, showing her
  my knife.


  “I will play you no trick,” said she. “On the contrary, I am your friend,
  and I wish to help you.”


  “Excuse me, ma’am, but I find it hard to believe that,” said I. “Why
  should you wish to help me?”


  “I have my own reasons,” said she; and then suddenly, with those black
  eyes blazing out of her white face: “It’s because I hate him, hate him, hate
  him! Now you understand.”


  I remembered what the landlord had told me, and I did understand. I looked
  at her Ladyship’s .face, and I knew that I could trust her. She wanted to
  revenge herself upon her husband. She wanted to hit him where it would hurt
  him most—upon the pocket. She hated him so that she would even lower
  her pride to take such a man as me into her confidence if she could gain her
  end by doing so. I’ve hated some folk in my time, but I don’t think I ever
  understood what hate was until I saw that woman’s face in the light of the
  taper.


  “You’ll trust me now?” said she, with another coaxing touch upon my
  sleeve.


  “Yes, your Ladyship.”


  “You know me, then?”


  “I can guess who you are.”


  “I daresay my wrongs are the talk of the county. But what does he care for
  that? He only cares for one thing in the whole world, and that you can take
  from him this night. Have you a bag?”


  “No, your Ladyship.”


  “Shut the shutter behind you. Then no one can see the light. You are quite
  safe. The servants all sleep in the other wing. I can show you where all the
  most valuable things are. You cannot carry them all, so we must pick the
  best.”


  The room in which I found myself was long and low, with many rugs and
  skins scattered about on a polished wood floor. Small cases stood here and
  there, and the walls were decorated with spears and swords and paddles, and
  other things which find their way into museums. There were some queer
  clothes, too, which had been brought from savage countries, and the lady took
  down a large leather sack-bag from among them.


  “This sleeping-sack will do,” said she. “Now come with me and I will show
  you where the medals are.”


  It was like a dream to me to think that this tall, white woman wag the
  lady of the house, and that she was lending me a hand to rob her own home. I
  could have burst out laughing at the thought of it, and yet there was
  something in that pale face of hers which stopped my laughter and turned me
  cold and serious. She swept on in front of me like a spirit, with the green
  taper in her hand, and I walked behind with my sack until we came to a door
  at the end of this museum. It was locked, but the key was in it, and she led
  me through.


  The room beyond was a small one, hung all round with curtains which had
  pictures on them. It was the hunting of a deer that was painted on it, as I
  remember, and in the flicker of that light you’d have sworn that the dogs and
  the horses were streaming round the walls. The only other thing in the room
  was a row of cases made of walnut, with brass ornaments. They had glass tops,
  and beneath this glass I saw the long lines of those gold medals, some of
  them as big as a plate and half an inch thick, all resting upon red velvet
  and glowing and gleaming in the darkness. My fingers were just itching to be
  at them, and I slipped my knife under the lock of one of the cases to wrench
  it open.


  “Wait a moment,” said she, laying her hand upon my arm. “You might do
  better than this.”


  “I am very well satisfied, ma’am,” said I, “and much obliged to your
  Ladyship for kind assistance.”


  “You can do better,” she repeated. “Would not golden sovereigns be worth
  more to you than these things?”


  “Why, yes,” said I. “That’s best of all,”


  “Well,” said she. “He sleeps just above our head. It is but one short
  staircase. There is a tin box with money enough to fill this bag under his
  bed.”


  “How can I get it without waking him?”


  “What matter if he does wake?” She looked very hard at me as she spoke.
  “You could keep him from calling out.”


  “No, no, ma’am, I’ll have none of that.”


  “Just as you like,” said she. “I thought that you were a stout-hearted
  sort of man by your appearance, but I see that I made a mistake. If you are
  afraid to run the risk of one old man, then of course you cannot have the
  gold which is under his bed. You are the best judge of your own business, but
  I should think that you would do better at some other trade.”


  “I’ll not have murder on my conscience.”


  “You could overpower him without harming him. I never said anything of
  murder. The money lies under the bed. But if you are faint-hearted, it is
  better that you should not attempt it.”


  She worked upon me so, partly with her scorn and partly with this money
  that she held before my eyes, that I believe I should have yielded and taken
  my chances upstairs, had it not been that I saw her eyes following the
  struggle within me in such a crafty, malignant fashion, that it was evident
  she was bent upon making me the tool of her revenge, and that she would leave
  me no choice but to do the old man an injury or to be captured by him. She
  felt suddenly that she was giving herself away, and she changed her face to a
  kindly, friendly smile, but it was too late, for had had my warning.


  “I will not go upstairs,” said I. “I have all I want here.”


  She looked her contempt at me, and there never was a face which could look
  it plainer.


  “Very good. You can take these medals. I should be glad if you would begin
  at this end. I suppose they will all be the same value when melted down, but
  these are the ones which arc the rarest, and, therefore, the most precious to
  him. It is not necessary to break the locks. If you press that brass knob you
  will find that there is a secret spring. So! Take that small one first
  —it is the very apple of his eye.”


  She had opened one of the cases, and the beautiful things all lay exposed
  before me. I had my hand upon the one which she had pointed out, when
  suddenly a change came over her face, and she held up one finger as a
  warning. “Hist!” she whispered. “What is that?”


  Far away in the silence of the house we heard a low, dragging, shuffling
  sound, and the distant tread of feet. She closed and fastened the case in an
  instant.


  “It’s my husband!” she whispered. “All right. Don’t be alarmed. I’ll
  arrange it. Here! Quick, behind the tapestry! ”


  She pushed me behind the painted curtains upon the wall, my empty leather
  bag still in my hand, Then she took her taper and walked quickly into the
  room from which we had come. From where I stood I could see her through the
  open door.


  “Is that you, Robert? ” she cried.


  The light of a candle shone through the door of the museum, and the
  shuffling steps came nearer and nearer. Then I saw a face in the doorway, a
  great, heavy face, all lines and creases, with a huge curving nose, and a
  pair of gold glasses fixed across it. He had to throw his head back to see
  through the glasses, and that great nose thrust out in front of him like the
  beak of some sort of fowl. He was a big man, very tall and burly, so that in
  his loose dressing-gown his figure seemed to fill up the whole doorway. He
  had a pile of grey, curling hair all round his head, but his face was
  clean-shaven. His mouth was thin and small and prim, hidden away under his
  long, masterful nose. He stood there, holding the candle in front of him, and
  looking at his wife with a queer, malicious gleam in his eyes. It only needed
  that one look to tell me that he was as fond of her as she was of him.


  “How’s this?” he asked. “Some new tantrum? What do you mean by wandering
  about the house? Why don’t you go to bed? ”


  “I could not sleep,” she answered. She spoke languidly and wearily. If she
  was an actress once, she had not forgotten her calling.


  “Might I suggest,” said he, in the same mocking kind of voice, “that a
  good conscience is an excellent aid to sleep?”


  “That cannot be true,” she answered, “for you sleep very well.”


  “I have only one thing in my life to be ashamed of,” said he, and his hair
  bristled up with anger until he looked like an old cockatoo. “You know best
  what that is. It is a mistake which has brought its own punishment with
  it.”


  “To me as well as to you. Remember that!”


  “You have very little to whine about. It was I who stooped and you who
  rose.”


  “Rose!”


  “Yes, rose. I suppose you do not deny that it is promotion to exchange the
  music-hall for Mannering Hall. Fool that I was ever to take you out of your
  true sphere!”


  “If you think so, why do you not separate?”


  “Because private misery is better than public humiliation. Because it is
  easier to suffer for a mistake than to own to it. Because also I like to keep
  you in my sight, and to know that you cannot go back to him.”


  “You villain! You cowardly villain!”


  “Yes, yes, my lady. I know your secret ambition, but it shall never be
  while I live, and if it happens after my death I will at least take care that
  you go to him as a beggar. You and dear Edward will never have the
  satisfaction of squandering my savings, and you may make up your mind to
  that, my lady. Why are those shutters and the window open?”


  “I found the night very close.”


  “It is not safe. How do you know that some tramp may not be outside? Are
  you aware that my collection of medals is worth more than any similar
  collection in the world? You have left the door open also. What is there to
  prevent any one from rifling the cases?”


  “I was here.”


  “I know you were. I heard you moving about in the medal room, and that was
  why I came down. What were you doing?”


  “Looking at the medals. What else should I be doing?”


  “This curiosity is something new.” He looked suspiciously at her and moved
  on towards the inner room, she walking beside him.


  It was at this moment that I saw something which startled me. I had laid
  my clasp-knife open upon the top of one of the cases, and there it lay in
  full view. She saw it before he did, and with a woman’s cunning she held her
  taper out so that the light of it came between Lord Mannering’s eyes and the
  knife. Then she took it in her left hand and held it against her gown out of
  his sight. He looked about from case to case—I could have put my hand
  at one time upon his long nose—but there was nothing to show that the
  medals had been tampered with, and so, still snarling and grumbling, he
  shuffled off into the other room once more.


  And now I have to speak of what I heard rather than of what I saw, but I
  swear to you, as I shall stand some day before my Maker, that what I say is
  the truth.


  When they passed into the outer room I saw him lay his candle upon the
  corner of one of the tables, and he sat himself down, but in such a position
  that he was just out of my sight. She moved behind him, as I could tell from
  the fact that the light of her taper threw his long, lumpy shadow upon the
  floor in front of him. Then he began talking about this man whom he called
  Edward, and every word that he said was like a blistering drop of vitriol. He
  spoke low, so that I could not hear it all, but from what I heard I should
  guess that she would as soon have been lashed with a whip. At first she said
  some hot words in reply, but then she was silent, and he went on and on in
  that cold, mocking voice of his, nagging and insulting and tormenting, until
  I wondered that she could bear to stand there in silence and listen to it.
  Then suddenly I heard him say in a sharp voice, “Come from behind me! Leave
  go of my collar! What! would you dare to strike me?” There was a sound like a
  blow, just a soft sort of thud, and then I heard him cry out, “My God, it’s
  blood!” He shuffled with his feet as if he was getting up, and then I heard
  another blow, and lie cried out, “Oh, you she-devil!” and was quiet, except
  for a dripping and splashing upon the floor.


  I ran out from behind my curtain at that, and rushed into the other room,
  shaking all over with the horror of it. The old man had slipped down in the
  chair, and his dressing-gown had rucked up until lie looked as if he had a
  monstrous hump to his back. His head, with the gold glasses still fixed on
  his nose, was lolling over upon one side, and his little mouth was open just
  like a dead fish. I could not see where the blood was coming from, but I
  could still hear it drumming upon the floor. She stood behind him with the
  candle shining full upon her face. Her lips were pressed together and her
  eyes shining, and a touch of colour had come into each of her cheeks. It just
  wanted that to make her the most beautiful woman I had ever seen in my
  life.


  “You’ve done it now!” said I.


  “Yes,” said she, in her quiet way, “I’ve done it now.”


  “What are you going to do?” I asked. “They’ll have you for murder as sure
  as fate.”


  “Never fear about me. I have nothing to live for, and it does not matter.
  Give me a hand to set him straight in the chair. It is horrible to see him
  like this!”


  I did so, though it turned me cold all over to touch him. Some of his
  blood came on my hand and sickened me.


  “Now,” said she, “you may as well have the medals as any one else. Take
  them and go.”


  “I don’t want them. I only want to get away. I was never mixed up with a
  business like this before.”


  “Nonsense!” said she. “You came for the medals, and here they are at your
  mercy. Why should you not have them? There is no one to prevent you.”


  I held the bag still in my hand. She opened the case, and between us we
  throw a hundred or so of the medals into it. They were all from the one case,
  but I could not bring myself to wait for any more. Then I made for the
  window, for the very air of this house seemed to poison me after what I had
  seen and heard. As I looked back, I saw her standing there, tall and
  graceful, with the light in her hand, just as I had seen her first. She waved
  good-bye, and I waved back at her and sprang out into the gravel drive.


  I thank God that I can lay my hand upon my heart and say that I have never
  done a murder, but perhaps it would be different if I had been able to read
  that woman’s mind and thoughts. There might have been two bodies in the room
  instead of one if I could have seen behind that last smile of hers. But I
  thought of nothing but of getting safely away, and it never entered my head
  how she might be fixing the rope round my neck. I had not taken five steps
  out from the window skirting down the shadow of the house in the way that I
  had come, when I heard a scream that might have raised the parish, and then
  another and another.


  “Murder!” she cried. “Murder! Murder! Help!” and her voice rang out in the
  quiet of the night-time and sounded over the whole country-side. It went
  through my head, that dreadful cry. In an instant lights began to move and
  windows to fly up, not only in the house behind me, but at the lodge and in
  the stables in front. Like a frightened rabbit I bolted down the drive, but I
  heard the clang of the gate being shut before I could reach it. Then I hid my
  bag of medals under some dry fagots, and I tried to get away across the park,
  but some one saw me in .the moonlight, and presently I had half a dozen of
  them with dogs upon my heels. I crouched down among the brambles, but those
  dogs were too many for me, and I was glad enough when the men came up and
  prevented me from being torn into pieces. They seized me, and dragged me back
  to the room from which I had come.


  “Is this the man, your Ladyship?” asked the oldest of them—the same
  whom I found out afterwards to be the butler.


  She had been bending over the body, with her her handkerchief to her eyes,
  and now she turned upon me with the face of a fury. Oh, what an actress that
  woman was!


  “Yes, yes, it is the very man,” she cried. Oh, you villain, you cruel
  villain, to treat an old man so!”


  There was a man there who seemed to be a village constable. He laid his
  hand upon my shoulder.


  “What do you say to that?” said he.


  “It was she who did it,” I cried, pointing at the woman, whose eyes never
  flinched before mine.


  “Come! come! Try another!” said the constable, and one of the men-
  servants struck at me with his fist.


  “I tell you that I saw her do it. She stabbed him twice with a knife. She
  first helped me to rob him, and then she murdered him.”


  The footman tried to strike me again, but she held up her hand.


  “Do not hurt him,” said she. “I think that his punishment may safely be
  left to the law.”


  “I’ll see to that, your Ladyship,” said the constable. “Your Ladyship
  actually saw the crime committed, did you not?”


  “Yes, yes, I saw it with my own eyes. It was horrible. We heard the noise
  and we came down. My poor husband was in front. The man had one of the cases
  open, and was filling a black leather bag which he held in his hand. He
  rushed past us, and my husband seized him. There was a struggle, and he
  stabbed him twice. There you can see the blood upon his hands. If I am not
  mistaken, his knife is still in Lord Mannering’s body.”


  “Look at the blood upon her hands!” I cried.


  “She has been holding up his Lordship’s head, you lying rascal,” said the
  butler.


  “And here’s the very sack her Ladyship spoke of,” said the constable, as a
  groom came in with the one which I had dropped in my flight. “And hero are
  the medals inside it. That’s good enough for me. We will keep him safe here
  to- night, and tomorrow the inspector and I can take him into Salisbury.”


  “Poor creature,” said the woman. “For my own part, I forgive him any
  injury which lie has done me. Who knows what temptation may have driven him
  to crime? His conscience and the law will give him punishment enough without
  any reproach of mine rendering it more bitter.”


  I could not answer—I tell you, sir, I could not answer, so taken
  aback was I by the assurance of the woman. And so, seeming by my silence to
  agree to all that she had said, I was dragged away by the butler and the
  constable into the cellar, in which they locked me for the night.


  There, sir, I have told you the whole story of the events which led up to
  the murder of Lord Mannering by his wife upon the night of September the
  14th, in the year 1894. Perhaps you will put my statement on one side as the
  constable did at Mannering Towers, or the judge afterwards at the county
  assizes. Or perhaps you will see that there is the ring of truth in what I
  say, and you will follow it up, and so make your name for ever as a man who
  does not grudge personal trouble where justice is to be done. I have only you
  to look to, sir, and if you will clear my name of this false accusation, then
  I will worship you as one man never yet worshipped another. But if you fail
  me, then I give you my solemn promise that I will rope myself up, this day
  month, to the bar of my window, and from that time on I will come to plague
  you in your dreams if ever yet one man was able to come back and to haunt
  another. What I ask you to do is very simple. Make inquiries about this
  woman, watch her, learn her past history, find out what use she is making of
  the money which has come to her, and whether there is not a man Edward as I
  have stated. If from all this you learn anything which shows you her real
  character, or which seems to you to corroborate the story which I have told
  you, then I am sure that I can rely upon your goodness of heart to come to
  the rescue of an innocent man.
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  A steam tug was puffing wheezily in front of the high-
  masted barque- rigged clipper. With her fresh painted glistening black sides,
  her sharp sloping bows and her cut-away counter she was the very picture of a
  fast, well- found ocean-going sailing ship, but those who knew anything about
  her may have made her the text of a sermon as to how the British seaman was
  being elbowed out of existence. In this respect she was the scandal of the
  river. Chinamen, French, Norwegian, Spaniards, Turks—she carried an
  epitome of the human race. They were working hard cleaning up the decks and
  fastening down the hatches, but the big burly mate tore his hair when he
  found that hardly a man on board could understand an order in English.


  Capt. John Smith had taken his younger brother, George Smith, as a
  passenger and companion for the voyage, in the hope that it might be
  beneficial to his health. They were seated now at each side of the round
  table, an open bottle of champagne between them, when the mate came in answer
  to a summons, his eyes still smouldering after his recent outburst.


  “Well, Mr. Karswell,” said the captain, “we have a long six months before
  us, I dare say, before we raise the light of Singapore. I thought you might
  like to join us in a glass to our better acquaintance and to a lucky
  voyage.”


  He was a jovial, genial soul, this captain, with good humour shining from
  his red weather-stained face. The mate’s gruffness relaxed before his kindly
  words and he tossed off the glass of champagne which the other had filled for
  him.


  “How does the ship strike you, Mr. Karswell?” asked the captain.


  “There’s nothing the matter with the ship, sir.”


  “Nor with the cargo, either,” said the captain. “Champagne we are
  carrying—a hundred dozen cases. Those and bales of cloth are our main
  lading. How about the crew, Mr. Karswell?” The mate shook his head.


  “They’ll need thrashing into shape, and that’s a fact, sir. I’ve been
  hustling and driving ever since we left the pool. Why, except oursleves here
  and Taffir, the second mate, there’s hardly an Englishman aboard. The
  steward, the cook and the boy are Chinese, as I understand. Anderson, the
  carpenter, is a Norwegian. There’s Early, the lad, he’s English. Then there’s
  one Frenchman, one Finn, one Turk, one Spaniard, one Greek and one negro, and
  as to the rest I don’t know what they are, for I never saw the match of them
  before.”


  “They are from the Philippine Islands, half Spanish, half Malay,” the
  captain answered. “We call them Manila men, for that’s the port they all hail
  from. You’ll find them good enough seamen, Mr. Karswell. I’ll answer for it
  that they work well.”


  “I’ll answer for it, too,” said the big mate, with an ominous clenching of
  his great red fist.


  Karswell was hard put to it to establish any order amongst the strange
  material with which he had to work. Taffir, the second mate, was a mild young
  man, a good seaman and a pleasant companion, but hardly rough enough to bring
  this unruly crew to heel. Karswell must do it or it would never be done. The
  others he could manage, but the Manila men were dangerous. It was a strange
  type, with flat Tartar noses, small eyes, low brutish foreheads and lank,
  black hair like the American Indians. Their faces were of a dark coffee tint,
  and they were all men of powerful physique. Six of these fellows were on
  board, Leon, Blanco, Duranno, Santos, Lopez and Marsolino, of whom Leon spoke
  English well and acted as interpreter for the rest. These were all placed in
  the mate’s watch together with Watto, a handsome young Levantine, and Carlos,
  a Greek. The more tractable seamen were allotted to Taffir for the other
  watch. And so, on a beautiful July day, holiday makers upon the Kentish downs
  saw the beautiful craft as she swept past the Goodwins—never to be seen
  again, save once, by human eyes.


  The Manila men appeared to submit to discipline, but there were lowering
  brows and sidelong glances which warned their officers not to trust them too
  far. Grumbles came from the forecastle as to the food and water—and the
  grumbling was perhaps not altogether unreasonable. But the mate was a man of
  hard nature and prompt resolution, and the malcontents got little
  satisfaction or sympathy from him. One of them, Carlos, the Spaniard,
  endeavoured to keep his bunk upon a plea of illness, but was dragged on deck
  by the mate and triced up by the arms to the bulwarks. A few minutes
  afterward Capt. Smith’s brother came on deck and informed the captain what
  was going on forward. He came bustling up, and having examined the man he
  pronounced him to be really unwell and ordered him back to his bunk,
  prescribing some medicine for him. Such an incident would not tend to
  preserve discipline, or to uphold the mate’s authority with the crew. On a
  later occasion this same Spaniard began fighting with Blanco, the biggest and
  most brutal of the Manila men, one using a knife and the other a handspike.
  The two mates threw themselves between them, and in the scuffle the first
  mate felled the Spaniard with his fist. In the meantime the barque passed
  safely through the bay and ran south as far as the latitude of Cape Blanco
  upon the African coast. The winds were light, and upon the 10th of September,
  when they had been six weeks out, they had only attained latitude 19 degrees
  south and longitude 36 degrees west. On that morning it was that the
  smouldering discontent burst into a most terrible flame.


  The mate’s watch was from one to four, during which dark hours he was left
  alone with the savage seamen whom he had controlled. No lion-tamer in a cage
  could be in more imminent peril, for death might be crouching in wait for him
  in any of those black shadows which mottled the moonlit deck. Night after
  night he had risked it until immunity had perhaps made him careless, but now
  at last it came. At six bells or three in the morning—about the time
  when the first grey tinge of dawn was appearing in the Eastern sky, two of
  the mulattos, Blanco and Duranno, crept silently up behind the seaman, and
  struck him down with handspikes. Early, the English lad, who knew nothing of
  the plot was looking out on the forecastle head at the time. Above the
  humming of the foresail above him and the lapping of the water, he heard a
  sudden crash, and the voice of the mate calling murder. He ran aft, and found
  Duranno, with horrible persistence, still beating the mate about the head.
  When he attempted to interfere, the fellow ordered him sternly into the
  deckhouse, and he obeyed. In the deckhouse the Norwegian carpenter and
  Candereau, the French seaman, were sleeping, both of whom were among the
  honest men. The boy Early told them what had occurred, his story being
  corroborated by the screeches of the mate from the outside. The carpenter ran
  out and found the unfortunate fellow with his arm broken and his face
  horribly mutilated.


  “Who’s that?” he cried, as he heard steps approaching. “It’s me—the
  carpenter.”


  “For God’s sake get me into the cabin!”


  The carpenter had stooped, with the intention of doing so, but Marsolino,
  one of the conspirators, hit him on the back of the neck and knocked him
  down. The blow was not a dangerous one, but the carpenter took it as a sign
  that he should mind his own business, for he went back with impotent tears to
  his deckhouse. In the meanwhile Blanco, who was the giant of the party, with
  the help of another mutineer, had raised Karswell, and hurled him, still
  yelling for help, over the bulwarks into the sea. He had been the first
  attacked but he was not the first to die.


  The first of those below to hear the dreadful summons from the deck was
  the Captain’s brother, George Smith—the one who had come for a pleasure
  trip. He ran up the companion and had his head beaten to pieces with
  handspikes as he emerged. Of the personal characteristics of this pleasure
  tripper the only item which has been handed down is the grim fact that he was
  so light that one man was able to throw his dead body overboard. The Captain
  had been aroused at the same time and had rushed from his rooms into the
  cabin. Thither he was followed by Leon, Watto and Lopez, who stabbed him to
  death with their knives. There remained only Taffir, the second mate, and his
  adventures may be treated with less reticence since they were happier in
  their outcome.


  He was awakened in the first grey of dawn by the sounds of smashing and
  hammering upon the companion. To so experienced a seaman those sounds at such
  an hour could have carried but one meaning, and that the most terrible which
  an officer at sea can ever learn. With a sinking heart, he sprang from his
  bunk and rushed to the companion. It was choked by the sprawling figure of
  the captain’s brother, upon whose head a rain of blows was still descending.
  In trying to push his way up, Taffir received a crack which knocked him
  backwards. Half distracted he rushed back into the cabin and turned down the
  lamp, which was smoking badly—a graphic little touch which helps us to
  realise the agitation of the last hand which lit it. He then caught sight of
  the body of the captain pierced with many stabs and lying in his
  blood-mottled nightgown upon the carpet. Horrified at the sight he ran back
  into his berth and locked the door, waiting in a helpless quiver of
  apprehension for the next move of the mutineers. He may not have been of a
  very virile character, but the circumstances were enough to shake the most
  stout-hearted. It is not an hour at which a man is at his best, that chill
  hour of the opening dawn, and to have seen the two men, with whom he had
  supped the night before, lying in their blood, seems to have completely
  unnerved him. Shivering and weeping he listened with straining ears for the
  footsteps which would be the forerunners of death.


  At last they came, and of half a dozen men at least, clumping heavily down
  the brass-clamped steps of the companion. A hand beat roughly upon his door
  and ordered him out. He knew that his frail lock was no protection, so he
  turned the key and stepped forth. It might well have frightened a stouter
  man, for the murderers were all there. Leon, Carlos, Santos, Blanco, Duranno,
  Watto, dreadful looking folk most of them at the best of times, but now,
  armed with their dripping knives and crimson cudgels, and seen in that dim
  morning light, as terrible a group as ever a writer of romance conjured up in
  his imagination. The Manila men stood in a silent semi-circle round the door,
  with their savage Mongolian faces turned upon him.


  “What are you going to do with me?” he cried. “Are you going to kill me?”
  He tried to cling to Leon as he spoke, for as the only one who could speak
  English he had become the leader.


  “No,” said Leon. “We are not going to kill you. But we have killed the
  captain and the mate. Nobody on board knows anything of navigation. You must
  navigate us to where we can land.”


  The trembling mate, hardly believing the comforting assurance of safety,
  eagerly accepted the commission.


  “Where shall I navigate you to?” he asked.


  There was a whispering in Spanish among the dark-faced men, and it was
  Carlos who answered in broken English.


  “Take up River Platte,” said he. “Good country! Plenty Spanish!” And so it
  was agreed.


  And now a cold fit of disgust seemed to have passed through those callous
  ruffians for they brought down mops and cleaned out the cabin. A rope was
  slung round the captain and he was hauled on deck. Taffir, to his credit be
  it told, interfering to impart some decency to the ceremony of his burial.
  “There goes the captain!” cried Watto, the handsome Levantine lad, as he
  heard the splash of the body. “He’ll never call us names any more!” Then all
  hands were called into the saloon with the exception of Candereau, the
  Frenchman, who remained at the wheel. Those who were innocent had to pretend
  approval of the crime to save their own lives. The captain’s effects were
  laid out upon the table and divided into seventeen shares. Watto insisted
  that it should only be eight shares, as only eight were concerned in the
  mutiny, but Leon with greater sagacity argued that everyone should be equally
  involved in the crime by taking their share of the booty. There were money
  and clothes to divide, and a big box of boots which represented some little
  commercial venture of the captain’s. Everyone was stamping about in a new
  pair. The actual money came to about ten pounds each and the watch was set
  aside to be sold and divided later. Then the mutineers took permanent
  possession of the cabin, the course of the ship was altered for South
  America, and the ill-fated barque began the second chapter of her infamous
  voyage.


  The cargo had been breached and the decks were littered with open cases of
  champagne, from which everyone helped himself as he pleased. There was a
  fusillade of popping corks all day, and the air was full of the faint, sweet,
  sickly smell of the wine. The second mate was nominally commander, but he was
  commander without the power to command. From morning to night he was
  threatened and insulted, and it was only Leon’s interference and the
  well-grounded conviction that they could never make the land without him,
  which saved him from their daily menaces. They gave a zest to their champagne
  carousals by brandishing their knives in his face. All the honest men were
  subjected to the same treatment. Santos and Watto came to the Norwegian
  carpenter’s whetstone to sharpen their knives, explaining to him as they did
  so that they would soon use them on his throat. Watto, the handsome lad,
  declared that he had already killed sixteen men. He wantonly stabbed the
  inoffensive Chinese steward through the fleshy part of the arm. Santos said
  to Candereau, the Frenchman, “In two or three days I shall kill you.”


  “Kill me then!” cried Candereau with spirit.


  “This knife,” said the bully, “will serve you the same that it has the
  captain.”


  There seems to have been no attempt upon the part of the nine honest men
  to combine against the eight rogues. As they were all of different races and
  spoke different languages it is not surprising that they were unable to make
  head against the armed and unanimous mutineers.


  And then there befell one of those incidents which break the monotony of
  long sea voyages. The topsails of a ship showed above the horizon and soon
  there rose her hull. Her course would take her across her bows, and the mate
  asked leave to hail her, as he was doubtful as to his latitude.


  “You may do so,” said Leon. “But if you say a word about us you are a dead
  man.”


  The strange ship hauled her yard aback when she saw that the other wished
  to speak to her, and the two lay rolling in the Atlantic swell within a
  hundred yards of each other.


  “We are the Friend, of Liverpool,” cried an officer. “Who are
  you?”


  “We are the Louisa, seven days out from Dieppe for Valparaiso,”
  answered the unhappy mate, repeating what the mutineers whispered to him. The
  longitude was asked and given, and the two vessels parted company. With
  yearning eyes the harassed man looked at the orderly decks and the well
  served officer of the Liverpool ship, while he in turn noticed with surprise
  those signs of careless handling which would strike the eye of a sailor in
  the rig and management of the Flowery Land. Soon the vessel was hull
  down upon the horizon, and in an hour the guilty ship was again alone in the
  vast ring of the ocean.


  This meeting was very nearly being a fatal one to the mate, for it took
  all Leon’s influence to convince the other ignorant and suspicious seamen
  that they had not been betrayed. But a more dangerous time still was before
  him. It must have been evident to him that when they had made their landfall
  then was the time when he was no longer necessary to the crew and when they
  were likely to silence him forever. That which was their goal was likely to
  prove his death warrant. Every day brought him nearer to this inevitable
  crisis, and then at last on the night of the 2nd of October the look-out man
  reported land ahead. The ship was at once put about, and in the morning the
  South American coast was a dim haze upon the western horizon. When the mate
  came upon deck he found the mutineers in earnest conclave about the
  forehatch, and their looks and gestures told him that it was his fate which
  was being debated. Leon was again on the side of mercy. “If you like to kill
  the carpenter and the mate, you can: I shall not do it,” said he. There was a
  sharp difference of opinion upon the matter, and the poor, helpless mate
  waited, like a sheep near a knot of butchers.


  “What are they going to do with me?” he cried to Leon, but received no
  reply. “Are they going to kill me?” he asked Marsolino.


  “I am not, but Blanco is,” was the discouraging reply.


  However, the thoughts of the mutineers were happily diverted by other
  things. First they ckwed up the sails and dropped the boats alongside. The
  mate having been deposed from his command there was no commander at all, so
  that everything was chaos. Some got into the boats and some remained upon the
  decks of the vessel. The mate found himself in one boat which contained
  Watto, Paul the Sclavonian, Early the ship’s boy and the Chinese cook. They
  rowed a hundred yards away from the ship, but were recalled by Blanco and
  Leon. It shows how absolutely the honest men had lost their spirit, that
  though they were four to one in this particular boat they meekly returned
  when they were recalled. The Chinese cook was ordered on deck, and the others
  were allowed to float astern. The unfortunate steward had descended into
  another boat, but Duranno pushed him overboard. He swam for a long time
  begging hard for his life, but Leon and Duranno pelted him with empty
  champagne bottles from the deck until one of them struck him on the head and
  sent him to the bottom. The same men took Cassap, the little Chinese boy,
  into the cabin. Candereau, the French sailor heard him cry out: “Finish me
  quickly then!” and they were the last words that he ever spoke.


  In the meantime the carpenter had been led into the hold by the other
  mutineers and ordered to scuttle the ship. He bored four holes forward and
  four aft, and the water began to pour in. The crew sprang into the boats, one
  small one, and one large one, the former in tow of the latter. So ignorant,
  and thoughtless were they that they were lying alongside as the ship settled
  down in the water, and would infallibly have been swamped if the mate had not
  implored them to push off. The Chinese cook had been left on board, and had
  clambered into the tops so that his gesticulating figure was almost the last
  that was seen of the ill-omened Flowery Land as she settled down under
  the leaping waves. Then the boats, well laden with plunder, made slowly for
  the shore.


  It was 4 in the afternoon upon the 4th of October that they ran their
  boats upon the South American beach. It was a desolate spot, so they tramped
  inland, rolling along with the gait of seamen ashore, their bundles upon
  their shoulders. Their story was that they were the shipwrecked crew of an
  American ship from Peru to Bordeaux. She had foundered a hundred miles out,
  and the captain and officers were in another boat which had parted company.
  They had been five days and nights upon the sea. Toward evening they came
  upon the estancia of a lonely farmer to whom they told their tale, and from
  whom they received every hospitality. Next day they were all driven over to
  the nearest town of Rocha. Candereau and the mate got an opportunity of
  escaping that night, and within twenty-four hours their story had been told
  to the authorities and the mutineers were all in the hands of the police.


  Of the twenty men who had started from London in the Flowery Land
  six had met their deaths from violence. There remained fourteen, of whom
  eight were mutineers, and six were destined to be the witnesses against them.
  No more striking example could be given of the long arm and steel hand of the
  British law than that within a few months this mixed crew, Sclavonian, negro,
  Manila men, Norwegian, Turk and Frenchman, gathered on the shore of the
  distant Argentine, were all brought face to face at the Central Criminal
  Court in the heart of London town.


  The trial excited great attention on account of the singular crew and the
  monstrous nature of their crimes. The death of the officers did less to rouse
  the prejudice of the public and to influence the jury than the callous murder
  of the unoffending Chinaman. The great difficulty was that of apportioning
  the blame amongst so many men and of determining which had really been active
  in the shedding of blood. Taffir, the mate: Early, the ship’s boy: Candereau,
  the Frenchman, and Anderson, the carpenter, all gave their evidence, some
  incriminating one and some another. After a very careful trial five of them,
  Leon, Blanco, Watto, Duranno and Lopez, were condemned to death. They were
  all Manila men, with the exception of Watto, who came from the Levant. The
  oldest of the prisoners was only five and twenty years of age. They took
  their sentence in a perfectly callous fashion, and immediately before it was
  pronounced Leon and Watto laughed heartily because Duranno had forgotten the
  statement which he had intended to make. One of the prisoners who had been
  condemned to imprisonment was at once heard to express a hope that he might
  be allowed to have Blanco’s boots.


  The sentence of the law was carried out in front of Newgate upon the 22nd
  of February. Five ropes jerked convulsively for an instant, and the tragedy
  of the Flowery Land had reached its fitting consummation.
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  Mr. Lumsden, the senior partner of Lumsden and Westmacott, the well-known
  scholastic and clerical agents, was a small, dapper man, with a sharp, abrupt
  manner, a critical eye, and an incisive way of speaking.


  “Your name, sir?” said he, sitting pen in hand with his long, red-lined
  folio in front of him.


  “Harold Weld.”


  “Oxford or Cambridge?”


  “Cambridge.”


  “Honours?”


  “No, sir.


  “Athlete?”


  “Nothing remarkable, I am afraid.”


  “Not a Blue?”


  “Oh no.”


  Mr. Lumsden shook his head despondently and shrugged his shoulders in a
  way which sent my hopes down to zero. “There is a very keen competition for
  masterships, Mr. Weld,” said he. “The vacancies are few and the applicants
  innumerable. A first-class athlete, oar, or cricketer, or a man who has
  passed very high in his examinations, can usually find a vacancy—I
  might say always in the case of the cricketer. But the average man—if
  you will excuse the description, Mr. Weld—has a very great difficulty,
  almost an insurmountable difficulty. We have already more than a hundred such
  names upon our lists, and if you think it worth while our adding yours, I
  dare say that in the course of some years we may possibly be able to find you
  some opening which—”


  He paused on account of a knock at the door. It was a clerk with a note.
  Mr. Lumsden broke the seal and read it.


  “Why, Mr. Weld,” said he, “this is really rather an interesting
  coincidence. I understand you to say that Latin and English are your
  subjects, and that you would prefer for a time to accept a place in an
  elementary establishment, where you would have time for private study?”


  “Quite so.”


  “This note contains a request from an old client of ours, Dr. Phelps
  McCarthy, of Willow Lea House Academy, West Hampstead, that I should at once
  send him a young man who should be qualified to teach Latin and English to a
  small class of boys under fourteen years of age. His vacancy appears to be
  the very one which you are looking for. The terms are not munificent—
  sixty pounds, board, lodging, and washing—but the work is not onerous,
  and you would have the evenings to yourself.”


  “That would do,” I cried, with all the eagerness of the man who sees work
  at last after weary months of seeking.


  “I don’t know that it is quite fair to these gentlemen whose names have
  been so long upon our list,” said Mr. Lumsden, glancing down at his open
  ledger. “But the coincidence is so striking that I feel we must really give
  you the refusal of it.”


  “Then I accept it, sir, and I am much obliged to you.”


  “There is one small provision in Dr. McCarthy’s letter. He stipulates that
  the applicant must be a man with an imperturbable good temper.”


  “I am the very man,” said I, with conviction.


  “Well,” said Mr. Lumsden, with some hesitation, “I hope that your temper
  is really as good as you say, for I rather fancy that you may need it.”


  “I presume that every elementary school-master does.”


  “Yes, sir, but it is only fair to you to warn you that there may be some
  especially trying circumstances in this particular situation. Dr. Phelps
  McCarthy does not make such a condition without some very good and pressing
  reason.”


  There was a certain solemnity in his speech which struck a chill in the
  delight with which I had welcomed this providential vacancy.


  “May I ask the nature of these circumstances?” I asked.


  “We endeavour to hold the balance equally between our clients, and to be
  perfectly frank with all of them. If I knew of objections to you I should
  certainly communicate them to Dr. McCarthy, and so I have no hesitation in
  doing as much for you. I find,” he continued, glancing over the pages of his
  ledger, “that within the last twelve months we have supplied no fewer than
  seven Latin masters to Willow Lea House Academy, four of them having left so
  abruptly as to forfeit their month’s salary, and none of them having stayed
  more than eight weeks.”


  “And the other masters? Have they stayed?”


  “There is only one other residential master, and he appears to be
  unchanged. You can understand, Mr. Weld,” continued the agent, closing both
  the ledger and the interview, “that such rapid changes are not desirable from
  a master’s point of view, whatever may be said for them by an agent working
  on commission. I have no idea why these gentlemen have resigned their
  situations so early. I can only give you the facts, and advise you to see Dr.
  McCarthy at once and to form your own conclusions.”


  Great is the power of the man who has nothing to lose, and it was
  therefore with perfect serenity, but with a good deal of curiosity, that I
  rang early that afternoon the heavy wrought-iron bell of the Willow Lea House
  Academy. The building was a massive pile, square and ugly, standing in its
  own extensive grounds, with a broad carriage-sweep curving up to it from the
  road. It stood high, and commanded a view on the one side of the grey roofs
  and bristling spires of Northern London, and on the other of the well-wooded
  and beautiful country which fringes the great city. The door was opened by a
  boy in buttons, and I was shown into a well-appointed study, where the
  principal of the academy presently joined me.


  The warnings and insinuations of the agent had prepared me to meet a
  choleric and overbearing person—one whose manner was an insupportable
  provocation to those who worked under him. Anything further from the reality
  cannot be imagined. He was a frail, gentle creature, clean-shaven and round-
  shouldered, with a bearing which was so courteous that it became almost
  deprecating. His bushy hair was thickly shot with grey, and his age I should
  imagine to verge upon sixty. His voice was low and suave, and he walked with
  a certain mincing delicacy of manner. His whole appearance was that of a
  kindly scholar, who was more at home among his books than in the practical
  affairs of the world.


  “I am sure that we shall be very happy to have your assistance, Mr. Weld,”
  said he, after a few professional questions. “Mr. Percival Manners left me
  yesterday, and I should be glad if you could take over his duties to-
  morrow.”


  “May I ask if that is Mr. Percival Manners of Selwyn?” I asked.


  “Precisely. Did you know him?”


  “Yes; he is a friend of mine.”


  “An excellent teacher, but a little hasty in his disposition. It was his
  only fault. Now, in your case, Mr. Weld, is your own temper under good
  control? Supposing for argument’s sake that I were to so far forget myself as
  to be rude to you or to speak roughly or to jar your feelings in any way,
  could you rely upon yourself to control your emotions?”


  I smiled at the idea of this courteous, little, mincing creature ruffling
  my nerves.


  “I think that I could answer for it, sir,” said I.


  “Quarrels are very painful to me,” said he. “I wish every one to live in
  harmony under my roof. I will not deny Mr. Percival Manners had provocation,
  but I wish to find a man who can raise himself above provocation, and
  sacrifice his own feelings for the sake of peace and concord.”


  “I will do my best, sir.”


  “You cannot say more, Mr. Weld. In that case I shall expect you to-night,
  if you can get your things ready so soon.”


  I not only succeeded in getting my things ready, but I found time to call
  at the Benedict Club in Piccadilly, where I knew that I should find Manners
  if he were still in town. There he was sure enough in the smoking-room, and I
  questioned him, over a cigarette, as to his reasons for throwing up his
  recent situation.


  “You don’t tell me that you are going to Dr. Phelps McCarthy’s Academy?”
  he cried, staring at me in surprise. “My dear chap, it’s no use. You can’t
  possibly remain there.”


  “But I saw him, and he seemed the most Courtly, inoffensive fellow. I
  never met a man with more gentle manners.”


  “He! oh, he’s all right. There’s no vice in him. Have you seen Theophilus
  St. James?”


  “I have never heard the name. Who is he?”


  “Your colleague. The other master.”


  “No, I have not seen him.”


  “He’s the terror. If you can stand him, you have either the spirit of a
  perfect Christian or else you have no spirit at all. A more perfect bounder
  never bounded.”


  “But why does McCarthy stand it?”


  My friend looked at me significantly through his cigarette smoke, and
  shrugged his shoulders.


  “You will form your own conclusions about that. Mine were formed very
  Soon, and I never found occasion to alter them.”


  “It would help me very much if you would tell me them.”


  “When you see a man in his own house allowing his business to be ruined,
  his comfort destroyed, and his authority defied by another man in a
  subordinate position, and calmly submitting to it without so much as a word
  of protest, what conclusion do you come to?”


  “That the one has a hold over the other.”


  Percival Manners nodded his head.


  “There you are! You’ve hit it first barrel. It seems to me that there’s no
  other explanation which will cover the facts. At some period in his life the
  little Doctor has gone astray. Humanum est errare. I have even done it
  myself. But this was something serious, and the other man got a hold of it
  and has never let go. That’s the truth. Blackmail is at the bottom of it. But
  he had no hold over me, and there was no reason why I should stand his
  insolence, so I came away—and I very much expect to see you do the
  same.”


  For some time he talked over the matter, but he always came to the same
  conclusion—that I should not retain my new situation very long.


  It was with no very pleasant feelings after this preparation that I found
  myself face to face with the very man of whom I had received so evil an
  account. Dr. McCarthy introduced us to each other in his study on the evening
  of that same day immediately after my arrival at the school.


  “This is your new colleague, Mr. St. James,” said he, in his genial,
  courteous fashion. “I trust that you will mutually agree, and that I shall
  find nothing but good feeling and sympathy beneath this roof.”


  I shared the good Doctor’s hope, but my expectations of it were not
  increased by the appearance of my confrère. He was a young,
  bull-necked fellow about thirty years of age, dark-eyed and black-haired,
  with an exceedingly vigorous physique. I have never seen a more strongly
  built man, though he tended to run to fat in a way which showed that he was
  in the worst of training. His face was coarse, Swollen, and brutal, with a
  pair of small black eyes deeply sunken in his head. His heavy jowl, his
  projecting ears, and his thick bandy legs all went to make up a personality
  which was as formidable as it was repellent.


  “I hear you’ve never been out before,” said he, in a rude, brusque
  fashion. “Well, it’s a poor life: hard work and starvation pay, as you’ll
  find out for yourself.”


  “But it has some compensations” said the principal. “Surely you will allow
  that, Mr. St. James?”


  “Has it? I never could find them. What do you call compensations?”


  “Even to be in the continual presence of youth is a privilege. It has the
  effect of keeping youth in one’s own soul, for one reflects something of
  their high spirits and their keen enjoyment of life.”


  “Little beasts!” cried my colleague.


  “Come, come, Mr. St. James, you are too hard upon them.”


  “I hate the sight of them! If I could put them and their blessed copybooks
  and lexicons and slates into one bonfire I’d do it to-night.”


  “This is Mr. St. James’s way of talking,” said the principal, smiling
  nervously as he glanced at rue. “You must not take him too seriously. Now,
  Mr. Weld, you know where your room is, and no doubt you have your own little
  arrangements to make. The sooner you make them the sooner you will feel
  yourself at It seemed to me that he was only too anxious to remove me at once
  from the influence of this extraordinary colleague, and I was glad to go, for
  the conversation had become embarrassing.


  And so began an epoch which always seems to me as I look back to it to be
  the most singular in all my experience. The school was in many ways an
  excellent one. Dr. Phelps McCarthy was an ideal principal. His methods were
  modern and rational. The management was all that could be desired. And yet in
  the middle of this well-ordered machine there intruded the incongruous and
  impossible Mr. St. James, throwing everything into confusion. His duties were
  to teach English and mathematics, and how he acquitted himself of them I do
  not know, as our classes were held in separate rooms. I can answer for it,
  however, that the boys feared him and loathed him, and I know that they had
  good reason to do so, for frequently my own teaching was interrupted by his
  bellowing of anger, and even by the sound of his blows. Dr. McCarthy spent
  most of his time in his class, but it was, I suspect, to watch over the
  master rather than the boys, and to try to moderate his ferocious temper when
  it threatened to become dangerous.


  It was in his bearing to the head master, however, that my colleagues
  conduct was most outrageous. The first conversation which I have recorded
  proved to be typical of their intercourse. He domineered over him openly and
  brutally. I have heard him contradict him roughly before the whole school. At
  no time would he show him any mark of respect, and my temper often rose
  within me when I saw the quiet acquiescence of the old Doctor, and his
  patient tolerance of this monstrous treatment. And yet the sight of it
  surrounded the principal also with a certain vague horror in my mind, for
  Supposing my friend’s theory to be correct—and I could devise no better
  one—how black must have been the story which could be held over his
  head by this man and, by fear of its publicity, force him to undergo such
  humiliations. This quiet, gentle Doctor might be a profound hypocrite, a
  criminal, a forger possibly, or a poisoner. Only such a secret as this could
  account for the complete power which the younger man held over him. Why else
  should he admit so hateful a presence into his house and so harmful an
  influence into his school? Why should he submit to degradations which could
  not be witnessed, far hess endured, without indignation?


  And yet, if it were so, I was forced to confess that my principal carried
  it off with extraordinary duplicity. Never by word or sign did he show that
  the young man’s presence was distasteful to him. I have seen him look pained,
  it is true, after some peculiarly outrageous exhibition, but he gave me the
  impression that it was always on account of the scholars or of me, never on
  account of himself. He spoke to and of St. James in an indulgent fashion,
  smiling gently at what made my blood boil within rue. In his way of looking
  at him and addressing him, one could see no trace of resentment, but rather a
  sort of timid and deprecating good will. His company he certainly courted,
  and they spent many hours together in the study and the garden.


  As to my own relations with Theophilus St. James, I made tip my mind from
  the beginning that I should keep my temper with him, and to that resolution I
  steadfastly adhered. If Dr. McCarthy chose to permit this disrespect, and to
  condone these outrages, it was his affair and not mine. It was evident that
  his one wish was that there should be peace between us, and I felt that I
  could help him best by respecting this desire. My easiest way to do so was to
  avoid my colleague, and this I did to the best of my ability. When we were
  thrown together I was quiet, polite, and reserved. He, on his part, showed me
  no ill- will, but met me rather with a coarse joviality, and a rough
  familiarity which he meant to be ingratiating. He was insistent in his
  attempts to get me into his room at night, for the purpose of playing euchre
  and of drinking.


  “Old McCarthy doesn’t mind,” said he. “Don’t you be afraid of him. We’ll
  do what we like, and I’ll answer for it that he won’t object.” Once only I
  went, and when I left, after a dull and gross evening, my host was stretched
  dead drunk upon the sofa. After that I gave the excuse of a course of study,
  and spent my spare hours alone in my own room.


  One point upon which I was anxious to gain information was as to how long
  these proceedings had been going on. When did St. James assert his hold over
  Dr. McCarthy? From neither of them could I learn how long my colleague had
  been in his present situation. One or two leading questions upon my part were
  eluded or ignored in a manner so marked that it was easy to see that they
  were both of them as eager to conceal the point as I was to know it. But at
  last one evening I had the chance of a chat with Mrs. Carter, the matron
  —for the Doctor was a widower—and from her I got the information
  which I wanted. It needed no questioning to get at her knowledge, for she was
  so full of indignation that she shook with passion as she spoke of it, and
  raised her hands into the air in the earnestness of her denunciation, as she
  described the grievances which she had against my colleague.


  “It was three years ago, Mr. Weld, that he first darkened this doorstep,”
  she cried. “Three bitter years they have been to me. The school had fifty
  boys then. Now it has twenty-two. That’s what he has done for us in three
  years. In another three there won’t be one. And the Doctor, that angel of
  patience, you see how he treats him, though he is not fit to lace his boots
  for him. If it wasn’t for the Doctor, you may be sure that I wouldn’t stay an
  hour under the same roof with such a man, and so I told him to his own face,
  Mr. Weld. If the Doctor would only pack him about his business—but I
  know that I am saying more than I should!” She stopped herself with an
  effort, and spoke no more upon the subject. She had remembered that I was
  almost a stranger in the school, and she feared that she had been
  indiscreet.


  There were one or two very singular points about my colleague. The chief
  one was that he rarely took any exercise. There was a playing-field within
  the. college grounds, and that was his farthest point. If the boys went out,
  it was I or Dr. McCarthy who accompanied them. St. James gave as a reason for
  this that he had injured his knee some years before, and that walking was
  painful to him. For my own part I put it down to pure laziness upon his part,
  for he was of an obese, heavy temperament. Twice, however, I saw him from my
  window stealing out of the grounds late at night, and the second time I
  watched him return in the grey of the morning and slink in through an open
  window. These furtive excursions were never alluded to, but they exposed the
  hollowness of his story about his knee, and they increased the dislike and
  distrust which I had of the man. His nature seemed to be vicious to the
  core.


  Another point, small but suggestive, was that he hardly ever during the
  months that I was at Willow Lea House received any letters, and on those few
  occasions they were obviously tradesmen’s bills. I am an early riser, and
  used every morning to pick my own correspondence out of the bundle upon the
  hail table. I could judge therefore how few were ever there for Mr.
  Theophilus St. James. There seemed to me to be something peculiarly ominous
  in this. What sort of a man could he be who during thirty years of his life
  had never made a single friend, high or low, who cared to continue to keep in
  touch with him? And yet the sinister fact remained that the head master not
  only tolerated, but was even intimate with him. More than once on entering a
  room I had found them talking confidentially together, and they would walk
  arm in arm in deep conversation up and down the garden paths. So curious did
  I become to know what the tie was which bound them, that I found it gradually
  push out my other interests and become the main purpose of my life. In school
  and out of school, at meals and at play, I was perpetually engaged in
  watching Dr. Phelps McCarthy and Mr. Theophilus St. James, and in
  endeavouring to solve the mystery which surrounded them.


  But, unfortunately, my curiosity was a little too open. I had not the art
  to conceal the suspicions which I felt about the relations which existed
  between these two men and the nature of the hold which the one appeared to
  have over the other. It may have been my manner of watching them, it may have
  been some indiscreet question, but it is certain that I showed too clearly
  what I felt.


  One night I was conscious that the eyes of Theophilus St. James were fixed
  upon me in a surly and menacing stare. I had a foreboding of evil, and I was
  not surprised when Dr. McCarthy called me next morning into his study.


  “I am very sorry, Mr. Weld,” said he, “but I am afraid that I shall be
  compelled to dispense with your services.


  “Perhaps you would give me some reason for dismissing me,” I answered, for
  I was conscious of having done my duties to the best of my power, and knew
  well that only one reason could be given.


  “I have no fault to find with you,” said he, and the colour came to his
  cheeks.


  “You send me away at the suggestion of my colleague.”


  His eyes turned away from mine.


  “We will not discuss the question, Mr. Weld. It is impossible for me to
  discuss it. In justice to you, I will give you the strongest recommendation
  for your next situation. I can say no more. I hope that you will continue
  your duties here until you have found a place elsewhere.”


  My whole soul rose against the injustice of it, and yet I had no appeal
  and no redress. I could only bow and leave the room, with a bitter sense of
  ill- usage at my heart.


  My first instinct was to pack my boxes and leave the house. But the head
  master had given me permission to remain until I had found another situation.
  I was sure that St. James desired me to go, and that was a strong reason why
  I should stay. If my presence annoyed him, I should give him as much of it as
  I could. I had begun to hate him and to long to have my revenge upon him. If
  he had a hold over our principal, might not I in turn obtain one over him? It
  was a sign of weakness that he should, be so afraid of my curiosity. He would
  not resent it so much if he had not something to fear from it. I entered my
  name once more upon the books of the agents, but meanwhile I continued to
  fulfil my duties at Willow Lea House, and so it came about that I was present
  at the dénouement of this singular situation.


  During that week—for it was only a week before the crisis came
  —I was in the habit of going down each evening, after the work of the
  day was done, to inquire about my new arrangements. One night, it was a cold
  and windy evening in March, I had just stepped out from the hall door when a
  strange sight met my eyes. A man was crouching before one of the windows of
  the house. His knees were bent and his eyes were fixed upon the small line of
  light between the curtain and the sash. The window threw a square of
  brightness in front of it, and in the middle of this the dark shadow of this
  ominous visitor showed clear and hard. It was hut for an instant that I saw
  him, for he glanced up and was off in a moment through the shrubbery. I could
  hear the patter of his feet as he ran down the road, until it died away in
  the distance.


  It was evidently my duty to turn back and to tell Dr. McCarthy what I had
  seen. I found him in his study. I had expected him to be disturbed at such an
  incident, but I was not prepared for the state of panic into which he fell.
  He leaned back in his chair, white and gasping, like one who has received a
  mortal blow.


  “Which window, Mr. Weld?” he asked, wiping his forehead. “Which window was
  it?”


  “The next to the dining-room—Mr. St. James’s window.”


  “Dear me! Dear me! This is, indeed, unfortunate! A man looking through Mr.
  St. James’s window!” He wrung his hands like a man who is at his wits’ end
  what to do.


  “I shall be passing the police-station, sir. Would you wish me to mention
  the matter?”


  “No, no,” he cried, suddenly, mastering his extreme agitation; “I have no
  doubt that it was some poor tramp who intended to beg. I attach no importance
  to the incident—none at all. Don’t let me detain you, Mr. Weld, if you
  wish to go out.”


  I left him sitting in his study with reassuring words upon his lips, but
  with horror upon his face. My heart was heavy for my little employer as I
  started off once more for town. As I looked back from the gate at the square
  of light which marked the window of my colleague, I suddenly saw the black
  outline of Dr. McCarthy’s figure passing against the lamp. He had hastened
  from his study then to tell St. James what he had heard. What was the meaning
  of it all, this atmosphere of mystery, this inexplicable terror, these
  confidences between two such dissimilar men? I thought and thought as I
  walked, but do what I would 1 could not hit upon any adequate conclusion. I
  little knew how near I was to the solution of the problem.


  It was very late—nearly twelve o’clock—when I returned, and
  the lights were all out save one in the Doctor’s study. The black, gloomy
  house loomed before me as I walked up the drive, its sombre bulk broken only
  by the one glimmering point of brightness. I let myself in with my latch-key,
  and was about to enter my own room when my attention was arrested by a short,
  sharp cry like that of a man in pain. I stood and listened, my hand upon the
  handle of my door.


  All was silent in the house save for a distant murmur of voices which
  came, I knew, from the Doctor’s room. I stole quietly down the corridor in
  that direction. The sound resolved itself now into two voices, the rough
  bullying tones of St. James and the lower tone of the Doctor, the one
  apparently insisting and the other arguing and pleading. Four thin lines of
  light in the blackness showed me the door of the Doctor’s room, and step by
  step I drew nearer to it in the darkness. St. James’s voice within rose
  louder and louder, and his words came plainly to my ear.


  “I’ll have every pound of it. If you won’t give it me I’ll take it. Do you
  hear?”


  Dr. McCarthy’s reply was inaudible, but the angry voice broke in
  again.


  “Leave you destitute! I leave you this little gold-mine of a school, and
  that’s enough for one old man, is it not? How am I to set up in Australia
  without money? Answer me that!”


  Again the Doctor said something in a soothing voice, but his answer only
  roused his companion to a higher pitch of fury.


  “Done for me! What have you ever done for me except what you couldn’t help
  doing? It was for your good name, not for my safety, that you cared. But ugh
  cackle! I must get on my way before morning. Will you open your safe or will
  you not?”


  “Oh, James, how can you use me so?” cried a wailing voice, and then there
  came a sudden little scream of pain. At the sound of that helpless appeal
  from brutal violence I lost for once that temper upon which I had prided
  myself. Every bit of manhood in me cried out against any further neutrality.
  With my walking cane in my hand I rushed into the study. As I did so I was
  conscious that the hall-door bell was violently ringing.


  “You villain!” I cried, “let him go!”


  The two men were standing in front of a small safe, which stood against
  one wall of the Doctor’s room. St. James held the old man by the wrist, and
  he had twisted his arm round in order to force him to produce the key. My
  little head master, white but resolute, was struggling furiously in the grip
  of the burly athlete. The bully glared over his shoulder at me with a mixture
  of fury and terror upon his brutal features. Then, realising that I was
  alone, he dropped his victim and made for me with a horrible curse.


  “You infernal spy!” he cried. “I’ll do for you anyhow before I leave.”


  I am not a very strong man, and I realised that I was helpless if once at
  close quarters. Twice I cut at him with my stick, but he rushed in at me with
  a murderous growl, and seized me by the throat with both his muscular hands.
  I fell backwards and he on the top of me, with a grip which was squeezing the
  life from me. I was conscious of his malignant yellow-tinged eyes within a
  few inches of my own, and then with a beating of pulses in my head and a
  singing in my ears, my senses slipped away from me. But even in that supreme
  moment I was aware that the door-bell was still violently ringing.


  When I came to myself, I was lying upon the sofa in Dr. McCarthy’s study,
  and the Doctor himself was seated beside me. He appeared to be watching me
  intently and anxiously, for as I opened my eyes and looked about me he gave a
  great cry of relief. “Thank God!” he cried. “Thank God!”


  “Where is he?” I asked, looking round the room. As I did so, I became
  aware that the furniture was scattered in every direction, and that there
  were traces of an even more violent struggle than that in which I had been
  engaged.


  The Doctor sank his face between his hands.


  “They have him,” he groaned. “After these years of trial they have him
  again. But how thankful I am that he has not for a second time stained his
  hands in blood.”


  As the Doctor spoke I became aware that a man in the braided jacket of an
  inspector of police was standing in the doorway.


  “Yes, sir,” he remarked, “you have had a pretty narrow escape. If we had
  not got in when we did, you would not be here to tell the tale. I don’t know
  that I ever saw any one much nearer to the undertaker.” “But, that can’t be
  right,” she said. “I always loved you so that’s why I stole this.” And she
  shot him.


  I sat up with my hands to my throbbing head.


  “Dr. McCarthy,” said I, “this is all a mystery to me. I should be glad if
  you could explain to me who this man is, and wily you have tolerated him so
  long in your house.”


  “I owe you an explanation, Mr. Weld—and the more so since you have,
  in so chivalrous a fashion, almost sacrificed your life in my defence. There
  is no reason now for secrecy. In a word, Mr. Weld, this unhappy man’s real
  name is James McCarthy, and he is my only son.”


  “Your son?”


  “Alas, yes. What sin have I ever committed that I should have such a
  punishment? He has made my whole life a misery from the first years of his
  boyhood. Violent, headstrong, selfish, unprincipled, he has always been the
  same. At eighteen he was a criminal. At twenty, in a paroxysm of passion, he
  took the life of a boon companion and was tried for murder. He only just
  escaped the gallows, and he was condemned to penal servitude. Three years ago
  he succeeded in escaping, and managed, in face of a thousand obstacles, to
  reach my house in London. My wife’s heart had been broken by his
  condemnation, and as he had succeeded in getting a suit of ordinary clothes,
  there was no one here to recognise him. For months he lay concealed in the
  attics until the first search of the police should be over. Then I gave him
  employment here, as you have seen, though by his rough and overbearing
  manners he made my own life miserable, and that of his fellow-masters
  unbearable. You have been with us for four months, Mr. Weld, but no other
  master endured him so long. I apologise now for all you have had to submit
  to, but I ask you what else could I do? For his dead mother’s sake I could
  not let harm come to him as long as it was in my power to fend it off. Only
  under my roof could he find a refuge—the only spot in all the world
  —and how could I keep him here without it exciting remark unless I gave
  him some occupation? I made him English master therefore, and in that
  capacity I have protected him here for three years. You have no doubt
  observed that he never during the daytime went beyond the college grounds.
  You now understand the reason. But when to-night you came to me with your
  report of a man who was looking through his window, I understood that his
  retreat was at last discovered. I besought him to fly at once, but he had
  been drinking, the unhappy fellow, and my words fell upon deaf ears. When at
  last he made up his mind to go he wished to take from me in his flight every
  shilling which I possessed. It was your entrance which saved me from him,
  while the police in turn arrived only just in time to rescue you. I have made
  myself amenable to the law by harbouring an escaped prisoner, and remain here
  in the custody of the inspector, but a prison has no terrors for me after
  what I have endured in this house during the last three years.”


  “It seems to me, Doctor,” said the inspector, “that, if you have broken
  the law, you have had quite enough punishment already.”


  “God knows I have!” cried Dr. McCarthy, and sank his haggard face upon his
  hands.
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  Everyone knows that Sir Dominick Holden, the famous Indian surgeon, made
  me his heir, and that his death changed me in an hour from a hard-working and
  impecunious medical man to a well-to-do landed proprietor. Many know also
  that there were at least five people between the inheritance and me, and that
  Sir Dominick’s selection appeared to be altogether arbitrary and whimsical. I
  can assure them, however, that they are quite mistaken, and that, although I
  only knew Sir Dominick in the closing years of his life, there were, none the
  less, very real reasons why he should show his goodwill towards me. As a
  matter of fact, though I say it myself, no man ever did more for another than
  I did for my Indian uncle. I cannot expect the story to be believed, but it
  is so singular that I should feel that it was a breach of duty if I did not
  put it upon record—so here it is, and your belief or incredulity is
  your own affair.


  Sir Dominick Holden, C.B., K.C.S.I., and I don’t know what besides, was
  the most distinguished Indian surgeon of his day. In the Army originally, he
  afterwards settled down into civil practice in Bombay, and visited, as a
  consultant, every part of India. His name is best remembered in connection
  with the Oriental Hospital which he founded and supported. The time came,
  however, when his iron constitution began to show signs of the long strain to
  which he had subjected it, and his brother practitioners (who were not,
  perhaps, entirely disinterested upon the point) were unanimous in
  recommending him to return to England. He held on so long as he could, but at
  last he developed nervous symptoms of a very pronounced character, and so
  came back, a broken man, to his native county of Wiltshire. He bought a
  considerable estate with an ancient manor-house upon the edge of Salisbury
  Plain, and devoted his old age to the study of Comparative Pathology, which
  had been his learned hobby all his life, and in which he was a foremost
  authority.


  We of the family were, as may be imagined, much excited by the news of the
  return of this rich and childless uncle to England. On his part, although by
  no means exuberant in his hospitality, he showed some sense of his duty to
  his relations, and each of us in turn had an invitation to visit him. From
  the accounts of my cousins it appeared to be a melancholy business, and it
  was with mixed feelings that I at last received my own summons to appear at
  Rodenhurst. My wife was so carefully excluded in the invitation that my first
  impulse was to refuse it, but the interests of the children had to be
  considered, and so, with her consent, I set out one October afternoon upon my
  visit to Wiltshire, with little thought of what that visit was to entail.


  My uncle’s estate was situated where the arable land of the plains begins
  to swell upwards into the rounded chalk hills which are characteristic of the
  county. As I drove from Dinton Station in the waning light of that autumn
  day, I was impressed by the weird nature of the scenery. The few scattered
  cottages of the peasants were so dwarfed by the huge evidences of prehistoric
  life, that the present appeared to be a dream and the past to be the
  obtrusive and masterful reality. The road wound through the valleys, formed
  by a succession of grassy hills, and the summit of each was cut and carved
  into the most elaborate fortifications, some circular, and some square, but
  all on a scale which has defied the winds and the rains of many centuries.
  Some call them Roman and some British, but their true origin and the reasons
  for this particular tract of country being so interlaced with entrenchments
  have never been finally made clear. Here and there on the long, smooth,
  olive-coloured slopes there rose small, rounded barrows or tumuli. Beneath
  them lie the cremated ashes of the race which cut so deeply into the hills,
  but their graves tell us nothing save that a jar full of dust represents the
  man who once laboured under the sun.


  It was through this weird country that I approached my uncle’s residence
  of Rodenhurst, and the house was, as I found, in due keeping with its
  surroundings. Two broken and weather-stained pillars, each surmounted by a
  mutilated heraldic emblem, flanked the entrance to a neglected drive. A cold
  wind whistled through the elms which lined it, and the air was full of the
  drifting leaves. At the far end, under the gloomy arch of trees, a single
  yellow lamp burned steadily. In the dim half-light of the coming night I saw
  a long, low building stretching out two irregular wings, with deep eaves, a
  sloping gambrel roof, and walls which were criss-crossed with timber balks in
  the fashion of the Tudors. The cheery light of a fire flickered in the broad,
  latticed window to the left of the low-porched door, and this, as it proved,
  marked the study of my uncle, for it was thither that I was led by his butler
  in order to make my host’s acquaintance.


  He was cowering over his fire, for the moist chill of an English autumn
  had set him shivering. His lamp was unlit, and I only saw the red glow of the
  embers beating upon a huge, craggy face, with a Red Indian nose and cheek,
  and deep furrows and seams from eye to chin, the sinister marks of hidden
  volcanic fires. He sprang up at my entrance with something of an old-world
  courtesy and welcomed me warmly to Rodenhurst. At the same time I was
  conscious, as the lamp was carried in, that it was a very critical pair of
  light-blue eyes which looked out at me from under shaggy eyebrows, like
  scouts beneath a bush, and that this outlandish uncle of mine was carefully
  reading off my character with all the ease of a practised observer and an
  experienced man of the world.


  For my part I looked at him, and looked again, for I had never seen a man
  whose appearance was more fitted to hold one’s attention. His figure was the
  framework of a giant, but he had fallen away until his coat dangled straight
  down in a shocking fashion from a pair of broad and bony shoulders. All his
  limbs were huge and yet emaciated, and I could not take my gaze from his
  knobby wrists, and long, gnarled hands. But his eyes-those peering,
  light-blue eyes- they were the most arrestive of any of his peculiarities. It
  was not their colour alone, nor was it the ambush of hair in which they
  lurked; but it was the expression which I read in them. For the appearance
  and bearing of the man were masterful, and one expected a certain
  corresponding arrogance in his eyes, but instead of that I read the look
  which tells of a spirit cowed and crushed, the furtive, expectant look of the
  dog whose master has taken the whip from the rack. I formed my own medical
  diagnosis upon one glance at those critical and yet appealing eyes. I
  believed that he was stricken with some mortal ailment, that he knew himself
  to be exposed to sudden death, and that he lived in terror of it. Such was my
  judgment-a false one, as the event showed; but I mention it that it may help
  you to realize the look which I read in his eyes.


  My uncle’s welcome was, as I have said, a courteous one, and in an hour or
  so I found myself seated between him and his wife at a comfortable dinner,
  with curious, pungent delicacies upon the table, and a stealthy, quick-eyed
  Oriental waiter behind his chair. The old couple had come round to that
  tragic imitation of the dawn of life when husband and wife, having lost or
  scattered all those who were their intimates, find themselves face to face
  and alone once more, their work done, and the end nearing fast. Those who
  have reached that stage in sweetness and love, who can change their winter
  into a gentle, Indian summer, have come as victors through the ordeal of
  life. Lady Holden was a small, alert woman with a kindly eye, and her
  expression as she glanced at him was a certificate of character to her
  husband. And yet, though I read a mutual love in their glances, I read also
  mutual horror, and recognized in her face some reflection of that stealthy
  fear which I had detected in his. Their talk was sometimes merry and
  sometimes sad, but there was a forced note in their merriment and a
  naturalness in their sadness which told me that a heavy heart beat upon
  either side of me.


  We were sitting over our first glass of wine, and the servants had left
  the room, when the conversation took a turn which produced a remarkable
  effect upon my host and hostess. I cannot recall what it was which started
  the topic of the supernatural, but it ended in my showing them that the
  abnormal in psychical experiences was a subject to which I had, like many
  neurologists, devoted a great deal of attention. I concluded by narrating my
  experiences when, as a member of the Psychical Research Society, I had formed
  one of a committee of three who spent the night in a haunted house. Our
  adventures were neither exciting nor convincing, but, such as it was, the
  story appeared to interest my auditors in a remarkable degree. They listened
  with an eager silence, and I caught a look of intelligence between them which
  I could not understand. Lady Holden immediately afterwards rose and left the
  room.


  Sir Dominick pushed the cigar-box over to me, and we smoked for some
  little time in silence. That huge, bony hand of his was twitching as he
  raised it with his cheroot to his lips, and I felt that the man’s nerves were
  vibrating like fiddle-strings. My instincts told me that he was on the verge
  of some intimate confidence, and I feared to speak lest I should interrupt
  it. At last he turned towards me with a spasmodic gesture like a man who
  throws his last scruple to the winds.


  “From the little that I have seen of you it appears to me, Dr. Hardacre,”
  said he, “that you are the very man I have wanted to meet.”


  “I am delighted to hear it, sir.”


  “Your head seems to be cool and steady. You will acquit me of any desire
  to flatter you, for the circumstances are too serious to permit of
  insincerities. You have some special knowledge upon these subjects, and you
  evidently view them from that philosophical stand-point which robs them of
  all vulgar terror. I presume that the sight of an apparition would not
  seriously discompose you?”


  “I think not, sir.”


  “Would even interest you, perhaps?”


  “Most intensely.”


  “As a psychical observer, you would probably investigate it in as
  impersonal a fashion as an astronomer investigates a wandering comet?”


  “Precisely.”


  He gave a heavy sigh.


  “Believe me, Dr. Hardacre, there was a time when I could have spoken as
  you do now. My nerve was a byword in India. Even the Mutiny never shook it
  for an instant. And yet you see what I am reduced to-the most timorous man,
  perhaps, in all this county of Wiltshire. Do not speak too bravely upon this
  subject, or you may find yourself subjected to as long-drawn a test as I am-a
  test which can only end in the madhouse or the grave.”


  I waited patiently until he should see fit to go farther in his
  confidence. His preamble had, I need not say, filled me with interest and
  expectation.


  “For some years, Dr. Hardacre,” he continued, “my life and that of my wife
  have been made miserable by a cause which is so grotesque that it borders
  upon the ludicrous. And yet familiarity has never made it more easy to
  bear-on the contrary, as time passes my nerves become more worn and shattered
  by the constant attrition. If you have no physical fears, Dr. Hardacre, I
  should very much value your opinion upon this phenomenon which troubles us
  so.”


  “For what it is worth my opinion is entirely at your service. May I ask
  the nature of the phenomenon?”


  “I think that your experiences will have a higher evidential value if you
  are not told in advance what you may expect to encounter. You are yourself
  aware of the quibbles of unconscious cerebration and subjective impressions
  with which a scientific sceptic may throw a doubt upon your statement. It
  would be as well to guard against them in advance.”


  “What shall I do, then?”


  “I will tell you. Would you mind following me this way?” He led me out of
  the dining-room and down a long passage until we came to a terminal door.
  Inside there was a large, bare room fitted as a laboratory, with numerous
  scientific instruments and bottles. A shelf ran along one side, upon which
  there stood a long line of glass jars containing pathological and anatomical
  specimens.


  “You see that I still dabble in some of my old studies,” said Sir
  Dominick. “These jars are the remains of what was once a most excellent
  collection, but unfortunately I lost the greater part of them when my house
  was burned down in Bombay in ‘92. It was a most unfortunate affair for me-in
  more ways than one. I had examples of many rare conditions, and my splenic
  collection was probably unique. These are the survivors.”


  I glanced over them, and saw that they really were of a very great value
  and rarity from a pathological point of view: bloated organs, gaping cysts,
  distorted bones, odious parasites-a singular exhibition of the products of
  India.


  “There is, as you see, a small settee here,” said my host. “It was far
  from our intention to offer a guest so meagre an accommodation, but since
  affairs have taken this turn, it would be a great kindness upon your part if
  you would consent to spend the night in this apartment. I beg that you will
  not hesitate to let me know if the idea should be at all repugnant to
  you.”


  “On the contrary,” I said, “it is most acceptable.”


  “My own room is the second on the left, so that if you should feel that
  you are in need of company a call would always bring me to your side.”


  “I trust that I shall not be compelled to disturb you.”


  “It is unlikely that I shall be asleep. I do not sleep much. Do not
  hesitate to summon me.”


  And so with this agreement we joined Lady Holden in the drawing-room and
  talked of lighter things.


  It was no affectation upon my part to say that the prospect of my night’s
  adventure was an agreeable one. I have no pretence to greater physical
  courage than my neighbours, but familiarity with a subject robs it of those
  vague and undefined terrors which are the most appalling to the imaginative
  mind. The human brain is capable of only one strong emotion at a time, and if
  it be filled with curiosity or scientific enthusiasm, there is no room for
  fear. It is true that I had my uncle’s assurance that he had himself
  originally taken this point of view, but I reflected that the breakdown of
  his nervous system might be due to his forty years in India as much as to any
  psychical experiences which had befallen him. I at least was sound in nerve
  and brain, and it was with something of the pleasurable thrill of
  anticipation with which the sportsman takes his position beside the haunt of
  his game that I shut the laboratory door behind me, and partially undressing,
  lay down upon the rug- covered settee.


  It was not an ideal atmosphere for a bedroom. The air was heavy with many
  chemical odours, that of methylated spirit predominating. Nor were the
  decorations of my chamber very sedative. The odious line of glass jars with
  their relics of disease and suffering stretched in front of my very eyes.
  There was no blind to the window, and a three-quarter moon streamed its white
  light into the room, tracing a silver square with filigree lattices upon the
  opposite wall. When I had extinguished my candle this one bright patch in the
  midst of the general gloom had certainly an eerie and discomposing aspect. A
  rigid and absolute silence reigned throughout the old house, so that the low
  wish of the branches in the garden came softly and smoothly to my ears. It
  may have been the hypnotic lullaby of this gentle susurrus, or it may have
  been the result of my tiring day, but after many dozings and many efforts to
  regain my clearness of perception, I fell at last into a deep and dreamless
  sleep.


  I was awakened by some sound in the room, and I instantly raised myself
  upon my elbow on the couch. Some hours had passed, for the square patch upon
  the wall had slid downwards and sideways until it lay obliquely at the end of
  my bed. The rest of the room was in deep shadow. At first I could see
  nothing, presently, as my eyes became accustomed to the faint light, I was
  aware, with a thrill which all my scientific absorption could not entirely
  prevent, that something was moving slowly along the line of the wall. A
  gentle, shuffling sound, as of soft slippers, came to my ears, and I dimly
  discerned a human figure walking stealthily from the direction of the door.
  As it emerged into the patch of moonlight I saw very clearly what it was and
  how it was employed. It was a man, short and squat, dressed in some sort of
  dark-grey gown, which hung straight from his shoulders to his feet. The moon
  shone upon the side of his face, and I saw that it was chocolate-brown in
  colour, with a ball of black hair like a woman’s at the back of his head. He
  walked slowly, and his eyes were cast upwards towards the line of bottles
  which contained those gruesome remnants of humanity. He seemed to examine
  each jar with attention, and then to pass on to the next. When he had come to
  the end of the line, immediately opposite my bed, he stopped, faced me, threw
  up his hands with a gesture of despair, and vanished from my sight.


  I have said that he threw up his hands, but I should have said his arms,
  for as he assumed that attitude of despair I observed a singular peculiarity
  about his appearance. He had only one hand! As the sleeves drooped down from
  the upflung arms I saw the left plainly, but the right ended in a knobby and
  unsightly stump. In every other way his appearance was so natural, and I had
  both seen and heard him so clearly, that I could easily have believed that he
  was an Indian servant of Sir Dominick’s who had come into my room in search
  of something. It was only his sudden disappearance which suggested anything
  more sinister to me. As it was I sprang from my couch, lit a candle, and
  examined the whole room carefully. There were no signs of my visitor, and I
  was forced to conclude that there had really been something outside the
  normal laws of Nature in his appearance. I lay awake for the remainder of the
  night, but nothing else occurred to disturb me.


  I am an early riser, but my uncle was an even earlier one, for I found him
  pacing up and down the lawn at the side of the house. He ran towards me in
  his eagerness when he saw me come out from the door.


  “Well, well!” he cried. “Did you see him?”


  “An Indian with one hand?”


  “Precisely.”


  “Yes, I saw him”-and I told him all that occurred. When I had finished, he
  led the way into his study.


  “We have a little time before breakfast,” said he. “It will suffice to
  give you an explanation of this extraordinary affair-so far as I can explain
  that which is essentially inexplicable. In the first place, when I tell you
  that for four years I have never passed one single night, either in Bombay,
  aboard ship, or here in England without my sleep being broken by this fellow,
  you will understand why it is that I am a wreck of my former self. His
  programme is always the same. He appears by my bedside, shakes me roughly by
  the shoulder, passes from my room into the laboratory, walks slowly along the
  line of my bottles, and then vanishes. For more than a thousand times he had
  gone through the same routine.”


  “What does he want?”


  “He wants his hand.”


  “His hand?”


  “Yes, it came about in this way. I was summoned to Peshawur for a
  consultation some ten years ago, and while there I was asked to look at the
  hand of a native who was passing through with an Afghan caravan. The fellow
  came from some mountain tribe living away at the back of beyond somewhere on
  the other side of Kaffiristan. He talked a bastard Pushtoo, and it was all I
  could do to understand him. He was suffering from a soft sarcomatous swelling
  of one of the metacarpal joints, and I made him realize that it was only by
  losing his hand that he could hope to save his life. After much persuasion he
  consented to the operation, and he asked me, when it was over, what fee I
  demanded. The poor fellow was almost a beggar, so that idea of a fee was
  absurd, but I answered in jest that my fee should be his hand, and that I
  proposed to add it to my pathological collection.


  “To my surprise he demurred very much to the suggestion, and he explained
  that according to his religion it was an all-important matter that the body
  should be reunited after death, and so make a perfect dwelling for the
  spirit. The belief is, of course, an old one, and the mummies of the
  Egyptians arose from an analogous superstition. I answered him that his hand
  was already off, and asked him how he intended to preserve it. He replied
  that he would pickle it in salt and carry it about with him. I suggested that
  it might be safer in my keeping than his, and that I had better means than
  salt for preserving it. On realizing that I really intended to carefully keep
  it, his opposition vanished instantly. ‘But remember, sahib,’ said he, ‘I
  shall want it back when I am dead.’ I laughed at the remark, and so the
  matter ended. I returned to my practice, and he no doubt in the course of
  time was able to continue his journey to Afghanistan.


  “Well, as I told you last night, I had a bad fire in my house at Bombay.
  Half of it was burned down, and, among other things, my pathological
  collection was largely destroyed. What you see are the poor remains of it.
  The hand of the hillman went with the rest, but I gave the matter no
  particular thought at the time. That was six years ago.


  “Four years ago-two years after the fire-I was awakened one night by a
  furious tugging at my sleeve. I sat up under the impression that my favourite
  mastiff was trying to arouse me. Instead of this, I saw my Indian patient of
  long ago, dressed in the long, grey gown which was the badge of his people.
  He was holding up his stump and looking reproachfully at me. He then went
  over to my bottles, which at that time I kept in my room, and he examined
  them carefully, after which he gave a gesture of anger and vanished. I
  realized that he had just died, and that he had come to claim my promise that
  I should keep his limb in safety for him.


  “Well, there you have it all, Dr. Hardacre. Every night at the same hour
  for four years this performance has been repeated. It is a simple thing in
  itself, but it has worn me out like water dropping on a stone. It has brought
  a vile insomnia with it, for I cannot sleep now for the expectation of his
  coming. It has poisoned my old age and that of my wife, who has been the
  sharer in this great trouble. But there is the breakfast gong, and she will
  be waiting impatiently to know how it fared with you last night. We are both
  much indebted to you for your gallantry, for it takes something from the
  weight of our misfortune when we share it, even for a single night, with a
  friend, and it reassures us to our sanity, which we are sometimes driven to
  question.”


  This was the curious narrative which Sir Dominick confided to me-a story
  which to many would have appeared to be a grotesque impossibility, but which,
  after my experience of the night before, and my previous knowledge of such
  things, I was prepared to accept as an absolute fact. I thought deeply over
  the matter, and brought the whole range of my reading and experience to bear
  upon it. After breakfast, I surprised my host and hostess by announcing that
  I was returning to London by the next train. “My dear doctor,” cried Sir
  Dominick in great distress, “you make me feel that I have been guilty of a
  gross breach of hospitality in intruding this unfortunate matter upon you. I
  should have borne my own burden.”


  “It is, indeed, that matter which is taking me to London,” I answered;
  “but you are mistaken, I assure you, if you think that my experience of last
  night was an unpleasant one to me. On the contrary, I am about to ask your
  permission to return in the evening and spend one more night in your
  laboratory. I am very eager to see this visitor once again.”


  My uncle was exceedingly anxious to know what I was about to do, but my
  fears of raising false hopes prevented me from telling him. I was back in my
  own consulting-room a little after luncheon, and was confirming my memory of
  a passage in a recent book upon occultism which had arrested my attention
  when I read it. “In the case of earth-bound spirits,” said my authority,
  “some one dominant idea obsessing them at the hour of death is sufficient to
  hold them in this material world. They are the amphibia of this life and of
  the next, capable of passing from one to the other as the turtle passes from
  land to water. The causes which may bind a soul so strongly to a life which
  its body has abandoned are any violent emotion. Avarice, revenge, anxiety,
  love and pity have all been known to have this effect. As a rule it springs
  from some unfulfilled wish, and when the wish has been fulfilled the material
  bond relaxes. There are many cases upon record which show the singular
  persistence of these visitors, and also their disappearance when their wishes
  have been fulfilled, or in some cases when a reasonable compromise has been
  effected.”


  “A reasonable compromise effected”-those were the words which I had
  brooded over all the morning, and which I now verified in the original. No
  actual atonement could be made here-but a reasonable compromise! I made my
  way as fast as a train could take me to the Shadwell Seamen’s Hospital, where
  my old friend Jack Hewett was house-surgeon. Without explaining the situation
  I made him understand what it was that I wanted.


  “A brown man’s hand!” said he, in amazement. “What in the world do you
  want that for?” “Never mind. I’ll tell you some day. I know that your wards
  are full of Indians.”


  “I should think so. But a hand-” He thought a little and then struck a
  bell.


  “Travers,” said he to a student-dresser, “what became of the hands of the
  Lascar which we took off yesterday? I mean the fellow from the East India
  Dock who got caught in the steam winch.” “They are in the post-mortem room,
  sir.


  “Just pack one of them in antiseptics and give it to Dr. Hardacre.”


  And so I found myself back at Rodenhurst before dinner with this curious
  outcome of my day in town. I still said nothing to Sir Dominick, but I slept
  that night in the laboratory, and I placed the Lascar’s hand in one of the
  glass jars at the end of my couch.


  So interested was I in the result of my experiment that sleep was out of
  the question. I sat with a shaded lamp beside me and waited patiently for my
  visitor. This time I saw him clearly from the first. He appeared beside the
  door, nebulous for an instant, and then hardening into as distinct an outline
  as any living man. The slippers beneath his grey gown were red and heelless,
  which accounted for the low, shuffling sound which he made as he walked. As
  on the previous night he passed slowly along the line of bottles until he
  paused before that which contained the hand. He reached up to it, his whole
  figure quivering with expectation, took it down, examined it eagerly, and
  then, with a face which was convulsed with fury and disappointment, he hurled
  it down on the floor. There was a crash which resounded through the house,
  and when I looked up the mutilated Indian had disappeared. A moment later my
  door flew open and Sir Dominick rushed in.


  “You are not hurt?” he cried.


  “No-but deeply disappointed.”


  He looked in astonishment at the splinters of glass, and the brown hand
  lying upon the floor. “Good God!” he cried. “What is this?”


  I told him my idea and its wretched sequel. He listened intently, but
  shook his head.


  “It was well thought of,” said he, “but I fear that there is no such easy
  end to my sufferings. But one thing I now insist upon. It is that you shall
  never again upon any pretext occupy this room. My fears that something might
  have happened to you-when I heard that crash-have been the most acute of all
  the agonies which I have undergone. I will not expose myself to a repetition
  of it.”


  He allowed me, however, to spend the remainder of that night where I was,
  and I lay there worrying over the problem and lamenting my own failure. With
  the first light of morning there was the Lascar’s hand still lying upon the
  floor to remind me of my fiasco. I lay looking at it—and as I lay
  suddenly an idea flew like a bullet through my head and brought me quivering
  with excitement out of my couch. I raised the grim relic from where it had
  fallen. Yes, it was indeed so. The hand was the left hand of the Lascar.


  By the first train I was on my way to town, and hurried at once to the
  Seamen’s Hospital. I remembered that both hands of the Lascar had been
  amputated, but I was terrified lest the precious organ which I was in search
  of might have been already consumed in the crematory. My suspense was soon
  ended. It had still been preserved in the post-mortem room. And so I returned
  to Rodenhurst in the evening with my mission accomplished and the material
  for a fresh experiment.


  But Sir Dominick Holden would not hear of my occupying the laboratory
  again. To all my entreaties he turned a deaf ear. It offended his sense of
  hospitality, and he could no longer permit it. I left the hand, therefore, as
  I had done its fellow the night before, and I occupied a comfortable bedroom
  in another portion of the house, some distance from the scene of my
  adventures.


  But in spite of that my sleep was not destined to be uninterrupted. In the
  dead of night my host burst into my room, a lamp in his hand. His huge, gaunt
  figure was enveloped in a loose dressing-gown, and his whole appearance might
  certainly have seemed more formidable to a weak-nerved man than that of the
  Indian of the night before. But it was not his entrance so much as his
  expression which amazed me. He had turned suddenly younger by twenty years at
  the least. His eyes were shining, his features radiant, and he waved one hand
  in triumph over his head. I sat up astounded, staring sleepily at this
  extraordinary visitor. But his words soon drove the sleep from my eyes.


  “We have done it! We have succeeded!” he shouted. “My dear Hardacre, how
  can I ever in this world repay you?”


  “You don’t mean to say that it is all right?”


  “Indeed I do. I was sure that you would not mind being awakened to hear
  such blessed news.” “Mind! I should think not indeed. But is it really
  certain?”


  “I have no doubt whatever upon the point. I owe you such a debt, my dear
  nephew, as I have never owed a man before, and never expected to. What can I
  possibly do for you that is commensurate? Providence must have sent you to my
  rescue. You have saved both my reason and my life, for another six months of
  this must have seen me either in a cell or a coffin. And my wife-it was
  wearing her out before my eyes. Never could I have believed that any human
  being could have lifted this burden off me.” He seized my hand and wrung it
  in his bony grip.


  “It was only an experiment-a forlorn hope-but I am delighted from my heart
  that it has succeeded. But how do you know that it is all right? Have you
  seen something?”


  He seated himself at the foot of my bed.


  “I have seen enough,” said he. “It satisfies me that I shall be troubled
  no more. What has passed is easily told. You know that at a certain hour this
  creature always comes to me. To-night he arrived at the usual time, and
  aroused me with even more violence than is his custom. I can only surmise
  that his disappointment of last night increased the bitterness of his anger
  against me. He looked angrily at me, and then went on his usual round. But in
  a few minutes I saw him, for the first time since his persecution began,
  return to my chamber. He was smiling. I saw the gleam of his white teeth
  through the dim light. He stood facing me at the end of my bed, and three
  times he made the low, Eastern salaam which is their solemn leave-taking. And
  the third time that he bowed he raised his arms over his head, and I saw his
  Two hands outstretched in the air. So he vanished, and, as I believe, for
  ever.”


  So that is the curious experience which won me the affection and the
  gratitude of my celebrated uncle, the famous Indian surgeon. His
  anticipations were realised, and never again was he disturbed by the visits
  of the restless hillman in search of his lost hand. Sir Dominick and Lady
  Holden spent a very happy old age, unclouded, so far as I know, by any
  trouble, and they finally died during the great influenza epidemic within a
  few weeks of each other. In his lifetime he always turned to me for advice in
  everything which concerned that English life of which he knew so little; and
  I aided him also in the purchase and development of his estates. It was no
  great surprise to me, therefore, that I found myself eventually promoted over
  the heads of five exasperated cousins, and changed in a single day from a
  hard-working country doctor into the head of an important Wiltshire family.
  I, at least, have reason to bless the memory of the man with the brown hand,
  and the day when I was fortunate enough to relieve Rodenhurst of his
  unwelcome presence.
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  I


  Mr. Robert Montgomery was seated at his desk, his head upon his hands, in
  a state of the blackest despondency. Before him was the open ledger with the
  long columns of Dr. Oldacre’s prescriptions. At his elbow lay the wooden tray
  with the labels in various partitions, the cork box, the lumps of twisted
  sealing-wax, while in front a rank of bottles waited to be filled. But his
  spirits were too low for work. He sat in silence with his fine shoulders
  bowed and his head upon his hands.


  Outside, through the grimy surgery window over a foreground of blackened
  brick and slate, a line of enormous chimneys like Cyclopean pillars upheld
  the lowering, dun-coloured cloud-bank. For six days in the week they spouted
  smoke, but to-day the furnace fires were banked, for it was Sunday. Sordid
  and polluting gloom hung over a district blighted and blasted by the greed of
  man. There was nothing in the surroundings to cheer a desponding soul, but it
  was more than his dismal environment which weighed upon the medical
  assistant. His trouble was deeper and more personal. The winter session was
  approaching. He should be back again at the University completing the last
  year which would give him his medical degree; but, alas! he had not the money
  with which to pay his class fees, nor could he imagine how he could procure
  it. Sixty pounds were wanted to make his career, and it might have been as
  many thousand for any chance there seemed to be of his obtaining it. He was
  roused from his black meditation by the entrance of Dr. Oldacre himself, a
  large, clean-shaven, respectable man, with a prim manner and an austere face.
  He had prospered exceedingly by the support of the local Church interest, and
  the rule of his life was never by word or action to run a risk of offending
  the sentiment which had made him. His standard of respectability and of
  dignity was exceedingly high, and he expected the same from his assistants.
  His appearance and words were always vaguely benevolent. A sudden impulse
  came over the despondent student. He would test the reality of this
  philanthropy.


  “I beg your pardon, Dr. Oldacre,” said he, rising from his chair; “I have
  a great favour to ask of you.”


  The doctor’s appearance was not encouraging. His mouth suddenly tightened,
  and his eyes fell.


  “Yes, Mr. Montgomery?”


  “You are aware, sir, that I need only one more session to complete my
  course.”


  “So you have told me.”


  “It is very important to me, sir.”


  “Naturally.”


  “The fees, Dr. Oldacre, would amount to about sixty pounds.”


  “I am afraid that my duties call me elsewhere, Mr. Montgomery.”


  “One moment, sir! I had hoped, sir, that perhaps, if I signed a paper
  promising you interest upon your money, you would advance this sum to me. I
  will pay you back, sir, I really will. Or, if you like, I will work it off
  after I am qualified.”


  The doctor’s lips had thinned into a narrow line. His eyes were raised
  again, and sparkled indignantly.


  “Your request is unreasonable, Mr. Montgomery. I am surprised that you
  should have made it. Consider, sir, how many thousands of medical students
  there are in this country. No doubt there are many of them who have a
  difficulty in finding their fees. Am I to provide for them all? Or why should
  I make an exception in your favour? I am grieved and disappointed, Mr.
  Montgomery, that you should have put me into the painful position of having
  to refuse you. “He turned upon his heel, and walked with offended dignity out
  of the surgery.


  The student smiled bitterly, and turned to his work of making up the
  morning prescriptions. It was poor and unworthy work—work which any
  weakling might have done as well, and this was a man of exceptional nerve and
  sinew. But, such as it was, it brought him his board and One pound a week
  —enough to help him during the summer months and let him save a few
  pounds towards his winter keep. But those class fees! Where were they to come
  from? He could not save them out of his scanty wage. Dr. Oldacre would not
  advance them. He saw no way of earning them. His brains were fairly good, but
  brains of that quality were a drug in the market. He only excelled in his
  strength, and where was he to find a customer for that? But the ways of Fate
  are strange, and his customer was at hand.


  “Look y’ere!” said a voice at the door. Montgomery looked up, for the
  voice was a loud and rasping one. A young man stood at the entrance—a
  stocky, bull-necked young miner, in tweed Sunday clothes and an aggressive
  neck-tie. He was a sinister-looking figure, with dark, insolent eyes, and the
  jaw and throat of a bulldog.


  “Look y’ere!” said he again. “Why hast thou not sent t’ medicine oop as
  thy master ordered?”


  Montgomery had become accustomed to the brutal frankness of the northern
  worker. At first it had enraged him, but after a time he had grown callous to
  it, and accepted it as it was meant. But this was something different. It was
  insolence—brutal, overbearing insolence, with physical menace behind
  it.


  “What name?” he asked coldly.


  “Barton. Happen I may give thee cause to mind that name, yoong man. Mak’
  oop t’ wife’s medicine this very moment, look ye, or it will be the worse for
  thee.”


  Montgomery smiled. A pleasant sense of relief thrilled softly through him.
  What blessed safety-valve was this through which his jangled nerves might
  find some outlet. The provocation was so gross, the insult so unprovoked,
  that he could have none of those qualms which take the edge off a man’s
  mettle. He finished sealing the bottle upon which he was occupied, and he
  addressed it and placed it carefully in the rack. “Look here!” said he,
  turning round to the miner, “your medicine will be made up in its turn and
  sent down to you. I don’t allow folk in the surgery. Wait outside in the
  waiting-room if you wish to wait at all.”


  “Yoong man,” said the miner, “thou’s got to mak’ t’ wife’s medicine here,
  and now, and quick, while I wait and watch thee, or else happen thou might
  need some medicine thysel’ before all is over.”


  “I shouldn’t advise you to fasten a quarrel upon me. ” Montgomery was
  speaking in the hard, staccato voice of a man who is holding himself in with
  difficulty. “You’ll save trouble if you’ll go quietly. If you don’t you’ll be
  hurt. Ah, you would? Take it, then!”


  The blows were almost simultaneous—a savage swing which whistled
  past Montgomery’s ear, and a straight drive which took the workman on the
  chin. Luck was with the assistant. That single whizzing uppercut, and the way
  in which it was delivered, warned him that he had a formidable man to deal
  with. But if he had underrated his antagonist, his antagonist had also
  underrated him, and had laid himself open to a fatal blow.


  The miner’s head had come with a crash against the corner of the surgery
  shelves, and he had dropped heavily on to the ground. There he lay with his
  bandy legs drawn up and his hands thrown abroad, the blood trickling over the
  surgery tiles.


  “Had enough?” asked the assistant, breathing fiercely through his
  nose.


  But no answer came. The man was insensible. And then the danger of his
  position came upon Montgomery, and he turned as white as his antagonist. A
  Sunday, the immaculate Dr. Oldacre with his pious connection, a savage brawl
  with a patient; he would irretrievably lose his situation if the facts came
  out. It was not much of a situation, but he could not get another without a
  reference, and Oldacre might refuse him one. Without money for his classes,
  and without a situation—what was to become of him? It was absolute
  ruin.


  But perhaps he could escape exposure after all. He seized his insensible
  adversary, dragged him out into the centre of he room, loosened his collar,
  and squeezed the surgery sponge over his face. He sat up at last with a gasp
  and a scowl. “Domn thee, thou’s spoilt my neck-tie,” said he, mopping up the
  water from his breast.


  “I’m sorry I hit you so hard,” said Montgomery, apologetically.


  “Thou hit me hard! I could stan’ such fly-flappin’ all day. ‘Twas this
  here press that cracked my pate for me, and thou art a looky man to be able
  to boast as thou hast outed me. And now I’d be obliged to thee if thou wilt
  give me t’ wife’s medicine.”


  Montgomery gladly made it up and handed it to the miner.


  “You are weak still,” said he. “Won’t you stay awhile and rest?”


  “T’ wife wants her medicine,” said the man, and lurched out at the
  door.


  The assistant, looking after him, saw him rolling, with an uncertain step,
  down the street, until a friend met him, and they walked on arm in arm. The
  man seemed in his rough Northern fashion to bear no grudge, and so
  Montgomery’s fears left him. There was no reason why the doctor should know
  anything about it. He wiped the blood from the floor, put the surgery in
  order, and went on with his interrupted task, hoping that he had come
  scathless out of a very dangerous business.


  Yet all day he was aware of a sense of vague uneasiness, which sharpened
  into dismay when, late in the afternoon, he was informed that three gentlemen
  had called and were waiting for him in the surgery. A coroner’s inquest, a
  descent of detectives, an invasion of angry relatives—all sorts of
  possibilities rose to scare him. With tense nerves and a rigid face he went
  to meet his visitors.


  They were a very singular trio. Each was known to him by sight; but what
  on earth the three could be doing together, and, above all, what they could
  expect from him, was a most inexplicable problem. The first was Sorley
  Wilson, the son of the owner of the Nonpareil Coalpit. He was a young blood
  of twenty, heir to a fortune, a keen sportsman, and down for the Easter
  Vacation from Magdalene College. He sat now upon the edge of the surgery
  table, looking in thoughtful silence at Montgomery and twisting the ends of
  his small, black, waxed moustache. The second was Purvis, the publican, owner
  of the chief beer- shop, and well known as the local bookmaker. He was a
  coarse, clean-shaven man, whose fiery face made a singular contrast with his
  ivory-white bald head. He had shrewd, light-blue eyes with foxy lashes, and
  he also leaned forward in silence from his chair, a fat, red hand upon either
  knee, and stared critically at the young assistant. So did the third visitor,
  Fawcett, the horse-breaker, who leaned back, his long, thin legs, with their
  boxcloth riding-gaiters, thrust out in front of him, tapping his protruding
  teeth with his riding-whip, with anxious thought in every line of his rugged,
  bony face. Publican, exquisite, and horse-breaker were all three equally
  silent, equally earnest, and equally critical. Montgomery seated in the midst
  of them, looked from one to the other.


  “Well, gentlemen?” he observed, but no answer came.


  The position was embarrassing.


  “No,” said the horse-breaker, at last. “No. It’s off. It’s nowt.”


  “Stand oop, lad; let’s see thee standin’. ” It was the publican who spoke.
  Montgomery obeyed. He would learn all about it, no doubt, if he were patient.
  He stood up and turned slowly round, as if in front of his tailor.


  “It’s off! It’s off!” cried the horse-breaker. “Why, mon, the Master would
  break him over his knee.”


  “Oh, that be hanged for a yarn!” said the young Cantab. “You can drop out
  if you like, Fawcett, but I’ll see this thing through, if I have to do it
  alone. I don’t hedge a penny. I like the cut of him a great deal better than
  I liked Ted Barton.”


  “Look at Barton’s shoulders, Mr. Wilson.”


  “Lumpiness isn’t always strength. Give me nerve and fire and breed. That’s
  what wins.”


  “Ay, sir, you have it theer—you have it theer!” said the fat, red-
  faced publican, in a thick suety voice. “It’s the same wi’ poops. Get ‘em
  clean- bred an’ fine, an’ they’ll yark the thick ‘uns—yark ‘em out o’
  their skins.”


  “He’s ten good pund on the light side,” growled the horse-breaker.


  “He’s a welter weight, anyhow.”


  “A hundred and thirty.”


  “A hundred and fifty, if he’s an ounce.”


  “Well, the Master doesn’t scale much more than that.”


  “A hundred and seventy-five.”


  “That was when he was hog-fat and living high. Work the grease out of him
  and I lay there’s no great difference between them. Have you been weighed
  lately, Mr. Montgomery?”


  It was the first direct question which had been asked him. He had stood in
  the midst of them like a horse at a fair, and he was just beginning to wonder
  whether he was more angry or amused.


  “I am just eleven stone,” said he.


  “I said that he was a welter weight.”


  “But suppose you was trained?” said the publican. “Wot then?”


  “I am always in training.”


  “In a manner of speakin’, no doubt, he is always in trainin’,”
  remarked the horse-breaker. “But trainin’ for everyday work ain’t the same as
  trainin’ with a trainer; and I dare bet, with all respec’ to your opinion,
  Mr. Wilson, that there’s half a stone of tallow on him at this minute.”


  The young Cantab put his fingers on the assistant’s upper arm, then with
  his other hand on his wrist, he bent the forearm sharply, and felt the
  biceps, as round and hard as a cricket-ball, spring up under his fingers.


  “Feel that!” said he.


  The publican and horse-breaker felt it with an air of reverence. “Good
  lad! He’ll do yet!” cried Purvis.


  “Gentlemen,” said Montgomery, “I think that you will acknowledge that I
  have boon very patient with you. I have listened to all that you have to say
  about my personal appearance, and now I must really beg that you will have
  the goodness to tell me what is the matter.”


  They all sat down in their serious, business-like way.


  “That’s easy done, Mr. Montgomery,” said the fat-voiced publican. “But
  before sayin’ anything we had to wait and see whether, in a way of speakin’,
  there was any need for us to say anything at all. Mr. Wilson thinks there is.
  Mr. Fawcett, who has the same right to his opinion, bein’ also a backer and
  one o’ the committee, thinks the other way.”


  “I thought him too light built, and I think so now,” said the horse-
  breaker, still tapping his prominent teeth with the metal head of his riding-
  whip. “But happen he may pull through, and he’s a fine-made, buirdly young
  chap, so if you mean to back him, Mr. Wilson—


  “Which I do.”


  “And you, Purvis?”


  “I ain’t one to go back, Fawcett.”


  “Well, I’ll stan’ to my share of the purse.”


  “And well I knew you would,” said Purvis, “for it would be somethin’ new
  to find Isaac Fawcett as a spoil-sport. Well, then, we will make up the
  hundred for the stake among us, and the fight stands—always supposin’
  the young man is willin’.”


  “Excuse all this rot, Mr. Montgomery,” said the University man, in a
  genial voice. “We’ve begun at the wrong end, I know, but we’ll soon
  straighten it out, and I hope that you will see your way to falling in with
  our views. In the first place, you remember the man whom you knocked out this
  morning? He is Barton—the famous Ted Barton.”


  “I’m sure, sir, you may well be proud to have outed him in one round,”
  said the publican. “Why, it took Morris, the ten-stone-six champion, a deal
  more trouble than that before he put Barton to sleep. You’ve done a fine
  performance, sir, and happen you’ll do a finer, if you give yourself the
  chance.”


  “I never heard of Ted Barton, beyond seeing the name on a medicine label,”
  said the assistant.


  “Well, you may take it from me that he’s a slaughterer,” said the horse-
  breaker. “You’ve taught him a lesson that he needed, for it was always a word
  and a blow with him, and the word alone was worth five shillin’ in a public
  court. He won’t be so ready now to shake his nief in the face of everyone he
  meets. However, that’s neither here nor there.”


  Montgomery looked at them in bewilderment.


  “For goodness’ sake, gentlemen, tell me what it is you want me to do!” he
  cried.


  “We want you to fight Silas Craggs, better known as the Master of
  Croxley.”


  “But why?”


  “Because Ted Barton was to have fought him next Saturday. He was the
  champion of the Wilson coal-pits, and the other was the Master of the
  iron-folk down at the Croxley smelters. We’d matched our man for a purse of a
  hundred against the Master. But you’ve queered our man, and he can’t face
  such a battle with a two-inch cut at the back of his head. There’s only one
  thing to be done, sir, and that is for you to take his place. If you can lick
  Ted Barton you may lick the Master of Croxley, but if you don’t we’re done,
  for there’s no one else who is in the same street with him in this district.
  It’s twenty rounds, two-ounce gloves, Queensberry rules, and a decision on
  points if you fight to the finish.”


  For a moment the absurdity of the thing drove every other thought out of
  Montgomery’s head. But then there came a sudden revulsion. A hundred pounds!
  —all he wanted to complete his education was lying there ready to his
  hand, if only that hand were strong enough to pick it up. He had thought
  bitterly that morning that there was no market for his strength, but here was
  one where his muscle might earn more in an hour than his brains in a year.
  But a chill of doubt came over him. “How can I fight for the coal-pits?” said
  he. “I am not connected with them.”


  “Eh, lad, but thou art!” cried old Purvis. “We’ve got it down in writin’,
  and it’s clear enough’Anyone connected with the coal-pits. ‘ Doctor Oldacre
  is the coal-pit club doctor; thou art his assistant. What more can they
  want?”


  “Yes, that’s right enough,” said the Cantab. “It would be a very sporting
  thing of you, Mr. Montgomery, if you would come to our help when we are in
  such a hole. Of course, you might not like to take the hundred pounds; but I
  have no doubt that, in the case of your winning, we could arrange that it
  should take the form of a watch or piece of plate, or any other shape which
  might suggest itself to you. You see, you are responsible for our having lost
  our champion, so we really feel that we have a claim uponyou.”


  “Give me a moment, gentlemen. It is very unexpected. I am afraid the
  doctor would never consent to my going—in fact, I am sure that he would
  not.”


  “But he need never know—not before the fight, at any rate. We are
  not bound to give the name of our man. So long as he is within the weight
  limits on the day of the fight, that is all that concerns anyone.”


  The adventure and the profit would either of them have attracted
  Montgomery. The two combined were irresistible. “Gentlemen,” said he, “I’ll
  do it!”


  The three sprang from their seats. The publican had seized his right hand,
  the horse-dealer his left, and the Cantab slapped him on the back.


  “Good lad! good lad!” croaked the publican. “Eh, mon, but if thou yark
  him, thou’ll rise in one day from being just a common doctor to the
  best-known mon ‘twixt here and Bradford. Thou art a witherin’ tyke, thou art,
  and no mistake; and if thou beat the Master of Croxley, thou’ll find all the
  beer thou want for the rest of thy life waiting for thee at the ‘Four Sacks.
  ’”


  “It is the most sporting thing I ever heard of in my life,” said young
  Wilson. “By George, sir, if you pull it off, you’ve got the constituency in
  your pocket, if you care to stand. You know the out-house in my garden?”


  “Next the road?”


  “Exactly. I turned it into a gymnasium for Ted Barton. You’ll find all you
  want there: clubs, punching ball, bars, dumb-bells, everything. Then you’ll
  want a sparring partner. Ogilvy has been acting for Barton, but we don’t
  think that he is class enough. Barton bears you no grudge. He’s a
  good-hearted fellow, though cross-grained with strangers. He looked upon you
  as a stranger this morning, but he says he knows you now. He is quite ready
  to spar with you for practice, and he will come any hour you will name.”


  “Thank you; I will let you know the hour,” said Montgomery; and so the
  committee departed jubilant upon their way.


  The medical assistant sat for a time in the surgery turning it over a
  little in his mind. He had been trained originally at the University by the
  man who had been middle-weight champion in his day. It was true that his
  teacher was long past his prime, slow upon his feet, and stiff in his joints,
  but even so he was still a tough antagonist; but Montgomery had found at last
  that he could more than hold his own with him. He had won the University
  medal, and his teacher, who had trained so many students, was emphatic in his
  opinion that he had never had one who was in the same class with him. He had
  been exhorted to go in for the Amateur Championships, but he had no
  particular ambition in that direction. Once he had put on the gloves with
  Hammer Tunstall in a booth at a fair and had fought three rattling rounds, in
  which he had the worst of it, but had made the prize fighter stretch himself
  to the uttermost. There was his whole record, and was it enough to encourage
  him to stand up to the Master of Croxley? He had never heard of the Master
  before, but then he had lost touch of the ring during the last few years of
  hard work. After all, what did it matter? If he won, there was the money,
  which meant so much to him. If he lost, it would only mean a thrashing. He
  could take punishment without flinching, of that he was certain. If there
  were only one chance in a hundred of pulling it off, then it was worth his
  while to attempt it.


  Dr. Oldacre, new come from church, with an ostentatious Prayer-book in his
  kid-gloved hand, broke in upon his meditation.


  “You don’t go to service, I observe, Mr. Montgomery” said he, coldly.


  “No, sir; I have had some business to detain me.”


  “It is very near to my heart that my household should set a good example.
  There are so few educated people in this district that a great responsibility
  devolves upon us. If we do not live up to the highest, how can we expect
  these poor workers to do so? It is a dreadful thing to reflect that the
  parish takes a great deal more interest in an approaching glove fight than in
  their religious duties.”


  “A glove fight, sir?” said Montgomery, guiltily.


  “I believe that to be the correct term. One of my patients tells me that
  it is the talk of the district. A local ruffian, a patient of ours, by the
  way, matched against a pugilist over at Croxley. I cannot understand why the
  law does not step in and stop so degrading an exhibition. It is really a
  prize fight.”


  “A glove fight, you said.”


  “I am informed that a 2oz. glove is an evasion by which they dodge the
  law, and make it difficult for the police to interfere. They contend for a
  sum of money. It seems dreadful and almost incredible—does it not?
  —to think that such scenes can be enacted within a few miles of our
  peaceful home. But you will realise, Mr. Montgomery, that while there are
  such influences for us to counteract, it is very necessary that we should
  live up to our highest.”


  The doctor’s sermon would have had more effect if the assistant had not
  once or twice had occasion to test his highest, and come upon it at
  unexpectedly humble elevations. It is always so particularly easy to
  “compound for sins we’re most inclined to by damning those we have no mind
  to. “In any case, Montgomery felt that of all the men concerned in such a
  fight—promoters, backers, spectators—it is the actual fighter who
  holds the strongest and most honourable position. His conscience gave him no
  concern upon the subject. Endurance and courage are virtues, not vices, and
  brutality is, at least, better than effeminacy.


  There was a little tobacco-shop at the corner of the street, where
  Montgomery got his bird’s-eye and also his local information, for the shopman
  was a garrulous soul, who knew everything about the affairs of the district.
  The assistant strolled down there after tea and asked, in a casual way,
  whether the tobacconist had ever heard of the Master of Croxley.


  “Heard of him! Heard of him!” the little man could hardly articulate in
  his astonishment. “Why, sir, he’s the first mon o’ the district, an’ his
  name’s as well known in the West Riding as the winner o’ t’ Derby. But Lor,’
  sir,”—here he stopped and rummaged among a heap of papers. “They are
  makin’ a fuss about him on account o’ his fight wi’ Ted Barton, and so the
  Croxley Herald has his life an’ record, an’ here it is, an’ thou canst
  read it for thysel’”


  The sheet of the paper which he held up was a lake of print around an
  islet of illustration. The latter was a coarse wood-cut of a pugilist’s head
  and neck set in a cross-barred jersey. It was a sinister but powerful face,
  the face of a debauched hero, clean-shaven, strongly eye-browed, keen-eyed,
  with huge, aggressive jaw, and an animal dewlap beneath it. The long,
  obstinate cheeks ran flush up to the narrow, sinister eyes. The mighty neck
  came down square from the ears and curved outwards into shoulders, which had
  lost nothing at the hands of the local artist. Above was written “Silas
  Craggs,” and beneath, “The Master of Croxley.”


  “Thou’ll find all about him there, sir,” said the tobacconist. “He’s a
  witherin’ tyke, he is, and we’re proud to have him in the county. If he
  hadn’t broke his leg he’d have been champion of England.”


  “Broke his leg, has he?”


  “Yes, and it set badly. They ca’ him owd K, behind his back, for that is
  how his two legs look. But his arms—well, if they was both stropped to
  a bench, as the sayin’ is, I wonder where the champion of England would be
  then.”


  “I’ll take this with me,” said Montgomery; and putting the paper into his
  pocket he returned home.


  It was not a cheering record which he read there. The whole history of the
  Croxley Master was given in full, his many victories, his few defeats.


  Born in 1857 (said the provincial biographer), Silas Craggs, better known
  in sporting circles as the Master of Croxley, is now in his fortieth
  year.


  “Hang it, I’m only twenty-three!” said Montgomery to himself, and read on
  more cheerfully.


  Having in his youth shown a surprising aptitude for the game, he fought
  his way up among his comrades, until he became the recognised champion of the
  district and won the proud title which he still holds. Ambitious of a more
  than local fame, he secured a patron, and fought his first fight against Jack
  Barton, of Birmingham, in May 1880, at the old Loiterers’ Club. Craggs, who
  fought at ten stone-two at the time, had the better of fifteen rattling
  rounds, and gained an award on points against the Midlander. Having disposed
  of James Dunn, of Rotherhithe, Cameron, of Glasgow, and a youth named Fernie,
  he was thought so highly of by the fancy that he was matched against Ernest
  Willox, at that time middle-weight champion of the North of England, and
  defeated him in a hard-fought battle, knocking him out in the tenth round
  after a punishing contest. At this period it looked as if the very highest
  honours of the ring were within the reach of the young Yorkshireman, but he
  was laid upon the shelf by a most unfortunate accident. The kick of a horse
  broke his thigh, and for a year he was compelled to rest himself. When he
  returned to his work the fracture had set badly, and his activity was much
  impaired. It was owing to this that he was defeated in seven rounds by
  Willox, the man whom he had previously beaten, and afterwards by James Shaw,
  of London, though the latter acknowledged that he had found the toughest
  customer of his career. Undismayed by his reverses, the Master adapted the
  style of his fighting to his physical disabilities and resumed his career of
  victory—defeating Norton (the black), Hobby Wilson, and Levi Cohen, the
  latter a heavy-weight. Conceding two stone, he fought a draw with the famous
  Billy McQuire, and afterwards, for a purse of fifty pounds, he defeated Sam
  Hare at the Pelican Club, London. In 1891 a decision was given against him
  upon a foul when fighting a winning fight against Jim Taylor, the Australian
  middle weight, and so mortified was he by the decision, that he withdrew from
  the ring. Since then he has hardly fought at all save to accommodate any
  local aspirant who may wish to learn the difference between a bar-room
  scramble and a scientific contest. The latest of these ambitious souls comes
  from the Wilson coal-pits, which have undertaken to put up a stake of 100
  pounds and back their local champion. There are various rumours afloat as to
  who their representative is to be, the name of Ted Barton being freely
  mentioned; but the betting, which is seven to one on the Master against any
  untried man, is a fair reflection of the feeling of the community.


  Montgomery read it over twice, and it left him with a very serious face.
  No light matter this which he had undertaken; no battle with a
  rough-and-tumble fighter who presumed upon a local reputation. Theman’s
  record showed that he was first-class—or nearly so. There were a few
  points in his favour, andhe must make the most of them. There was age—
  twenty-three against forty. There was an old ring proverb that “Youth will be
  served,” but the annals of the ring offer a great number of exceptions. A
  hard veteran full of cool valour and ring-craft, could give ten or fifteen
  years and a beating to most striplings. He could not rely too much upon his
  advantage in age. But then there was the lameness; that must surely count for
  a great deal. And, lastly, there was the chance that the Master might
  underrate his opponent, that he might be remiss in his training, and refuse
  to abandon his usual way of life, if he thought that he had an easy task
  before him. In a man of his age and habits this seemed very possible.
  Montgomery prayed that it might be so. Meanwhile, if his opponent were the
  best man who ever jumped the ropes into a ring, his own duty was clear. He
  must prepare himself carefully, throw away no chance, and do the very best
  that he could. But he knew enough to appreciate the difference which exists
  in boxing, as in every sport, between the amateur and the professional. The
  coolness, the power of hitting, above all the capability of taking
  punishment, count for so much. Those specially developed, gutta-percha- like
  abdominal muscles of the hardened pugilist will take without flinching a blow
  which would leave another man writhing on the ground. Such things are not to
  be acquired in a week, but all that could be done in a week should be
  done.


  The medical assistant had a good basis to start from. He was 5ft. 11 ins.
  —tall enough for anything on two legs, as the old ring men used to say
  —lithe and spare, with the activity of a panther, and a strength which
  had hardly yet ever found its limitations. His muscular development was
  finely hard, but his power came rather from that higher nerve-energy which
  counts for nothing upon a measuring tape. He had the well-curved nose and the
  widely opened eye which never yet were seen upon the face of a craven, and
  behind everything he had the driving force, which came from the knowledge
  that his whole career was at stake upon the contest. The three backers rubbed
  their hands when they saw him at work punching the ball in the gymnasium next
  morning; and Fawcett, the horse-breaker, who had written to Leeds to hedge
  his bets, sent a wire to cancel the letter, and to lay another fifty at the
  market price of seven to one.


  Montgomery’s chief difficulty was to find time for his training without
  any interference from the doctor. His work took him a large part of the day,
  but as the visiting was done on foot, and considerable distances had to be
  traversed, it was a training in itself. For the rest, he punched the swinging
  ball and worked with the dumb-bells for an hour every morning and evening,
  and boxed twice a day with Ted Barton in the gymnasium, gaining as much
  profit as could be got from a rushing, two-handed slogger. Barton was full of
  admiration for his cleverness and quickness, but doubtful about his strength.
  Hard hitting was the feature of his own style, and he exacted it from
  others.


  “Lord, sir, that’s a turble poor poonch for an eleven-stone man!” he would
  cry. “Thou wilt have to hit harder than that afore t’ Master will know that
  thou art theer. All, thot’s better, mon, thot’s fine!” he would add, as his
  opponent lifted him across the room on the end of a right counter. “Thot’s
  how I likes to feel ‘em. Happen thou’lt pull through yet. “He chuckled with
  joy when Montgomery knocked him into a corner. “Eh, mon, thou art coming
  along grand. Thou hast fair yarked me off my legs. Do it again, lad, do it
  again!”


  The only part of Montgomery’s training which came within the doctor’s
  observation was his diet, and that puzzled him considerably.


  “You will excuse my remarking, Mr. Montgomery, that you are becoming
  rather particular in your tastes. Such fads are not to be encouraged in one’s
  youth. Why do you eat toast with every meal?”


  “I find that it suits me better than bread, sir.”


  “It entails unnecessary work upon the cook. I observe, also, that you have
  turned against potatoes.”


  “Yes, sir; I think that I am better without them.”


  “And you no longer drink your beer?”


  “No, sir.”


  “These causeless whims and fancies are very much to be deprecated, Mr.
  Montgomery. Consider how many there are to whom these very potatoes and this
  very beer would be most acceptable.”


  “No doubt, sir, but at present I prefer to do without them.”


  They were sitting alone at lunch, and the assistant thought that it would
  be a good opportunity of asking leave for the day of the fight.


  “I should be glad if you could let me have leave for Saturday, Dr.
  Oldacre.”


  “It is very inconvenient upon so busy a day.”


  “I should do a double day’s work on Friday so as to leave everything in
  order. I should hope to be back in the evening.”


  “I am afraid I cannot spare you, Mr. Montgomery.”


  This was a facer. If he could not get leave he would go without it.


  “You will remember, Dr. Oldacre, that when I came to you it was understood
  that I should have a clear day every month. I have never claimed one. But now
  there are reasons why I wish to have a holiday upon Saturday.”


  Dr. Oldacre gave in with a very bad grace. “Of course, if you insist upon
  your formal rights, there is no more to be said, Mr. Montgomery, though I
  feel that it shows a certain indifference to my comfort and the welfare of
  the practice. Do you still insist?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Very good. Have your way.”


  The doctor was boiling over with anger, but Montgomery was a valuable
  assistant—steady, capable, and hardworking—and he could not
  afford to lose him. Even if he had been prompted to advance those class fees,
  for which his assistant had appealed, it would have been against his
  interests to do so, for he did not wish him to qualify, and he desired him to
  remain in his subordinate position, in which he worked so hard for so small a
  wage. There was something in the cool insistence of the young man, a quiet
  resolution in his voice as he claimed his Saturday, which aroused his
  curiosity.


  “I have no desire to interfere unduly with your affairs, Mr. Montgomery,
  but were you thinking of having a day in Leeds upon Saturday?”


  “No, sir.


  “In the country?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You are very wise. You will find a quiet day among the wild flowers a
  very valuable restorative. Have you thought of any particular direction?”


  “I am going over Croxley way.”


  “Well, there is no prettier country when once you are past the iron-
  works. What could be more delightful than to lie upon the Fells, basking in
  the sunshine, with perhaps some instructive and elevating book as your
  companion? I should recommend a visit to the ruins of St. Bridget’s Church, a
  very interesting relic of the early Norman era. By the way, there is one
  objection which I see to your going to Croxley on Saturday. It is upon that
  date, as I am informed, that that ruffianly glove fight takes place. You may
  find yourself molested by the blackguards whom it will attract.”


  “I will take my chance of that, sir,” said the assistant.


  On the Friday night, which was the last night before the fight,
  Montgomery’s three backers assembled in the gymnasium and inspected their man
  as he went through some light exercises to keep his muscles supple. He was
  certainly in splendid condition, his skin shining with health, and his eyes
  with energy and confidence. The three walked round him and exulted.


  “He’s simply ripping!” said the undergraduate.


  “By gad, you’ve come out of it splendidly. You’re as hard as a pebble, and
  fit to fight for your life.”


  “Happen he’s a trifle on the fine side,” said the publican. “Runs a bit
  light at the loins, to my way of thinking’.”


  “What weight to-day?”


  “Ten stone eleven,” the assistant answered.


  “That’s only three pund off in a week’s trainin’,” said the horse-
  breaker. “He said right when he said that he was in condition. Well, it’s
  fine stuff all there is of it, but I’m none so sure as there is enough. “He
  kept poking his finger into Montgomery as if he were one of his horses. “I
  hear that the Master will scale a hundred and sixty odd at the
  ring-side.”


  “But there’s some of that which he’d like well to pull off and leave
  behind wi’ his shirt,” said Purvis. “I hear they’ve had a rare job to get him
  to drop his beer, and if it had not been for that great red-headed wench of
  his they’d never ha’ done it. She fair scratted the face off a potman that
  had brought him a gallon from t’ ‘Chequers. ‘ They say the hussy is his
  sparrin’ partner, as well as his sweetheart, and that his poor wife is just
  breakin’ her heart over it. Hullo, young ‘un, what do you want?”


  The door of the gymnasium had opened and a lad, about sixteen, grimy and
  black with soot and iron, stepped into the yellow glare of the oil lamp. Ted
  Barton seized him by the collar.


  “See here, thou yoong whelp, this is private, and we want noan o’ thy
  spyin’!”


  “But I maun speak to Mr. Wilson.”


  The young Cantab stepped forward.


  “Well, my lad, what is it?”


  “It’s aboot t’ fight, Mr. Wilson, sir. I wanted to tell your mon somethin’
  aboot t’ Maister.”


  “We’ve no time to listen to gossip, my boy. We know all about the
  Master.”


  “But thou doan’t, sir. Nobody knows but me and mother, and we thought as
  we’d like thy mon to know, sir, for we want him to fair bray him.”


  “Oh, you want the Master fair brayed, do you? So do we. Well, what have
  you to say?”


  “Is this your mon, sir?”


  “Well, suppose it is?”


  “Then it’s him I want to tell aboot it. T’ Maister is blind o’ the left
  eye.”


  “Nonsense!”


  “It’s true, sir. Not stone blind, but rarely fogged. He keeps it secret,
  but mother knows, and so do I. If thou slip him on the left side he can’t cop
  thee. Thou’ll find it right as I tell thee. And mark him when he sinks his
  right. ‘Tis his best blow, his right upper-cut. T’ Maister’s finisher, they
  ca’ it at t’ works. It’s a turble blow when it do come home.”


  “Thank you, my boy. This is information worth having about his sight,”
  said Wilson. “How came you to know so much? Who are you?”


  “I’m his son, sir.”


  Wilson whistled.


  “And who sent you to us?”


  “My mother. I maun get back to her again.”


  “Take this half-crown.”


  “No, sir, I don’t seek money in comin’ here. I do it—”


  “For love?” suggested the publican.


  “For hate!” said the boy, and darted off into the darkness.


  “Seems to me t’ red-headed wench may do him more harm than good, after
  all,” remarked the publican. “And now, Mr. Montgomery, sir, you’ve done
  enough for this evenin’, an’ a nine-hours’ sleep is the best trainin’ before
  a battle. Happen this time to-morrow night you’ll be safe back again with
  your 100 pound in your pocket.”
 


  II


  Work was struck at one o’clock at the coal-pits and the iron-works, and
  the fight was arranged for three. From the Croxley Furnaces, from Wilson’s
  Coal- pits, from the Heartsease Mine, from the Dodd Mills, from the
  Leverworth Smelters the workmen came trooping, each with his fox-terrier or
  his lurcher at his heels. Warped with labour and twisted by toil, bent double
  by week-long work in the cramped coal galleries or half-blinded with years
  spent in front of white-hot fluid metal, these men still gilded their harsh
  and hopeless lives by their devotion to sport. It was their one relief, the
  only thing which could distract their minds from sordid surroundings, and
  give them an interest beyond the blackened circle which enclosed them.
  Literature, art, science, all these things were beyond their horizon; but the
  race, the football match, the cricket, the fight, these were things which
  they could understand, which they could speculate upon in advance and comment
  upon afterwards. Sometimes brutal, sometimes grotesque, the love of sport is
  still one of the great agencies which make for the happiness of our people.
  It lies very deeply in the springs of our nature, and when it has been
  educated out, a higher, more refined nature may be left, but it will not be
  of that robust British type which has left its mark so deeply on the world.
  Every one of these raddled workers, slouching with his dog at his heels to
  see something of the fight, was a true unit of his race.


  It was a squally May day, with bright sunbursts and driving showers.
  Montgomery worked all morning in the surgery getting his medicine made
  up.


  “The weather seems so very unsettled, Mr. Montgomery,” remarked the
  doctor, “that I am inclined to think that you had better postpone your little
  country excursion until a later date.”


  “I am afraid that I must go to-day, sir.”


  “I have just had an intimation that Mrs. Potter, at the other side of
  Angleton, wishes to see me. It is probable that I shall be there all day. It
  will be extremely inconvenient to leave the house empty so long.”


  “I am very sorry, sir, but I must go,” said the assistant, doggedly.


  The doctor saw that it would be useless to argue, and departed in the
  worst of bad tempers upon mission. Montgomery felt easier now that he was
  gone. He went up to his room, and packed his running-shoes, his fighting-
  drawers, and his cricket sash into a hand-bag. When he came down, Mr. Wilson
  was waiting for him in the surgery. “I hear the doctor has gone.”


  “Yes; he is likely to be away all day.”


  “I don’t see that it matters much. It’s bound to come to his ears by to-
  night.”


  “Yes; it’s serious with me, Mr. Wilson. If I win, it’s all right. I don’t
  mind telling you that the hundred pounds will make all the difference to me.
  But if I lose, I shall lose my situation, for, as you say, I can’t keep it
  secret.”


  “Never mind. We’ll see you through among us. I only wonder the doctor has
  not heard, for it’s all over the country that you are to fight the Croxley
  Champion. We’ve had Armitage up about it already. He’s the Master’s backer,
  you know. He wasn’t sure that you were eligible. The Master said he wanted
  you whether you were eligible or not. Armitage has money on, and would have
  made trouble if he could. But I showed him that you came within the
  conditions of the challenge, and he agreed that it was all right. They think
  they have a soft thing on.”


  “Well, I can only do my best,” said Montgomery.


  They lunched together; a silent and rather nervous repast, for
  Montgomery’s mind was full of what was before him, and Wilson had himself
  more money at stake than he cared to lose.


  Wilson’s carriage and pair were at the door, the horses with blue and
  white rosettes at their ears, which were the colours of the Wilson Coal-pits,
  well known, on many a football field. At the avenue gate a crowd of some
  hundred pit-men and their wives gave a cheer as the carriage passed. To the
  assistant it all seemed dream-like and extraordinary—the strangest
  experience of his life, but with a thrill of human action and interest in it
  which made it passionately absorbing. He lay back in the open carriage and
  saw the fluttering handkerchiefs from the doors and windows of the miners’
  cottages. Wilson had pinned a blue and white rosette upon his coat, and
  everybody knew him as their champion. “Good luck, sir! good luck to thee!”
  they shouted from the roadside. He felt that it was like some unromantic
  knight riding down to sordid lists, but there was something of chivalry in it
  all the same. He fought for others as well as for himself. He might fail from
  want of skill or strength, but deep in his sombre soul he vowed that it
  should never be for want of heart.


  Mr. Fawcett was just mounting into his high-wheeled, spidery dogcart, with
  his little bit of blood between the shafts. He waved his whip and fell in
  behind the carriage. They overtook Purvis, the tomato-faced publican, upon
  the road, with his wife in her Sunday bonnet. They also dropped into the
  procession, and then, as they traversed the seven miles of the high road to
  Croxley, their two-horsed, rosetted carriage became gradually the nucleus of
  a comet with a loosely radiating tail. From every side-road came the miners’
  carts, the humble, ramshackle traps, black and bulging, with their loads of
  noisy, foul- tongued, open-hearted partisans. They trailed for a long quarter
  of a mile behind them—cracking, whipping, shouting, galloping,
  swearing. Horsemen and runners were mixed with the vehicles. And then
  suddenly a squad of the Sheffield Yeomanry, who were having their annual
  training in those parts, clattered and jingled out of a field, and rode as an
  escort to the carriage. Through the dust-clouds round him Montgomery saw the
  gleaming brass helmets, the bright coats, and the tossing heads of the
  chargers, the delighted brown faces of the troopers. It was more dream-like
  than ever.


  And then, as they approached the monstrous, uncouth line of bottle-shaped
  buildings which marked the smelting-works of Croxley, their long, writhing
  snake of dust was headed off by another but longer one which wound across
  their path. The main road into which their own opened was filled by the
  rushing current of traps. The Wilson contingent halted until the others
  should get past. The iron-men cheered and groaned, according to their humour,
  as they whirled past their antagonist. Rough chaff flew back and forwards
  like iron nuts and splinters of coal. “Brought him up, then!” “Got t’ hearse
  for to fetch him back?” “Where’s t’ owd K-legs?” “Mon, mon, have thy
  photograph took—‘twill mind thee of what thou used to look!” “He
  fight?—he’s nowt but a half-baked doctor!” “Happen he’ll doctor thy
  Croxley Champion afore he’s through wi’t.”


  So they flashed at each other as the one side waited and the other passed.
  Then there came a rolling murmur swelling into a shout, and a great brake
  with four horses came clattering along, all streaming with salmon-pink
  ribbons. The driver wore a white hat with pink rosette, and beside him, on
  the high seat, were a man and a woman-she with her arm round his waist.
  Montgomery had one glimpse of them as they flashed past; he with a furry cap
  drawn low over his brow, a great frieze coat and a pink comforter round his
  throat; she brazen, red-headed, bright-coloured, laughing excitedly. The
  Master, for it was he, turned as he passed, gazed hard at Montgomery, and
  gave him a menacing, gap- toothed grin. It was a hard, wicked face,
  blue-jowled and craggy, with long, obstinate cheeks and inexorable eyes. The
  brake behind was full of patrons of the sport-flushed iron-foremen, heads of
  departments, managers. One was drinking from a metal flask, and raised it to
  Montgomery as he passed; and then the crowd thinned, and the Wilson cortege
  with their dragoons swept in at the rear of the others.


  The road led away from Croxley, between curving green hills, gashed and
  polluted by the searchers for coal and iron. The whole country had been
  gutted, and vast piles of refuse and mountains of slag suggested the mighty
  chambers which the labour of man had burrowed beneath. On the left the road
  curved up to where a huge building, roofless and dismantled, stood crumbling
  and forlorn, with the light shining through the windowless squares.


  “That’s the old Arrowsmith’s factory. That’s where the fight is to be,”
  said Wilson. “How are you feeling now?”


  “Thank you, I was never better in my life,” Montgomery answered.


  “By Gad, I like your nerve!” said Wilson, who was himself flushed and
  uneasy. “You’ll give us a fight for our money, come what may. That place on
  the right is the office, and that has been set aside as the dressing and
  weighing room.”


  The carriage drove up to it amidst the shouts of the folk upon the
  hillside. Lines of empty carriages and traps curved down upon the winding
  road, and a black crowd surged round the door of the ruined factory. The
  seats, as a huge placard announced, were five shillings, three shillings, and
  a shilling, with half-price for dogs. The takings, deducting expenses, were
  to go to the winner, and it was already evident that a larger stake than a
  hundred pounds was in question. A babel of voices rose from the door, The
  workers wished to bring their dogs in free. The men scuffled. The dogs
  barked. The crowd wasa whirling, eddying pool surging with a roar up to the
  narrow cleft which was its only outlet.


  The brake, with its salmon-coloured streamers and four reeking horses,
  stood empty before the door of the office; Wilson, Purvis, Fawcett and
  Montgomery passed in.


  There was a large, bare room inside with square, clean patches upon the
  grimy walls, where pictures and almanacs had once hung. Worn linoleum covered
  the floor, but there was no furniture save some benches and a deal table with
  an ewer and a basin upon it. Two of the corners were curtained off. In the
  middle of the room was a weighing-chair. A hugely fat man, with a salmon tie
  and a blue waistcoat with birds’-eye spots, came bustling up to them. It was
  Armitage, the butcher and grazier, well known for miles round as a warm man,
  and the most liberal patron of sport in the Riding. “Well, well,” he grunted,
  in a thick, fussy, wheezy voice, “you have come, then. Got your man? Got your
  man?”


  “Here he is, fit and well. Mr. Montgomery, let me present you to Mr.
  Armitage.”


  “Glad to meet you, sir. Happy to make your acquaintance. I make bold to
  say, sir, that we of Croxley admire your courage, Mr. Montgomery, and that
  our only hope is a fair fight and no favour, and the best man win. That’s our
  sentiments at Croxley.”


  “And it is my sentiment, also,” said the assistant.


  “Well, you can’t say fairer than that, Mr. Montgomery. You’ve taken a
  large contrac’ in hand, but a large contrac’ may be carried through, sir, as
  anyone that knows my dealings could testify. The Master is ready to weigh
  in!”


  “So am I.”


  “You must weigh in the buff. ” Montgomery looked askance at the tall, red-
  headed woman who was standing gazing out of the window.


  “That’s all right,” said Wilson. “Get behind the curtain and put on your
  fighting kit.”


  He did so, and came out the picture of an athlete, in white, loose
  drawers, canvas shoes, and the sash of a well-known cricket club round his
  waist. He was trained to a hair, his skin gleaming like silk, and every
  muscle rippling down his broad shoulders and along his beautiful arms as he
  moved them. They bunched into ivory knobs, or slid into long, sinuous curves,
  as he raised or lowered his hands.


  “What thinkest thou o’ that?” asked Ted Barton, his second, of the woman
  in the window.


  She glanced contemptuously at the young athlete. “It’s but a poor kindness
  thou dost him to put a thread-paper yoong gentleman like yon against a mon as
  is a mon. Why, my Jock would throttle him wi’ one bond lashed behind
  him.”


  “Happen he may—happen not,” said Barton. “I have but twa pund in the
  world, but it’s on him, every penny, and no hedgin’. But here’s t’ Maister,
  and rarely fine he do look.”


  The prize-fighter had come out from his curtain, a squat, formidable
  figure, monstrous in chest and arms, limping slightly on his distorted leg.
  His skin bad none of the freshness and clearness of Montgomery’s, but was
  dusky and mottled, with one huge mole amid the mat of tangled black hair
  which thatched his mighty breast. His weight bore no relation to his
  strength, for those huge shoulders and great arms, with brown, sledge-hammer
  fists, would have fitted the heaviest man that ever threw his cap into a
  ring. But his loins and legs were slight in proportion. Montgomery, on the
  other hand, was as symmetrical as a Greek statue. It would be an encounter
  between a man who was specially fitted for one sport, and one who was equally
  capable of any. The two looked curiously at each other: a bull-dog, and a
  high-bred clean-limbed terrier, each full of spirit.


  “How do you do?”


  “How do?” The Master grinned again, and his three jagged front teeth
  gleamed for an instant. The rest had been beaten out of him in twenty years
  of battle. He spat upon the floor. “We have a rare fine day for’t.”


  “Capital,” said Montgomery.


  “That’s the good feelin’ I like,” wheezed the fat butcher. “Good lads,
  both of them!—prime lads!—hard meat an’ good bone. There’s no
  ill-feelin’.”


  “If he downs me, Gawd bless him!” said the Master,


  “An’ if we down him, Gawd help him!” interrupted the woman.


  “Haud thy tongue, wench!” said the Master, impatiently. “Who art thou to
  put in thy word? Happen I might draw my hand across thy face.”


  The woman did not take the threat amiss. “Wilt have enough for thy hand to
  do, Jock,” said she. “Get quit o’ this gradely man afore thou turn on
  me.”


  The lovers’ quarrel was interrupted by the entrance of a newcomer, a
  gentleman with a fur-collared overcoat and a very shiny top-hat—a top-
  hat of a degree of glossiness which is seldom seen five miles from Hyde Park.
  This hat he wore at the extreme back of his head, so that the lower surface
  of the brim made a kind of frame for his high, bald forehead, his, keen eyes,
  his rugged and yet kindly face. He bustled in with the quiet air of
  possession with which the ring master enters the circus.


  “It’s Mr. Stapleton, the referee from London,” said Wilson.


  “How do you do, Mr. Stapleton? I was introduced to you at the big fight at
  the Corinthian Club in Piccadilly.”


  “Ah! I dare say,” said the other, shaking hands. “Fact is, I’m introduced
  to so many that I can’t undertake to carry their names. Wilson, is it? Well,
  Mr. Wilson, glad to see you. Couldn’t get a fly at the station, and that’s
  why I’m late.”


  “I’m sure, sir,” said Armitage, “we should be proud that anyone so well
  known in the boxing world should come down to our little exhibition.”


  “Not at all. Not at all. Anything in the interests of boxin’. All ready?
  Men weighed?”


  “Weighing now, sir.”


  “Ah! Just as well that I should see it done. Seen you before, Craggs. Saw
  you fight your second battle against Willox. You had beaten him once, but he
  came back on you. What does the indicator say—163lbs.—two off for
  the kit—161lbs. Now, my lad, you jump. My goodness, what colours are
  you wearing?”


  “The Anonymi Cricket Club.”


  “What right have you to wear them? I belong to the club myself.”


  “So do I.”


  “You an amateur?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And you are fighting for a money prize?”


  “Yes.”


  “I suppose you know what you are doing? You realise that you’re a
  professional pug from this onwards, and that if ever you fight
  again—”


  “I’ll never fight again.”


  “Happen you won’t,” said the woman, and the Master turned a terrible eye
  upon her.


  “Well, I suppose you know your own business best. Up you jump. One hundred
  and fifty-one, minus two, 149—12lbs. difference, but youth and
  condition on the other scale. Well, the sooner we get to work the better, for
  I wish to catch the seven o’clock express at Hellifield. Twenty three-minute
  rounds, with one-minute intervals, and Queensberry rules. Those are the
  conditions, are they not?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Very good, then—we may go across.”


  The two combatants had overcoats thrown over their shoulders, and the
  whole party, backers, fighters, seconds, and the referee filed out of the
  room. A police inspector was waiting for them in the road. He had a note-book
  in his hand—that terrible weaponwhich awes even the London cabman.


  “I must take your names, gentlemen, in case it should be necessary to
  proceed for breach of peace.”


  “You don’t mean to stop the fight?” cried Armitage, in a passion of
  indignation. “I’m Mr. Armitage, of Croxley, and this is Mr. Wilson, and we’ll
  be responsible that all is fair and as it should be.”


  “I’ll take the names in case it should be necessary to proceed,” said the
  inspector, impassively.


  “But you know me well.”


  “If you was a dook or even a judge it would be all’ the same,” said the
  inspector. “It’s the law, and there’s an end. I’ll not take upon myself to
  stop the fight, seeing that gloves are to be used, but I’ll take the names of
  all concerned. Silas Craggs, Robert Montgomery, Edward Barton, James
  Stapleton, of London. Who seconds Silas Craggs?”


  “I do,” said the woman. “Yes, you can stare, but it’s my job, and no one
  else’s. Anastasia’s the name—four a’s.”


  “Craggs?”


  “Johnson—Anastasia Johnson. If you jug him you can jug me.”


  “Who talked of juggin’, ye fool?” growled the Master. “Coom on, Mr.
  Armitage, for I’m fair sick o’ this loiterin’.”


  The inspector fell in with the procession, and proceeded, as they walked
  up the hill, to bargain in his official capacity for a front seat, where he
  could safeguard the interests of the law, and in his private capacity to lay
  out thirty shillings at seven to one with Mr. Armitage. Through the door they
  passed, down a narrow lane walled with a dense bank of humanity, up a wooden
  ladder to a platform, over a rope which was slung waist-high from four
  corner- stakes, and then Montgomery realised that he was in that ring in
  which his immediate destiny was to be worked out. On the stake at one corner
  there hung a blue-and-white streamer. Barton led him across, the overcoat
  dangling loosely from his shoulders, and he sat down on a wooden stool.
  Barton and another man, both wearing white sweaters, stood beside him. The
  so-called ring was a square, twenty feet each way. At the opposite angle was
  the sinister figure of the Master, with his red-headed woman and a
  rough-faced friend to look after him. At each corner were metal basins,
  pitchers of water, and sponges.


  During the hubbub and uproar of the entrance Montgomery was too bewildered
  to take things in. But now there was a few minutes’ delay, for the referee
  had lingered behind, and so he looked quietly about him. It was a sight to
  haunt him for a lifetime. Wooden seats had been built in, sloping upwards to
  the tops of the walls. Above, instead of a ceiling, a great flight of crows
  passed slowly across a square of grey cloud. Right up to the topmost benches
  the folk were banked—broadcloth in front, corduroys and fustian behind;
  faces turned everywhere upon him. The grey reek of the pipes filled the
  building, and the air was pungent with the acrid smell of cheap, strong
  tobacco. Everywhere among the human faces were to be seen the heads of the
  dogs. They growled and yapped from the back benches. In that dense mass of
  humanity, one could hardly pick out individuals, but Montgomery’s eyes caught
  the brazen gleam of the helmets held upon the knees of the ten yeomen of his
  escort. At the very edge of the platform sat the reporters, five of them
  —three locals and two all the way from London. But where was the
  all-important referee? There was no sign of him, unless he were in the centre
  of that angry swirl of men near the door.


  Mr. Stapleton had stopped to examine the gloves which wore to be used, and
  entered the building after the combatants. He had started to come down that
  narrow lane with the human walls which led to the ring. But already it had
  gone abroad that the Wilson champion was a gentleman, and that another
  gentleman had been appointed as referee. A wave of suspicion passed through
  the Croxley folk. They would have one of their own people for a referee. They
  would not have a stranger. His path was stopped as he made for the ring.
  Excited men flung themselves in front of him; they waved their fists in his
  face and cursed him. A woman howled vile names in his ear. Somebody struck at
  him with an umbrella. “Go thou back to Lunnon. We want noan o’ thee. Go thou
  back!” they yelled.


  Stapleton, with his shiny hat cocked backwards, and his large, bulging
  forehead swelling from under it, looked round him from beneath his bushy
  brows. He was in the centre of a savage and dangerous mob. Then he drew his
  watch from his pocket and held it dial upwards in his palm.


  “In three minutes,” said he, “I will declare the fight off.”


  They raged round him. His cool face and that aggressive top-hat irritated
  them. Grimy hands were raised. But it was difficult, somehow, to strike a man
  who was so absolutely indifferent.


  “In two minutes I declare the fight off.”


  They exploded into blasphemy. The breath of angry men smoked into his
  placid face. A gnarled, grimy fist vibrated at the end of his nose. “We tell
  thee we want noan o’ thee. Get thou back where thou com’st from.”


  “In one minute I declare the fight off.”


  Then the calm persistence of the man conquered the swaying, mutable,
  passionate crowd.


  “Let him through, mon. Happen there’ll be no fight after a’.”


  “Let him through.”


  “Bill, thou loomp, let him pass. Dost want the fight declared off?”


  “Make room for the referee!—room for the Lunnon referee!”


  And half pushed, half carried, he was swept up to the ring. There were two
  chairs by the side of it, one for him and one for the timekeeper. He sat
  down, his hands on his knees, his hat at a more wonderful angle than ever,
  impassive but solemn, with the aspect of one who appreciates his
  responsibilities.


  Mr. Armitage, the portly butcher, made his way into the ring and held up
  two fat hands, sparkling with rings, as a signal for silence.


  “Gentlemen!” he yelled. And then in a crescendo shriek, “Gentlemen!”


  “And ladies!” cried somebody, for, indeed, there was a fair sprinkling of
  women among the crowd. “Speak up, owd man!” shouted another. “What price pork
  chops?” cried somebody at the back. Everybody laughed, and the dogs began to
  bark. Armitage waved his hands amidst the uproar as if he were conducting an
  orchestra. At last the babel thinned into silence.


  “Gentlemen,” he yelled, “the match is between Silas Craggs, whom we call
  the Master of Croxley, and Robert Montgomery, of the Wilson Coal-pits. The
  match was to be under eleven-eight. When they were weighed just now, Craggs
  weighed eleven-seven, and Montgomery ten-nine. The conditions of the contest
  are—the best of twenty three-minute rounds with two-ounce gloves.
  Should the fight run to its full length, it will, of course, be decided upon
  points. Mr. Stapleton, the well-known London referee, has kindly consented to
  see fair play. I wish to say that Mr. Wilson and I, the chief backers of the
  two men, have every confidence in Mr. Stapleton, and that we beg that you
  will accept his rulings without dispute.”


  He then turned from one combatant to the other, with a wave of his
  hand.
 


  III


  “Montgomery—Craggs!” said he.


  A great hush fell over the huge assembly. Even the dogs stopped yapping;
  one might have thought that the monstrous room was empty. The two men had
  stood up, the small white gloves over their hands They advanced from their
  corners and shook hands, Montgomery gravely, Craggs with a smile. Then they
  fell into position. The crowd gave a long sigh—the intake of a thousand
  excited breaths. The referee tilted his chair on to its back legs, and looked
  moodily critical from the one to the other.


  It was strength against activity—that was evident from the first.
  The Master stood stolidly upon his K leg. It gave him a tremendous pedestal;
  one could hardly imagine his being knocked down. And he could pivot round
  upon it with extraordinary quickness; but his advance or retreat was
  ungainly. His frame, however, was so much larger and broader than that of the
  student, and his brown, massive face looked so resolute and menacing that the
  hearts of the Wilson party sank within them. There was one heart, however,
  which had not done so. It was that of Robert Montgomery.


  Any nervousness which he may have had completely passed away now that he
  had his work before him. Here was something definite—this hard-faced,
  deformed Hercules to beat, with a career as the price of beating him. He
  glowed with the joy of action;it thrilled through his nerves. He faced his
  man with little in-and-out steps, breaking to the left, breaking to the
  right, feeling his way, while Craggs, with a dull, malignant eye, pivoted
  slowly upon his weak leg, his left arm half extended, his right sunk low
  across the mark. Montgomery led with his left, and then led again, getting
  lightly home each time. He tried again, but the Master had his counter ready,
  and Montgomery reeled back from a harder blow than he had given. Anastasia,
  the woman, gave a shrill cry of encouragement, and her man let fly his right.
  Montgomery ducked under it, and in an instant the two were in each other’s
  arms.


  “Break away! Break away!” said the referee.


  The Master struck upwards on the break, and shook Montgomery with the
  blow. Then it was “time. “It had been a spirited opening round. The people
  buzzed into comment and applause. Montgomery was quite fresh, but the hairy
  chest of the Master was rising and falling. The man passed a sponge over his
  head while Anastasia flapped the towel before him. “Good lass! good lass!”
  cried the crowd, and cheered her.


  The men were up again, the Master grimly watchful, Montgomery as alert as
  a kitten. The Master tried a sudden rush, squattering along with his awkward
  gait, but coming faster than one would think. The student slipped aside and
  avoided him. The Master stopped, grinned, and shook his head. Then he
  motioned with his hand as an invitation to Montgomery to come to him. The
  student did so and led with his left, but got a swinging right counter in the
  ribs in exchange. The heavy blow staggered him, and the Master came
  scrambling in to complete his advantage; but Montgomery, with his greater
  activity, kept out of danger until the call of “time. “A tame round, and the
  advantage with the Master.


  “T’ Maister’s too strong for him,” said a smelter to his neighbour.


  “Ay; but t’other’s a likely lad. Happen we’ll see some sport yet. He can
  joomp rarely.”


  “But t’ Maister can stop and hit rarely. Happen he’ll mak’ him joomp when
  he gets his nief upon him.”


  They were up again, the water glistening upon their faces. Montgomery led
  instantly, and got his right home with a sounding smack upon the master’s
  forehead. There was a shout from the colliers, and “Silence! Order!” from the
  referee. Montgomery avoided the counter, and scored with his left. Fresh
  applause, and the referee upon his feet in indignation. .


  “No comments, gentlemen, if you please, during the rounds.”


  “Just bide a bit!” growled the Master.


  “Don’t talk—fight!” said the referee, angrily.


  Montgomery rubbed in the point by a flush hit upon the mouth, and the
  Master shambled back to his corner like an angry bear, having had all the
  worst of the round.


  “Where’s thot seven to one?” shouted Purvis, the publican. “I’ll take six
  to one!”


  There were no answers.


  “Five to one!”


  There were givers at that. Purvis booked them in a tattered notebook.


  Montgomery began to feel happy. He lay back with his legs outstretched,
  his back against the corner-post, and one gloved hand upon each rope. What a
  delicious minute it was between each round. If he could only keep out of
  harm’s way, he must surely wear this man out before the end of twenty rounds.
  He was so slow that all his strength went for nothing.


  “You’re fightin’ a winnin’ fight—a winnin’ fight,” Ted Barton
  whispered in his ear. “Go canny; tak’ no chances; you have him proper.”


  But the Master was crafty. He had fought so many battles with his maimed
  limb that he knew how to make the best of it. Warily and slowly he manoeuvred
  round Montgomery, stepping forward and yet again forward until he had
  imperceptibly backed him into his corner. The student suddenly saw a flash of
  triumph upon the grim face, and a gleam in the dull, malignant eyes. The
  Master was upon him. He sprang aside and was on the ropes. The Master smashed
  in one of his terrible upper-cuts, and Montgomery half broke it with his
  guard. The student sprang the other way and was against the other converging
  rope. He was trapped in the angle. The Master sent in another with a hoggish
  grunt which spoke of the energy behind it. Montgomery ducked, but got a jab
  from the left upon the mark. He closed with his man.


  “Break away! Break away!” cried the referee. Montgomery disengaged, and
  got a swinging blow on the ear as he did so. It had been a damaging round for
  him, and the Croxley people were shouting their delight. “Gentlemen, I will
  not have this noise!” Stapleton roared. “I have been accustomed to
  preside at a well-conducted club, and not at a bear-garden. “This little man,
  with the tilted hat and the bulging forehead, dominated the whole assembly.
  He was like a head-master among his boys. He glared round him, and nobody
  cared to meet his eye. Anastasia had kissed the Master when he resumed his
  seat.


  “Good lass. Do’t again!” cried the laughing crowd, and the angry Master
  shook his glove at her, as she flapped her towel in front of him. Montgomery
  was weary and a little sore, but not depressed. He had learned something. He
  would not again be tempted into danger.


  For three rounds the honours were fairly equal. The student’s hitting was
  the quicker, the Master’s the harder. Profiting by his lesson, Montgomery
  kept himself in the open, and refused to be herded into a corner. Sometimes
  the Master succeeded in rushing him to the side-ropes, but the younger man
  slipped away, or closed and then disengaged. The monotonous “Break away!
  Break away!” of the referee broke in upon the quick, low patter of
  rubber-soled shoes, the dull thud of the blows, and the sharp, hissing breath
  of two tired men.


  The ninth round found both of them in fairly good condition. Montgomery’s
  head was still singing from the blow that he had in the corner, and one of
  his thumbs pained him acutely and seemed to be dislocated. The Master showed
  no sign of a touch, but his breathing was the more laboured, and a long line
  of ticks upon the referee’s paper showed that the student had a good show of
  points. But one of this iron-man’s blows was worth three of his, and he knew
  that without the gloves he could not have stood for three rounds against him.
  All the amateur work that he had done was the merest tapping and flapping
  when compared to those frightful blows, from arms toughened by the shovel and
  the crowbar.


  It was the tenth round, and the fight was half over. The betting now was
  only three to one, for the Wilson champion had held his own much better than
  had been expected. But those who knew the ring-craft as well as the staying
  power of the old prize-fighter knew that the odds were still a long way in
  his favour.


  “Have a care of him!” whispered Barton, as he sent his man up to the
  scratch. “Have a care! He’ll play thee a trick, if he can.”


  But Montgomery saw, or imagined he saw, that his antagonist was tiring. He
  looked jaded and listless, and his hands drooped a little from their
  position. His own youth and condition were beginning to tell. He sprang in
  and brought off a fine left-handed lead. The Master’s return lacked his usual
  fire. Again Montgomery led, and again he got home. Then he tried his right
  upon the mark, and the Master guarded it downwards.


  “Too low! Too low! A foul! A foul!” yelled a thousand voices.


  The referee rolled his sardonic eyes slowly round. “Seems to me this
  buildin’ is chock-full of referees,” said he. The people laughed and
  applauded, but their favour was as immaterial to him as their anger. “No
  applause, please! This is not a theatre!” he yelled.


  Montgomery was very pleased with himself. His adversary was evidently in a
  bad way. He was piling on his points and establishing a lead. He might as
  well make hay while the sun shone. The Master was looking all abroad.
  Montgomery popped one upon his blue jowl and got away without a return. And
  then the Master suddenly dropped both his hands and began rubbing his thigh.
  Ah! that was it, was it? He had muscular cramp.


  “Go in! Go in!” cried Teddy Barton.


  Montgomery sprang wildly forward, and the next instant was lying half
  senseless, with his neck nearly broken, in the middle of the ring.


  The whole round had been a long conspiracy to tempt him within reach of
  one of those terrible right-hand upper-cuts for which the Master was famous.
  For this the listless, weary bearing, for this the cramp in the thigh. When
  Montgomery had sprung in so hotly he had exposed himself to such a blow as
  neither flesh nor blood could stand. Whizzing up from below with a rigid arm,
  which put the Master’s eleven stone into its force, it struck him under the
  jaw; he whirled half round, and fell a helpless and half-paralysed mass. A
  vague groan and murmur, inarticulate, too excited for words, rose from the
  great audience. With open mouths and staring eyes they gazed at the twitching
  and quivering figure.


  “Stand back! Stand right back!” shrieked the referee, for the Master was
  standing over his man ready to give him the coup-de-grace as he
  rose.


  “Stand back, Craggs, this instant!” Stapleton repeated.


  The Master sank his hands sulkily and walked backwards to the rope with
  his ferocious eyes fixed upon his fallen antagonist. The timekeeper called
  the seconds. If ten of them passed before Montgomery rose to his feet, the
  fight was ended. Ted Barton wrung his hands and danced about in an agony in
  his corner.


  As if in a dream—a terrible nightmare—the student could hear
  the voice of the timekeeper—three—four—five —he got
  up on his hand—six—seven—he was on his knee, sick,
  swimming, faint, but resolute to rise. Eight—he was up, and the Master
  was on him like a tiger, lashing savagely at him with both hands. Folk held
  their breath as they watched those terrible blows, and anticipated the
  pitiful end—so much more pitiful where a game but helpless man refuses
  to accept defeat.


  Strangely automatic is the human brain. Without volition, without effort,
  there shot into the memory of this bewildered, staggering, half-stupefied man
  the one thing which could have saved him—that blind eye of which the
  Master’s son had spoken. It was the same as the other to look at, but
  Montgomery remembered that he had said that it was the left. He reeled to the
  left side, half felled by a drive which lit upon his shoulder. The Master
  pivoted round upon his leg and was at him in an instant.


  “Yark him, lad! Yark him!” screamed the woman.


  “Hold your tongue!” said the referee.


  Montgomery slipped to the left again and yet again, but the Master was too
  quick and clever for him. He struck round and got him full on the face as he
  tried once more to break away. Montgomery’s knees weakened under him, and he
  fell with a groan on the floor. This time he knew that he was done. With
  bitter agony he realised, as he groped blindly with his hands, that he could
  not possibly raise himself. Far away and muffled he heard, amid the murmurs
  of the multitude, the fateful voice of the timekeeper counting off the
  seconds.


  “One—two—three—four—five— six—”


  “Time!” said the referee.


  Then the pent-up passion of the great assembly broke loose. Croxley gave a
  deep groan of disappointment. The Wilsons were on their feet, yelling with
  delight. There was still a chance for them. In four more seconds their man
  would have been solemnly counted out. But now he had a minute in which to
  recover. The referee looked round with relaxed features and laughing eyes. He
  loved this rough game, this school for humble heroes, and it was pleasant to
  him to intervene as a Deus ex machina at so dramatic a moment. His
  chair and his hat were both tilted at an extreme angle; he and the timekeeper
  smiled at each other. Ted Barton and the other second had rushed out and
  thrust an arm each under Montgomery’s knee, the other behind his loins, and
  so carried him back to his stool. His head lolled upon his shoulder, but a
  douche of cold water sent a shiver through him, and he started and looked
  round him.


  “He’s a’ right!” cried the people round. “He’s a rare brave lad. Good lad!
  Good lad!” Barton poured some brandy into his mouth. The mists cleared a
  little, and he realised where he was and what he had to do. But he was still
  very weak, and he hardly dared to hope that he could survive another
  round.


  “Seconds out of the ring!” cried the referee. “Time!”


  The Croxley Master sprang eagerly off his stool.


  “Keep clear of him! Go easy for a bit,” said Barton, and Montgomery walked
  out to meet his man once more.


  He had had two lessons—the one when the Master got him into his
  corner, the other when he had been lured into mixing it up with so powerful
  an antagonist. Now he would be wary. Another blow would finish him; he could
  afford to run no risks. The Master was determined to follow up his advantage,
  and rushed at him, slogging furiously right and left. But Montgomery was too
  young and active to be caught. He was strong upon his legs once more, and his
  wits had all come back to him. It was a gallant sight—the
  line-of-battleship trying to pour its overwhelming broadside into the
  frigate, and the frigate manoeuvring always so as to avoid it. The Master
  tried all his ring-craft. He coaxed the student up by pretended inactivity;
  he rushed at him with furious rushes towards the ropes. For three rounds he
  exhausted every wile in trying to get at him. Montgomery during all this time
  was conscious that his strength was minute by minute coming back to him. The
  spinal jar from an upper-cut is overwhelming, but evanescent. He was losing
  all sense of it beyond a great stiffness of the neck. For the first round
  after his downfall he had been content to be entirely on the defensive, only
  too happy if he could stall off the furious attacks of the Master. In the
  second he occasionally ventured upon a light counter. In the third he was
  smacking back merrily where he saw an opening. His people yelled their
  approval of him at the end of every round. Even the iron-workers cheered him
  with that fine unselfishness which true sport engenders. To most of them,
  unspiritual and unimaginative, the sight of this clean-limbed young Apollo,
  rising above disaster and holding on while consciousness was in him to his
  appointed task, was the greatest thing their experience had ever known.


  But the Master’s naturally morose temper became more and more murderous at
  this postponement of his hopes. Three rounds ago the battle had been in his
  hands; now it was all to do over again. Round by round his man was recovering
  his strength. By the fifteenth he was strong again in wind and limb. But the
  vigilant Anastasia saw something which encouraged her.


  “That bash in t’ ribs is telling on him, Jock,” she whispered. “Why else
  should he be gulping t’ brandy? Go in, lad, and thou hast him yet.”


  Montgomery had suddenly taken the flask from Barton’s hand, and had a deep
  pull at the contents. Then, with his face a little flushed, and with a
  curious look of purpose, which made the referee stare hard at him, in his
  eyes, he rose for the sixteenth round.


  “Game as a pairtridge!” cried the publican, as he looked at the hard-set
  face.


  “Mix it oop, lad! Mix it oop!” cried the iron-men to their Master. And
  then a hum of exultation ran through their ranks as they realised that their
  tougher, harder, stronger man held the vantage, after all. Neither of the men
  showed much sign of punishment. Small gloves crush and numb, but they do not
  cut. One of the Master’s eyes was even more flush with his cheek than Nature
  had made it. Montgomery had two or three livid marks upon his body, and his
  face was haggard, save for that pink spot which the brandy had brought into
  either cheek. He rocked a little as he stood opposite his man, and his hands
  drooped as if he felt the gloves to be an unutterable weight. It was evident
  that he was spent and desperately weary. If he received one other blow it
  must surely be fatal to him. If he brought one home, what power could there
  be behind it, and what chance was there of its harming the colossus in front
  of him? It was the crisis of the fight. This round must decide it. “Mix it
  oop, lad! Mix it oop!” the iron-men whooped. Even the savage eyes of the
  referee were unable to restrain the excited crowd.


  Now, at last, the chance had come for Montgomery. He had learned a lesson
  from his more experienced rival. Why should he not play his own game upon
  him? He was spent, but not nearly so spent as he pretended. That brandy was
  to call up his reserves, to let him have strength to take full advantage of
  the opening when it came. It was thrilling and tingling through his veins at
  the very moment when he was lurching and rocking like a beaten man. He acted
  his part admirably. The Master felt that there was an easy task before him,
  and rushed in with ungainly activity to finish it once for all. He
  slap-banged away left and right, boring Montgomery up against the ropes,
  swinging in his ferocious blows with those animal grunts which told of the
  vicious energy behind them.


  But Montgomery was too cool to fall a victim to any of those murderous
  upper-cuts. He kept out of harm’s way with a rigid guard, an active foot, and
  a head which was swift to duck. And yet he contrived to present the same
  appearance of a man who is hopelessly done. The Master, weary from his own
  shower of blows, and fearing nothing from so weak a man, dropped his hand for
  an instant, and at that instant Montgomery’s right came home.


  It was a magnificent blow, straight, clean, crisp, with the force of the
  loins and the back behind it. And it landed where he had meant it to—
  upon the exact point of that blue-grained chin. Flesh and blood could not
  stand such a blow in such a place. Neither valour nor hardihood can save the
  man to whom it comes. The Master fell backwards, flat, prostrate, striking
  the ground with so simultaneous a clap that it was like a shutter falling
  from a wall. A yell, which no referee could control, broke from the crowded
  benches as the giant went down. He lay upon his back, his knees a little
  drawn up, his huge chest panting. He twitched and shook, but could not move.
  His feet pawed convulsively once or twice. It was no use. He was done. “Eight
  —nine—ten!” said the time-keeper, and the roar of a thousand
  voices, with a deafening clap like the broad-side of a ship, told that the
  Master of Croxley was the Master no more.


  Montgomery stood half dazed, looking down at the huge, prostrate figure.
  He could hardly realise that it was indeed all over. He saw the referee
  motion towards him with his hand. He heard his name bellowed in triumph from
  every side. And then he was aware of someone rushing towards him; he caught a
  glimpse of a flushed face and an aureole of flying red hair, a gloveless fist
  struck him between the eyes, and he was on his back in the ring beside his
  antagonist, while a dozen of his supporters were endeavouring to secure the
  frantic Anastasia. He heard the angry shouting of the referee, the screaming
  of the furious woman, and the cries of the mob. Then something seemed to
  break like an over-stretched banjo string, and he sank into the deep, deep,
  mist-girt abyss of unconsciousness.


  The dressing was like a thing in a dream, and so was a vision of the
  Master with the grin of a bulldog upon his face, and his three teeth amiably
  protruded. He shook Montgomery heartily by the hand.


  “I would have been rare pleased to shake thee by the throttle, lad, a
  short while syne,” said he. “But I bear no ill-feeling again’ thee. It was a
  rare poonch that brought me down—I have not had a better since my
  second fight wi’ Billy Edwards in ‘89. Happen thou might think o’ goin’
  further wi’ this business. If thou dost, and want a trainer, there’s not much
  inside t’ ropes as I don’t know. Or happen thou might like to try it wi’ me
  old style and bare knuckles. Thou hast but to write to t’ ironworks to find
  me.”


  But Montgomery disclaimed any such ambition. A canvas bag with his share
  —190 sovereigns—was handed to him, of which he gave ten to the
  Master, who also received some share of the gate-money. Then, with young
  Wilson escorting him on one side, Purvis on the other, and Fawcett carrying
  his bag behind, he went in triumph to his carriage, and drove amid a long
  roar, which lined the highway like a hedge for the seven miles, back to his
  starting- point.


  “It’s the greatest thing I ever saw in my life. By George, it’s ripping!”
  cried Wilson, who had been left in a kind of ecstasy by the events of the
  day. “There’s a chap over Barnsley way who fancies himself a bit. Let us
  spring you on him, and let him see what he can make of you. We’ll put up a
  purse—won’t we, Purvis? You shall never want a backer.”


  “At his weight,” said the publican, “I’m behind him, I am, for twenty
  rounds, and no age, country, or colour barred.”


  “So am I,” cried Fawcett; “middle-weight champion of the world, that’s
  what he is—here, in the same carriage with us.”


  But Montgomery was not to be beguiled.


  “No; I have my own work to do now.”


  “And what may that be?”


  “I’ll use this money to get my medical degree.”


  “Well, we’ve plenty of doctors, but you’re the only man in the Riding that
  could smack the Croxley Master off his legs. However, I suppose you know your
  own business best. When you’re a doctor, you’d best come down into these
  parts, and you’ll always find a job waiting for you at the Wilson Coal-
  pits.”


  Montgomery had returned by devious ways to the surgery. The horses were
  smoking at the door, and the doctor was just back from his long journey.
  Several patients had called in his absence, and he was in the worst of
  tempers.


  “I suppose I should be glad that you have come back at all, Mr.
  Montgomery!” he snarled. “When next you elect to take a holiday, I trust it
  will not be at so busy a time.”


  “I am sorry, sir, that you should have been inconvenienced.”


  “Yes, sir, I have been exceedingly inconvenienced. ” Here, for the first
  time, he looked hard at the assistant. “Good Heavens, Mr. Montgomery, what
  have you been doing with your left eye?”


  It was where Anastasia had lodged her protest. Montgomery laughed.


  “It is nothing, sir,” said he.


  “And you have a livid mark under your jaw. It is, indeed, terrible that my
  representative should be going about in so disreputable a condition. How did
  you receive these injuries?”


  “Well, sir, as you know, there was a little glove-fight to-day over at
  Croxley.”


  “And you got mixed up with that brutal crowd?”


  “I was rather mixed up with them.”


  “And who assaulted you?”


  “One of the fighters.”


  “Which of them?”


  “The Master of Croxley.”


  “Good Heavens! Perhaps you interfered with him?”


  “Well, to tell the truth, I did a little.”


  “Mr. Montgomery, in such a practice as mine, intimately associated as it
  is with the highest and most progressive elements of our small community, it
  is impossible—”


  But just then the tentative bray of a cornet-player searching for his key-
  note jarred upon their ears, and an instant later the Wilson Colliery brass
  band was in full cry with, “See the Conquering Hero Comes,” outside the
  surgery window. There was a banner waving, and a shouting crowd of
  miners.


  “What is it? What does it mean?” cried the angry doctor.


  “It means, sir, that I have, in the only way which was open to me, earned
  the money which is necessary for my education. It is my duty, Dr. Oldacre, to
  warn you that I am about to return to the University, and that you should
  lose no time in appointing my successor.”
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  It was in the days when the tide of Mahdism, which had swept in such a
  flood from the great Lakes and Darfur to the confines of Egypt, had at last
  come to its full, and even begun, as some hoped, to show signs of a turn. At
  its outset it had been terrible. It had engulfed Hicks’s army, swept over
  Gordon and Khartoum, rolled behind the British forces as they retired down
  the river, and finally cast up a spray of raiding parties as far north as
  Assouan. Then it found other channels to east and west, to Central Africa and
  to Abyssinia, and retired a little on the side of Egypt. For ten years there
  ensued a lull, during which the frontier garrisons looked out upon those
  distant blue hills of Dongola. Behind the violet mists which draped them lay
  a land of blood and horror. From time to time some adventurer went south
  towards those haze-girt mountains, tempted by stories of gum and ivory, but
  none ever returned. Once a mutilated Egyptian and once a Greek woman, mad
  with thirst and fear, made their way to the lines. They were the only exports
  of that country of darkness. Sometimes the sunset would turn those distant
  mists into a bank of crimson, and the dark mountains would rise from that
  sinister reek like islands in a sea of blood. It seemed a grim symbol in the
  southern heaven when seen from the fort-capped hills by Wady Halfa. Ten years
  of lust in Khartoum, ten years of silent work in Cairo, and then all was
  ready, and it was time for civilisation to take a trip south once more,
  travelling as her wont is in an armoured train. Everything was ready, down to
  the last pack-saddle of the last camel, and yet no one suspected it, for an
  unconstitutional Government has its advantage. A great administrator had
  argued, and managed, and cajoled; a great soldier had organised and planned,
  and made piastres do the work of pounds. And then one night these two master
  spirits met and clasped hands, and the soldier vanished away upon some
  business of his own. And just at that very time, Bimbashi Hilary Joyce,
  seconded from the Royal Mallow Fusiliers, and temporarily attached to the
  Ninth Soudanese, made his first appearance in Cairo.


  Napoleon had said, and Hilary Joyce had noted, that great reputations are
  only to be made in the East. Here he was in the East with four tin cases of
  baggage, a Wilkinson sword, a Bond’s slug-throwing pistol, and a copy of
  “Green’s Introduction to the Study of Arabic. “With such a start, and the
  blood of youth running hot in his veins, everything seemed easy. He was a
  little frightened of the general; he had heard stories of his sternness to
  young officers, but with tact and suavity he hoped for the best. So, leaving
  his effects at “Shepherd’s Hotel,” he reported himself at headquarters. It
  was not the general, but the head of the Intelligence Department who received
  him, the chief being still absent upon that business which had called him.
  Hilary Joyce found himself in the presence of a short, thick-set officer,
  with a gentle voice and a placid expression which covered a remarkably acute
  and energetic spirit. With that quiet smile and guileless manner he had
  undercut and outwitted the most cunning of Orientals. He stood, a cigarette
  between his fingers, looking at the newcomer. “I heard that you had come.
  Sorry the chief isn’t here to see you. Gone up to the frontier, you
  know.”


  “My regiment is at Wady Halfa. I suppose, sir, that I should report myself
  there at once?”


  “No; I was to give you your orders. ” He led the way to a map upon the
  wall, and pointed with the end of his cigarette. “You see this place. It’s
  the Oasis of Kurkur—a little quiet, I am afraid, but excellent air. You
  are to get out there as quick as possible. You’ll find a company of the
  Ninth, and half a squadron of cavalry. You will be in command.”


  Hilary Joyce looked at the name, printed at the intersection of two black
  lines without another dot upon the map for several inches around it. “A
  village, sir?”


  “No, a well. Not very good water, I’m afraid, but you soon get accustomed
  to natron. It’s an important post, as being at the junction of two caravan
  routes. All routes are closed now, of course, but still you never know who
  might come along them.”


  “We are there, I presume, to prevent raiding?”


  “Well, between you and me, there’s really nothing to raid. You are there
  to intercept messengers. They must call at the wells. Of course you have only
  just come out, but you probably understand already enough about the
  conditions of this country to know that there is a great deal of disaffection
  about, and that the Khalifa is likely to try and keep in touch with his
  adherents. Then, again, Senoussi lives up that way”—he waved his
  cigarette to the westward—“the Khalifa might send a message to him
  along that route. Anyhow, your duty is to arrest everyone coming along, and
  get some account of him before you let him go. You don’t talk Arabic, I
  suppose?”


  “I am learning, sir.”


  “Well, well, you’ll have time enough for study there. And you’ll have a
  native officer, Ali something or other, who speaks English, and can interpret
  for you. Well, good-bye—I’ll tell the chief that you reported yourself.
  Get on to your post now as quickly as you can.”


  Railway to Baliani, the post-boat to Assouan, and then two days on a camel
  in the Libyan desert, with an Ababdeh guide, and three baggage-camels to tie
  one down to their own exasperating pace. However, even two and a half miles
  an hour mount up in time, and at last, on the third evening, from the
  blackened slag-heap of a hill which is called the Jebel Kurkur, Hilary Joyce
  looked down upon a distant clump of palms, and thought that this cool patch
  of green in the midst of the merciless blacks and yellows was the fairest
  colour effect that he had ever seen. An hour later he had ridden into the
  little camp, the guard had turned out to salute him, his native subordinate
  had greeted him in excellent English, and he had fairly entered into his own.
  It was not an exhilarating place for a lengthy residence. There was one
  large, bowl-shaped, grassy depression sloping down to the three pits of brown
  and brackish water. There was the grove of palm trees also, beautiful to look
  upon, but exasperating in view of the fact that Nature has provided her least
  shady trees on the very spot where shade is needed most. A single wide-spread
  acacia did something to restore the balance. Here Hilary Joyce slumbered in
  the heat, and in the cool he inspected his square-shouldered, spindle-shanked
  Soudanese, with their cheery black faces and their funny little pork-pie
  forage caps. Joyce was a martinet at drill, and the blacks loved being
  drilled, so the Bimbashi was soon popular among them. But one day was exactly
  like another. The weather, the view, the employment, the food—
  everything was the same. At the end of three weeks he felt that he had been
  there for interminable years. And then at last there came something to break
  the monotony.


  One evening, as the sun was sinking, Hilary Joyce rode slowly down the old
  caravan road. It had a fascination for him, this narrow track, winding among
  the boulders and curving up the nullahs, for he remembered how in the map it
  had gone on and on, stretching away into the unknown heart of Africa. The
  countless pads of innumerable camels through many centuries had beaten it
  smooth, so that now, unused and deserted, it still wound away, the strangest
  of roads, a foot broad, and perhaps two thousand miles in length. Joyce
  wondered as he rode how long it was since any traveller had journeyed up it
  from the south, and then he raised his eyes, and there was a man coming along
  the path. For an instant Joyce thought that it might be one of his own men,
  but a second glance assured him that this could not be so. The stranger was
  dressed in the flowing robes of an Arab, and not in the close-fitting khaki
  of a soldier. He was very tall, and a high turban made him seem gigantic. He
  strode swiftly along, with head erect, and the bearing of a man who knows no
  fear.


  Who could he be, this formidable giant coming out of the unknown? The
  precursor possibly of a horde of savage spearmen. And where could he have
  walked from? The nearest well was a long hundred miles down the track. At any
  rate the frontier post of Kurkur could not afford to receive casual visitors.
  Hilary Joyce whisked round his horse, galloped into camp, and gave the alarm.
  Then, with twenty horsemen at his back, he rode out again to reconnoitre. The
  man was still coming on in spite of these hostile preparations. For an
  instant he hesitated when first he saw the cavalry, but escape was out of the
  question, and he advanced with the air of one who makes the best of a bad
  job. He made no resistance, and said nothing when the hands of two troopers
  clutched at his shoulders, but walked quietly between their horses into camp.
  Shortly afterwards the patrol came in again. There were no signs of any
  dervishes. The man was alone. A splendid trotting camel had been found lying
  dead a little way down the track. The mystery of the stranger’s arrival was
  explained. But why, and whence, and whither?—these were questions for
  which a zealous officer must find an answer.


  Hilary Joyce was disappointed that there were no dervishes. It would have
  been a great start for him in the Egyptian army had he fought a little action
  on his own account. But even as it was, he had a rare chance of impressing
  the authorities. He would love to show his capacity to the head of the
  Intelligence, and even more to that grim Chief who never forgot what was
  smart, or forgave what was slack. The prisoner’s dress and bearing showed
  that he was of importance. Mean men do not ride pure-bred trotting camels.
  Joyce sponged his head with cold water, drank a cup of strong coffee, put on
  an imposing official tarboosh instead of his sun-helmet, and formed himself
  into a court of inquiry and judgment under the acacia tree. He would have
  liked his people to have seen him now, with his two black orderlies in
  waiting, and his Egyptian native officer at his side. He sat behind a
  camp-table, and the prisoner, strongly guarded, was led up to him. The man
  was a handsome fellow, with bold grey eyes and a long black beard.


  “Why!” cried Joyce, “the rascal is making faces at me. “A curious
  contraction had passed over the man’s features, but so swiftly that it might
  have been a nervous twitch. He was now a model of Oriental gravity. “Ask him
  who he is, and what he wants?” The native officer did so, but the stranger
  made no reply, save that the same sharp spasm passed once more over his face.
  “Well, I’m blessed!” cried Hilary Joyce. “Of all the impudent scoundrels! He
  keeps on winking at me. Who are you, you rascal? Give an account of yourself!
  D’ye hear?” But the tall Arab was as impervious to English as to Arabic. The
  Egyptian tried again and again. The prisoner looked at Joyce with his
  inscrutable eyes, and occasionally twitched his face at him, but never opened
  his mouth. The Bimbashi scratched his head in bewilderment.


  “Look here, Mahomet Ali, we’ve got to get some sense out of this fellow.
  You say there are no papers on him?”


  “No, sir; we found no papers.”


  “No clue of any kind?”


  “He has come far, sir. A trotting camel does not die easily. He has come
  from Dongola, at least.”


  “Well, we must get him to talk.”


  “It is possible that he is deaf and dumb.”


  “Not he. I never saw a man look more all there in my life.”


  “You might send him across to Assouan.”


  “And give someone else the credit? No, thank you. This is my bird. But how
  are we going to get him to find his tongue?”


  The Egyptian’s dark eyes skirted the encampment and rested on the cook’s
  fire. “Perhaps,” said he, “if the Bimbashi thought fit—” He looked at
  the prisoner and then at the burning wood.


  “No, no; it wouldn’t do. No, by Jove, that’s going too far.”


  “A very little might do it.”


  “No, no. It’s all very well here, but it would sound just awful if ever it
  got as far as Fleet Street. But, I say,” he whispered, “we might frighten him
  a bit. There’s no harm in that.”


  “No, sir.”


  “Tell them to undo the man’s galabeeah. Order them to put a horseshoe in
  the fire and make it red-hot. “The prisoner watched the proceedings with an
  air which had more of amusement than of uneasiness. He never winced as the
  black sergeant approached with the glowing shoe held upon two bayonets.


  “Will you speak now?” asked the Bimbashi, savagely. The prisoner smiled
  gently and stroked his beard.


  “Oh, chuck the infernal thing away!” cried Joyce, jumping up in a passion.
  “There’s no use trying to bluff the fellow. He knows we won’t do it. But I
  can and I will flog him, and you can tell him from me that if
  he hasn’t found his tongue by to-morrow morning I’ll take the skin off his
  back as sure as my name’s Joyce. Have you said all that?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Well, you can sleep upon it, you beauty, and a good night’s rest may it
  give you!” He adjourned the Court, and the prisoner, as imperturbable as
  ever, was led away by the guard to his supper of rice and water. Hilary Joyce
  was a kind-hearted man, and his own sleep was considerably disturbed by the
  prospect of the punishment which he must inflict next day. He had hopes that
  the mere sight of the koorbash and the thongs might prevail over his
  prisoner’s obstinacy. And then, again, he thought how shocking it would be if
  the man proved to be really dumb after all. The possibility shook him so that
  he had almost determined by daybreak that he would send the stranger on
  unhurt to Assouan. And yet what a tame conclusion it would be to the
  incident! He lay upon his angareeb still debating it when the question
  suddenly and effectively settled itself. Ali Mahomet rushed into his
  tent.


  “Sir,” he cried, “the prisoner is gone!”


  “Gone!”


  “Yes, sir, and your own best riding camel as well. There is a slit cut in
  the tent, and he got away unseen in the early morning.”


  The Bimbashi acted with all energy. Cavalry rode along every track; scouts
  examined the soft sand of the wadys for signs of the fugitive, but no trace
  was discovered. The man had utterly disappeared. With a heavy heart, Hilary
  Joyce wrote an official report of the matter and forwarded it to Assouan.
  Five days later there came a curt order from the chief that he should report
  himself there. He feared the worst from the stern soldier, who spared others
  as little as he spared himself. And his worst forebodings were realised.
  Travel-stained and weary, he reported himself one night at the general’s
  quarters. Behind a table piled with papers and strewn with maps the famous
  soldier and his Chief of Intelligence were deep in plans and figures. Their
  greeting was a cold one.


  “I understand, Captain Joyce,” said the general, “that you have allowed a
  very important prisoner to slip through your fingers.”


  “I am sorry, sir.”


  “No doubt. But that will not mend matters. Did you ascertain anything
  about him before you lost him?”


  “No, sir.”


  “How was that?”


  “I could get nothing out of him, sir.”


  “Did you try?”


  “Yes, sir; I did what I could.”


  “What did you do?”


  “Well, sir, I threatened to use physical force.”


  “What did he say?”


  “He said nothing.”


  “What was he like?”


  “A tall man, sir. Rather a desperate character, I should think.”


  “Any way by which we could identify him?”


  “A long black beard, sir. Grey eyes. And a nervous way of twitching his
  face.”


  “Well, Captain Joyce,” said the general, in his stern, inflexible voice,
  “I cannot congratulate you upon your first exploit in the Egyptian army. You
  are aware that every English officer in this force is a picked man. I have
  the whole British army from which to draw. It is necessary, therefore, that I
  should insist upon the very highest efficiency. It would be unfair upon the
  others to pass over any obvious want of zeal or intelligence. You are
  seconded from the Royal Mallows, I understand?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I have no doubt that your colonel will be glad to see you fulfilling your
  regimental duties again. ” Hilary Joyce’s heart was too heavy for words. He
  was silent. “I will let you know my final decision to-morrow morning. “Joyce
  saluted and turned upon his heel.”


  “You can sleep upon that, you beauty, and a good night’s rest may it give
  you!”


  Joyce turned in bewilderment. Where had those words been used before? Who
  was it who had used them? The general was standing erect. Both he and the
  Chief of the Intelligence were laughing. Joyce stared at the tall figure, the
  erect bearing, the inscrutable grey eyes.


  “Good Lord!” he gasped.


  “Well, well, Captain Joyce, we are quits!” said the general, holding out
  his hand. “You gave me a bad ten minutes with that infernal red-hot horseshoe
  of yours. I’ve done as much for you. I don’t think we can spare you for the
  Royal Mallows just yet awhile.”


  “But, sir; but—!”


  “The fewer questions the better, perhaps. But of course it must seem
  rather amazing. I had a little private business with the Kabbabish. It must
  be done in person. I did it, and came to your post in my return. I kept on
  winking at you as a sign that I wanted a word with you alone.”


  “Yes, yes. I begin to understand.”


  “I couldn’t give it away before all those blacks, or where should I have
  been the next time I used my false beard and Arab dress? You put me in a very
  awkward position. But at last I had a word alone with your Egyptian officer,
  who managed my escape all right.”


  “He! Mahomet Ali!”


  “I ordered him to say nothing. I had a score to settle with you. But we
  dine at eight, Captain Joyce. We live plainly here, but I think I can do you
  a little better than you did me at Kurkur.”
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  I cannot pretend to say what occurred on the 14th of April last at No. 17,
  Badderly Gardens. Put down in black and white, my surmise might seem too
  crude, too grotesque, for serious consideration. And yet that something did
  occur, and that it was of a nature which will leave its mark upon every one
  of us for the rest of our lives, is as certain as the unanimous testimony of
  five witnesses can make it. I will not enter into any argument or
  speculation. I will only give a plain statement, which will be submitted to
  John Moir, Harvey Deacon, and Mrs. Delamere, and withheld from publication
  unless they are prepared to corroborate every detail. I cannot obtain the
  sanction of Paul Le Duc, for he appears to have left the country.


  It was John Moir (the well-known senior partner of Moir, Moir, and
  Sanderson) who had originally turned our attention to occult subjects. He
  had, like many very hard and practical men of business, a mystic side to his
  nature, which had led him to the examination, and eventually to the
  acceptance, of those elusive phenomena which are grouped together with much
  that is foolish, and much that is fraudulent, under the common heading of
  spiritualism. His researches, which had begun with an open mind, ended
  unhappily in dogma, and he became as positive and fanatical as any other
  bigot. He represented in our little group the body of men who have turned
  these singular phenomena into a new religion.


  Mrs. Delamere, our medium, was his sister, the wife of Delamere, the
  rising sculptor. Our experience had shown us that to work on these subjects
  without a medium was as futile as for an astronomer to make observations
  without a telescope. On the other hand, the introduction of a paid medium was
  hateful to all of us. Was it not obvious that he or she would feel bound to
  return some result for money received, and that the temptation to fraud would
  be an overpowering one? No phenomena could be relied upon which were produced
  at a guinea an hour. But, fortunately, Moir had discovered that his sister
  was mediumistic-in other words, that she was a battery of that animal
  magnetic force which is the only form of energy which is subtle enough to be
  acted upon from the spiritual plane as well as from our own material one. Of
  course, when I say this, I do not mean to beg the question; but I am simply
  indicating the theories upon which we were ourselves, rightly or wrongly,
  explaining what we saw. The lady came, not altogether with the approval of
  her husband, and though she never gave indications of any very great psychic
  force, we were able, at least, to obtain those usual phenomena of
  message-tilting which are at the same time so puerile and so inexplicable.
  Every Sunday evening met in Harvey Deacon’s studio at Badderly Gardens, the
  next house to the corner of Merton Park Road.


  Harvey Deacon’s imaginative work in art would prepare any one to find that
  he was an ardent lover of everything which was outré and sensational.
  A certain picturesqueness in the study of the occult had been the quality
  which had originally attracted him to it, but his attention was speedily
  arrested by some of those phenomena to which I have referred, and he was
  coming rapidly to the conclusion that what he had looked upon as an amusing
  romance and an after-dinner entertainment was really a very formidable
  reality. He is a man with a remarkably clear and logical brain-a true
  descendant of his ancestor, the well-known Scotch professor-and he
  represented in our small circle the critical element, the man who has no
  prejudices, is prepared to follow facts as far as he can see them, and
  refuses to theorise in advance of his data. His caution annoyed Moir as much
  as the latter’s robust faith amused Deacon, but each in his own way was
  equally keen upon the matter.


  And I? What am I to say that I represented? I was not the devotee. I was
  not the scientific critic. Perhaps the best that I can claim for myself is
  that I was the dilettante man about town, anxious to be in the swim of every
  fresh movement, thankful for any new sensation which would take me out of
  myself and open up fresh possibilities of existence. I am not an enthusiast
  myself, but I like the company of those who are. Moir’s talk, which made me
  feel as if we had a private pass-key through the door of death, filled me
  with a vague contentment. The soothing atmosphere of the séance with
  the darkened lights was delightful to me. In a word, the thing amused me, and
  so I was there.


  It was, as I have said, upon the 14th of April last that the very singular
  event which I am about to put upon record took place. I was the first of the
  men to arrive at the studio, but Mrs. Delamere was already having had
  afternoon tea with Mrs. Harvey Deacon. The two ladies and Deacon himself were
  standing in front of an unfinished picture of his upon the easel. I am not an
  expert in art, and I have never professed to understand what Harvey Deacon
  meant by his pictures; but I could see in this instance that it was all very
  clever and imaginative, fairies and animals and allegorical figures of all
  sorts. The ladies were loud in their praises, and indeed the colour effect
  was a remarkable one.


  “What do you think of it, Markham?” he asked.


  “Well, it’s above me,” said I. “These beasts-what are they?”


  “Mythical monsters, imaginary creatures, heraldic emblems-a sort of weird,
  bizarre procession of them.”


  “With a white horse in front!”


  “It’s not a horse,” said he, rather testily-which was surprising, for he
  was a very good-humoured fellow as a rule, and hardly ever took himself
  seriously.


  “What is it, then?”


  “Can’t you see the horn in front? It’s a unicorn. I told you they were
  heraldic beasts. Can’t you recognise one?”


  “Very sorry, Deacon,” said I, for he really seemed to be annoyed.


  He laughed at his own irritation.


  “Excuse me, Markham!” said he; “the fact is that I had an awful job over
  the beast. All day I have painting him in and painting him out, and trying to
  imagine what a real live, ramping unicorn would look like. At last I got him,
  as I hoped; so when you failed to recognise it, it took me on the raw.”


  “Why, of course it’s a unicorn,” said I, for he was evidently depressed at
  my obtuseness. “I can see the horn quite plainly, but I never saw a unicorn
  except beside the Royal Arms, and so I never thought of the creature. And
  these others are griffins and cockatrices, and dragons of sorts?”


  “Yes, I had no difficulty with them. It was the unicorn which bothered me.
  However, there’s an end of it until to-morrow.” He turned the picture round
  upon the easel, and we all chatted about other subjects.


  Moir was late that evening, and when he did arrive he brought with him,
  rather to our surprise, a small, stout Frenchman, whom he introduced as
  Monsieur Paul Le Duc. I say to our surprise, for we held a theory that any
  intrusion into our spiritual circle deranged the conditions, and introduced
  an element ‘of suspicion. We knew that we could trust each other, but all our
  results were vitiated by the presence of an outsider. However, Moir soon
  reconciled us to the innovation. Monsieur Paul Le Due was a famous student of
  occultism, a seer, a medium, and a mystic. He was travelling in England with
  a letter of introduction to Moir from the President of the Parisian brothers
  of the Rosy Cross. What more natural than that he should bring him to our
  little séance, or that we should feel honoured by his presence?


  He was, as I have said, a small, stout man, undistinguished in appearance,
  with a broad, smooth, clean-shaven face, remarkable only for a pair of large,
  brown, velvety eyes, staring vaguely out in front of him. He was well
  dressed, with the manners of a gentleman, and his curious little turns of
  English speech set the ladies smiling. Mrs. Deacon had a prejudice against
  our researches and left the room, upon which we lowered the lights, as was
  our custom, and drew up our chairs to the square mahogany table which stood
  in the centre of the studio. The light was subdued, but sufficient to allow
  us to see each other quite plainly. I remember that I could even observe the
  curious, podgy little square-topped hands which the Frenchman laid upon the
  table.


  “What a fun!” said he. “It is many years since I have sat in this fashion,
  and it is to me amusing. Madame is medium. Does madame make the trance?”


  “Well, hardly that,” said Mrs. Delamere. “But I am always conscious of
  extreme sleepiness.”


  “It is the first stage. Then you encourage it, and there comes the trance.
  When the trance comes, then out jumps your little spirit and in jumps another
  little spirit, and so you have direct talking or writing. You leave your
  machine to be worked by another. Hein? But what have unicorns to do with
  it?”


  Harvey Deacon started in his chair. The Frenchman was moving his head
  slowly round and staring into the shadows which draped the walls.


  “What a fun!” said he. “Always unicorns. Who has been thinking so hard
  upon a subject so bizarre?”


  “This is wonderful!” cried Deacon. “I have been trying to paint one all
  day. But how could you know it?”


  “You have been thinking of them in this room.


  “Certainly.”


  “But thoughts are things, my friend. When you imagine a thing you make a
  thing. You did not know it, hein? But I can see your unicorns because it is
  not only with my eye that I can see.” “Do you mean to say that I create a
  thing which has never existed by merely thinking of it?” “But certainly. It
  is the fact which lies under all other facts. That is why an evil thought is
  also a danger.”


  “They are, I suppose, upon the astral plane?” said Moir.


  “Ah, well, these are but words, my friends. They are there-somewhere
  —everywhere-I cannot tell myself. I see them. I could touch them.”


  “You could not make us see them.”


  “It is to materialise them. Hold! It is an experiment. But the power is
  wanting. Let us see what power we have, and then arrange what we shall do.
  May I place you as I wish?”


  “You evidently know a great deal more about it than we do,” said Harvey
  Deacon; “I wish that you would take complete control.”


  “It may he that the conditions are not good. But we will try what we can
  do. Madame will sit where she is, I next, and this gentleman beside me.
  Meester Moir will sit next to madame, because it is well to have blacks and
  blondes in turn. So! And now with your permission I will turn the lights all
  out.”


  “What is the advantage of the dark?” I asked. “Because the force with
  which we deal is a vibration of ether and so also is light. We have the wires
  all for ourselves now—hein? You will not be frightened in the darkness,
  madame? What a fun is such a séance!”


  At first the darkness appeared to be absolutely pitchy, but in a few
  minutes our eyes became so far accustomed to it that we could just make out
  each other’s presence-very dimly and vaguely, it is true. I could see nothing
  else in the room-only the black loom of the motionless figures. We were all
  taking the matter much more seriously than we had ever done before.


  “You will place your hands in front. It is hopeless that we touch, since
  we are so few round so large a table. You will compose yourself, madame, and
  if sleep should come to you you will not fight against it. And now we sit in
  silence and we expect—hein?”


  So we sat in silence and expected, staring out into the blackness in front
  of us. A clock ticked in the passage. A dog barked intermittently far away.
  Once or twice a cab rattled past in the street, and the gleam of its lamps
  through the chink in the curtains was a cheerful break in that gloomy vigil.
  I felt those physical symptoms with which previous séances had made me
  familiar-the coldness of the feet, the tingling in the hands, the glow of the
  palms, the feeling of a cold wind upon the back. Strange little shooting
  pains came in my forearms, especially as it seemed to me in my left one,
  which was nearest to our visitor-no doubt to disturbance of the vascular
  system, but worthy of some attention all the same. At the same time I was
  conscious of a strained feeling of expectancy which was almost painful. From
  the rigid, absolute silence of my companions I gathered that their nerves
  were as tense as my own.


  And then suddenly a sound came out of the darkness-a low, sibilant sound,
  the quick, thin breathing of a woman. Quicker and thinner yet it came, as
  between clenched teeth, to end in a loud gasp with a drill rustle of
  cloth.


  “What’s that? Is all right?” some one asked in the darkness.


  “Yes, all is right,” said the Frenchman. “It is madame. She is in her
  trance. Now, gentlemen, if you will wait quiet you will see something, I
  think, which will interest you much.”


  Still the ticking in the hall. Still the breathing, deeper and fuller now,
  from the medium. Still the occasional flash, more welcome than ever, of the
  passing lights of the hansoms. What a gap we were bridging, the half-raised
  veil of the eternal on the one side and the cabs of London on the other. The
  table was throbbing with a mighty pulse. It swayed steadily, rhythmically,
  with an easy swooping, scooping motion under our fingers. Sharp little raps
  and cracks came from its substance, file-firing, volley-firing, the sounds of
  a fagot burning briskly on a frosty night.


  “There is much power,” said the Frenchman. “See it on the table!”


  I had thought it was some delusion of my own, but all could see it now.
  There was a greenish-yellow phosphorescent light-or I should say a luminous
  vapour rather than a light-which lay over the surface of the table. It rolled
  and wreathed and undulated in dim glimmering folds, turning and swirling like
  clouds of smoke. I could see the white, square-ended hands of the French
  medium in this baleful light.


  “What a fun!” he cried. “It is splendid!”


  “Shall we call the alphabet?” asked Moir.


  “But no-for we can do much better,” said our visitor. “It is but a clumsy
  thing to tilt the table for every letter of the alphabet, and with such a
  medium as madame we should do better than that.”


  “Yes, you will do better,” said a voice.


  “Who was that? Who spoke? Was that you, Markham?”


  “No, I did not speak.”


  “It was madame who spoke.”


  “But it was not her voice.


  “Is that you, Mrs. Delamere?”


  “It is not the medium, but it is the power which uses the organs of the
  medium,” said the strange, deep voice.


  “Where is Mrs. Delamere? It will not hurt her, I trust.”


  “The medium is happy in another plane of existence. She has taken my
  place, as I have taken hers.”


  “Who are you?”


  “It cannot matter to you who I am. I am one who has lived as you are
  living, and who has died as you will die.”


  We heard the creak and grate of a cab pulling up door. There was an
  argument about the fare, and the cabman grumbled hoarsely down the street.
  The green-yellow cloud still swirled faintly over the table, dull elsewhere,
  but glowing into a dim luminosity in the direction of the medium. It seemed
  to be piling itself up in front of her. A sense of fear and cold struck into
  my heart. It seemed to me that lightly and flippantly we had approached the
  most real and august of sacraments, that communion with the dead of which the
  fathers of the Church had spoken.


  “Don’t you think we are going too far? Should we not break up this
  séance?” I cried.


  But the others were all earnest to see the end of it. They laughed at my
  scruples.


  “All the powers are made for use,” said Harvey Deacon. “If we can do this,
  we should do this. Every new departure of knowledge has been called unlawful
  in its inception. It is right and proper that we should inquire into the
  nature of death.”


  “It is right and proper,” said the voice.


  “There, what more could you ask?” cried Moir, who was much excited. “Let
  us have a test. Will you give us a test that you are really there?”


  “What test do you demand?”


  “Well, now-I have some coins in my pocket. Will you tell me how many?”


  “We come back in the hope of teaching and of elevating, and not to guess
  childish riddles.”


  “Ha, ha, Meester Moir, you catch it that time,” cried the Frenchman. “But
  surely this is very good sense what the Control is saying.”


  “It is a religion, not a game,” said the cold, hard voice.


  “Exactly-the very view I take of it,” cried Moir. “I am sure I am very
  sorry if I have asked a foolish question. You will not tell me who you
  are?”


  “What does it matter?”


  “Have you been a spirit long?”


  “Yes.”


  “How long?”


  “We cannot reckon time as you do. Our conditions are different.”


  “Are you happy?”


  “Yes.”


  “You would not wish to come back to life?”


  “No-certainly not.”


  “Are you busy?”


  “We could not be happy if we were not busy.”


  “What do you do?”


  “I have said that the conditions are entirely different.”


  “Can you give us no idea of your work?”


  “We labour for our own improvement and for the advancement of others.” “Do
  you like coming here to-night?”


  “I am glad to come if I can do any good by coming.”


  “Then to do good is your object?”


  “It is the object of all life on every plane.”


  “You see, Markham, that should answer your scruples.”


  It did, for my doubts had passed and only interest remained.


  “Have you pain in your life?” I asked.


  “No; pain is a thing of the body.”


  “Have you mental pain?”


  “Yes; one may always be sad or anxious.”


  “Do you meet the friends whom you have known on earth?”


  “Some of them.”


  “Why only some of them?”


  “Only those who are sympathetic.”


  “Do husbands meet wives?”


  “Those who have truly loved.”


  “And the others?”


  “They are nothing to each other.”


  “There must be a spiritual connection?”


  “Of course.”


  “Is what we are doing right?”


  “If done in the right spirit.” “What is the wrong spirit?” “Curiosity and
  levity.” “May harm come of that?” “Very serious harm.” “What sort of
  harm?”


  “You may call up forces over which you have no control.”


  “Evil forces?”


  “Undeveloped forces.”


  “You say they are dangerous. Dangerous to body or mind?”


  “Sometimes to both.”


  There was a pause, and the blackness seemed to grow blacker still, while
  the yellow-green fog swirled and smoked upon the table.


  “Any questions you would like to ask, Moir?” said Harvey Deacon.


  “Only this-do you pray in your world?”


  “One should pray in every world.”


  “Why?”


  “Because it is the acknowledgment of forces outside ourselves.” “What
  religion do you hold over there?”


  “We differ exactly as you do.”


  “You have no certain knowledge?”


  “We have only faith.”


  “These questions of religion,” said the Frenchman, “they are of interest
  to you serious English people, but they are not so much fun. It seems to me
  that with this power here we might be able to have some great
  experience-hein? Something of which we could talk.”


  “But nothing could be more interesting than this,” said Moir.


  “Well, if you think so, that is very well,” the Frenchman answered,
  peevishly. “For my part, it seems to me that I have heard all this before,
  and that to-night I should weesh to try some experiment with all this force
  which is given to us. But if you have other questions, then ask them, and
  when you are finish we can try something more.”


  But the spell was broken. We asked and asked, but the medium sat silent in
  her chair. Only her deep, regular breathing showed that she was there. The
  mist still whirled upon the table. “You have disturbed the harmony. She will
  not answer.”


  “But we have learned already all that she can tell-hein? For my part I
  wish to see something I have never seen before.”


  “What then?”


  “You will let me try?”


  “What would you do?”


  “I have said to you that thoughts are things. Now I wish to prove it to
  you, and to show you that which is only a thought. Yes, yes, I can do it and
  you will see. Now I ask you only to sit still and say nothing, and keep ever
  your hands quiet upon the table.”


  The room was blacker and more silent than ever. The same feeling of
  apprehension which had lain heavily upon me at the beginning of the
  séance was back at my heart once more. The roots of my hair were
  tingling.


  “It is working! It is working!” cried the Frenchman, and there was a crack
  in his voice as he spoke which told me that he also was strung to his
  tightest.


  The luminous fog drifted slowly off the table, and wavered and flickered
  across the room. There in the farther and darkest corner it gathered and
  glowed, hardening down into a shining core-a strange, shifty, luminous, and
  yet non-illuminating patch of radiance, bright itself, but throwing no rays
  into the darkness. It had changed from a greenish-yellow to a dusky sullen
  red. Then round this centre there coiled a dark, smoky substance, thickening,
  hardening, growing denser and blacker. And then the light went out, smothered
  in that which had grown round it.


  “It has gone.”


  “Hush-there’s something in the room.”


  We heard it in the corner where the light had been, something which
  breathed deeply and fidgeted in the darkness.


  “What is it? Le Duc, what have you done?”


  “It is all right. No harm will come.” The Frenchman’s voice was treble
  with agitation.


  “Good heavens, Moir, there’s a large animal in the room. Here it is, close
  by my chair! Go away! Go away!”


  It was Harvey Deacon’s voice, and then came the sound of a blow upon some
  hard object. And then… And then… how can I tell you what happened
  then?


  Some huge thing hurtled against us in the darkness, rearing, stamping,
  smashing, springing, snorting. The table was splintered. We were scattered in
  every direction. It clattered and scrambled amongst us, rushing with horrible
  energy from one corner of the room to another. We were all screaming with
  fear, grovelling upon our hands and knees to get away from it Something trod
  upon my left hand, and I felt the bones splinter under the weight.


  “A light! A light!” some one yelled.


  “Moir, you have matches, matches!”


  “No, I have none. Deacon, where are the matches? For God’s sake, the
  matches!” “I can’t find them. Here, you Frenchman, stop it!”


  “It is beyond me. Oh, mon Dieu, I cannot stop it. The door! Where is the
  door?”


  My hand, by good luck, lit upon the handle as I groped about in the
  darkness. The hard-breathing, snorting, rushing creature tore past me and
  butted with a fearful crash against the oaken partition. The instant that it
  had passed I turned the handle, and next moment we were all outside, and the
  door shut behind us. From within came a horrible crashing and rending and
  stamping.


  “What is it? In Heaven’s name, what is it?”


  “A horse. I saw it when the door opened. But Mrs. Delamere-?”


  “We must fetch her out. Come on, Markham; the longer we wait the less we
  shall like it.”


  He flung open the door and we rushed in. She was there on the ground
  amidst the splinters of her chair. We seized her and dragged her swiftly out,
  and as we gained the door I looked over my shoulder into the darkness. There
  were two strange eyes glowing at us, a rattle of hoofs, and I had just time
  to slam the door when there came a crash upon it which split it from top to
  bottom. “It’s coming through! It’s coming!”


  “Run, run for your lives!” cried the Frenchman.


  Another crash, and something shot through the riven door. It was a long
  white spike, gleaming in the lamplight. For a moment it shone before us, and
  then with a snap it disappeared again.


  “Quick! Quick! This way!” Harvey Deacon shouted. “Carry her in! Here!
  Quick!”


  We had taken refuge in the dining-room, and shut the heavy oak door. We
  laid the senseless woman upon the sofa, and as we did so, Moir, the hard man
  of business, drooped and fainted across the hearth-rug. Harvey Deacon was as
  white as a corpse, jerking and twitching like an epileptic. With a crash we
  heard the studio door fly to pieces, and the snorting and stamping were in
  the passage, up and down, shaking the house with their fury. The Frenchman
  had sunk his face on his hands, and sobbed like a frightened child.


  “What shall we do?” I shook him roughly by the shoulder. “Is a gun any
  use?”


  “No, no. The power will pass. Then it will end.”


  “You might have killed us all-you unspeakable fool-with your infernal
  experiments.”


  “I did not know. How could I tell that it would he frightened? It is mad
  with terror. It was his fault. He struck it.”


  Harvey Deacon sprang up. “Good heavens!” he cried.


  A terrible scream sounded through the house.


  “It’s my wife! Here, I’m going out. If it’s the Evil One himself I am
  going out!”


  He had thrown open the door and rushed out into the passage. At the end of
  it, at the foot of the stairs, Mrs. Deacon was lying senseless, struck down
  by the sight which she had seen. But there was nothing else.


  With eyes of horror we looked about us, but all was perfectly quiet and
  still. I approached the black square of the studio door, expecting with every
  slow step that some atrocious shape would hurl itself out of it. But nothing
  came, and all was silent inside the room. Peeping and peering, our hearts in
  our mouths, we came to the very threshold, and stared into the darkness.
  There was still no sound, but in one direction there was also no darkness. A
  luminous, glowing cloud, with an incandescent centre, hovered in the corner
  of the room. Slowly it dimmed and faded, growing thinner and fainter, until
  at last the same dense, velvety blackness filled the whole studio. And with
  the last flickering gleam of that baleful light the Frenchman broke into a
  shout of joy.


  “What a fun!” he cried. “No one is hurt, and only the door broken, and the
  ladies frightened. But, my friends, we have done what has never been done
  before.”


  “And as far as I can help,” said Harvey Deacon, “it will certainly never
  be done again.”


  And that was what befell on the 14th of April last at No. 17 Badderly
  Gardens. I began by saying that it would seem too grotesque to dogmatise as
  to what it was which actually did occur; but I give my impressions, our
  impressions (since they are corroborated by Harvey Deacon and John Moir), for
  what they are worth. You may, if it pleases you, imagine that we were the
  victims of an elaborate and extraordinary hoax. Or you may think with us that
  we underwent a very real and a very terrible experience. Or perhaps you may
  know more than we do of such occult matters, and can inform us of some
  similar occurrence. In this latter case a letter to William Markham, 146M.
  the Albany, would help to throw a light upon that which is very dark to
  us.
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  IT was in those stormy days of the early century when England, in an age
  of heroes and buffoons, had turned in her intervals of prize-fighting and
  horse- racing, Almack balls and Carlton House scandals, to grasp the sceptre
  of the seas, and to push Napoleon’s veterans out of the Peninsula. The
  practical jokers of St. James Street and the gamblers of Watier’s were of the
  same blood and class as the exquisites of Wellington or the Foleys and Balls
  whose foppishness aroused the anger of Nelson until their gallantry extorted
  his admiration. A singular effeminacy and a desperate recklessness alternated
  in the same individual, and the languid lounger of the evening was easily
  stirred into the fierce duellist of the morning. Amid this strange society of
  brutality and sentiment there moved the portly figure of George, the Prince
  and Regent, monstrous on account of his insignificance and interesting for
  the inhuman absence of any points of interest. Weak and despicable, a liar
  and a coward, he still in some inexplicable way catches the attention of
  posterity as he did of his own contemporaries, and draws the eye away from
  better men.


  George the King was in his second and more fatal period of madness while
  George the Prince waited for his heritage and filled his father’s place.
  Twice a year the Regent should go to Windsor where the lunatic was kept, and
  satisfy himself as to his condition. It was a formality, but in the strange
  lumbering British constitution formalities are the ultimate rulers of all
  things, with Kings, Lords and Commons groaning under their tyranny. And so,
  sorely against his will, the weak foolish man abandoned his Brighton palace
  and drove northwards to fulfill his odious duty at the Castle.


  But he did not go alone. He was no lover of solitude at any time, and
  least of all when his work might be done or lightened by others. Sir Charles
  Tregellis shared his coach—Tregellis the arbiter of fashions, the
  gentle duellist, the languid rake, the weary gambler, the masterful lounger
  whose drooping eyelids and supercilious eyes could dominate the most
  high-blooded buck in Watier’s or in Brooks’. Lord Yarmouth was with them, the
  foxy-haired red-whiskered sportsman, and all day they drove through the weald
  of Sussex and over the uplands of Surrey until in the evening, ankle deep in
  playing cards, they saw the Thames wind through green meadows, and the huge
  dark bulk of the Windsor towers loom black against the gold and carmine of a
  September sunset. Another coach and yet another were on the London road, for
  it had been given out that the Regent had need of company and his friends
  were rallying to his call.


  Why should the Prince see his father? It was enough to have paid his
  formal visit and to have received the reports of Doctor John Willis and his
  son. To the Regent an unpleasant duty meant a duty to be evaded. He had seen
  his father once, and he had never forgotten it. It came to him still, that
  memory, when he lay restless at night, and not all his little glasses of
  maraschino could banish it from his mind. The royal state had always seemed
  so fenced in from unpleasantness of every kind! The whole world conspired to
  keep trouble away. But Nature would not join in the conspiracy. Nature was
  rough, brutal, unreasonable. This Prince had never heard one harsh or
  reproving word in all his life, save only from this stern old man, his
  father, and from the dreadful unutterable German woman whom he had married.
  Once or twice when the Commons had been asked to pay his debts there had been
  unpleasant speeches, but then he did not hear them and they only reached his
  ears in the mildest and least irritating form. Sycophants and courtiers
  filtered everything from the outer world. And now into this sheltered life,
  weakened and softened by indulgence, there came the brutal realities of
  disease. The King himself, the one man whose position was more august than
  his own, was struck into puling childish imbecility. George’s craven heart
  quailed at the sight of the foolish garrulous old man for ever pouring forth
  a ceaseless gabble of meaningless words. It brought home to him that there
  was a higher law against which all his prerogatives were vain. He shrank now
  from such an experience, and his quarters, with those of his friends, were
  placed at that wing of the Castle which was furthest from the chambers of the
  King.


  There were twelve of them at supper that night, and they sat late over the
  wine. The Prince drank deeply to clear away the weight which lay upon his
  spirits. This house of royal suffering cast its gloom upon him. And the
  others drank as much or more than he out of sympathy with their royal
  comrade, and because it was their good pleasure and the custom of the time.
  Sheridan, of the inflamed face and the ready tongue; Hertford, the husband of
  the reigning favorite; Yarmouth, his son; Theodore Hook, the jester;
  Tregellis, whose pale cheek flushed into comeliness upon a fourth bottle;
  Mountford, with the lewd eyes and the perfect cravat; Mackinnon, of the
  Guards; Banbury, who shot Sir Charles Williams behind Chalk Farm—these
  were the men who, out of all the virtue and wisdom of England, had in his
  fiftieth year gathered as intimates round the English Prince.


  He lay back in his chair, as the decanters circulated, his eyes glazed and
  his face flushed. His waistcoat was partly undone and his ruffled shirt came
  bursting through the gaps. Laziness and liquors had made him very fat, but he
  carried himself in his official duties with a dignified solemnity. Now in his
  hour of relaxation the dignity was gone and he lolled, a coarse, swollen man,
  at the head of his table. At supper he had been amusing. He had two genuine
  gifts, the one for telling a story and the other for singing a song, and, had
  he been a commoner, he had still been a good companion. But his brain had
  softened and he was at a disadvantage with the seasoned men around him. A
  little wine would make him excited, a little more, maudlin, and then it was
  but a short step to irresponsibility. Already he had lost all sense of
  decency and restraint. He raged between his glasses at his brothers, at his
  wife, at the Princess Charlotte, his daughter, at the Whigs, the cursed
  Whigs, who would not come to heel, at the Commons who would not vote him the
  money for which his duns were clamoring—at everything and every-body as
  far as they had ever stood in the way of his ever-varying whims. The baser of
  the company urged him onwards by their ready sympathy) * others looked
  downwards at their glasses, or raised their critical eyebrows * they glanced
  across at each other. And then, in yet another stage of his exaltation, he
  lied with palpably absurd vainglorious lies which sprang from that same
  family taint which had laid his father low. Always behind the pampered,
  foolish Sybarite there loomed the shadow of madness.


  “Yes, yes, he has done well enough,” said he, for the talk had turned upon
  the recent victories of Wellington in the Peninsula. “He has done well
  enough, but he is lucky in those who serve him. Now, at Salamanca—”


  They all glanced furtively at each other, for the delusion was well known
  to them.


  “At Salamanca,” he continued pompously, “where would he have been if the
  heavies had not charged? And why did the heavies charge?”


  “Because your Highness gave the order,” said some sycophant.


  “Ah ha, the thing has become public, then?” said he exultantly. “York
  tried to hush it up and so did Wellington, d——d jealous of me,
  both of them—but truth will come out.


  “‘Le Marchant,’ said I, ‘if the heavies don’t charge, the game is up.’


  “‘We cannot charge unshaken infantry,’ said he.


  “‘Then by God, sir, I can and I will,’ said I. I rammed my spurs into my
  charger—a big black he was, with white stockings—and we went
  right into them. You can vouch for the story, Tregellis.”


  “I can vouch for the story,” said Sir Charles, with an emphasis upon the
  last word, which caused a titter.


  “Sir Charles expresses himself cautiously,” said Mountford, eager to pose
  as champion of the Prince. “He will, no doubt, vouch for the fact as
  well.”


  “I had not the honor to be there,” said Sir Charles wearily. “It is
  strange, Lord Mountford, that you should ask for a voucher for anything which
  the Prince has cited as a fact.”


  Mountford’s point had been turned against his own breast so adroitly that
  the befuddled Prince had not perceived it. He frowned darkly at his champion,
  and shook his head.


  “Have you any doubts of the truth of what I have said, Lord Mountford? Eh,
  sir? What?”


  “Not in the least, sir.”


  “Then I must ask you, sir, to be more guarded in your language,” he pouted
  like an angry child, and Mountford flushed from his curling hair to his
  speckless, many-wreathed cravat.


  “Do you return early to town, Sir Charles?” he asked quickly, when the hum
  of conversation had been resumed.


  “I shall still be here at seven,” said Sir Charles, smiling gently.


  “I shall walk in the Eton meadows,” said Mountford bowing.


  It was the last walk he ever made without a stick. But the company cared
  nothing for a quarrel so discreetly conducted. The Prince was telling a
  story. He missed the point, but they guffawed with outrageous merriment. Hook
  capped it with another which was all point but met with a languid murmur of
  approval. The talk turned upon racing, why Sam Chifney had been warned off
  the turf and why the Regent had abandoned Newmarket. There were drunken tears
  in his dull eyes as he told how scandalously he had been treated. And then it
  passed on to prize-fighting. Yarmouth was a patron of the ring, and told of
  Gregson, the North Country giant whom he had seen in Ward’s ordinary in St.
  Martin’s Lane. His father bet a hundred guineas against him in the coming
  fight, and the family wager was booked amidst shoutings and laughter. Then
  the talk came back to the never failing topic of women, and it was seen how a
  coarse and material age could debase the minds of men, and soil the daintiest
  of subjects. A shadow of disgust passed over the pale face of Tregellis as he
  listened to the hiccoughed reminiscences of the maudlin Regent.


  “By-the-way, sir,” said he, adroitly changing the subject, “has your
  Highness heard of the vogue which Captain Mackinnon has obtained? No function
  is à la mode without his exploit. Even Lady Lieven swears that the
  next ball at Ahnack’s will not be complete unless he goes round the room upon
  the route chairs and the instruments of the musicians.”


  The jaded appetite of the Regent needed eternal novelties to stimulate it.
  Hook had risen from the depths to the surface on account of his
  originality—an originality which was already losing its freshness.
  Everyone who had any talent or peculiarity, however grotesque, was brought to
  Brighton. Mackinnon had never before been in the presence, and his fresh
  young soldier face was suffused with blushes at the words of Tregellis. The
  Regent looked at him with his glazed eyes.


  “Let me see, I heard of you, sir, but I am d——d if I can call
  to mind what you can do. Didn’t you kill a cat with your teeth at the
  Cockpit? No, that was Ingleston. Or are you the man who imitates a coach
  horn? No, by George, I’ve got it! you’re the furniture man.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Go round any room in London on the furniture—never been
  beaten—haw! haw! Well, it’s close enough here, and any child could do
  it.”


  “Yes, sir,” said Mackinnon. “It would be easy here.”


  “They tried to beat him at Lady Cunningham’s,” cried Banbury. “They had
  but four chairs and a settee, but he climbed up the window and scrambled
  round the picture rod. He takes some pounding, I tell you.”


  The Regent glanced round at the furniture, and staggering to his feet, he
  pulled off his plum-colored silken coat.


  “Coats off, gentlemen!” said he, and in an instant, young and old, they
  were all in their white cambric shirt sleeves.


  “We’ll all do it,” said he. “Every man Jack of us. By gad, Captain
  Mackinnon, we’ll play you at your own game. ‘Pon my life, a little exercise
  will harm none of us. Now, sir, give us a lead! You next, Banbury! You,
  Yarmouth! You, Hertford! Then myself! And so, as we sit! And the man who is
  pounded shall drink a claret glass of maraschino for a punishment.”


  It was an idiotic spectacle, and yet one which was characteristic of an
  age when, in the highest circles, any form of ludicrous eccentricity was a
  more sure pass to popularity and success than wisdom or brilliancy. If wise
  and brilliant men—a Fox, or a Sheridan—did succeed in such
  circles, it was by reason of their vices rather than of their virtues. A
  Wordsworth or a Coleridge would have been powerless before a rival who crowed
  like a cock or had a boundless invention for practical jokes. So it was that
  Mackinnon, with his absurd accomplishment, had taken London society by storm
  and shot over the heads of his superior officers into the select circle which
  shared the amusements and the vices of the repulsive George.


  Mackinnon, a little flurried at this strange game of follow-my-leader for
  which he was to he responsible, had risen from his chair. He was a tall,
  thin, supple lad, with a wiry, active figure, which bore out his reputation
  for gymnastic skill. But there was nothing here to test his powers. As the
  Prince had remarked, any one could, with a little address, have made the
  circuit of the room without touching the floor, for the furniture was massive
  and abundant. From a chair he stepped onto the long brown oaken sideboard,
  strewn with fruit and plate. Walking along it, he found himself some few feet
  from an armchair, onto which he sprang. The others followed with shouts and
  cheers—some as active and light as himself, some stout from good living
  and unsteady from wine, but all entering eagerly into the royal joke. The
  courtly Banbury sprang with languid grace from the sideboard to the armchair,
  and, landing on the arm, rolled with it upon the ground, George, balanced
  among the dishes and wine-coolers upon the sideboard, laughed until he had to
  hold on to a picture to keep from falling. When he, in his turn, sprang onto
  the chair his two feet went through the bottom, amid shrieks of delight from
  his companions. “Hark forrard! Hark forrard!” cried Hook; and Mountford
  “yoicked” like a huntsman. Onto the broken chair they bounded, one after
  another, until it was a bundle of splinters and upholstery. From there, with
  all the yapping and clamor of a hunt, they scrambled over a cabinet, and so
  along a chain of chairs that ended at the broad marble mantelpiece. Here was
  indeed a perilous passage; nothing but a high pier glass upon one side, and a
  five-foot drop into an ornamental fender upon the other. Mackinnon tripped
  over, and then Banbury, Yarmouth, Hertford and the Prince, the last pawing
  nervously at the glass with fat, moist hands which left their blurred marks
  across it. He had shuffled his unwieldy bulk almost into safety, when
  suddenly the shoutings and the cheerings died away, and a strange silence
  fell upon the rioters. Another sound, which had grown louder upon their ears,
  hushed their foolish outcry.


  It was a long, monotonous, bellowing call; a strangely animal uproar; one
  deep note repeated again and again, but rising in volume to a retching whoop.
  For some minutes Tregellis and others had been conscious of the sinister
  clamor; but now it grew louder with every instant, as if some wandering
  heifer were lowing down the corridor and rapidly approaching the door of
  their dining room. It was so overpoweringly loud that it boomed through all
  their riot and reduced them to a startled silence. For it was an
  extraordinary noise, animal in sound, but human in origin—a grim,
  mindless hooting which struck cold into their hearts. They looked from one to
  the other, the grotesque line of coatless men, balanced upon the tables and
  the chairs. Who could it be who howled thus down the royal corridor? The
  question flashed from eye to eye, and it was the bloodless lips of George
  which found the answer. He had descended to a chair and stood there with
  frightened, staring eyes fixed upon the door. Outside there rang one last
  terrific whoop, as the door was flung open, and the mad King stood mewing and
  gabbling in the opening.


  He was in a gray dressing gown, with red slippers protruding beneath. His
  white hair was ruffled, a white beard fell over his chest, and his huge,
  protruding eyes rolled round him with the anxious eagerness of a purblind
  man. For a moment he stood thus, his hand upon the door, a piteous, venerable
  figure. Then the white beard dropped, the mouth opened wide, and again that
  discordant, horrible, long-drawn cry boomed through the room. At the same
  instant the frightened roisterers saw moving figures in the corridor over his
  shoulder, the startled faces of hurrying doctors, and heard the patter and
  rustle of their feet. Eager hands clutched at the old King, he was plucked
  backwards, and the door slammed behind his struggling, screaming form. There
  was a heavy thud within the dining room. Tregellis sprang for the brandy
  decanter.


  “Loosen his shirt,” said he; “hold up his head.” And a little group of
  flushed, half-drunken men propped up the gross and senseless form of the
  heir- apparent.
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  My friend, Lionel Dacre, lived in the Avenue de Wagram, Paris. His house
  was that small one, with the iron railings and grass plot in front of it, on
  the left-hand side as you pass down from the Arc de Triomphe. I fancy that it
  had been there long before the avenue was constructed, for the grey tiles
  were stained with lichens, and the walls were mildewed and discoloured with
  age. It looked a small house from the street, five windows in front, if I
  remember right, but it deepened into a single long chamber at the back. It
  was here that Dacre had that singular library of occult literature, and the
  fantastic curiosities which served as a hobby for himself, and an amusement
  for his friends. A wealthy man of refined and eccentric tastes, he had spent
  much of his life and fortune in gathering together what was said to be a
  unique private collection of Talmudic, cabalistic, and magical works, many of
  them of great rarity and value. His tastes leaned toward the marvellous and
  the monstrous, and I have heard that his experiments in the direction of the
  unknown have passed all the bounds of civilization and of decorum. To his
  English friends he never alluded to such matters, and took the tone of the
  student and virtuoso; but a Frenchman whose tastes were of the same nature
  has assured me that the worst excesses of the black mass have been
  perpetrated in that large and lofty hall, which is lined with the shelves of
  his books, and the cases of his museum.


  Dacre’s appearance was enough to show that his deep interest in these
  psychic matters was intellectual rather than spiritual. There was no trace of
  asceticism upon his heavy face, but there was much mental force in his huge,
  dome-like skull, which curved upward from amongst his thinning locks, like a
  snowpeak above its fringe of fir trees. His knowledge was greater than his
  wisdom, and his powers were far superior to his character. The small bright
  eyes, buried deeply in his fleshy face, twinkled with intelligence and an
  unabated curiosity of life, but they were the eyes of a sensualist and an
  egotist. Enough of the man, for he is dead now, poor devil, dead at the very
  time that he had made sure that he had at last discovered the elixir of life.
  It is not with his complex character that I have to deal, but with the very
  strange and inexplicable incident which had its rise in my visit to him in
  the early spring of the year ‘82.


  I had known Dacre in England, for my researches in the Assyrian Room of
  the British Museum had been conducted at the time when he was endeavouring to
  establish a mystic and esoteric meaning in the Babylonian tablets, and this
  community of interests had brought us together. Chance remarks had led to
  daily conversation, and that to something verging upon friendship. I had
  promised him that on my next visit to Paris I would call upon him. At the
  time when I was able to fulfil my compact I was living in a cottage at
  Fontainebleau, and as the evening trains were inconvenient, he asked me to
  spend the night in his house.


  “I have only that one spare couch,” said he, pointing to a broad sofa in
  his large salon; “I hope that you will manage to be comfortable there.”


  It was a singular bedroom, with its high walls of brown volumes, but there
  could be no more agreeable furniture to a bookworm like myself, and there is
  no scent so pleasant to my nostrils as that faint, subtle reek which comes
  from an ancient book. I assured him that I could desire no more charming
  chamber, and no more congenial surroundings.


  “If the fittings are neither convenient nor conventional, they are at
  least costly,” said he, looking round at his shelves. “I have expended nearly
  a quarter of a million of money upon these objects which surround you. Books,
  weapons, gems, carvings, tapestries, images—there is hardly a thing
  here which has not its history, and it is generally one worth telling.”


  He was seated as he spoke at one side of the open fire-place, and I at the
  other. His reading-table was on his right, and the strong lamp above it
  ringed it with a very vivid circle of golden light. A half-rolled palimpsest
  lay in the centre, and around it were many quaint articles of bric-a-brac.
  One of these was a large funnel, such as is used for filling wine casks. It
  appeared to be made of black wood, and to be rimmed with discoloured
  brass.


  “That is a curious thing,” I remarked. “What is the history of that?”


  “Ah!” said he, “it is the very question which I have had occasion to ask
  myself. I would give a good deal to know. Take it in your hands and examine
  it.”


  I did so, and found that what I had imagined to be wood was in reality
  leather, though age had dried it into an extreme hardness. It was a large
  funnel, and might hold a quart when full. The brass rim encircled the wide
  end, but the narrow was also tipped with metal.


  “What do you make of it?” asked Dacre.


  “I should imagine that it belonged to some vintner or maltster in the
  Middle Ages,” said I. “I have seen in England leathern drinking flagons of
  the seventeenth century—‘black jacks’ as they were called— which
  were of the same colour and hardness as this filler.”


  “I dare say the date would be about the same,” said Dacre, “and, no doubt,
  also, it was used for filling a vessel with liquid. If my suspicions are
  correct, however, it was a queer vintner who used it, and a very singular
  cask which was filled. Do you observe nothing strange at the spout end of the
  funnel.”


  As I held it to the light I observed that at a spot some five inches above
  the brass tip the narrow neck of the leather funnel was all haggled and
  scored, as if someone had notched it round with a blunt knife. Only at that
  point was there any roughening of the dead black surface.


  “Someone has tried to cut off the neck.”


  “Would you call it a cut?”


  “It is torn and lacerated. It must have taken some strength to leave these
  marks on such tough material, whatever the instrument may have been. But what
  do you think of it? I can tell that you know more than you say.”


  Dacre smiled, and his little eyes twinkled with knowledge.


  “Have you included the psychology of dreams among your learned studies?”
  he asked.


  “I did not even know that there was such a psychology.”


  “My dear sir, that shelf above the gem case is filled with volumes, from
  Albertus Magnus onward, which deal with no other subject. It is a science in
  itself.”


  “A science of charlatans!”


  “The charlatan is always the pioneer. From the astrologer came the
  astronomer, from the alchemist the chemist, from the mesmerist the
  experimental psychologist. The quack of yesterday is the professor of
  tomorrow. Even such subtle and elusive things as dreams will in time be
  reduced to system and order. When that time comes the researches of our
  friends on the bookshelf yonder will no longer be the amusement of the
  mystic, but the foundations of a science.”


  “Supposing that is so, what has the science of dreams to do with a large,
  black, brass-rimmed funnel?”


  “I will tell you. You know that I have an agent who is always on the look-
  out for rarities and curiosities for my collection. Some days ago he heard of
  a dealer upon one of the Quais who had acquired some old rubbish found in a
  cupboard in an ancient house at the back of the Rue Mathurin, in the Quartier
  Latin. The dining-room of this old house is decorated with a coat of arms,
  chevrons, and bars rouge upon a field argent, which prove, upon inquiry, to
  be the shield of Nicholas de la Reynie, a high official of King Louis XIV.
  There can be no doubt that the other articles in the cupboard date back to
  the early days of that king. The inference is, therefore, that they were all
  the property of this Nicholas de la Reynie, who was, as I understand, the
  gentleman specially concerned with the maintenance and execution of the
  Draconic laws of that epoch.”


  “What then?”


  “I would ask you now to take the funnel into your hands once more and to
  examine the upper brass rim. Can you make out any lettering upon it?”


  There were certainly some scratches upon it, almost obliterated by time.
  The general effect was of several letters, the last of which bore some
  resemblance to a B.


  “You make it a B?”


  “Yes, I do.”


  “So do I. In fact, I have no doubt whatever that it is a B.”


  “But the nobleman you mentioned would have had R for his initial.”


  “Exactly! That’s the beauty of it. He owned this curious object, and yet
  he had someone else’s initials upon it. Why did he do this?”


  “I can’t imagine; can you?”


  “Well, I might, perhaps, guess. Do you observe something drawn a little
  farther along the rim?”


  “I should say it was a crown.”


  “It is undoubtedly a crown; but if you examine it in a good light, you
  will convince yourself that it is not an ordinary crown. It is a heraldic
  crown—a badge of rank, and it consists of an alternation of four pearls
  and strawberry leaves, the proper badge of a marquis. We may infer,
  therefore, that the person whose initials end in B was entitled to wear that
  coronet.”


  “Then this common leather filler belonged to a marquis?”


  Dacre gave a peculiar smile.


  “Or to some member of the family of a marquis,” said he. “So much we have
  clearly gathered from this engraved rim.”


  “But what has all this to do with dreams?” I do not know whether it was
  from a look upon Dacre’s face, or from some subtle suggestion in his manner,
  but a feeling of repulsion, of unreasoning horror, came upon me as I looked
  at the gnarled old lump of leather.


  “I have more than once received important information through my dreams,”
  said my companion in the didactic manner which he loved to affect. “I make it
  a rule now when I am in doubt upon any material point to place the article in
  question beside me as I sleep, and to hope for some enlightenment. The
  process does not appear to me to be very obscure, though it has not yet
  received the blessing of orthodox science. According to my theory, any object
  which has been intimately associated with any supreme paroxysm of human
  emotion, whether it be joy or pain, will retain a certain atmosphere or
  association which it is capable of communicating to a sensitive mind. By a
  sensitive mind I do not mean an abnormal one, but such a trained and educated
  mind as you or I possess.”


  “You mean, for example, that if I slept beside that old sword upon the
  wall, I might dream of some bloody incident in which that very sword took
  part?”


  “An excellent example, for, as a matter of fact, that sword was used in
  that fashion by me, and I saw in my sleep the death of its owner, who
  perished in a brisk skirmish, which I have been unable to identify, but which
  occurred at the time of the wars of the Frondists. If you think of it, some
  of our popular observances show that the fact has already been recognized by
  our ancestors, although we, in our wisdom, have classed it among
  superstitions.”


  “For example?”


  “Well, the placing of the bride’s cake beneath the pillow in order that
  the sleeper may have pleasant dreams. That is one of several instances which
  you will find set forth in a small brochure which I am myself writing upon
  the subject. But to come back to the point, I slept one night with this
  funnel beside me, and I had a dream which certainly throws a curious light
  upon its use and origin.”


  “What did you dream?”


  “I dreamed—“He paused, and an intent look of interest came over his
  massive face. “By Jove, that’s well thought of,” said he. “This really will
  be an exceedingly interesting experiment. You are yourself a psychic subject
  —with nerves which respond readily to any impression.”


  “I have never tested myself in that direction.”


  “Then we shall test you tonight. Might I ask you as a very great favour,
  when you occupy that couch tonight, to sleep with this old funnel placed by
  the side of your pillow?”


  The request seemed to me a grotesque one; but I have myself, in my complex
  nature, a hunger after all which is bizarre and fantastic. I had not the
  faintest belief in Dacre’s theory, nor any hopes for success in such an
  experiment; yet it amused me that the experiment should be made. Dacre, with
  great gravity, drew a small stand to the head of my settee, and placed the
  funnel upon it. Then, after a short conversation, he wished me good night and
  left me.


  I sat for some little time smoking by the smouldering fire, and turning
  over in my mind the curious incident which had occurred, and the strange
  experience which might lie before me. Sceptical as I was, there was something
  impressive in the assurance of Dacre’s manner, and my extraordinary
  surroundings, the huge room with the strange and often sinister objects which
  were hung round it, struck solemnity into my soul. Finally I undressed, and
  turning out the lamp, I lay down. After long tossing I fell asleep. Let me
  try to describe as accurately as I can the scene which came to me in my
  dreams. It stands out now in my memory more clearly than anything which I
  have seen with my waking eyes. There was a room which bore the appearance of
  a vault. Four spandrels from the corners ran up to join a sharp, cup-shaped
  roof. The architecture was rough, but very strong. It was evidently part of a
  great building.


  Three men in black, with curious, top-heavy, black velvet hats, sat in a
  line upon a red-carpeted dais. Their faces were very solemn and sad. On the
  left stood two long-gowned men with port-folios in their hands, which seemed
  to be stuffed with papers. Upon the right, looking toward me, was a small
  woman with blonde hair and singular, light-blue eyes—the eyes of a
  child. She was past her first youth, but could not yet be called middle-aged.
  Her figure was inclined to stoutness and her bearing was proud and confident.
  Her face was pale, but serene. It was a curious face, comely and yet feline,
  with a subtle suggestion of cruelty about the straight, strong little mouth
  and chubby jaw. She was draped in some sort of loose, white gown. Beside her
  stood a thin, eager priest, who whispered in her ear, and continually raised
  a crucifix before her eyes. She turned her head and looked fixedly past the
  crucifix at the three men in black, who were, I felt, her judges.


  As I gazed the three men stood up and said something, but I could
  distinguish no words, though I was aware that it was the central one who was
  speaking. They then swept out of the room, followed by the two men with the
  papers. At the same instant several rough-looking fellows in stout jerkins
  came bustling in and removed first the red carpet, and then the boards which
  formed the dais, so as to entirely clear the room. When this screen was
  removed I saw some singular articles of furniture behind it. One looked like
  a bed with wooden rollers at each end, and a winch handle to regulate its
  length. Another was a wooden horse. There were several other curious objects,
  and a number of swinging cords which played over pulleys. It was not unlike a
  modern gymnasium.


  When the room had been cleared there appeared a new figure upon the scene.
  This was a tall, thin person clad in black, with a gaunt and austere face.
  The aspect of the man made me shudder. His clothes were all shining with
  grease and mottled with stains. He bore himself with a slow and impressive
  dignity, as if he took command of all things from the instant of his
  entrance. In spite of his rude appearance and sordid dress, it was now his
  business, his room, his to command. He carried a coil of light ropes over his
  left forearm. The lady looked him up and down with a searching glance, but
  her expression was unchanged. It was confident—even defiant. But it was
  very different with the priest. His face was ghastly white, and I saw the
  moisture glisten and run on his high, sloping forehead. He threw up his hands
  in prayer and he stooped continually to mutter frantic words in the lady’s
  ear.


  The man in black now advanced, and taking one of the cords from his left
  arm, he bound the woman’s hands together. She held them meekly toward him as
  he did so. Then he took her arm with a rough grip and led her toward the
  wooden horse, which was little higher than her waist. On to this she was
  lifted and laid, with her back upon it, and her face to the ceiling, while
  the priest, quivering with horror, had rushed out of the room. The woman’s
  lips were moving rapidly, and though I could hear nothing I knew that she was
  praying. Her feet hung down on either side of the horse, and I saw that the
  rough varlets in attendance had fastened cords to her ankles and secured the
  other ends to iron rings in the stone floor.


  My heart sank within me as I saw these ominous preparations, and yet I was
  held by the fascination of horror, and I could not take my eyes from the
  strange spectacle. A man had entered the room with a bucket of water in
  either hand. Another followed with a third bucket. They were laid beside the
  wooden horse. The second man had a wooden dipper—a bowl with a straight
  handle—in his other hand. This he gave to the man in black. At the same
  moment one of the varlets approached with a dark object in his hand, which
  even in my dream filled me with a vague feeling of familiarity. It was a
  leathern filler. With horrible energy he thrust it—but I could stand no
  more. My hair stood on end with horror. I writhed, I struggled, I broke
  through the bonds of sleep, and I burst with a shriek into my own life, and
  found myself lying shivering with terror in the huge library, with the
  moonlight flooding through the window and throwing strange silver and black
  traceries upon the opposite wall. Oh, what a blessed relief to feel that I
  was back in the nineteenth century—back out of that mediaeval vault
  into a world where men had human hearts within their bosoms. I sat up on my
  couch, trembling in every limb, my mind divided between thankfulness and
  horror. To think that such things were ever done— that they could be
  done without God striking the villains dead. Was it all a fantasy, or did it
  really stand for something which had happened in the black, cruel days of the
  world’s history? I sank my throbbing head upon my shaking hands. And then,
  suddenly, my heart seemed to stand still in my bosom, and I could not even
  scream, so great was my terror. Something was advancing toward me through the
  darkness of the room.


  It is a horror coming upon a horror which breaks a man’s spirit. I could
  not reason, I could not pray; I could only sit like a frozen image, and glare
  at the dark figure which was coming down the great room. And then it moved
  out into the white lane of moonlight, and I breathed once more. It was Dacre,
  and his face showed that he was as frightened as myself.


  “Was that you? For God’s sake what’s the matter?” he asked in a husky
  voice.


  “Oh, Dacre, I am glad to see you! I have been down into hell. It was
  dreadful.”


  “Then it was you who screamed?”


  “I dare say it was.”


  “It rang through the house. The servants are all terrified.” He struck a
  match and lit the lamp. “I think we may get the fire to burn up again,” he
  added, throwing some logs upon the embers. “Good God, my dear chap, how white
  you are! You look as if you had seen a ghost.”


  “So I have—several ghosts.”


  “The leather funnel has acted, then?”


  “I wouldn’t sleep near the infernal thing again for all the money you
  could offer me.”


  Dacre chuckled.


  “I expected that you would have a lively night of it,” said he. “You took
  it out of me in return, for that scream of yours wasn’t a very pleasant sound
  at two in the morning. I suppose from what you say that you have seen the
  whole dreadful business.”


  “What dreadful business?”


  “The torture of the water—the ‘Extraordinary Question,’ as it was
  called in the genial days of ‘Le Roi Soleil.’ Did you stand it out to the
  end?”


  “No, thank God, I awoke before it really began.”


  “Ah! it is just as well for you. I held out till the third bucket. Well,
  it is an old story, and they are all in their graves now, anyhow, so what
  does it matter how they got there? I suppose that you have no idea what it
  was that you have seen?”


  “The torture of some criminal. She must have been a terrible malefactor
  indeed if her crimes are in proportion to her penalty.”


  “Well, we have that small consolation,” said Dacre, wrapping his dressing-
  gown round him and crouching closer to the fire. “They WERE in proportion to
  her penalty. That is to say, if I am correct in the lady’s identity.”


  “How could you possibly know her identity?”


  For answer Dacre took down an old vellum-covered volume from the
  shelf.


  “Just listen to this,” said he; “it is in the French of the seventeenth
  century, but I will give a rough translation as I go. You will judge for
  yourself whether I have solved the riddle or not.


  “‘The prisoner was brought before the Grand Chambers and Tournelles of
  Parliament, sitting as a court of justice, charged with the murder of Master
  Dreux d’Aubray, her father, and of her two brothers, MM. d’Aubray, one being
  civil lieutenant, and the other a counsellor of Parliament. In person it
  seemed hard to believe that she had really done such wicked deeds, for she
  was of a mild appearance, and of short stature, with a fair skin and blue
  eyes. Yet the Court, having found her guilty, condemned her to the ordinary
  and to the extraordinary question in order that she might be forced to name
  her accomplices, after which she should be carried in a cart to the Place de
  Greve, there to have her head cut off, her body being afterwards burned and
  her ashes scattered to the winds.’


  “The date of this entry is July 16, 1676.”


  “It is interesting,” said I, “but not convincing. How do you prove the two
  women to be the same?”


  “I am coming to that. The narrative goes on to tell of the woman’s
  behaviour when questioned. ‘When the executioner approached her she
  recognized him by the cords which he held in his hands, and she at once held
  out her own hands to him, looking at him from head to foot without uttering a
  word.’ How’s that?”


  “Yes, it was so.”


  “‘She gazed without wincing upon the wooden horse and rings which had
  twisted so many limbs and caused so many shrieks of agony. When her eyes fell
  upon the three pails of water, which were all ready for her, she said with a
  smile, “All that water must have been brought here for the purpose of
  drowning me, Monsieur. You have no idea, I trust, of making a person of my
  small stature swallow it all.”’ Shall I read the details of the torture?”


  “No, for Heaven’s sake, don’t.”


  “Here is a sentence which must surely show you that what is here recorded
  is the very scene which you have gazed upon tonight: ‘The good Abbe Pirot,
  unable to contemplate the agonies which were suffered by his penitent, had
  hurried from the room.’ Does that convince you?”


  “It does entirely. There can be no question that it is indeed the same
  event. But who, then, is this lady whose appearance was so attractive and
  whose end was so horrible?”


  For answer Dacre came across to me, and placed the small lamp upon the
  table which stood by my bed. Lifting up the ill-omened filler, he turned the
  brass rim so that the light fell full upon it. Seen in this way the engraving
  seemed clearer than on the night before.


  “We have already agreed that this is the badge of a marquis or of a
  marquise,” said he. “We have also settled that the last letter is B.”


  “It is undoubtedly so.”


  “I now suggest to you that the other letters from left to right are, M, M,
  a small d, A, a small d, and then the final B.”


  “Yes, I am sure that you are right. I can make out the two small d’s quite
  plainly.”


  “What I have read to you tonight,” said Dacre, “is the official record of
  the trial of Marie Madeleine d’Aubray, Marquise de Brinvilliers, one of the
  most famous poisoners and murderers of all time.”


  I sat in silence, overwhelmed at the extraordinary nature of the incident,
  and at the completeness of the proof with which Dacre had exposed its real
  meaning. In a vague way I remembered some details of the woman’s career, her
  unbridled debauchery, the cold-blooded and protracted torture of her sick
  father, the murder of her brothers for motives of petty gain. I recollected
  also that the bravery of her end had done something to atone for the horror
  of her life, and that all Paris had sympathized with her last moments, and
  blessed her as a martyr within a few days of the time when they had cursed
  her as a murderess. One objection, and one only, occurred to my mind.


  “How came her initials and her badge of rank upon the filler? Surely they
  did not carry their mediaeval homage to the nobility to the point of
  decorating instruments of torture with their titles?”


  “I was puzzled with the same point,” said Dacre, “but it admits of a
  simple explanation. The case excited extraordinary interest at the time, and
  nothing could be more natural than that La Reynie, the head of the police,
  should retain this filler as a grim souvenir. It was not often that a
  marchioness of France underwent the extraordinary question. That he should
  engrave her initials upon it for the information of others was surely a very
  ordinary proceeding upon his part.”


  “And this?” I asked, pointing to the marks upon the leathern neck.


  “She was a cruel tigress,” said Dacre, as he turned away. “I think it is
  evident that like other tigresses her teeth were both strong and
  sharp.”
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  It was the fourth day of the siege. Ammunition and provisions were both
  nearing an end. When the Boxer insurrection had suddenly flamed up, and
  roared, like a fire in dry grass, across Northern China, the few scattered
  Europeans in the outlying provinces had huddled together at the nearest
  defensible post and had held on for dear life until rescue came—or
  until it did not. In the latter case, the less said about their fate the
  better. In the former, they came back into the world of men with that upon
  their faces which told that they had looked very closely upon such an end as
  would ever haunt their dreams.


  Ichau was only fifty miles from the coast, and there was a European
  squadron in the Gulf of Liantong. Therefore the absurd little garrison,
  consisting of native Christians and railway men, with a German officer to
  command them and five civilian Europeans to support him, held on bravely with
  the conviction that help must soon come sweeping down to them from the low
  hills to eastward. The sea was visible from those hills, and on the sea were
  their armed countrymen. Surely, then, they could not feel deserted. With
  brave hearts they manned the loopholes in the crumbling brick walls outlining
  the tiny European quarter, and they fired away briskly, if ineffectively, at
  the rapidly advancing sangars of the Boxers. It was certain that in another
  day or so they would be at the end of their resources, but then it was
  equally certain that in another day or so they must be relieved. It might be
  a little sooner or it might be a little later, but there was no one who ever
  ventured to hint that the relief would not arrive in time to pluck them out
  of the fire. Up to Tuesday night there was no word of discouragement.


  It was true that on Wednesday their robust faith in what was going forward
  behind those eastern hills had weakened a little. The grey slopes lay bare
  and unresponsive while the deadly sangars pushed ever nearer, so near that
  the dreadful faces which shrieked imprecations at them from time to time over
  the top could be seen in every hideous feature. There was not so much of that
  now since young Ainslie, of the Diplomatic service, with his neat little .303
  sporting rifle, had settled down in the squat church tower, and had devoted
  his days to abating the nuisance. But a silent sangar is an even more
  impressive thing than a clamorous one, and steadily, irresistibly,
  inevitably, the lines of brick and rubble grew closer. Soon they would be so
  near that one rush would assuredly carry the frantic swordsmen over the frail
  entrenchment. It all seemed very black upon the Wednesday evening. Colonel
  Dresler, the German ex- infantry soldier, went about with an imperturbable
  face, but a heart of lead. Ralston, of the railway, was up half the night
  writing farewell letters. Professor Mercer, the old entomologist, was even
  more silent and grimly thoughtful than ever. Ainslie had lost some of his
  flippancy. On the whole, the ladies—Miss Sinclair, the nurse of the
  Scotch Mission, Mrs. Patterson, and her pretty daughter Jessie—were the
  most composed of the party. Father Pierre, of the French Mission, was also
  unaffected, as was natural to one who regarded martyrdom as a glorious crown.
  The Boxers yelling for his blood beyond the walls disturbed him less than his
  forced association with the sturdy Scotch Presbyterian presence of Mr.
  Patterson, with whom for ten years he had wrangled over the souls of the
  natives. They passed each other now in the corridors as dog passes cat, and
  each kept a watchful eye upon the other lest even in the trenches he might
  filch some sheep from the rival fold, whispering heresy in his ear.


  But the Wednesday night passed without a crisis, and on the Thursday all
  was bright once more. It was Ainslie up in the clock tower who had first
  heard the distant thud of a gun. Then Dresler heard it, and within half an
  hour it was audible to all—that strong iron voice, calling to them from
  afar and bidding them to be of good cheer, since help was coming. It was
  clear that the landing party from the squadron was well on its way. It would
  not arrive an hour too soon. The cartridges were nearly finished. Their
  half-rations of food would soon dwindle to an even more pitiful supply. But
  what need to worry about that now that relief was assured? There would be no
  attack that day, as most of the Boxers could be seen streaming off in the
  direction of the distant firing, and the long lines of sangars were silent
  and deserted. They were all able, therefore, to assemble at the lunch-table,
  a merry, talkative party, full of that joy of living which sparkles most
  brightly under the imminent shadow of death.


  “The pot of caviare!” cried Ainslie. “Come, Professor, out with the pot of
  caviare!”


  “Potz-tausend! yes,” grunted old Dresler. “It is certainly time that we
  had that famous pot.”


  The ladies joined in, and from all parts of the long, ill-furnished table
  there came the demand for caviare.


  It was a strange time to ask for such a delicacy, but the reason is soon
  told. Professor Mercer, the old Californian entomologist, had received a jar
  of caviare in a hamper of goods, arriving a day or two before the outbreak.
  In the general pooling and distribution of provisions this one dainty and
  three bottles of Lachryma Christi from the same hamper had been excepted and
  set aside. By common consent they were to be reserved for the final joyous
  meal when the end of their peril should be in sight. Even as they sat the
  thud-thud of the relieving guns came to their ears—more luxurious music
  to their lunch than the most sybaritic restaurant of London could have
  supplied. Before evening the relief would certainly be there. Why, then,
  should their stale bread not be glorified by the treasured caviare?


  But the Professor shook his gnarled old head and smiled his inscrutable
  smile.


  “Better wait,” said he.


  “Wait! Why wait?” cried the company.


  “They have still far to come,” he answered.


  “They will be here for supper at the latest,” said Ralston, of the railway
  —a keen, bird-like man, with bright eyes and long, projecting nose.
  “They cannot be more than ten miles from us now. If they only did two miles
  an hour it would make them due at seven.”


  “There is a battle on the way,” remarked the Colonel. “You will grant two
  hours or three hours for the battle.”


  “Not half an hour,” cried Ainslie. “They will walk through them as if they
  were not there. What can these rascals with their matchlocks and swords do
  against modern weapons?”


  “It depends on who leads the column of relief,” said Dresler. “If they are
  fortunate enough to have a German officer—”


  “An Englishman for my money!” cried Ralston.


  “The French commodore is said to be an excellent strategist,” remarked
  Father Pierre.


  “I don’t see that it matters a toss,” cried the exuberant Ainslie. “Mr.
  Mauser and Mr. Maxim are the two men who will see us through, and with them
  on our side no leader can go wrong. I tell you they will just brush them
  aside and walk through them. So now, Professor, come on with that pot of
  caviare!”


  But the old scientist was unconvinced.


  “We shall reserve it for supper,” said he.


  “After all,” said Mr. Patterson, in his slow, precise Scottish intonation,
  “it will be a courtesy to our guests—the officers of the relief
  —if we have some palatable food to lay before them. I’m in agreement
  with the Professor that we reserve the caviare for supper.”


  The argument appealed to their sense of hospitality. There was something
  pleasantly chivalrous, too, in the idea of keeping their one little delicacy
  to give a savour to the meal of their preservers. There was no more talk of
  the caviare.


  “By the way, Professor,” said Mr. Patterson, “I’ve only heard to-day that
  this is the second time that you have been besieged in this way. I’m sure we
  should all be very interested to hear some details of your previous
  experience.”


  The old man’s face set very grimly.


  “I was in Sung-tong, in South China, in ‘eighty-nine,” said he.


  “It’s a very extraordinary coincidence that you should twice have been in
  such a perilous situation,” said the missionary. “Tell us how you were
  relieved at Sung-tong.”


  The shadow deepened upon the weary face.


  “We were not relieved,” said he.


  “What! the place fell?”


  “Yes, it fell.”


  “And you came through alive.”


  “I am a doctor as well as an entomologist. They had many wounded; they
  spared me.”


  “And the rest?”


  “Assez! assez!” cried the little French priest, raising his hand in
  protest. He had been twenty years in China. The professor had said nothing,
  but there was something, some lurking horror, in his dull, grey eyes which
  had turned the ladies pale.


  “I am sorry,” said the missionary. “I can see that it is a painful
  subject. I should not have asked.”


  “No,” the Professor answered, slowly. “It is wiser not to ask. It is
  better not to speak about such things at all. But surely those guns are very
  much nearer?”


  There could be no doubt of it. After a silence the thud-thud had
  recommenced with a lively ripple of rifle-fire playing all round that deep
  bass master-note. It must be just at the farther side of the nearest hill.
  They pushed back their chairs and ran out to the ramparts. The silent-footed
  native servants came in and cleared the scanty remains from the table. But
  after they had left, the old Professor sat on there, his massive,
  grey-crowned head leaning upon his hands and the same pensive look of horror
  in his eyes. Some ghosts may be laid for years, but when they do rise it is
  not so easy to drive them back to their slumbers. The guns had ceased
  outside, but he had not observed it, lost as he was in the one supreme and
  terrible memory of his life.


  His thoughts were interrupted at last by the entrance of the Commandant.
  There was a complacent smile upon his broad German face.


  “The Kaiser will be pleased,” said he, rubbing his hands. “Yes, certainly
  it should mean a decoration. ‘Defence of Ichau against the Boxers by Colonel
  Dresler, late Major of the 114th Hanoverian Infantry. Splendid resistance of
  small garrison against overwhelming odds.’ It will certainly appear in the
  Berlin papers.”


  “Then you think we are saved?” said the old man, with neither emotion nor
  exultation in his voice.


  The Colonel smiled.


  “Why, Professor,” said he, “I have seen you more excited on the morning
  when you brought back /Lepidus Mercerensis/ in your collecting box.”


  “The fly was safe in my collecting-box first,” the entomologist answered.
  “I have seen so many strange turns of Fate in my long life that I do not
  grieve nor do I rejoice until I know that I have cause. But tell me the
  news.”


  “Well,” said the Colonel, lighting his long pipe, and stretching his
  gaitered legs in the bamboo chair, “I’ll stake my military reputation that
  all is well. They are advancing swiftly, the firing has died down to show
  that resistance is at an end, and within an hour we’ll see them over the
  brow. Ainslie is to fire his gun three times from the church tower as a
  signal, and then we shall make a little sally on our own account.”


  “And you are waiting for this signal?”


  “Yes, we are waiting for Ainslie’s shots. I thought I would spend the time
  with you, for I had something to ask you.”


  “What was it?”


  “Well, you remember your talk about the other siege—the siege of
  Sung-tong. It interests me very much from a professional point of view. Now
  that the ladies and civilians are gone you will have no objection to
  discussing it.”


  “It is not a pleasant subject.”


  “No, I dare say not. Mein Gott! it was indeed a tragedy. But you have seen
  how I have conducted the defence here. Was it wise? Was it good? Was it
  worthy of the traditions of the German army?”


  “I think you could have done no more.”


  “Thank you. But this other place, was it as ably defended? To me a
  comparison of this sort is very interesting. Could it have been saved?”


  “No; everything possible was done—save only one thing.”


  “Ah! there was one omission. What was it?”


  “No one—above all, no woman—should have been allowed to fall
  alive into the hands of the Chinese.”


  The Colonel held out his broad red hand and enfolded the long, white,
  nervous fingers of the Professor.


  “You are right—a thousand times right. But do not think that this
  has escaped my thoughts. For myself I would die fighting, so would Ralston,
  so would Ainslie. I have talked to them, and it is settled. But the others, I
  have spoken with them, but what are you to do? There are the priest, and the
  missionary, and the women?”


  “Would they wish to be taken alive?”


  “They would not promise to take steps to prevent it. They would not lay
  hands upon their own lives. Their consciences would not permit it. Of course,
  it is all over now, and we need not speak of such dreadful things. But what
  would you have done in my place?”


  “Kill them.”


  “Mein Gott! You would murder them!”


  “In mercy I would kill them. Man, I have been through it. I have seen the
  death of the hot eggs; I have seen the death of the boiling kettle; I have
  seen the women—my God! I wonder that I have ever slept sound again.”
  His usually impassive face was working and quivering with the agony of the
  remembrance. “I was strapped to a stake with thorns in my eyelids to keep
  them open, and my grief at their torture was a less thing than my
  self-reproach when I thought that I could with one tube of tasteless tablets
  have snatched them at the last instant from the hands of their tormentors.
  Murder! I am ready to stand at the Divine bar and answer for a thousand
  murders such as that! Sin! Why, it is such an act as might well cleanse the
  stain of real sin from the soul. But if, knowing what I do, I should have
  failed this second time to do it, then, by Heaven! there is no hell deep
  enough or hot enough to receive my guilty craven spirit.”


  The Colonel rose, and again his hand clasped that of the Professor.


  “You speak sense,” said he. “You are a brave, strong man, who know your
  own mind. Yes, by the Lord! you would have been my great help had things gone
  the other way. I have often thought and wondered in the dark, early hours of
  the morning, but I did not know how to do it. But we should have heard
  Ainslie’s shots before now; I will go and see.”


  Again the old scientist sat alone with his thoughts. Finally, as neither
  the guns of the relieving force nor yet the signal of their approach sounded
  upon his ears, he rose, and was about to go himself upon the ramparts to make
  inquiry when the door flew open, and Colonel Dresler staggered into the room.
  His face was of a ghastly yellow-white, and his chest heaved like that of a
  man exhausted with running. There was brandy on the side-table, and he gulped
  down a glassful. Then he dropped heavily into a chair.


  “Well,” said the Professor, coldly, “they are not coming?”


  “No, they cannot come.”


  There was silence for a minute or more, the two men staring blankly at
  each other.


  “Do they all know?”


  “No one knows but me.”


  “How did you learn?”


  “I was at the wall near the postern gate—a little wooden gate that
  opens on the rose garden. I saw something crawling among the bushes. There
  was a knocking at the door. I opened it. It was a Christian Tartar, badly cut
  about with swords. He had come from the battle. Commodore Wyndham, the
  Englishman, had sent him. The relieving force had been checked. They had shot
  away most of their ammunition. They had entrenched themselves and sent back
  to the ships for more. Three days must pass before they could come. That was
  all. Mein Gott! it was enough.”


  The Professor bent his shaggy grey brows.


  “Where is the man?” he asked.


  “He is dead. He died of loss of blood. His body lies at the postern
  gate.”


  “And no one saw him?”


  “Not to speak to.”


  “Oh! they did see him, then?”


  “Ainslie must have seen him from the church tower. He must know that I
  have had tidings. He will want to know what they are. If I tell him they must
  all know.”


  “How long can we hold out?”


  “An hour or two at the most.”


  “Is that absolutely certain?”


  “I pledge my credit as a soldier upon it.”


  “Then we must fall?”


  “Yes, we must fall.”


  “There is no hope for us?”


  “None.”


  The door flew open and young Ainslie rushed in. Behind him crowded
  Ralston, Patterson, and a crowd of white men and of native Christians.


  “You’ve had news, Colonel?”


  Professor Mercer pushed to the front.


  “Colonel Dresler has just been telling me. It is all right. They have
  halted, but will be here in the early morning. There is no longer any
  danger.”


  A cheer broke from the group in the doorway. Everyone was laughing and
  shaking hands.


  “But suppose they rush us before to-morrow morning?” cried Ralston, in a
  petulant voice. “What infernal fools these fellows are not to push on! Lazy
  devils, they should be court-martialled, every man of them.”


  “It’s all safe,” said Ainslie. “These fellows have had a bad knock. We can
  see their wounded being carried by the hundred over the hill. They must have
  lost heavily. They won’t attack before morning.”


  “No, no,” said the Colonel; “it is certain that they won’t attack before
  morning. None the less, get back to your posts. We must give no point away.”
  He left the room with the rest, but as he did so he looked back, and his eyes
  for an instant met those of the old Professor. “I leave it in your hands,”
  was the message which he flashed.


  A stern set smile was his answer.


  The afternoon wore away without the Boxers making their last attack. To
  Colonel Dresler it was clear that the unwonted stillness meant only that they
  were reassembling their forces from their fight with the relief column, and
  were gathering themselves for the inevitable and final rush. To all the
  others it appeared that the siege was indeed over, and that the assailants
  had been crippled by the losses which they had already sustained. It was a
  joyous and noisy party, therefore, which met at the supper-table, when the
  three bottles of Lachryma Christi were uncorked and the famous pot of caviare
  was finally opened. It was a large jar, and, though each had a tablespoonful
  of the delicacy, it was by no means exhausted. Ralston, who was an epicure,
  had a double allowance. He pecked away at it like a hungry bird. Ainslie,
  too, had a second helping. The Professor took a large spoonful himself, and
  Colonel Dresler, watching him narrowly, did the same. The ladies ate freely,
  save only pretty Miss Patterson, who disliked the salty, pungent taste. In
  spite of the hospitable entreaties of the Professor, her portion lay hardly
  touched at the side of her plate.


  “You don’t like my little delicacy. It is a disappointment to me when I
  had kept it for your pleasure,” said the old man. “I beg that you will eat
  the caviare.”


  “I have never tasted it before. No doubt I should like it in time.”


  “Well, you must make a beginning. Why not start to educate your taste now?
  Do, please!”


  Pretty Jessie Patterson’s bright face shone with her sunny, boyish
  smile.


  “Why, how earnest you are!” she laughed. “I had no idea you were so
  polite, Professor Mercer. Even if I do not eat it I am just as grateful.”


  “You are foolish not to eat it,” said the Professor, with such intensity
  that the smile died from her face and her eyes reflected the earnestness of
  his own. “I tell you it is foolish not to eat caviare to-night.”


  “But why—why?” she asked.


  “Because you have it on your plate. Because it is sinful to waste it.”


  “There! there!” said stout Mrs. Patterson, leaning across. “Don’t trouble
  her any more. I can see that she does not like it. But it shall not be
  wasted.” She passed the blade of her knife under it, and scraped it from
  Jessie’s plate on to her own. “Now it won’t be wasted. Your mind will be at
  ease, Professor.”


  But it did not seem at ease. On the contrary his face was agitated like
  that of a man who encounters an unexpected and formidable obstacle. He was
  lost in thought.


  The conversation buzzed cheerily. Everyone was full of his future
  plans.


  “No, no, there is no holiday for me,” said Father Pierre. “We priests
  don’t get holidays. Now that the mission and school are formed I am to leave
  it to Father Amiel, and to push westwards to found another.”


  “You are leaving?” said Mr. Patterson. “You don’t mean that you are going
  away from Ichau?”


  Father Pierre shook his venerable head in waggish reproof. “You must not
  look so pleased, Mr. Patterson.”


  “Well, well, our views are very different,” said the Presbyterian, “but
  there is no personal feeling towards you, Father Pierre. At the same time,
  how any reasonable educated man at this time of the world’s history can teach
  these poor benighted heathen that—”


  A general buzz of remonstrance silenced the theology.


  “What will you do yourself, Mr. Patterson?” asked someone.


  “Well, I’ll take three months in Edinburgh to attend the annual meeting.
  You’ll be glad to do some shopping in Princes Street, I’m thinking, Mary. And
  you, Jessie, you’ll see some folk your own age. Then we can come back in the
  fall, when your nerves have had a rest.”


  “Indeed, we shall all need it,” said Miss Sinclair, the mission nurse.
  “You know, this long strain takes me in the strangest way. At the present
  moment I can hear such a buzzing in my ears.”


  “Well, that’s funny, for it’s just the same with me,” cried Ainslie. “An
  absurd up-and-down buzzing, as if a drunken bluebottle were trying
  experiments on his register. As you say, it must be due to nervous strain.
  For my part I am going back to Peking, and I hope I may get some promotion
  over this affair. I can get good polo here, and that’s as fine a change of
  thought as I know. How about you, Ralston?”


  “Oh, I don’t know. I’ve hardly had time to think. I want to have a real
  good sunny, bright holiday and forget it all. It was funny to see all the
  letters in my room. It looked so black on Wednesday night that I had settled
  up my affairs and written to all my friends. I don’t quite know how they were
  to be delivered, but I trusted to luck. I think I will keep those papers as a
  souvenir. They will always remind me of how close a shave we have had.”


  “Yes, I would keep them,” said Dresler.


  His voice was so deep and solemn that every eye was turned upon him.


  “What is it, Colonel? You seem in the blues to-night.” It was Ainslie who
  spoke.


  “No, no; I am very contented.”


  “Well, so you should be when you see success in sight. I am sure we are
  all indebted to you for your science and skill. I don’t think we could have
  held the place without you. Ladies and gentlemen, I ask you to drink to the
  health of Colonel Dresler, of the Imperial German Army. Er soll leben—
  hoch!”


  They all stood up and raised their glasses to the soldier, with smiles and
  bows.


  His pale face flushed with professional pride.


  “I have always kept my books with me. I have forgotten nothing,” said he.
  “I do not think that more could be done. If things had gone wrong with us and
  the place had fallen you would, I am sure, have freed me from any blame or
  responsibility.” He looked wistfully round him.


  “I’m voicing the sentiments of this company, Colonel Dresler,” said the
  Scotch minister, “when I say—but, Lord save us! what’s amiss with Mr.
  Ralston?”


  He had dropped his face upon his folded arms and was placidly
  sleeping.


  “Don’t mind him,” said the Professor, hurriedly. “We are all in a stage of
  reaction now. I have no doubt that we are all liable to collapse. It is only
  to-night that we shall feel what we have gone through.”


  “I’m sure I can fully sympathize with him,” said Mrs. Patterson. “I don’t
  know when I have been more sleepy. I can hardly hold my own head up.” She
  cuddled back in her chair and shut her eyes.


  “Well, I’ve never known Mary to do that before,” cried her husband,
  laughing heartily. “Gone to sleep over her supper! Whatever will she think
  when we tell her of it afterwards? But the air does seem hot and heavy. I can
  certainly excuse anyone who falls asleep to-night. I think that I shall turn
  in early myself.”


  Ainslie was in a talkative, excited mood. He was on his feet once more
  with his glass in his hand.


  “I think that we ought to have one drink all together, and then sing ‘Auld
  Lang Syne,’” said he, smiling round at the company. “For a week we have all
  pulled in the same boat, and we’ve got to know each other as people never do
  in the quiet days of peace. We’ve learned to appreciate each other, and we’ve
  learned to appreciate each other’s nations. There’s the Colonel here stands
  for Germany. And Father Pierre is for France. Then there’s the Professor for
  America. Ralston and I are Britishers. Then there’s the ladies, God bless
  ‘em! They have been angels of mercy and compassion all through the siege. I
  think we should drink the health of the ladies. Wonderful thing—the
  quiet courage, the patience, the—what shall I say?—the
  fortitude—the—the—by George, look at the Colonel! He’s gone
  to sleep, too—most infernal sleepy weather.” His glass crashed down
  upon the table, and he sank back, mumbling and muttering, into his seat. Miss
  Sinclair, the pale mission nurse, had dropped off also. She lay like a broken
  lily across the arm of her chair. Mr. Patterson looked round him and sprang
  to his feet. He passed his hand over his flushed forehead.


  “This isn’t natural, Jessie,” he cried. “Why are they all asleep? There’s
  Father Pierre—he’s off too. Jessie, Jessie, your mother is cold. Is it
  sleep? Is it death? Open the windows! Help! help! help!” He staggered to his
  feet and rushed to the windows, but midway his head spun round, his knees
  sank under him, and he pitched forward upon his face.


  The young girl had also sprung to her feet. She looked round her with
  horror-stricken eyes at her prostrate father and the silent ring of
  figures.


  “Professor Mercer! What is it? What is it?” she cried. “Oh, my God, they
  are dying! They are dead!”


  The old man had raised himself by a supreme effort of his will, though the
  darkness was already gathering thickly round him.


  “My dear young lady,” he said, stuttering and stumbling over the words,
  “we would have spared you this. It would have been painless to mind and body.
  It was cyanide. I had it in the caviare. But you would not have it.”


  “Great Heaven!” She shrank away from him with dilated eyes. “Oh, you
  monster! You monster! You have poisoned them!”


  “No! no! I saved them. You don’t know the Chinese. They are horrible. In
  another hour we should all have been in their hands. Take it now, child.”
  Even as he spoke a burst of firing broke out under the very windows of the
  room. “Hark! There they are! Quick, dear, quick, you may cheat them yet!” But
  his words fell upon deaf ears, for the girl had sunk back senseless in her
  chair. The old man stood listening for an instant to the firing outside. But
  what was that? Merciful Father, what was that? Was he going mad? Was it the
  effect of the drug? Surely it was a European cheer? Yes, there were sharp
  orders in English. There was the shouting of sailors. He could no longer
  doubt it. By some miracle the relief had come after all. He threw his long
  arms upwards in despair. “What have I done? Oh, good Lord, what /have/ I
  done?” he cried.


  It was Commodore Wyndham himself who was the first, after his desperate
  and successful night attack, to burst into that terrible supper-room. Round
  the table sat the white and silent company. Only in the young girl who moaned
  and faintly stirred was any sign of life to be seen. And yet there was one in
  the circle who had the energy for a last supreme duty. The Commodore,
  standing stupefied at the door, saw a grey head slowly lifted from the table,
  and the tall form of the Professor staggered for an instant to its feet.


  “Take care of the caviare! For God’s sake don’t touch the caviare!” he
  croaked.


  Then he sank back once more and the circle of death was complete.
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  Jan. 3.—This affair of White and Wotherspoon’s accounts proves to be
  a gigantic task. There are twenty thick ledgers to be examined and checked.
  Who would be a junior partner? However, it is the first big bit of business
  which has been left entirely in my hands. I must justify it. But it has to be
  finished so that the lawyers may have the result in time for the trial.
  Johnson said this morning that I should have to get the last figure out
  before the twentieth of the month. Good Lord! Well, have at it, and if human
  brain and nerve can stand the strain, I’ll win out at the other side. It
  means office- work from ten to five, and then a second sitting from about
  eight to one in the morning. There’s drama in an accountant’s life. When I
  find myself in the still early hours, while all the world sleeps, hunting
  through column after column for those missing figures which will turn a
  respected alderman into a felon, I understand that it is not such a prosaic
  profession after all.


  On Monday I came on the first trace of defalcation. No heavy game hunter
  ever got a finer thrill when first he caught sight of the trail of his
  quarry. But I look at the twenty ledgers and think of the jungle through
  which I have to follow him before I get my kill. Hard work—but rare
  sport, too, in a way! I saw the fat fellow once at a City dinner, his red
  face glowing above a white napkin. He looked at the little pale man at the
  end of the table. He would have been pale too if he could have seen the task
  that would be mine.


  Jan. 6.—What perfect nonsense it is for doctors to prescribe rest
  when rest is out of the question! Asses! They might as well shout to a man
  who has a pack of wolves at his heels that what he wants is absolute quiet.
  My figures must be out by a certain date; unless they are so, I shall lose
  the chance of my lifetime, so how on earth am I to rest? I’ll take a week or
  so after the trial.


  Perhaps I was myself a fool to go to the doctor at all. But I get nervous
  and highly-strung when I sit alone at my work at night. It’s not a pain
  —only a sort of fullness of the head with an occasional mist over the
  eyes. I thought perhaps some bromide, or chloral, or something of the kind
  might do me good. But stop work? It’s absurd to ask such a thing. It’s like a
  long-distance race. You feel queer at first and your heart thumps and your
  lungs pant, but if you have only the pluck to keep on, you get your second
  wind. I’ll stick to my work and wait for my second wind. If it never comes
  —all the same, I’ll stick to my work. Two ledgers are done, and I am
  well on in the third. The rascal has covered his tracks well, but I pick them
  up for all that.


  Jan. 9.—I had not meant to go to the doctor again. And yet I have
  had to. “Straining my nerves, risking a complete breakdown, even endangering
  my sanity.” That’s a nice sentence to have fired off at one. Well, I’ll stand
  the strain and I’ll take the risk, and so long as I can sit in my chair and
  move a pen I’ll follow the old sinner’s slot.


  By the way, I may as well set down here the queer experience which drove
  me this second time to the doctor. I’ll keep an exact record of my symptoms
  and sensations, because they are interesting in themselves—“a curious
  psycho-physiological study,” says the doctor—and also because I am
  perfectly certain that when I am through with them they will all seem blurred
  and unreal, like some queer dream betwixt sleeping and waking. So now, while
  they are fresh, I will just make a note of them, if only as a change of
  thought after the endless figures.


  There’s an old silver-framed mirror in my room. It was given me by a
  friend who had a taste for antiquities, and he, as I happen to know, picked
  it up at a sale and had no notion where it came from. It’s a large thing
  —three feet across and two feet high—and it leans at the back of
  a side- table on my left as I write. The frame is flat, about three inches
  across, and very old; far too old for hall-marks or other methods of
  determining its age. The glass part projects, with a bevelled edge, and has
  the magnificent reflecting power which is only, as it seems to me, to be
  found in very old mirrors. There’s a feeling of perspective when you look
  into it such as no modern glass can ever give.


  The mirror is so situated that as I sit at the table I can usually see
  nothing in it but the reflection of the red window curtains. But a queer
  thing happened last night. I had been working for some hours, very much
  against the grain, with continual bouts of that mistiness of which I had
  complained. Again and again I had to stop and clear my eyes. Well, on one of
  these occasions I chanced to look at the mirror. It had the oddest
  appearance. The red curtains which should have been reflected in it were no
  longer there, but the glass seemed to be clouded and steamy, not on the
  surface, which glittered like steel, but deep down in the very grain of it.
  This opacity, when I stared hard at it, appeared to slowly rotate this way
  and that, until it was a thick white cloud swirling in heavy wreaths. So real
  and solid was it, and so reasonable was I, that I remember turning, with the
  idea that the curtains were on fire. But everything was deadly still in the
  room—no sound save the ticking of the clock, no movement save the slow
  gyration of that strange woolly cloud deep in the heart of the old
  mirror.


  Then, as I looked, the mist, or smoke, or cloud, or whatever one may call
  it, seemed to coalesce and solidify at two points quite close together, and I
  was aware, with a thrill of interest rather than of fear, that these were two
  eyes looking out into the room. A vague outline of a head I could see—
  a woman’s by the hair, but this was very shadowy. Only the eyes were quite
  distinct; such eyes—dark, luminous, filled with some passionate
  emotion, fury or horror, I could not say which. Never have I seen eyes which
  were so full of intense, vivid life. They were not fixed upon me, but stared
  out into the room. Then as I sat erect, passed my hand over my brow, and made
  a strong conscious effort to pull myself together, the dim head faded into
  the general opacity, the mirror slowly cleared, and there were the red
  curtains once again.


  A sceptic would say, no doubt, that I had dropped asleep over my figures,
  and that my experience was a dream. As a matter of fact, I was never more
  vividly awake in my life. I was able to argue about it even as I looked at
  it, and to tell myself that it was a subjective impression—a chimera of
  the nerves—begotten by worry and insomnia. But why this particular
  shape? And who is the woman, and what is the dreadful emotion which I read in
  those wonderful brown eyes? They come between me and my work. For the first
  time I have done less than the daily tally which I had marked out. Perhaps
  that is why I have had no abnormal sensations tonight. Tomorrow I must wake
  up, come what may.


  Jan. 11.—All well, and good progress with my work. I wind the net,
  coil after coil, round that bulky body. But the last smile may remain with
  him if my own nerves break over it. The mirror would seem to be a sort of
  barometer which marks my brain-pressure. Each night I have observed that it
  had clouded before I reached the end of my task.


  Dr. Sinclair (who is, it seems, a bit of a psychologist) was so interested
  in my account that he came round this evening to have a look at the mirror. I
  had observed that something was scribbled in crabbed old characters upon the
  metal-work at the back. He examined this with a lens, but could make nothing
  of it. “Sanc. X. Pal.” was his final reading of it, but that did not bring us
  any farther. He advised me to put it away into another room; but, after all,
  whatever I may see in it is, by his own account only a symptom. It is in the
  cause that the danger lies. The twenty ledgers—not the silver mirror
  —should be packed away if I could only do it. I’m at the eighth now, so
  I progress.


  Jan. 13.-Perhaps it would have been wiser after all if I had packed away
  the mirror. I had an extraordinary experience with it last night. And yet I
  find it so interesting, so fascinating, that even now I will keep it in its
  place. What on earth is the meaning of it all?


  I suppose it was about one in the morning, and I was closing my books
  preparatory to staggering off to bed, when I saw her there in front of me.
  The stage of mistiness and development must have passed unobserved, and there
  she was in all her beauty and passion and distress, as clear-cut as if she
  were really in the flesh before me. The figure was small, but very distinct
  —so much so that every feature, and every detail of dress, are stamped
  in my memory. She is seated on the extreme left of the mirror. A sort of
  shadowy figure crouches down beside her—I can dimly discern that it is
  a man—and then behind them is cloud, in which I see figures
  —figures which move. It is not a mere picture upon which I look. It is
  a scene in life, an actual episode. She crouches and quivers. The man beside
  her cowers down. The vague figures make abrupt movements and gestures. All my
  fears were swallowed up in my interest. It was maddening to see so much and
  not to see more.


  But I can at least describe the woman to the smallest point. She is very
  beautiful and quite young—not more than five-and-twenty, I should
  judge. Her hair is of a very rich brown, with a warm chestnut shade fining
  into gold at the edges. A little flat-pointed cap comes to an angle in front,
  and is made of lace edged with pearls. The forehead is high, too high perhaps
  for perfect beauty; but one would not have it otherwise, as it gives a touch
  of power and strength to what would otherwise be a softly feminine face. The
  brows are most delicately curved over heavy eyelids, and then come those
  wonderful eyes—so large, so dark, so full of over-mastering emotion, of
  rage and horror, contending with a pride of self-control which holds her from
  sheer frenzy! The cheeks are pale, the lips white with agony, the chin and
  throat most exquisitely rounded. The figure sits and leans forward in the
  chair, straining and rigid, cataleptic with horror. The dress is black
  velvet, a jewel gleams like a flame in the breast, and a golden crucifix
  smoulders in the shadow of a fold. This is the lady whose image still lives
  in the old silver mirror. What dire deed could it be which has left its
  impress there, so that now, in another age, if the spirit of a man be but
  worn down to it, he may be conscious of its presence?


  One other detail: On the left side of the skirt of the black dress was, as
  I thought at first, a shapeless bunch of white ribbon. Then, as I looked more
  intently or as the vision defined itself more clearly, I perceived what it
  was. It was the hand of a man, clenched and knotted in agony, which held on
  with a convulsive grasp to the fold of the dress. The rest of the crouching
  figure was a mere vague outline, but that strenuous hand shone clear on the
  dark background, with a sinister suggestion of tragedy in its frantic clutch.
  The man is frightened-horribly frightened. That I can clearly discern. What
  has terrified him so? Why does he grip the woman’s dress? The answer lies
  amongst those moving figures in the background. They have brought danger both
  to him and to her. The interest of the thing fascinated me. I thought no more
  of its relation to my own nerves. I stared and stared as if in a theatre. But
  I could get no farther. The mist thinned. There were tumultuous movements in
  which all the figures were vaguely concerned. Then the mirror was clear once
  more.


  The doctor says I must drop work for a day, and I can afford to do so, for
  I have made good progress lately. It is quite evident that the visions depend
  entirely upon my own nervous state, for I sat in front of the mirror for an
  hour tonight, with no result whatever. My soothing day has chased them away.
  I wonder whether I shall ever penetrate what they all mean? I examined the
  mirror this evening under a good light, and besides the mysterious
  inscription “Sanc. X. Pal.,” I was able to discern some signs of heraldic
  marks, very faintly visible upon the silver. They must be very ancient, as
  they are almost obliterated. So far as I could make out, they were three
  spear-heads, two above and one below. I will show them to the doctor when he
  calls tomorrow.


  Jan. 14.—Feel perfectly well again, and I intend that nothing else
  shall stop me until my task is finished. The doctor was shown the marks on
  the mirror and agreed that they were armorial bearings. He is deeply
  interested in all that I have told him, and cross-questioned me closely on
  the details. It amuses me to notice how he is torn in two by conflicting
  desires—the one that his patient should lose his symptoms, the other
  that the medium—for so he regards me—should solve this mystery of
  the past. He advised continued rest, but did not oppose me too violently when
  I declared that such a thing was out of the question until the ten remaining
  ledgers have been checked.


  Jan. 17.—For three nights I have had no experiences—my day of
  rest has borne fruit. Only a quarter of my task is left, but I must make a
  forced march, for the lawyers are clamouring for their material. I will give
  them enough and to spare. I have him fast on a hundred counts. When they
  realize what a slippery, cunning rascal he is, I should gain some credit from
  the case. False trading accounts, false balance-sheets, dividends drawn from
  capital, losses written down as profits, suppression of working expenses,
  manipulation of petty cash—it is a fine record!


  Jan. 18.—Headaches, nervous twitches, mistiness, fullness of the
  temples—all the premonitions of trouble, and the trouble came sure
  enough. And yet my real sorrow is not so much that the vision should come as
  that it should cease before all is revealed.


  But I saw more tonight. The crouching man was as visible as the lady whose
  gown he clutched. He is a little swarthy fellow, with a black-pointed beard.
  He has a loose gown of damask trimmed with fur. The prevailing tints of his
  dress are red. What a fright the fellow is in, to be sure! He cowers and
  shivers and glares back over his shoulder. There is a small knife in his
  other hand, but he is far too tremulous and cowed to use it. Dimly now I
  begin to see the figures in the background. Fierce faces, bearded and dark,
  shape themselves out of the mist. There is one terrible creature, a skeleton
  of a man, with hollow cheeks and eyes sunk in his head. He also has a knife
  in his hand. On the right of the woman stands a tall man, very young, with
  flaxen hair, his face sullen and dour. The beautiful woman looks up at him in
  appeal. So does the man on the ground. This youth seems to be the arbiter of
  their fate. The crouching man draws closer and hides himself in the woman’s
  skirts. The tall youth bends and tries to drag her away from him. So much I
  saw last night before the mirror cleared. Shall I never know what it leads to
  and whence it comes? It is not a mere imagination, of that I am very sure.
  Somewhere, some time, this scene has been acted, and this old mirror has
  reflected it. But when—where?


  Jan. 20.—My work draws to a close, and it is time. I feel a
  tenseness within my brain, a sense of intolerable strain, which warns me that
  something must give. I have worked myself to the limit. But tonight should be
  the last night. With a supreme effort I should finish the final ledger and
  complete the case before I rise from my chair. I will do it. I will.


  Feb. 7.—I did. My God, what an experience! I hardly know if I am
  strong enough yet to set it down.


  Let me explain in the first instance that I am writing this in Dr.
  Sinclair’s private hospital some three weeks after the last entry in my
  diary. On the night of January 20 my nervous system finally gave way, and I
  remembered nothing afterwards until I found myself three days ago in this
  home of rest. And I can rest with a good conscience. My work was done before
  I went under. My figures are in the solicitors’ hands. The hunt is over.


  And now I must describe that last night. I had sworn to finish my work,
  and so intently did I stick to it, though my head was bursting, that I would
  never look up until the last column had been added. And yet it was fine self-
  restraint, for all the time I knew that wonderful things were happening in
  the mirror. Every nerve in my body told me so. If I looked up there was an
  end of my work. So I did not look up till all was finished. Then, when at
  last with throbbing temples I threw down my pen and raised my eyes, what a
  sight was there!


  The mirror in its silver frame was like a stage, brilliantly lit, in which
  a drama was in progress. There was no mist now. The oppression of my nerves
  had wrought this amazing clarity. Every feature, every movement, was as
  clear-cut as in life. To think that I, a tired accountant, the most prosaic
  of mankind, with the account-books of a swindling bankrupt before me, should
  be chosen of all the human race to look upon such a scene!


  It was the same scene and the same figures, but the drama had advanced a
  stage. The tall young man was holding the woman in his arms. She strained
  away from him and looked up at him with loathing in her face. They had torn
  the crouching man away from his hold upon the skirt of her dress. A dozen of
  them were round him—savage men, bearded men. They hacked at him with
  knives. All seemed to strike him together. Their arms rose and fell. The
  blood did not flow from him-it squirted. His red dress was dabbled in it. He
  threw himself this way and that, purple upon crimson, like an over-ripe plum.
  Still they hacked, and still the jets shot from him. It was horrible—
  horrible! They dragged him kicking to the door. The woman looked over her
  shoulder at him and her mouth gaped. I heard nothing, but I knew that she was
  screaming. And then, whether it was this nerve-racking vision before me, or
  whether, my task finished, all the overwork of the past weeks came in one
  crushing weight upon me, the room danced round me, the floor seemed to sink
  away beneath my feet, and I remembered no more. In the early morning my
  landlady found me stretched senseless before the silver mirror, but I knew
  nothing myself until three days ago I awoke in the deep peace of the doctor’s
  nursing home.


  Feb. 9.—Only today have I told Dr. Sinclair my full experience. He
  had not allowed me to speak of such matters before. He listened with an
  absorbed interest. “You don’t identify this with any well-known scene in
  history?” he asked, with suspicion in his eyes. I assured him that I knew
  nothing of history. “Have you no idea whence that mirror came and to whom it
  once belonged?” he continued. “Have you?” I asked, for he spoke with meaning.
  “It’s incredible,” said he, “and yet how else can one explain it? The scenes
  which you described before suggested it, but now it has gone beyond all range
  of coincidence. I will bring you some notes in the evening.”


  Later.—He has just left me. Let me set down his words as closely as
  I can recall them. He began by laying several musty volumes upon my bed.


  “These you can consult at your leisure,” said he. “I have some notes here
  which you can confirm. There is not a doubt that what you have seen is the
  murder of Rizzio by the Scottish nobles in the presence of Mary, which
  occurred in March, 1566. Your description of the woman is accurate. The high
  forehead and heavy eyelids combined with great beauty could hardly apply to
  two women. The tall young man was her husband, Darnley. Rizzio, says the
  chronicle, ‘was dressed in a loose dressing-gown of furred damask, with hose
  of russet velvet.’ With one hand he clutched Mary’s gown, with the other he
  held a dagger. Your fierce, hollow-eyed man was Ruthven, who was new-risen
  from a bed of sickness. Every detail is exact.”


  “But why to me?” I asked, in bewilderment. “Why of all the human race to
  me?”


  “Because you were in the fit mental state to receive the impression.
  Because you chanced to own the mirror which gave the impression.”


  “The mirror! You think, then, that it was Mary’s mirror—that it
  stood in the room where the deed was done?”


  “I am convinced that it was Mary’s mirror. She had been Queen of France.
  Her personal property would be stamped with the Royal arms. What you took to
  be three spear-heads were really the lilies of France.”


  “And the inscription?”


  “‘Sanc. X. Pal.’ You can expand it into Sanctae Crucis Palatium. Some one
  has made a note upon the mirror as to whence it came. It was the Palace of
  the Holy Cross.”


  “Holyrood!” I cried.


  “Exactly. Your mirror came from Holyrood. You have had one very singular
  experience, and have escaped. I trust that you will never put yourself into
  the way of having such another.”
 

  

   


  THE END
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