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  I. --- IMPORTANT CAPTURE


  § 1


  The immense beauty of the starry night seemed lost upon the
man at the
  window. His attention was concentrated on the gap in the black hills far
  below him and far away, where a quivering blood-red glow marked the burning
  suburbs and gardens of the beleaguered city. The smoke flickered still with
  gun-flashes, and the crepitation of the rifle-fire rose and fell and never
  ceased altogether. Every now and then a momentary incandescence intimated a
  fresh extension of the conflagration. But the big guns had desisted. Gammet's
  attack had been held. Gammet was done for.


  "High time too," thought the man at the window. "And when Gammet has been
  cleaned up, then I will take the city."


  Richard Bolaris got up and began pacing the dim room. It was a large,
  fairly proportioned room and it was lit only by a couple of candles in silver
  candlesticks on the gigantic writing desk. Otherwise the whole place was in
  darkness because of the possibility of an air-raid from the Reds. The huge
  vulgar furnishings of Orpedimento, the great wine merchant, the nominal owner
  of this château which Bolaris had requisitioned, achieved a sombre dignity in
  the obscurity.


  Bolaris was the latest and newest of strong men, he and the Reds under
  Ratzel had torn their vague-minded countrymen into two warring swarms, and
  slowly he was winning his way to an unqualified dictatorship. He had been
  waiting impatiently for this final opportunity. Gammet had been the chief
  piece in the King's defence and the piece was now practically lost. Bolaris
  knew exactly how to behave and what to do next day. The trusty Handon should
  see to all the details. Gammet had asked for this offensive, staked
  everything upon it. Bolaris had acted doubt, argued cunningly, and bowed at
  last as if in submission to Gammet and the King. Now he would strike. He
  would face nothing but a clutch of disgruntled men.


  "You have thrown away the fourth army," he would say. "Incapacity in
  itself is a crime, but this is more than incapacity; it is sabotage, as I
  shall prove---treason unashamed."


  Handon would have seen to it that the guards were all right, and the
  morning after, when that poor disingenuous royal fool asked after Gammet, he
  would find that Gammet was shot already, and that there was nothing under his
  feet or above his head or to the right of him or to the left of him or before
  him or behind him in the whole world but the power of Richard Bolaris. And,
  after his quality, he would pretend to be grateful for the vigilance of
  Bolaris. And he would bide his time. He was a great man for biding his time,
  was the King.


  Physically Bolaris was not a tall man, but he was broad-shouldered and his
  head was a fine one, a wide forehead above clear hazel eyes and a slightly
  impish clean-shaven face. His nose was short but well modelled; his mouth and
  chin finely made and free of any suggestion of the strong man's jowl. He wore
  an open- necked shirt and a belt about his civilian trousers, but he kept the
  men about him up to the mark in their uniforms.


  He rehearsed the projected scene and tried a variation or so. Then he
  dismissed the matter from his mind, touched a stud on the desk, and returned
  slowly to his seat at the open window. He could rest for a time until the
  reports from the front came in.


  A door far up the room opened and the secretary on duty appeared on the
  threshold between two sentinels. "I'll take anything that is not extremely
  urgent in the map room in about an hour," said Bolaris, and the bright
  vertical oblong of the door thinned out and vanished.


  "Ah!" said the dictator in the tone of a man who feels his task
  accomplished. He shook his finger towards the long slopes that hid the city.
  "I give you a fortnight more, Ratzel. And after that we will have the
  Corporate State here too and here, mind you, that will be---whatever I
  want it to be."
 


  § 2


  Power and more Power. The King unfortunately would have to
remain. That
  went without saying. But side by side with the crown there must be a new
  title. Why not take a leaf from history and try the Lord Protector? Or
  something new? The Master Citizen?


  And Catherine Faress? She had always been loyal---and sometimes very
  wise. Bolaris was no egotist. He could admit good advice when he got it. Was
  she always to remain in the background? Was the Master Citizen always to hide
  his woman in this shamefaced manner from the world?


  Patience. That too he would manage.


  The gentle trill of a telephone roused him from his reverie.


  "Yes?"


  He knew Catherine's inimitable voice even before she said: "It's your
  Black Cat speaking. With nothing very important to say."


  "What is it?"


  "Just something silly. Just something I can't say in common words.
  Something very sentimental. Have you forgotten Lampobo?"


  Lampobo was a little language they had invented six years ago when they
  were lovers in exile in Lugano, to hide their nationality and puzzle
  observant people in their hotel.


  "If any one listens in to our love talks," he replied, "they have the best
  chance in the world of standing against a wall." And then rather haltingly in
  that half-forgotten lingo, he added: "Yes. You see I remember---I don't
  forget things about you."


  "Don't flirt," said she. "It isn't that. Something very important
  ---"


  "What is it?"


  "Ratzel has been taken prisoner."


  Bolaris whistled softly. That was a queer turn of events. "How?" he
  asked.


  "No particulars. Number Four wants you to know. Number Four knows but
  other people don't. Knows who it is, I mean. The men who took him don't know.
  Listen hard. Don't ask me questions. Number Four came to me and asked me to
  tell you. Afraid direct to you would be tapped. Said you ought to know before
  any one else."


  "Good old Handon," whispered Bolaris to himself.


  Then to the telephone and dropping the little language: "Where are you,
  darling?"


  "In the little house beyond the hospital."


  "I've eaten nothing today practically. Could you give me a supper? Things
  have gone very badly today and I need consoling." And dropping back into
  Lampobo: "Number Four and the prisoner too."


  "All your desires shall be satisfied," said the lady with a coy laugh that
  sounded quite natural. "Darling."


  Bolaris replaced the telephone and went towards the door clapping his
  hands loudly. It opened and two sentinels stood at attention and then the
  young secretary appeared. "I'll take the reports in the map room," said
  Bolaris. "Is the intelligence officer there? Afterwards I'll go to the fourth
  hospital for a surprise visit. Have the three cars ready, the pilot car, the
  armoured car, and the whippet with the gun. And then ------"


  He seemed to consider. "I'll ask Madame Farness to give me supper. She's
  close by. Will you tell her? You know her telephone number. And telephone me
  there if I have gone on from the hospital."


  The secretary tried not to look too understanding. It would be quite
  unnecessary, he knew, to telephone to the hospital.


  Bolaris entered the map room with an elation he did his best to control.
  "None too good, I'm afraid," he said to the intelligence officer. "Tell me
  what you know. I was against it all from the beginning but the King overruled
  me. God grant there's been no serious loss of men or material. I hope not. It
  seemed to me the attack petered out. Do you know what it is burning down
  there."
 


  § 3


  The three cars, using no lights, travelled slowly down
through the dark
  woods below the château, and more swiftly over the flank of the mountain,
  above the darkened encampments of the Black Legion and the old ninth
  regiment. In the open the road became more plainly visible as a faint streak
  on the grey starlit ground. Ever and again there was a challenge, a halt, and
  the scrutiny of an electric torch. They passed through a silent and deserted
  village and between a mile-long row of still, dark poplars, until the white
  walls of the old convent turned hospital were reached. There was no pretence
  of calling there. Bolaris, with his cars and escort, passed straight on
  through the gates of the little villa beyond and descended at the
  entrance.


  Two sentinels appeared from the shadow of the portico and saluted. A tall
  dark woman in a white dress appeared in the doorway. It was in the spirit of
  the night that he should speak in an undertone.


  "They are here?" he asked.


  "Both," she said. "The prisoner under guard downstairs."


  He followed her into a room lit by a single paraffin lamp. There were
  provisions on the table and plates and knives, and in the corner stood
  Handon, in a khaki uniform, a stout figure with an open ruddy face, who
  saluted his master as though it was a pleasure to do so.


  "Tell me about it," said Bolaris. Each of his interlocutors looked at the
  other to begin.


  "You ought to see him," said the woman.


  "You certainly ought to see him," echoed Handon. They seemed preoccupied
  with some idea beyond the facts he knew.


  "How was he taken? When?"


  "Early this morning. They blundered into the Black Legion."


  "They?"


  "He was with some officers. If you can call them officers. Commissars
  perhaps. They just rode into our scouts."


  "You saw it?"


  "Yes. I suppose they were planning some scheme for swinging round on our
  left, through that gorge that runs towards the river. They didn't know how
  far our front extended. Our fellows were coming down the gorge and these Reds
  came out on the bank, not twenty yards away. They wheeled about and he lost
  control of his horse. He seemed to be a damned poor rider."


  Handon stopped short, shocked at himself.


  "Not the only one in this war," said Bolaris, with a grin. "Don't
  apologize."


  "He got on the edge of the bank and his horse slipped down it, rolled
  right down, horse and man, and our chaps were on him in a moment. We could
  see he was important at once from the way the others came back for him. No
  good. It was a hundred to one. They vanished over the bank and were a quarter
  of a mile off before any of our men could scramble up for a shot at
  them."


  "And it's Ratzel?"


  "It's surely Ratzel. You know there's always been a story he was like you.
  He's extraordinarily like you."


  Bolaris turned to the woman.


  "He's extraordinarily like you," she confirmed. "It's fantastic. I ought
  to know. When they brought him here first, I thought it was some
  mystification of yours. I tried him with Lampobo. Yes. He's as like as
  that."


  "If I don't eat I shall drop," said Bolaris and poured himself a glass of
  wine. All three sat down about the table and Catherine played hostess to the
  two men.


  "He is as like as that," Bolaris repeated with his mouth full of chicken.
  "It gives me a sort of fellow feeling for him. Maybe we'll have to shoot him.
  He's the backbone of this defence. It will knock the stuffing out of them.
  All the same if he's hungry... "Let's have him up. A man talks all the easier
  for a few glasses of wine. I've never believed in those third-degree methods
  of yours, Handon. Bring him up and stand him there at the end of the table
  with two of your men behind him. And two at the door. Window all right? Put a
  man outside there. Light some candles over there and there. It wouldn't do
  for Catherine's lamp to go out suddenly and leave us in the dark. They say
  he's a resourceful devil. And if I think proper I'll ask him to supper." His
  quick eyes ran round the room. "That's all right," he confirmed.


  "Yes."

  

   


  II. --- THE PRISONER


  § 1


  Their resemblance had certainly not been exaggerated.
Ratzel came in with
  a look of resolute resistance on his face, which changed to blank
  astonishment as he looked at Bolaris. He was wearing an open red shirt, which
  differed only from his captor's in its colour. His hair was longer; he was
  disarmed and his hands were tied. He was the first to speak.


  "I'll be damned!" he exclaimed.


  "Shot first, you'll be," said Bolaris. "What do you mean by looking so
  infernally like me?"


  "I might ask the same question."


  "It's my place to ask questions."


  "Coincidence. Can we by any chance be related?"


  "I say I ask the questions. What is your name:"


  "Robert Ratzel."


  "Age?"


  "Thirty-four."


  "Place of birth?"


  "Hulkingtown, Missouri."


  Bolaris became silent.


  "We are related," said Ratzel suddenly.


  "No! Speak when you are spoken to."


  "But we are. I begin to realize---"


  "Tell him not to talk," said Bolaris to the man beside the prisoner. The
  guard made a prompt movement.


  "I won't talk," Ratzel volunteered. An awkward silence descended upon the
  room. Every one was looking very intently at Bolaris.


  "I am a native-born citizen of this country," he said as if addressing a
  considerable audience. "I have never been in the United States of America.
  Never. I cannot even speak English, while the prisoner, as you will note,
  speaks our language with a marked English accent. Yes. Yes. An American
  accent. It's very similar. Well, I have stopped him on the verge of claiming
  kinship with me on the strength of our certainly very remarkable resemblance.
  Our superficial resemblance. I can quite understand his motives.. It will do
  him no good if he does."


  Ratzel seemed about to speak but Bolaris held up a hand to silence him, a
  gesture reinforced by the guard, who gripped the prisoner's wrists.


  "Let go," said Bolaris. "I trust his discretion."


  He reflected on his course of action.


  "It looks to me," he said, "as though you could do with a little food and
  drink. I myself want to go on eating. I will put you on your parole, eh? And
  you will join us? I mean you will join our meal."


  Ratzel nodded.


  "Release his hands. Sit down, sir."


  Catherine filled a plate with chicken, white nut, and pimento, and handed
  it to one of the guards to put before her guest. There was a prolonged pause
  in the conversation. The men ate. The lady was smilingly but silently
  hospitable. Bolaris seemed to be considering his next move. When it came, it
  had an amazing quality of irrelevance.


  "I wonder," he said, "if this country is ever likely to produce a
  literature comparable to any of the great European literatures. What do you
  think, Ratzel? Or don't you take an interest in that sort of thing?"


  Ratzel stopped short with an attractive mouthful on his fork. He replaced
  it on his plate. After staring for a moment at his captor, he glanced at
  Catherine, who was watching him with a faint smile in her eyes. His
  expression of surprise gave place to one of bright response.


  "If that's your game," he seemed to decide, "I can play it. "A lot of
  European literature," he began, in a voice and with a manner that sounded
  almost like a parody of Bolaris, "is very much overrated. In fact almost all
  literature is overrated---in comparison with what is possible. Hitherto
  literature has been essentially aristocratic or bourgeois. It has been
  written mainly for people who wanted to feel secure, to please and reassure
  them. It has been leisure reading. Bric-a-brac. Tapestry. Stylistic or
  gentlemanly sham---careless. The English Jane Austen is quite typical.
  Quintessential I should call her. A certain ineluctable faded charm. Like
  some of the loveliest butterflies---with no guts at all. But here and
  now, we are tearing up life by the roots and anything we write ---when we
  get to writing again---will be fundamental-vital, black, red,
  vibrating... " The speaker resumed his interrupted meal.


  The two listeners at the table heard this cultured speech with ill-
  concealed astonishment. They looked at the speaker, they looked at Bolaris,
  and remarked the similarity of the smile upon the two confronted faces. Then
  Catherine glanced at the guards for any gleam of comprehension. But the
  guards, who manifestly did not understand a word of it all, had assumed
  expressions of disciplined dignity.


  "When we have settled up with your atrocious attempt to assist in carrying
  the world back to the dark ages," Ratzel resumed---he took a large
  mouthful---"our boys will write. I think they will write well."


  "If we let them," said Bolaris.


  "This is the seventh grand attack you have made. Tell me about it."


  "I shall be in the city in a fortnight."


  "I knew it would fail."


  "You didn't, I gather, see very much of it."


  "No. But I knew your foreign friends with the tanks wouldn't like the idea
  of coming through those open fields in the centre when they realized we had
  irrigated them carefully every night. There'd be, I
  felt---well---indecision ... Did we capture most of those tanks or
  did the funk begin before they had come on far enough? Did we get most or
  only just some?"


  "The attack was none of my planning," said Bolaris.


  "Many?"


  The question went unanswered. "Why you had your Black Legion up in the air
  out of the game on our right I can't imagine! It might as well have been
  bathing at the seaside for all the good it was."


  "Anyhow it got you."


  "You got me. How could a sane man have expected them out there? But it
  does not matter. I shall hardly be missed. No man is indispensable in a
  popular mass defence. The enthusiasm in the city is invincible. You can
  hardly imagine it."


  "I don't imagine it. I know all about it. Their discipline is
  atrocious."


  "They don't loot," said Ratzel. "They kill priests."


  "Each side kills priests nowadays. When they get in the way, and they do
  get in the way." Bolaris went off at a tangent again. "What has happened to
  the Royal Galleries? There were some very beautiful things in them."


  "Your imported bombers were careless and ignorant. But most of the best
  things are well taken care of. Do you know the Galleries at all? There was a
  long narrow gallery of late Italian and French heroic stuff. The art
  director---and how I agree with him!---left that to the last, and one
  of those new incendiary bombs they have sent you now, got it. I have always
  disliked that sort of painting myself, Rapes of the Sabines, the Looting of
  Corinth, and all that stuff. Always reminded me of turning out linen for the
  laundry---sprawling naked women instead of nice ordinary soiled linen. We
  all have our likes and dislikes." He returned to his plate with the air of a
  man who does not wish to monopolize a conversation.


  "I know very little about pictures," said Bolaris modestly, and proceeded
  to disprove the statement by a dissertation on painting that would have been
  a model for an English University extension lecture or any small
  all-about-art-in-half-an-hour handbook (q.v.). Occasionally the
  prisoner interjected an intelligent remark, but for the most part he nodded
  and ate. Then abruptly Bolaris came to an end. He consulted a wrist watch and
  signalled to the two guards, who came to attention. Ratzel finished his wine
  appreciatively and stood up.
 


  § 2


  Bolaris lifted his glass to his departing guest. "I am
sorry you have to
  return to your quarters downstairs. They are far from perfect---but civil
  war is always uncivilized. A class war more particularly so. No chivalry.
  Later on maybe I may have to shoot you. But I do hope that before then we may
  have a chance to resume what I have found a very agreeable conversation
  indeed. War would be intolerable without such occasional interludes.... The
  prisoner was led out. Directly the door had closed upon Ratzel, Bolanris's
  manner changed.


  "Get outside," he said to the remaining guards, and Catherine and Handon
  shifted closer to him because they felt that what he had to say would not be
  said too loudly. Catherine's expression was one of anticipatory appreciation;
  Handon's intimated a hopeless curiosity struggling against complete
  stupefaction.


  "Now," said Bolaris. "You have been a little puzzled by---what
  shall I call it---the untimely refinement---the cultured irrelevance
  of our conversation. But I had to talk about something --- or rather I
  had to talk about nothing. I wanted to look at him. I wanted to look him
  over. And I didn't want him to talk to me. I wanted to draw out our
  resemblances and differences. I wanted to note any distinctive mannerisms he
  had---for a good reason. I wanted time to think about what to do
  next---with him in front of me. And the curious thing is that he came
  more than half-way to meet me. He took my point very quickly. He was quite
  ready to play the man of culture, reluctantly at war. Just as I might have
  done. I couldn't catch him saying anything or moving in any way that was
  distinctive between us. Could you? I'd heard we have a resemblance. But this
  is a Double."


  "It is incredible that---" Catherine was beginning, and then she
  caught a warning glance in his eyes. "What do you think of it, Handon?" she
  asked.


  "I don't like him," said Handon compactly. "I disagree."


  "One thing I noted," said Catherine. "His accent is American."


  "And I?"


  "You have no accent. Why should you have?"


  "You don't like him, Handon?"


  "He's sinister."


  "But my double?"


  "He looks like you," said Handon, and paused before he added, "but,
  mind you---he isn't you."


  "Yes," said Bolaris slowly, with an air of receiving a very important
  statement. "I think that is... probably... correct."


  "He is completely different," said Handon. "I can see through him."


  "And you see?"


  "A Red. Everything we are fighting against. Everything you stand
  against."


  "That may well be," said Bolaris deliberately. "All the same there is
  something about him, some possibility, some opportunity. It is well you sent
  for me as you did. Your instincts, Handon, are always sound. I
  feel---what do I feel: Handon, I feel that I haven't got it---and yet
  that it's just at my fingers' ends. If he is like me, I am like him. That
  opens---possibilities. For example---away there, nineteen miles as
  the crow flies, like all the secrets of the defence."


  "But what do you mean?"


  "To talk to those fellows! To see it from their side! That would be
  something."


  "You mustn't dream of impersonating him!" cried Handon. "If you leave us
  --- even for a day---


  "You would carry on. I could trust the Five."


  "But if something new arose? And if they spotted it and got you? They
  wouldn't hesitate to shoot. Think how they shot Mand. And with
  everything---as things are."


  "I'm not going to do it. But I want to turn all these possibilities over
  in my mind. You must trust me to do that. I want to see him some
  more---worm things out of him.... Anyhow I want to stay here.... And all
  the time things are happening at the château." He lowered his voice.


  "There is a particular thing, Handon, I want said to the representative of
  a certain foreign power about those new tanks. I'm a little doubtful about
  that slim youngster, the new assistant secretary. I want it brought home to
  our friends that if they will insist on keeping their own men in those
  tanks ---who don't know the language, who can't question a peasant, who
  can't find their way about, who don't care a damn for our cause---they
  are bound to keep bunched up, and if they bunch up they can be laid for. As
  they were today. Very gently but very firmly I want that said. Between
  ourselves it wasn't really Gammet's fault. So far as the loss of the tanks
  goes. But that's another question. Until our men are in those tanks, Handon,
  the confounded contraptions are part of a potential army of occupation. The
  King would as soon be nursed by a foreign army as nursed by us. I want
  someone who has this in mind to be at the château when our good friends ring
  through. And at the same time I've got this sense of something immensely
  important here. I want to be here."


  "I could go back," said Handon.


  "Take the cars and send them back for me."


  "But I don't like leaving you."


  "I know. When you're not about nowadays, Handon, it's like leaving one's
  right hand upstairs."


  "You'll do nothing rash with that fellow?"


  "Really, Handon!"


  "Forgive a loyal anxiety. In my instincts, in my bones, I distrust
  him."


  "I stretch out my right hand where it is most needed." Bolaris got up and,
  clapping his hand affectionately upon his adherent's shoulder-blades, steered
  him towards the door.
 


  § 3


  Bolaris and Catherine stood at the small window beside the
portico of the
  villa and watched the cars pause for a moment to check with the sentinels and
  then vanish one after the other through the gates. Bolaris laid his hand on
  Catherine's farther shoulder and drew her face towards his own, a familiarity
  he would never have allowed himself in the jealous presence of Handon.


  "That gets rid of him," he said.


  She let her cheek touch his ever so lightly. But Bolaris, she perceived,
  was not in the mood for making love that night. He was thinking of
  Handon.


  "Handon," he said, "is the perfect lieutenant, the ideal disciple, the
  loyalest of the Five."


  She thought for a moment. "You make people like that."


  "I never made Handon. He was born, not made.... Darling, when at last we
  are in the city and the whole country is ours, and I have settled certain
  little affairs of which you know, then, I suppose, you think, as everybody
  thinks, that I shall be dictator, a real dictator, and do just exactly as I
  like."


  She was quick to take his meaning. "There will be Handon, of course," she
  said.


  "There will be Handon," he said softly. "There will be all the Five. There
  will be the Bands, the Inner Circle, the Boys. There will be all that I have
  said because I wanted to hear how it sounded, and all that I said because I
  knew it would win them. And all that I have been to them and all that I am to
  them. A man fettered from head to foot in what is expected of him. His own
  slave. I shall have to do what is expected of me at every turn. As much a
  sacrifice as one of those magic kings you read about in Frazer's Golden
  Bough.... Catherine, dear, the other night I had a dream. It was a
  triumph. I was on the balcony of the palace above the great square over
  there, and they were cheering me and cheering me. Silver trumpets. Banners.
  Waving flags. Crowds as far as the eye could reach. And a sort of horror of
  myself came upon me. I found I was not moving myself. I was being moved. My
  nerves had become wires. I was made to lift up my hand and salute the crowd.
  I was caught. I was frozen. I had become an automaton. ... And then quite
  suddenly I was alone with you. I was weeping, my dear; I was kneeling at your
  feet between your knees and weeping in your arms. As I did ---you
  remember that time? I was doing it because that is what I felt like doing and
  not what I had to do. And then--- outside---the cheering had changed
  to howling."


  She kissed him very softly.


  "And now," he said, abruptly withdrawing his arm, "for my brother."


  "Your brother?" she cried.


  "Obviously my brother."


  "But how, your brother?"


  "I don't know. He does. I want him to tell me."


  "Your brother!"


  "Worse than that. Dearest!---my Twin. No one must know, of course. We
  must hush it up. No dictatorship could stand it for a moment. Think of
  Handon! Oh, my dear! think of Handon!"


  Bolaris was seized by laughter. The sentinels outside heard him and
  exchanged glances of amazement. She loved his swift changes to laughter and
  her heart within her laughed. For he had scarcely laughed at all since his
  first repulse before the city. He had been dark and moody.


  "Handon's whole soul is fighting against it now! The devotee, the fanatic,
  the soul of loyalty! The psychological struggle going on in that car up the
  hill must be stupendous. Twins! It is something he will not
  believe---cannot believe. Not even half-brothers. Not even mere brothers.
  Never will that frightful realization get into his head---unless it is
  driven in with a nail and hammer. The obvious was already fighting for life
  in him---and losing, when he talked just now. How could he, how could any
  one of his quality, be devoted to a Twin! You, my dear, were
  slightly shaken. Oh, yes! you were. There was a faint recoil. Don't I know?
  You'll get over it. But for him! Two of me! And one of them on the
  other side! It would give his poor wits a sort of permanent squint. From the
  very moment he set eyes on Ratzel he realized that such a being was
  intolerable. Impossible. Ratzel, he feels, is sheer blasphemy. Taking my
  likeness in vain. A revolting caricature.... If Handon can contrive to kill
  him, he will. Mark my words. Shoot him and bury him and forget about him. Or
  rather not forget about him, but go on to a story that in no respect was it
  possible to mistake him for me. Ratzel will become shorter---very, very,
  very ugly ---sinister."


  He clapped his hands for an officer.


  "Bring the prisoner to me in the room upstairs. I want to question him in
  private."

  

   


  III. --- TWIN---DESTINIES


  § 1


  As soon as the guards who had brought up Ratzel had taken
their places
  outside the door, Bolaris left the window from which he had been watching the
  glare of the distant conflagration as it fluctuated between the black
  silhouette of the motionless agaves, and came and sat on the settee beside
  his prisoner. Catherine Farness stood questioningly, unsure whether her
  presence was wanted.


  "Come and sit by us," said Bolaris, putting a chair for her. "This maybe
  is one of those matters where your wits are better than mine. Look at him!
  Can you doubt he is my twin brother?"


  "But I thought you denied---" began Ratzel.


  "I did. I had to. For reasons of state. I lied. I hate lying---it's
  the dry rot of politics. But you were on the point of saying too much. I had
  to shut you up at once. I said I was never in the United States of America.
  Well, I was in the United States. My story begins as a foundling in New
  Orleans thirty-two years ago. My age was guessed at as about one year ten
  months old."


  "Thirty-four. Then that clinches it all. I had a twin brother."


  "That was what I didn't want you to blurt out.


  "Exactly. I understand perfectly. I had a twin brother. I have one now, I
  realize. My long-lost twin brother. It's melodramatic. We ought to burst into
  a duet about it. Thirty-two years ago was the great flood year. Gods, what
  floods they must have been! It was the ruination of a whole country. The
  waters rose so suddenly at Hulkingtown that our mother couldn't get back to
  the house---she had waded and clambered out to the store. I suppose you
  and I were left in different beds or in different rooms. Anyhow the man who
  carried me out---he had to jump for the boat when the house
  collapsed--- thought I was the only kid in the shack. My mother told me
  about it a hundred times. It was always on her mind. How she got to the
  embankment above the house and how she stood screaming against the wind and
  the rain: 'Two of them! Two!' Nobody heard her. It was three days before she
  could find where I was and claim me. You and the house went swirling off.
  Heaven knows how you weren't drowned. The shack was surely smashed somewhere
  near down the river. Did you get in a box? Did you get into a cupboard or
  something?"


  "I haven't the faintest idea. It was only when I was seventeen or
  eighteen, as a result of a violent quarrel between my foster father and his
  second wife, that I learnt I was a foster child. I remember nothing of
  America. Nothing. I grew up here. I doubt if I know three hundred words of
  English. I had always supposed I was the actual son of General Bolaris. He
  and his wife were in New Orleans at the time of the floods, they were coming
  home from South America, they had thought of adopting a child, and they
  adopted me. What happened to you?"


  "You got a bourgeois education."


  "I had a good education. I went to the University here." He nodded
  casually towards those faraway flickerings. "I had a time in the Military
  Academy and then I tried journalism and politics."


  "Life wasn't as easy as that for me," said Ratzel.


  "Tell me about your mother," said Catherine Farness.


  "His mother too," said Ratzel smiling. "She was, as people say, the
  best of mothers. But she really was the best of mothers. Rather big, blonde,
  plucky, excitable, devoted. And no luck. She died when I was twelve years
  old."


  "Odd! My mother died when I was twelve years old," said Bolaris.
  "Or rather my foster mother. It's a little difficult to adjust all at once to
  the new situation. For all those years she was in effect a very real mother
  to me. What was our father like?"


  "I never knew him. He was engineer on a river steamboat and he was drowned
  before I can remember much about him. My mother had a hard time, scraping a
  living down there in the South. She tried to get me educated. First in
  Louisiana and then in Georgia. Not so easy. Poor whites is what they called
  our sort. I was precocious. I tried to get north. Not so easy for a sweated
  worker. They won't let you go. Never mind about those early struggles. I knew
  pretty bitterly what it was to be a proletarian before I was fifteen. Then I
  had luck---I broke my leg and was put into Glegges Hospital down
  at Red River and I got away from there."


  "You broke your leg when you were fifteen?" said Bolaris. "I broke my leg
  when I was fifteen. I'm beginning to believe in horoscopes. We were born
  under the same stars."


  "Roughly maybe. I'm not superstitious. I've noted in a lot of things that
  Coincidence seems to be carrying on an everlasting guerrilla war against
  Probability---but it never amounts to anything practical. Anyhow, the
  more you believe in horoscopes the better for me. You won't be in such a
  hurry to put me up against a wall and finish me."


  "There will be a strong disposition on the part of my associates to put
  you up against a wall anyhow, as soon as they know who you are."


  "I understand that."


  "You can't let that happen," said Catherine Farness to Bolaris.


  "You don't frighten me with an imaginary horoscope," said Bolaris. "If
  he's truly my brother he'll quite understand if he has to be shot and behave
  like a gentleman. But we aren't talking about putting against walls just now.
  What happened in that hospital"


  "I got hold of books. I was always a glutton for books. But the point is
  that it was possible to get away north from there. Then indeed I read."


  "I was reading when I was fifteen, sixteen, seventeen. Fermenting
  with ideas. I was a bit of a socialist for a time. It's wonderful what a boy
  does in those years. Learns a universe."


  "He learns a universe," said Ratzel. "And judges it."


  "A bit prematurely?"


  "When you start as a Southern town factory worker, you soon get the gist
  of the evidence," said Ratzel.


  "Against," said Bolaris.


  Ratzel considered that for a moment. "Possibly there is something in
  that," he said.


  Catherine Farness was an alert intelligence glowing between them and she
  brightened at his concession. And now they began a talk. But no book can do
  justice to a talk about ideas if it gives what is said verbatim. They talked
  with the quick sensitiveness of their common nature, but also they beat about
  the bush and harked backwards and forwards. Sometimes they lost touch and had
  some trouble to recover it. And for the sake of the reader the story-teller
  must give a foreshortened account of what they said---an arranged talk,
  all point and gist.
 


  § 2


  "Why are you a communist, Ratzel?" said Bolaris.


  "Why did you drop your college socialism. And go over to the Right? You
  --- with our brains."


  "Why did you come here? I was adopted and brought---but what brought
  you?"


  "I came with a batch of miners fifteen years ago---to open up the
  Gorram Mines and show your people how. We got high pay. Even by American
  rates. They might have got Poles or Belgians, but they preferred us. In the
  long run they reckoned we should give less trouble. We were picked
  over---hundred percent Americans--- guaranteed free from all
  revolutionary ideas with an inborn hatred in fact of radicals and Reds. So
  they thought."


  "Their mistake."


  "In a way. Fifteen years ago that was. In those days the words communism
  or socialism didn't cut much ice in America. We thought Revolution was a game
  for Wops and Dagoes. Why! in those days we despised the English workers for
  being on the dole. Funny to think of that now. We Americans, I realize, more
  and more, are the most lawless and revolutionary people on earth---but we
  don't like to give it a name. In our bones we know we are really a new
  people---and it frightens us. Americans will sail at top speed towards
  socialism without a qualm--- unless you wave a red flag at them.... "


  "Maybe it's all the better if they call American realities by American
  names," said Bolaris. "Your Red jargon, proletariat, dictatorship of the
  proletariat, bourgeoisie, and so on, and so forth, is about as sloppy a
  lingo, forgive me, as the human mind ever slipped up upon. Not a
  classification in it that is sound, not a term that isn't like a thin paper
  bag full of broken eggs.... Dogmas made by exasperated refugees with chronic
  indigestion."


  "I rather agree with you," said Ratzel, tranquilly. "I've had to listen to
  so much more of it than you have. But after a while you don't listen any more
  to the words and phrases because you hear something behind the words and
  phrases. Something absolutely real. An indignation."


  Catherine spoke. "We hate fighting that."


  Ratzel looked at her. "You've talked of it already?"


  "In a way. Sometimes we hardly need to talk."


  "We are like that," said Ratzel.


  "Don't say I have a double also:"


  "No," considered Ratzel. "But there is a sort of parallel."


  "Go on with what you were saying," said Catherine. "That is more
  important."


  "Yes," said Bolaris, "it is more important.... That indignation....
  Human indignation. It's an essential word."


  He was evidently trying to get something clear in his mind. The two others
  waited for him to speak.


  "You see," said Bolaris; "there is an indignation on our side."


  "Rather like the indignation of a fat dog with a big bone who is sniffed
  at by an impertinent starving mongrel."


  "Not altogether that. No. He got the bone for himself anyhow and there's a
  whole pack of the mongrels. For all that, brother Ratzel, our two
  indignations may not be so very different in essence as you seem to
  think."


  "Against stupid acquisitiveness, careless cruelty?"


  "Well---what of stupid resentment, stupid vindictiveness? ... Never
  mind that for the present. There's one or two things between us more
  important than recrimination. You say that I seem to think this and that.
  That's interesting. Think, you say. When do you imagine I think nowadays? It
  comes to me like a blow that I don't think any more. So far as I know I've
  done no thinking---I've done nothing but scheming for the past two years.
  Politics, management, war, the next immediate thing and then the next
  immediate thing. Years ago perhaps I thought. And suddenly I'm thinking again
  now."


  "Yes. It's been much the same with me. We've been so busy... "


  "Until this remarkable fact that we two people, who may be almost
  identically alike inside, find ourselves here in the most direct
  antagonism... That sets us thinking again in spite of ourselves... We've just
  carried on. But am I thinking now? I ask you. Good Heavens! My head's
  spinning faster and faster. And yet not fast enough for me. I want to talk
  this out with you and nothing will wait for us to talk. Have you ever
  thought, Ratzel, how the poor human mind is being left behind nowadays by the
  rush of events? Not only us. 'Do something,' they say to us, and: 'Tell us
  what to do! Decide! Decide!' If only these damned scientific men would invent
  something---a mental accelerator that would make us think fifty times as
  fast as we do now---and not get fatigued, not get raw and bitter, then we
  might do something with the world. Well, let us say what we can in the time
  we have. In an hour and a half at latest I must start back for---up
  there....


  "Now about this indignation of yours---let's get it clear. I began
  life with much the same indignation. I insist---the same indignation.
  Remember, I told you, I was a socialist as a student. Do you think I didn't
  perceive that the mass of humanity was being used up to no good purpose and
  wasted? What does your indignation amount to? What is it really? The first
  thing I want to ask you is this: Have you ever tried to estimate the personal
  element in indignation How far your indignation at your own experience gives
  it force and substance" He paused. Ratzel smiled. When he spoke he spoke more
  deliberately than his brother. He was more exact and less nimble. He spoke
  like one accustomed to be heard attentively and interpreted and
  misinterpreted by sincere and jealously dogmatic men and women, while Bolaris
  spoke like a man used to inattentive listeners.


  "What you suggest is perfectly sound," Ratzel admitted. "My
  indignation was never disinterested. No. Never. I was indignant primarily
  because I found myself attacked, threatened with subjugation, and obliged to
  struggle. It was the amazement and wrath of a child when first it is crossed.
  I began with tremendous expectations as all young creatures do. And I
  discovered I belonged to a frustrated class before I was fourteen. I had been
  given life and I had been cheated of life. My promised world, the beautiful
  toy ball they taught me about, had been stolen from me almost as soon as it
  had been put into my hands. I was, I realized, condemned to live in need and
  humiliation, toiling, wanting, caught in that vile town with not one chance
  in a hundred thousand of escape. Every one about me, every one of my sort,
  seemed to be in much the same plight. So I looked round to find who had
  stolen my world."


  "Wait a minute," said Bolaris. "I know what you concluded had stolen your
  world---the damned bourgeoisie and all that. Maybe you think it still.
  But let me ask---myself as well as you--- a more essential question.
  Isn't it possible that this indignation of ours is something deeper in the
  nature of life than either you or I have supposed? Isn't it in the nature of
  young life to expect---extremely? To set out to conquer the world? Isn't
  all new life eager? Isn't all life indignant and fighting? Is any vital
  activity any thing much more than an indignant struggle? I---I was
  indignant just as much as you were. Not quite in the same way. Though not as
  you say a mere mean indignation---the dog with the bone and all that. I
  didn't feel robbed perhaps but I felt hampered and encumbered. The toy ball
  wasn't so much snatched from me as punctured, until it shrank to something
  crumpled and unsatisfactory. I was only to play with it in a certain
  way---a stupid way. I had liberties on conditions. Mean conditions. It
  wasn't good enough."


  Catherine nodded with the expression of one who sees the solution of a
  long- pondered riddle plain before her.


  "Let me tell my story now that I have begun it," said Ratzel. "I saw the
  Capitalist System plain, as the world thief. I saw life as a choice between
  world revolution or life-long slavery. It seemed to me that every one except
  the robbers must see things like that. The masses would arise, once you
  opened their eyes, wrench back the world from its exploiters ... "


  "And all would be well?" said Bolaris.


  "All would be well. I gave myself to the World Revolution before I was
  eighteen."


  "And now?"


  "I have given myself to this idea of a World Revolution. The thing is
  done. Here I am."


  "But because you wanted to fulfil yourself," said Bolaris. "You saw
  frustration in economic slavery. I saw frustration from a different angle. I
  didn't believe, I don't believe, in the power of these indignant masses of
  yours to take over and manage affairs. I didn't believe in that solidarity
  your side is always assuming; your proletariat seemed to me to be just as
  credulous, stupid, impulsive, incalculable, as rich people. More, even. I
  couldn't persuade myself to your mystical belief in mass direction. Were you
  really persuaded about that? Didn't you perhaps jump rather hastily to an
  easy conclusion?"


  "And how did you jump?"


  "To another easy conclusion maybe. But not that one. Since you lived
  mostly with people who were driven from above, obliged to work and obliged to
  work in particular unpleasant ways and sometimes even deprived of the work
  that opened the door for them to even the most elementary satisfactions;
  while you, I say, had all the odds against you, it was easy for you to take
  refuge in the belief that, if your sort were only given half a chance to
  assert itself and take control of things---Heavens, how different it
  would be! But I wasn't one of the under dogs. I was one of the released. And
  I saw and knew what released people could do, and all that in the worst sense
  they were capable of doing. I was brought up among released people, among
  people who had an air of controlling things, giving directions, military
  people, lawyers, priests and teachers, newspaper owners, industrialists, and
  what hit me was not indignation at oppression but indignation at presumption
  and pretentious meanness and muddle. You thought these people of the Right,
  as you would call them, were cruel and hard; I knew they were---fatuous.
  I saw enough of human incapacity to disbelieve in the ability of any sort of
  intelligent management of our affairs with the normal badly trained stuff of
  humanity we have today. A director is a director still and a colonel a
  colonel, even if you call them commissars. But these people here were uneasy
  and more aware of their own incapacity than your inexperienced rebels. Less
  conceit and more cowardice and cunning. They want a Strong Man to make them
  feel safe. Demand creates supply. I seem to give them what they want. I have
  a certain aptitude for this silly war business and a reasonable share of
  political trickiness. Anyhow, said I---and that maybe is where the family
  vanity comes in, Ratzel---the stronger the grip I get upon affairs the
  less of their foolery need I suffer. I'm told that, away there in the city,
  your general behaviour has had---a fairly similar flavour."


  Ratzel considered. "There has to be a phase---it is fundamental in
  communist theory---of trusteeship."


  "Your dictatorship of the proletariat, I agree. But God help the trustees!
  Against themselves. Your trustee in Russia shows more than a hint of moral
  strain. Eh? But I also have exactly the same idea about myself---of
  trusteeship, which is roughly that any one else would be worse. At bottom it
  is my frustration I am fighting against. At bottom it is my
  indignation that drives. I am not trying to interpret or reconcile or
  implement the forces behind me. I'm trying to make them go what I believe to
  be the sane way. I'd as soon ask my lot to tell me where to go next as the
  man with the dog would ask the sheep. Is that anything different from what
  you are doing? Are you obeying this indignation of the proletariat or
  are you using it? What shape or direction is there in it to obeys Tell
  me, Ratzel, frankly brother to brother, now that you have seen your
  particular brand of indignation sweep like a flame about the world, has it
  done much more than burn up a certain amount of old rubbish, break up a few
  old traditions and organizations, smash and break and burn like a resentful
  child in a tantrum who has got hold of the matches? But
  make---?


  "Is it really a new world you and your communists are making? Anywhere?
  Moscow? Mexico? North China;"


  "Not yet," said Ratzel and then, "but the spirit is there. Hope. The
  spirit for a new world. We have been so busy fighting your lot. And there is
  a complicatedness about things."


  "The spirit is everywhere---I have it quite as much as you have
  ---but are your lot over there really giving it an operative form?
  That's one of my phrases, brother---operative form. And another which
  isn't mine---it came from someone on your side---is competent
  receiver. Competent receiver and operative form; two
  phrases for two problems that socialism and communism ought to have tackled
  forty years ago. We know pretty accurately what is going on behind your
  front. We know about your troubles. All the shooting in the city hasn't been
  at us. We know how you suffer from the touchy dissentient, the egotist who
  must assert himself by making difficulties, the disciple who pesters to be
  persuaded like an amorous woman, the devotee who must never be slighted, the
  praise-hunters, the asinine 'kicker' who flames into jealousy, who
  likes to flare up and is proud of it, at any hint of leadership. Quite
  apart from the fools who are downright rascals, fanatics today and rascals
  tomorrow. We know of their groups and their---what is your
  words---deviations. We know of your would-be successors in the city
  there. Some of them must be getting busy now. But they'll be scared. They
  want you to win this war for them before they do you down. You all have the
  same brand of indignation over there, no doubt, just as you have similar
  heads and feet; you have your proletarian indignation, but it doesn't hold
  you together in any real co-operation. You're just a crowd of empty
  antis---without a creative idea in common."


  "I do my best to discipline the Party," said Ratzel reflectively.


  "We know you do," said Bolaris cheerfully. "Lot of fools they are. Don't
  you want to get up now and then and kick 'em all round hard, good and
  hard, every man jack of them?"


  Ratzel's smile returned to his face. "Tell me about your lot."


  "Just as impossible. If it wasn't for the civil war and their fear of
  your lot, the whole damned dog team would have me out of the sledge
  and be at each other's throats tomorrow."


  Ratzel smiled at Catherine---and his smile was exactly like what she
  called Bolaris's old-fashioned look.


  "Very similar isn't it. My lot holds together because they hate
  your lot, and your lot holds together because they are afraid of mine. But
  except that your lot is Anti-Red, I can't tell what they are up to. We
  do at any rate talk of the classless society and so on. We do dream of
  something generous and fraternal. But you? Are you monarchist, Bolaris, with
  a pious loyalty to that sly, futile, pin-head of yours, or are you clerical
  with a mysterious belief in that unbreakable triplex God who crucified
  Himself to put the Pope in the Vatican, and who prefers Reds to be shot in
  heaps and children sweated rather than interfere, or are you on the side of
  those dreary cash registers who run the mines and transport, or the colonels
  and majors who just want men to order about, or these grandee landlords of
  yours with a passion for swagger, slavery, and sex? Which is it, Bolaris?
  Think of them. You are too close up to them. You should see them from away
  there in the city. What a lot!"


  "It is a lot, as you say."


  "Much worse than yours?" asked Catherine of Ratzel.


  "More to blame because they have had opportunities."


  "Less to blame because they have had temptations. If you knew some of the
  heroisms of our men---!"


  Catherine seemed to hesitate. "Maybe," she doubted.


  "Much the same stuff really," said Bolaris. "Well---I answer you in
  your own words; I too---I want to discipline my party. I want a humanity
  chastened and informed and disciplined. Educated. Really educated.
  What we are dealing with, you and I, in ourselves and every one else,
  is---an untrained, unquickened animal; animal still; a greedy, cowardly
  animal whose only loyalty is a disguised Narcissism."


  "You speak plainly," said Ratzel.


  "Because usually I do not have to speak at all. That's my advantage over
  you."


  "No," interrupted Catherine suddenly. "You are going too far, Richard
  dear. You are too hard on our humanity. May I say something? I have played a
  woman's part in the world, and that is to look on while things are being
  done. And learn. The creature is a child---not really a stuck-up monkey
  but a childish man. It isn't a wicked old formed animal, like an old
  gorilla or a boar or a crocodile. It's a cub. No human being really grows up
  mentally---yet. That is the trouble with men and women. They are
  all infants mentally, physically precocious. They are as greedy, credulous,
  vain, and heartless as any other young animals. I'm not talking theory; I'm
  talking biological fact. Yes---I could prove it to you by Axolotl and
  Amphioxus and gregarious animals and all sorts of established scientific
  ideas."


  "You've been reading biology!" said Bolaris. "What don't you
  read?"


  "Women ought to read. A sacred duty. I read biology. I read psychology. I
  read everything because I want to understand you. You are my job, Richard
  dear, just as the world is yours. And things like that I am beginning to
  understand."


  "Dear governess!"


  "But I think that what you say is absolutely right," said Ratzel turning
  to Catherine, and Bolaris laid his hand for a moment on Catherine's because
  when he called her "governess" he had wanted to call her "mother-mistress,"
  and he had been too shy to say so.


  "Human beings are children," said Ratzel, taking on her idea. "And
  we, except in such gleams of sanity as this---when we get three brains
  working hard instead of one---are children too. When all is said and done
  about loyalty to the will of the people and so forth and so on, what we do is
  to manage them." He grinned cheerfully. "As some women manage us.


  "No. We would if we could," said Catherine. "But all we with our feminine
  minds can do is to think in terms of individuals, by and through individuals,
  and it is you who must be responsible for the whole. Whether it's sound and
  complete or not."


  Bolaris and Ratzel nodded agreement.


  "Somehow it seems to me that here perhaps we have the two halves of one
  scheme. But that may be my headlong imagination," said Catherine.


  "Is that so?"


  "What have we got in common?" said Bolaris.


  "Quite a lot."


  "I began by being indignant on my own score no doubt," said Ratzel. "But
  --- at any rate I'm no longer infantile."


  "I believe he is the nearest thing to a grown man I have ever
  known," said Catherine. "And you too seem much of an age."


  "I am growing up---well and good. I want to see a new world freed from
  smothered indignation, from the madness that comes out of hope less
  discontent. I believe that a new world, a fullness of human life, such as men
  have never dreamt of before, is possible now. But we have still to learn the
  way to it. There has to be a new education. An education with steel in it.
  Exactly what you have said. I want to get my hands on power to bring that
  about, and so do you. I want to discover and mobilize every one in the world
  who can be made like-minded with myself. And I don't care a rap for the
  others. Not a rap. Naturally I want to revolutionize all this jungle of
  industrialism that has grown up about us. That is to say I want a real
  socialism. I want mankind drilled---and I don't care how hard they
  are drilled---into a proper use of property and money---a proper
  respect. Respect the work done. Respect the promise which you call wages. And
  I don't care if I have to hang every speculator in the world."


  "I am as ready to alter all that as you are," said Bolaris. "And my hand,
  mind you, is nearer the necks of the rich than yours."


  "I hate greedy incompetence that has to compel and crush because it cannot
  direct and govern."


  "And so do I. I hate indiscipline."


  "And so do I."


  "I hate that continual congealing of officialism and professionalism and
  custom, which is like the hardening of arteries in the state."


  "Well!" said Ratzel, meeting a new idea there. "Yes, so do I. ...
  And priests."


  "All sane men resent priests," said Bolaris.


  "And where do you differ;" asked Catherine.


  "We don't differ," said Bolaris. "Evidently when we scrap our catch-words,
  we don't differ. This isn't a collision, it is a meeting."


  "It has been a wonderful meeting," she said. "But the night is passing.
  Time waits for no man. The cars have been back an hour and are waiting for
  you, Richard. The children want to go on with their civil war, gratify old
  grudges, get their revenges, feel important in their uniforms. What is the
  next phase? Are you going to stop them? What are you two adults going to
  do?"
 


  § 3


  "Well?" said Ratzel.


  "You first, brother. Brother---?"


  "Brother Robert. No, you first. I am corrupted by speaking perpetually to
  the faithful in their Marxist jargon. I am evasive, redundant, politic. I
  know it. I tend to gabble away from the question in hand. Think aloud,
  brother-Brother ---?"


  "Brother Richard," said Catherine softly.


  "I will. I am virtually dictator now. Gammet is done for. I clean him up
  tomorrow. The rich people will truckle to me and pay---pay; the King will
  try to outwit me, with what you call his pin- head; the generals will applaud
  me but insist I'm too soft with the men and too hard upon jealous officers;
  the Church will bless me publicly and mutter. They hate me like poison, but
  they believe that I, and I alone, can save them from a reckoning with you
  Reds. Thank Heaven, they have a tremendous idea of you. They believe there
  may be a Red Judgment yet. That's the nightmare in which I ride to power.
  You, you Reds, you poor squabbling Reds, keep me in power. If you are
  defeated, wiped out---Gods! it will be like hounds upon a fox."


  "Our positions," reflected Ratzel, "are extraordinarily parallel."


  "We depend on one another. We live and die together. Our horoscopes are
  left and right of the same picture. Catherine, I cannot help it, we have to
  keep on with the war."


  "Until?"


  "Until his power there and mine here have been so consolidated ... that we
  can tell them."


  "But what goes on meanwhile? You foster reaction and he a tyranny."


  "No. We make nothing really. We foster very little. Perhaps presently we
  will have a sort of peace, an armed peace, with perpetual snarling and
  menaces. What is really happening is the birth of a new world, out of
  mankind, almost in spite of mankind. Our job, his as well as mine, is to
  liquidate things outworn. Catherine, let us confess the truth, we two men are
  obstetricians---no less and no more. We may kill the birth- yes, or we
  may save the birth, or cripple it, but I doubt if we can alter it in any
  other way. What has to be, has to be--- in essence---whatever the
  accidents. What he has to say to his people is: 'Freedom and
  plenty---yes, but first,' he has to say, 'you must learn self-knowledge,
  public service, discipline.' What I have to say to my people is: 'Authority
  and abundance---yes, but first you must give these common serfs, this
  cheated crowd, comfort, health, leisure, self-respect, and individual hope.
  There is no authority but competence.' But the real forces that are shaping
  human life today and driving us all before them are neither in politics nor
  business. They are in laboratories and drawing-offices on the one hand, and
  on the other in the spin of the earth, the dust before the wind, the blaze of
  the sun, the festering germs in the dirt. And certain incalculables. The true
  dictator of the world is an embracing necessity. Maybe the ultimate ruler
  will always be Necessity. Necessity presents us with opportunity. Take it or
  leave it, she says, but don't pretend to dictate. Whichever side wins or
  whether we two call it a draw and share the world, necessity will insist now,
  at the price of utter defeat for our race, upon much the same new industrial
  organization, much the same new monetary conventions, much the same new
  classifications of people, much the same distribution of work and leisure,
  much the same ways of travelling, much the same countryside, and much the
  same education. Take it, she says, this new world, or refuse it and perish.
  Politicians like us are just the whippers-in of necessity. The old order
  breaks up, behaves preposterously. Dangerously. We too have behaved
  preposterously and dangerously until now here we meet face to face and see
  the truth through each other."


  "Yes," said Catherine and stopped short. They turned to her. "There is
  still the old riddle," she said. "Who will control the rulers? Who will guard
  the guardians."


  "No one," said Bolaris. Their silence seemed to question him. "All
  balances and constitutions are provisional things. In the end when they are
  adult all men are irresponsible. We are going to do what we believe to be
  right."


  "And if presently you give way to fatigue, fear, haste, hatred and anger,
  vanity?"


  "So much the worse for the world and so much the worse for us. Maybe there
  will be others to take things out of our hands. But there is no helping that
  irresponsibility. We must judge ourselves now---we are adult men with
  nothing left to control us. Sovereign adult men. Or are you, Ratzel, still
  disposed to take orders from the Party?"


  "About as much as you are disposed to die for your King."


  Catherine brooded. "Yes," she concluded. "That is what growing-up means.
  You are men. And now, since this talk must come to an end, shall I make a
  foolish generalization about women? No woman has ever really respected a man
  who put a law or a leader or what you call love above that innate
  sense---which is the very essence of manhood---of the right thing
  that he of himself has to do.... Which is his necessity."


  "Under God, the pious would say," said Ratzel.


  "It is God," said Catherine. Such in effect is what these two brothers and
  Catherine said and understood in their long talk, and that is the
  determination they drew out of each other. But the story- teller has stripped
  and simplified what they had to say, and crossed the t's and dotted
  the i's, and smoothed out digressions, and filled in several gaps that
  they with their innate intuitions were able to leap over.


  A wordless treaty materialized between them as they talked. They had no
  doubt of themselves and each other.
 


  § 4


  Suddenly the air quivered with a renewal of the distant gun-
fire and the
  thin bright orange thread of a signal rocket soared across the blue darkness.
  Both men stood up and looked towards the open window listening. Silence
  returned. There was not even the distant sound of an aeroplane. No
  conflagration was visible any longer nor the flash of any explosions. Maybe
  far away, buried in that stillness, the wounded were being gathered in and
  the shattered posts and positions reconstituted. Nothing reached the three
  listeners.


  "The cars are waiting," said Catherine. "What are we going to do?"


  "You have to get back to your people, Ratzel. And I have to seize power
  tomorrow. Nothing can alter that."


  "But how is he to get back to his people?" said Catherine.


  "I haven't even a map," said Ratzel. "I don't know any of the ropes
  here."


  Bolaris stood up. He walked to the window, whistling softly to himself,
  and stood in a profound meditation. His shoulders showed Catherine that he
  was counting on his fingers, a trick he had when he was trying out some
  scheme. He came back to the two seated at the table.


  "This isn't going to be so easy," he said.


  "The cars are waiting," she remarked.


  "For the present, brother Robert, you must stay hidden here. Stand up and
  look resentful and a prisoner. Catherine, sit over there, and look at him as
  though he was poison."


  Bolaris clapped his hands for the guards and sent for the officer in
  command. A young man appeared and saluted. Bolaris scrutinized his face and
  decided to trust him.


  "Something very responsible indeed," he said in a quietly impressive
  voice. The young officer stiffened and tried not to look elated. "This
  prisoner is very important. I want you to notice something. Just look at us
  as we stand together."


  He walked across to Robert, stood beside him for a moment and walked
  back.


  "That will do. Let him be taken away." When Ratzel had departed with his
  guards, Bolaris smiled mysteriously at his subordinate.


  "You noticed it?" he asked.


  "The resemblance, sir. Yes."


  "I have been trying to find out all I can about that individual. Something
  ---never mind what might arise out of this resemblance. I want you to
  guard him carefully, wait on him hand and foot so to speak, and learn his
  little ways. Let no one see him---absolutely no one---except yourself
  and the most trustworthy stupid men you have. Make him quite
  comfortable. I have an idea."


  Bolaris acted hesitation, turned to Catherine.


  "Could I ask you to tell the cars to be ready downstairs?" he said.


  "I think I had better tell you my idea," he began, as soon as he and the
  young officer were alone. "It is a fantastic idea.... I don't know you. But
  there is something about you inspires confidence. Suppose presently that man
  escapes and returns to the city and you help him to escape and go with him.
  No. Don't be shocked. Wait a moment. Suppose it was not really that man who
  escaped?" Romantic excitement blazed in the young man's eyes.


  "You mean, sir---?


  "Yes. It might be necessary. Find out exactly who and what he is, so that
  if presently I choose to impersonate him. ... And you come with me... Do you
  understand?"


  "Sir! Such an adventure!" He became speechless.


  "Exactly. But now you see how it is no one must see him, no one. No one
  must come near him. It is my affair. This is the house of Madame Faress and
  you are her special guardian. It is a position of great responsibility. She
  knows something. Not of course what I have told you about my intentions. If
  she wants to see that man, she may do so. I doubt if she will. But let no one
  else come near him. Let no one know. No one--- however important. Deny
  even that he is here. Can I trust you? Courage, loyalty, yes---but
  discretion?"


  "Sir!---Try me."


  "If any rumours get about---if there are too many fingers in this pie
  ---"


  "I quite understand, sir."


  Bolaris held out his hand to the overwhelmed youngster.


  "It is in your hands," he said.


  "Keep your eyes open and say nothing," was his parting injunction to
  Catherine below. "Tell me anything out of the way that occurs. I shall be
  back as soon as I can. If you see him at all, see him discreetly.
  Darling!"

  

   


  IV. --- COUPS D'ÉTAT


  § 1


  Events moved quickly at headquarters and the King's palace
next day, and
  for the most part they went according to plan. Bolaris had the man of
  action's habit of keeping his thoughts in compartments, and his new
  philosophy of revolution and his project for restoring his brother to liberty
  remained disregarded in their pigeon-holes until Gammet had been shot and the
  King, concealing his astonishment and dismay beneath a certain chilly
  graciousness, had acquiesced in Bolaris's assumption of supreme power. All
  the Five had played their appointed parts admirably. The coup d'état
  had been planned so well and was executed so neatly that it produced no
  visible breach in the Anti-Red front. On the afternoon of the second day the
  group, all its tasks accomplished, assembled in the former dining-room of the
  Orpedimento château, which was becoming now the council chamber of the new
  regime. Bolaris kept them waiting for a time. It was his habit to keep them
  waiting and then appear with an air of having been working intensely on
  matters a little above and beyond them. But this time he stayed in his own
  large room upstairs because he felt a novel disinclination to go down to
  them. The agenda was plain and clear before him. The obvious next step was a
  concentrated culminating attack upon the Reds in the city that would justify
  and consolidate his control. He wanted now to delay that ultimate attack as
  long as possible. He wanted to keep up an appearance of successful driving
  energy during a phase of essential ineffectiveness, while he worked out the
  new situation, the new situation within his mind quite as much as the
  military and political situation which had arisen in the past two days. He
  had to find plausible reasons for delaying his concentration and he had to
  make up his mind definitely about Ratzel, not only about his immediate escape
  but about their subsequent relations. For the two days of the coup d'etat
  Ratzel had been, so to speak, in a pigeon-hole; now he had to come out again.
  And directly he was brought out again, he assumed the largest and most
  unmanageable proportions. They were waiting downstairs. He sat at the vast
  writing-desk of the wine king, with its heavy silver equipment--- even
  the three telephones were silver-mounted---and stuck out the fingers of
  his hand and tried to assign each one of them its particular part in the
  complex of his problem. But the fingers behaved as though they did not belong
  to one hand and refused to remain turned down.


  "I do not want to take the city.


  "But all my prestige depends upon taking the city.


  "If Ratzel is killed, I can be in the city in a fortnight, and they know
  that as well as I do.


  "Do they know that as well as I do? If I tell them that we underrate the
  spirit of the city and the support from outside that is still coming in?


  "No. But if we take the city now---with all this foreign support
  behind us! Shall I tell them we must not take the city until we have our kind
  friends from abroad a little more in hand?" That finger looked better than
  the others. It remained bent down.


  "Next. Let us continue the patriotic strain. Assume that three-quarters of
  the city is patriotic au fond. Even if it doesn't know it..


  "If I propose to double-cross our amiable allies by a deal with the Reds,
  how will they take it? Which do they hate most? We are supposed to be the
  patriotic side. But are we?


  "Suppose---suppose I tell them I've got Ratzel and that he is a much
  more reasonable man than they suppose?


  "Am I going to tell them I've got Ratzel?


  "If I don't tell them now, it will be harder and harder to tell them.


  "They will want him shot as publicly as possible, and from their point of
  view they will be right.


  "How far can I afford to strain their confidence in me?


  "I might have got Catherine to arrange his escape that very night.
  Could I have done that?


  "No use crying over spilt opportunities. Somehow I must fix up some means
  of communicating with him and get him back to his proper place.


  "I will tell them.


  "I won't tell them."


  He turned to his telephone and rang up Catherine.


  "I'm longing to see you," he said. "I'm damnably tired. I want every sort
  of consolation."


  And then in Lampobo:


  "Use your mother wit, my dear. I don't care how soon Ratzel gets back to
  his own side of the lines. I've no time to say anything more. Bless you, my
  dear."


  "I'll try and see what can be done. It's difficult," she answered.


  "Bless you, my dear."


  Bolaris took a turn up and down the room to recover his poise and then
  descended to the dining-room.
 


  § 2


  As Bolaris descended the florid and redundant staircase of
the wine king,
  a duplicated white marble affair lit patchily by big windows of modem stained
  glass, he was acutely conscious of an unusual indecisiveness and of an
  unusual sensibility.


  "I have been thinking," he said, very much as a man with a headache might
  say: "I have been drinking."


  He had a queer feeling that he was not altogether there, as though
  something had been left behind with Ratzel, and exchanged for something else.
  Or as if long-neglected parts of his brain had been awakened to an
  unaccustomed activity. Or as if he had a new sort of stereoscopic vision,
  seeing round things a little because now he had two heads to see with. All
  sorts of things that had hitherto been irrelevant to him had assumed an air
  of not quite explicit significance, and things that he had hitherto gripped
  unhesitatingly as the business in hand had lost something of their lucid
  definition. It had never occurred to him before that the wine king's palace
  was damnably vulgar, nor that it mattered in the least if it was. Now it came
  into his head that this pretentious superfluity of marble, with its mounted
  suits of European, West African, and Japanese mail and its sham Byzantine
  window saints, really did present something at which Ratzel could point a
  finger and say: "That's your capitalist system!" It wasn't, of course.
  ...


  Bolaris pulled himself back on the verge of a complicated internal
  argument, and passed between two saluting sentries into the big dining-room.
  For an instant in the doorway, the staircase idea made a phantasmal
  reappearance. What a jumble of weak appeals to ancient prestige,
  unintelligent acquiescence in grandiose traditions, and large unsubstantial
  claims to present importance this room presented! The château of a
  wine-peddling, market-rigging merchant pretending to be a kingly palace! As
  if any palace had ever been kingly! Could one ever hope to turn this sort of
  thing into a rational home for human beings? Maybe after all there was
  something to be said for revolutionary destructiveness, and beginning from
  the ground upward. While the upstairs room was silver, this was all gilt.
  Over the fireplace was a vast pseudo-Correggio, very appetizing for the
  diners, representing Elijah fed by the ravens. The ceiling and walls were
  fussy with gilt pilasters, cornices, massive mouldings, suggesting imaginary
  thrusts against quite impossible strains. There was a number of big shining
  jars of porcelain, on brackets and pedestals.


  "The world has always been making big empty jars since Cnossos," he
  thought. "And sweating and enslaving and murdering to get them.... A
  civilization of empty pots.... The world made safe for crockery."


  These were preposterous ideas to have streaming across a mind that ought
  to have been clenched like a fist ready to deliver a blow. Criticizing
  furniture! A chandelier of crystal and gilt glittered from a ceiling rosette,
  and on either side of the huge hearth gigantic ebony Negresses sustained
  clusters of electric lights.... The Five, seated with a certain assumption of
  ease about the central table, were dwarfed by their surroundings. It looked
  as though they ought to have been larger or that there ought to have been
  more of them. He advanced across a shining floor space and they rose at his
  approach.


  "Hail, Chief!" said Handon. "You are master at last."


  "Servus servorum," said Bolaris, standing at the head of the table.
  "The flag and secularists and our national honour."


  "We look to you in all things," said Handon.


  "And we have still to take the city," said Bolaris.


  "But now we shall take it," said Handon. "Everything comes into your
  hands. Everything." He seemed to be on the point of saying more.


  "Not yet," said Bolaris dryly, and sat down and surveyed his associates.
  "Much has to be done before we recapture the city," he said, "and when we
  have taken it, our troubles are only beginning. ... "


  (What a lot they were! And what the devil was he going to tell theme
  Hitherto he had had the hard concentration of a sportsman when he handled
  them. He had liked it as one likes playing a game one can play well. He had
  lapsed long ago into the belief that this game was the best one could do with
  life; now he was alert with new doubts. Latterly he had fretted at his
  enslavement to his associates' loyalty, but that had not hampered his
  treatment of them; now he found himself simply and blindingly disliking and
  despising them. It would be difficult to control his irritation if anything
  adverse arose. Handon as usual had everything arranged for either action A,
  B, or C, but C meant extreme measures, and he did not want that for some
  time.) He decided to make an apology in anticipation.


  "I've not slept for three nights," he said, and swept his hands over his
  face and stared again at his confederates. What a lot! Who had said that? The
  voice of Ratzel echoed in his brain. First there was Handon, his stalwart
  junior by three years, his devoted fag at school, his stooge during their
  student days, a relentless exacting admirer. Handon had a buoyant physique,
  an unlimited romantic imagination, and a consciousness of intellectual
  inadequacy which did nothing whatever to limit his greed for power. Bolaris
  knew that Handon's hero-worship was largely self-projection. If the man could
  not dare to set up for dictator himself, the next best thing was to identify
  himself with the brilliant man who could. He wanted Bolaris to swagger with
  invincible resolution so that he could be a swaggering shadow. He was the
  sort of dog who bites the friends of those he loves. He could be counted upon
  for an unhesitating obedience to orders and an obstinate insistence upon what
  he considered his hero ought to do and be. Visibly he resented the existence
  of Catherine. He was bound to be extremely difficult about Ratzel.


  Next to him sat the corpulent figure of Istom, the Big Money of the
  conspirators, the owner of the catalamite monopoly and the native partner in
  the foreign exploitation of the Gorram mines. His financial tentacles
  extended to London, New York, Amsterdam, and were hidden and camouflaged with
  extreme skill. His puffy face now radiated a genuine admiration for the
  success of Bolaris; he loved and made up to all successful fellows, but his
  eyes nevertheless had a certain watchful distrust. He was ready to give to
  the cause, he could give magnificently at times, but he was inflexibly
  hostile to taxation or control. He kept his own initiative. He was a born
  hider. So far Bolaris had never been able to find out what he hid, nor how he
  hid things, nor what his understandings with his foreign partners were. How
  far would they come in to help him? Istom lived in great fear of the "Reds,"
  and Reds for him were any people who seemed likely to impair that godlike
  sense of overpowering wealth which was his particular protection against the
  humiliations and frustrations of life. Without any visible physical
  preponderance those massive hoards of his gave him a sense of limitless
  power. You could intimidate men, play men through their greedy hopes, buy
  women--- practically any woman---buy art, music, space. Provided your
  spending was uncontrolled. These Reds of his had no relation to the realities
  of "labour." They were conscience---born phantoms whose captain was
  Nemesis, and the core of the Anti-Red organization was an alliance of bold,
  cunning, able men, smaller or greater than himself---mostly, thank God,
  smaller. They were allied to defend their right, the right of the stronger to
  a free hand with their fellow-creatures and an unchallenged survival for the
  winner. They did each other in a lot, good poker players all, but they kept a
  common front against the commonweal.


  "I serve his purpose while the Reds still fight," thought Bolaris. "But
  the day we are through with the shooting and killing and intimidation in the
  working-class quarters of the city, ends any use he has for me. It's him I
  want in handcuffs now. He knows that I mean to get his money at last if I
  have to cut through his knuckles. Unless he gets me first. He's no fool
  inside his fat white brain. He too is going to be difficult about
  Ratzel."


  Close up to Istom, as if to assure himself and everyone else of their
  essential alliance, was the Duke of Carmnavera Credora. He had that narrow
  aquiline face with large wandering features which is so frequent a result of
  aristocratic interbreeding. His chin was not an ordinary chin; it was an
  heirloom. His dark eyes were irregular and scornful, and the exquisite
  politeness of his manner to all the world was the quintessence of insolence.
  He had peculiarly long hands of which he was proud; he had a son who was a
  criminal cripple of whom he was proud; he had a slight slobbery family lisp
  of which he was proud; he had syphilis so long inherited and so complicated
  that it had become less of a disease than a constitutional distinction of
  which he was proud. His estates covered vast areas; he had ancient castles
  and palaces and much rare furniture, historical jewels, and priceless
  paintings, so that Istom's raw grandeurs and art patronage filled him with
  ill-concealed contempt. Not that he knew much about art, except that he knew
  that he was right about art and Istom wrong. Whatever he did was right and
  whatever Istom did was by natural necessity not. His ancestors glittered in
  history right back to the Byzantine Empire, and where were the Istoms then?
  He knew of no reason why the future should be different. He was convinced
  that the real people worshipped his family and were only being temporarily
  misled by agitators and suchlike mischief-makers, taking advantage of the
  irritation caused by Istom's excruciating lack of style. No communist was as
  free from bourgeois prejudices as himself when it came to borrowing,
  defaulting, betraying, using, and not paying. He would not scruple to sell
  his palaces, rare furniture, pictures, daughters, mistresses, to the highest
  bidder, confident that all things come back at last to the place where they
  belong. He believed Istom was saturated with snobbish admiration for
  aristocratic quality---or why should he covet palaces and
  titles?---and that he could twist him round his finger by drawling a
  little flattery, putting a hand on his shoulder, and calling him "my dear
  Istom." Just now the Duke had to play a waiting game much as the King did.
  Why was he not with the King? Well---the King was a weak fool and
  suspicious in the wrong place. And besides, this so-called royal family was
  no better than the Duke's. Not nearly so good. Not an authentic trace of it
  before the eleventh century. And Bolaris? "Double-cross," was the Duke's
  maxim, "but never distrust." This fellow Bolaris was the sort of clever man
  you call in to do a job, just as you call in a physician, or an architect, or
  a locksmith, or a lawyer, or one of those shuffling respectful scientific
  oddities. Bolaris had to have a free hand for his cleverness. He had to be
  dictator. For a time. But dictators come and dictators go; they have no home
  life, no social tradition, no culture, no innate manners; while aristocracies
  go on for ever, the chronic beautiful disease, the hereditary syphilis of our
  species. So Bolaris read him as he sat wearing his mask of aristocratic
  aloofness, his cynical detachment that hid nothing better in the way of
  reality than cunning, treachery, and invincible conceit. Could he be detached
  from Istom? Not in the matter of Ratzel. Wherever the Left held the country,
  they had divided up the Duke's estates and filled his abject peasants with
  fantastic ideas about their rights.


  "My dear Bolaris!" the Duke had said, "the mischief of the social
  revolution is that they can do nothing properly. If they were better men than
  we, no one would be readier to hand things over than I. But how have they
  been behaving under the Revolution? They just sell my crops, keep no seed
  corn, gobble up the best pigs and eggs, and seduce their own daughters. It
  was all so much better when it was done for them. Such a lot of the poor
  fellows will have to be killed, I'm afraid. Such a lot of them." Not much
  help for Ratzel there.


  Opposite the Duke was Fayle with his white face and his sunken dark eyes.
  The soul of Fayle had been a matter of profound speculation to Bolaris. He
  was a religious fanatic. He was an essential saint. He had sublimated his
  personality in the Church just as Handon had sublimated himself in the
  Leader. He had made the fretted exaltation of nave and aisle, the clustering
  still candles of choir and altar, the swinging censers, the chanting
  processions, the superhuman voice of the organ, the orderly functioning of
  service, fast, and festival, the prescribed responses, the prescribed
  genuflexions and motions, his own, a necessary part of his bodily being. The
  mystery of pain in the crucifix, the pallid saints in chapel and window,
  stirred no mental processes in him but flushed him with profound spiritual
  emotion; he did not question them, did not think about them, but he gave
  himself unreservedly to them. He belonged to them and they to him, and the
  rest of the world had to prostrate itself to his mystical Church self.
  Bolaris doubted whether he had the remotest idea of any God above himself or
  indeed of anything over and outside his Church. The Church was the wonderful,
  great, and immortal Self he had achieved at the price of his meagre
  personality. He was not a priest only because he felt he could serve the
  Church better and get more out of it in political life. But he was a
  celibate, and his only use for women was that they should become saints and
  martyrs. Sex for him was a method of dominance over and persecution of
  natural desires, a cause for penitence and abasement. To buy him Bolaris had
  "put the crucifix back in the schools," and it had been a poor bargain.
  Bolaris had hoped to use his fanaticism against the King's frivolity, against
  the exploitation of the workers and the oppression of the peasants, but he
  had underrated the exalted detachment of Fayle's spirituality. The spectacle
  of deprived and downtrodden human beings aroused envy in him rather than
  pity, for while he wore his hair shirt with an effort, God saw to theirs. And
  Ratzel had let his atheist following defile relics, mock at priests, insult
  nuns, and burn magnificent churches. If Fayle could not hope for a complete
  restoration of his sacred buildings, there was at any rate the belated wrath
  of God upon Ratzel to anticipate. No help there.


  Lastly, on Bolaris's right sat that stout old soldier, Goodamanas, his
  father's companion in arms, a gallant lout. He lived not for "service" in
  deed or anything so abstract, but for the Services. He wanted the army to be
  a shining sword, and his imagination went no further. Anything that might
  diminish it, impair its clean brightness, hamper its swiftness, question it
  in any way, was anathema to him. This, too, was self-projection, but free of
  the queer sexualized complexities of Fayle. He was chivalrous, he was
  patriotic; on one or two occasions he had even admired the strategy of "that
  Red devil" in the city. He was for the dictatorship---and keeping the
  King in his place---simply out of his hopeless contempt for the royal
  personality and because of the King's bad treatment of his niece. The King
  had shown no esprit de corps; he was an entirely unworthy hilt for the
  national blade. Goodamanas had no professional vanity. He had never betrayed
  hate or affection for Bolaris, but he had played a straight game with him and
  accepted his leadership without cavil because it was more competent than his
  own. After all, the son of General Bolaris, legitimate or not, was one of his
  caste. His grip could be firm but it was never malignant. His attitude to
  Ratzel might not be a foregone conclusion, and there is nothing military men
  dislike so much as the practice of shooting antagonistic generals. Bolaris
  counted: himself, one; Handon, trustworthy but troublesome, two; and a
  doubtful Goodamanas, three; something might be done if as Dictator he grabbed
  the casting vote. Such was the core of the dust eddy of thought that whirled
  through the mind of Bolaris, in the brief pause before he began to
  speak.
 


  § 3


  "I want to put my views and intentions about this new
situation in which
  we find ourselves as clearly as possible. It is vital that we should have the
  completest understanding among ourselves about how things stand, about what
  we are doing and what we are going to do. Our armies have had a defeat but,
  to be frank, it is a defeat that is not without its redeeming aspects. It has
  rid us of a lamentable division of command, and it is not upon our own
  nationals that the brunt of the loss has fallen. We still hold the initiative
  in this war and there has been no loss of morale; indeed, the reverse has
  drawn us all together more closely than ever in our common devotion to the
  Cause of God, King, and Country."


  He bowed his head, and his five associates, with an equal sincerity, bowed
  in sympathy. "You are saying this in your proclamation;" said Istom.


  Bolaris smiled. "Precisely. And it sounds like a proclamation. I prepared
  that this morning. And now let us get down to some underlying realities that
  are bound to come to the surface directly the city is in our effective
  occupation. For I assure you I can certainly be in the city in a
  fortnight---almost certainly in ten days---and then what?"


  "A general clean-up," said Istom. "Reconstruction of industry-business.
  Solvency will not wait. We have been fighting our way deep and deeper into
  debt. Production has slowed down. It has been like a heart stopping."


  "One or two things take precedence of that."


  "The churches, the schools," said Fayle.


  "Even of that," said Bolaris.


  "The land, I suppose, can wait---and the crops and the seasons,"
  sneered the Duke with manifest irony.


  "First of all," said Bolaris, "we want to be masters in our own house. Our
  friends from the north-east have been landing more troops, more
  material---as you know. If I get into the city in ten days, I shall be
  there with a tired army with its hands full---and our kind friends, as
  fresh as paint, will be ready to take anything over that they can. We have to
  remember they have allies in high quarters."


  "Pin-head is a fool and a traitor," said the Duke. "We all know that."


  "We may have them on our backs for the next twenty years," said
  Bolaris.


  "We couldn't perhaps give them the place of honour in our next attack?"
  suggested Goodamanas.


  "We cannot do that twice," said Bolaris.


  "And so we have to wait again!" cried Handon, and was again on the verge
  of saying more.


  "No," said Bolaris. "We have to be in the city in a fortnight."


  "But how---?" began Istom. Bolaris held up his hand and paused
  for a moment before he made his announcement.


  "I have had, in an irregular and unexpected way, a communication from
  Ratzel."


  An idea flashed into Bolaris's head as he spoke. Instead of admitting that
  he had Ratzel, he might represent his prisoner as a messenger from Ratzel.
  But Handon might make that difficult. No time to think that out now. He
  became aware of the intent eyes upon him.


  "Ratzel," he invented, "wants to make a deal."


  "We must take the city," said Goodamanas.


  "The city could be abandoned for us to march in," said Bolaris, still
  romancing. "On terms."


  "What terms:" said Fayle.


  "Yes. What terms?" said the Duke. And Istom turned the silent beam of a
  full-faced interrogation upon Bolaris.


  "Man is by nature a patriot," began Bolaris.


  "How can Ratzel be patriotic?" said Fayle. "He is an American."


  Bolaris disregarded that. "The mass of the people in the city are
  primarily patriotic," he said. "It is the only form in which they are really
  capable of thinking of themselves as a community. That's as far as they have
  grown up. The great point made against us is our foreign alliance."


  "What terms would Ratzel offer?" said Fayle.


  "He will drop the Red flag."


  "Good," said Goodamanas, to whom flags meant much, but the others were not
  so easily satisfied. Their faces remained expectant.


  "All things come to an end and give place to fresh," said Bolaris. "The
  Red flag has meant tremendous things in people's imaginations. But now it is
  played out."


  "What has it ever meant but envy of success on the part of the
  incapablese" said Istom.


  "Hatred of God," said Fayle.


  "The snarl of the natural slave who does not know his place," said the
  Duke. "I thought Aristotle had settled all that."


  "Aristotle said there were natural slaves," Bolaris reflected. "But I
  doubt if he ever really consulted any natural slaves about it."


  "Why should he?" said the Duke in a half-aside. "And if there was
  anything else in the Red flag at any time, what was it?"


  "Hope," said Bolaris. He realized that he was being drawn into an
  argument, that he was not telling things to these people in good dictatorial
  style but pursuing novel lines of thought springing out of his colleagues'
  self-revelations. He was not trying to dominate them. He was not trying to
  convince them. He was trying to state novel ideas that had invaded and
  changed his mind. It was as though an entirely new system were struggling for
  the possession of him. His clear cut decisiveness had deserted him.


  "For the last century or more, this idea that life could be made abundant
  without a stroke of work, free meals and free circuses and everybody better
  off than anyone else, human subjugation abolished, has been spreading through
  the world like a contagious disease," said the Duke. "God knows where it will
  take us. It is so terribly plausible to the inexperienced; it is so
  fundamentally absurd. What is civilization but balance, refinement,
  selection:"


  "The damnedest of all heresies," said Fayle, "is the belief in progress,
  the denial of the necessary limitations of the normal human life."


  "That hope," said Bolaris, "the Red flag, I mean---was the sense of a
  promise, the first brightness of a dawn."


  "My dear fellow," said the Duke, "this is like one of the spouters of the
  other side. What sort of dawn are you thinking of. What sort of new sun is
  this which will rise in the west and reverse all the precedents of
  nature?"


  "Spouters?" said Bolaris, and abruptly something seemed to turn over in
  his mind. These people were unbearable. All capacity, all disposition, to
  persuade and humour these uncongenial associates deserted him in a blaze of
  indignation. Yet still he tried to control himself and the Five. "And you
  really think," he asked, "that that hope, that belief in progress, which as
  you say has been running like an infection about the world for the space of
  three lifetimes, can ever be quenched again?"


  "Certainly," said the Duke, "isn't that what we are trying to do now, and
  can anything else in the world be done but that? 'Hope' of this sort has
  always been cropping up and needing suppression. Inequality is the first law
  of human nature."


  "The law of God," said Fayle.


  "The kindest thing," said the Duke, "the very, very kindest thing you can
  do to your natural inferiors is to keep them in their places. I know it. I'm
  not without experience. This will-o'-the-wisp of irrational desires and
  impossible vindications which you call hope may be in full flow; all the more
  need for strength and firmness. The swifter and grimmer the lesson, the less
  the suffering. If we do not beat out this spirit of mass rebellion, trample
  on it now, destroy the faintest hope of any recovery, it will begin all over
  again. Who was it said: 'The price of civilization is eternal vigilance'?"
  Fayle decided not to correct the misquotation.


  "I agree," said Istom.


  "We cannot afford to consider terms with the Reds," said the Duke. "We
  must dictate them, or our social order will collapse in hopeless ruins. It
  has been the growth of ages and ages of evolution, it is a whole system, a
  system of tried and tested balances we inherit, and there is nothing, nothing
  whatever, to replace it. Nothing. There is no other social order
  possible. That is what none of you world-menders realize. As well try
  and abolish the headship of the head, and surrender things to a dictatorship
  of the guts. Don't blame me, my dear Bolaris. It isn't I who made the world
  like this; it is the way the world is made, kings and priests, rich and poor,
  gentle and simple---so it has been from the beginning, so it must always
  be."


  "But," said Bolaris. And then with a wrathful wrench of his mind flung out
  of this argumentative groove altogether. "Never have I heard such nonsense.
  Never yet have I had to tolerate such useless talk from grown men. You seem
  to think that nothing changes in human possibility. Because otherwise where
  would you be? I tell you that everything has changed. I tell you that within
  a century age-old mists of ignorance and misconception have been scattered
  like clouds before the sunrise. It is a dawn, it is illumination. What is the
  good of sneering at these words, Duke, because they have been worn
  threadbare? That does not make them untrue. The eyes of the common man have
  been opened. He has such a conception of what life may be as no nobleman had
  five hundred years ago. Maybe he is still like that man who was given sight
  and saw men like trees walking. That will pass. Whatever else arrives we are
  going on into a clear-sighted world. The common man will not stand life as
  you lucky ones dole it out to him any longer. You had no generosity in your
  minds. You failed to make your peace with him when you were in the way with
  him. You will be able to humbug him less and less; and you will exasperate
  him more and more. Make your suppressions harsher and harsher; they break in
  your hands. The crowd may not be able to replace the old conditions by new
  ones quite possibly, but rest assured, if its conditions are not replaced, it
  will smash them, even if smashing them means disaster, collapse-utter
  destruction for our species. Get that idea right; it is the fundamental
  reality in things today. Let me say it again, Duke, in spite of that
  suppressed yawn. The endurance and discipline of common people is at an end;
  they will never stand the old conditions again; they may embrace violent and
  ineffective doctrines, they may believe blindly for a time in the promises of
  this new leader or that, they may cease to struggle on for a time and try to
  get back to some imaginary golden age, kings again for a bit, dictators,
  prophets. They may commit infinite follies, but unless they get change and
  satisfying change, they will break and perish rather than submit, and you and
  I will go into the boiling with them. This pretty historical world of yours,
  of kings and priests, lords and ladies, rich and poor, is going to pieces
  under your very eyes. It can never be put back again, never. The harder you
  try to hold it together the more it will rot and change. You might as well
  dream of restoring the stink of horse droppings to the avenues of New York or
  repeopling roads with the chariots of Ur. You people are as incapable of
  maintaining the old order of things as those rebels and doctrinaires away
  there in the city are of setting up a new. Of that anyhow you are all quite
  sure; aren't you. We are as much in the revolution as those you call the
  Reds---far more. What I stand for, and what until today I always believed
  you understood I stood for, is a new order of things without a precedent, and
  if we also on our side cannot evoke the necessary vigour and the imagination
  and above all the generosity for a new order of things, then social collapse
  will continue indefinitely. That is not simply our case in this country. It
  is the plain destiny before all the world.


  "No. No. Don't fret, Istom, listen to me. I used to think you and your
  business rationalization and so on had at least a bit of creativeness about
  it. Are you, too, for just sticking it, in the mud and blood here? "This new
  order, Istom, we have to make must be newer and stronger than any of the
  dream worlds they imagine over there. Their whole turn of mind is to
  insubordination and sabotage. What else could it be? Their Utopias are
  infantile. They have never known anything but limitation. We have to go one
  better than they can. The only possible reply to a poor rebel revolution is
  going right on to a better and bigger creative revolution, and that means a
  new order of things altogether."


  "Well, that's your corporate state!" said Istom.


  "Mm-m!" said the Duke. "Hobbes's dear old Leviathan come ashore---with
  Istom in control."


  "The only possible corporate state is to have the whole of mundane affairs
  under the direct control of the Church," said Fayle. "Restore Christendom!
  The guidance of God and the wisdom of the ages."


  Bolaris went on talking as though these things had not been said. What
  they were doing in each case, except maybe Handon's, was, he knew, to think
  these terrifying words "a new order of things altogether" into the form of
  their hearts' desires, a little brighter and larger.


  "Your corporate state, Istom," he said, "was a tawdry first attempt to
  exploit the new necessities, a mere vague gesture towards that complete
  scientific socialism which is the only possible escape from social
  disintegration."


  "Not socialism exactly," said Istom. "That's where I differ."


  "Not scientific," said Fayle. "Christian."


  "You played with it a little, Istom, and then you dropped it," said
  Bolaris. "It went on beyond your courage and will. All the same that possible
  new order is taking shape in men's imaginations; its necessary conditions are
  growing clearer. Men have to go on with their minds; they have to go
  on---and on. Go on to the new. Only by the complete abandonment of
  current ideas and current antagonisms can the new world be brought into
  being. Not only vast changes in institutions but changes in general ideas,
  changes in moral conceptions, a new universal education."


  (Fayle shook his head.)


  "Yes---a new religion, an incessantly progressive religion, a
  reconstruction of behaviour, clearer and clearer ideas of property and social
  reward. All that. If you are not prepared for that much creation, then you
  are no better than those mere rebels over there; you too are men who refuse
  to learn, tearing at this dying social system---which must die anyhow,
  from a different point and at a different angle....


  "Oh! Get on with it. Get on with the new world. Stop your poor defensive
  resistances. Enlightenment, clarification--- trite words, my dear Duke,
  eh? but alive where you are dead! Remould this world nearer the shape of
  men's new dreams and desires. Yes, that means something. It means everything
  above the level of an everlasting fight for front place at the hog-trough.
  Ratzel, I know---never mind how I know---has come to realize that, as
  clearly as I do; he is willing to help and he has got to help. This imbecile
  civil warfare of sham loyalties, stale dogmas, perverted traditions, and
  fragmentary ideas has got to end. He's a man with a brain like mine, and the
  sooner we can get in touch with him the better for us all."


  "No!" said the Duke.


  "No! Atheists and murderers!" said Fayle.


  "How far will he come away from communism?" asked Istom.


  "Now you know where I stand," said Bolaris, "and the way I mean to go.
  There it is. Either you come on with me ... Men, where do you think we are
  going? Where else is there to go?"
 


  § 4


  He met doubt and antagonism in their eyes, even in the eyes
of Handon and
  Goodamanas. His train of thought ceased to flow, crystallized, lit up, and
  became resolution. The unwonted thinker in him gave place to the natural
  fighter. His expression became cheerful.


  "That's how we stand, that is what we have to do." He smiled and stared
  them in the face.


  "Now," said Istom, "after this magnificent flight into the ideal, let us
  come down to practical realities. I have always been open to the idea
  of---rationalization. Of a kind. Reasonable rationalization. Profit
  sharing. Controlled marketing. Rationing. We are all socialists nowadays and
  all that. What in concrete fact does Ratzel offer us and what at the present
  time are we going to do? He went unanswered.


  "We are going to make a firm deal with Ratzel," said Bolaris. "The city is
  going to surrender. We are going to help our foreign allies to pack up and
  facilitate their departure."


  Fayle made a dissentient noise.


  "Now is the time for ending this imbecile war of the Lefts and Rights,
  this bloodshed for nothing. Everywhere men are war-weary. All the world is
  tired of a state of siege. Now is the time for the new unity---with
  Ratzel in the mood for it.


  "With Ratzel in our hands!" said Handon abruptly. He could contain himself
  no longer.
 


  § 5


  "With Ratzel in our hands!" Bolaris could have struck his
right-hand man.
  For some vivid moments it was as if Bolaris was the defendant in a trial
  instead of a dictator. Three faces accused him. Handon was dismayed already
  at his own precipitance. Goodamanas sat rigid, profoundly perplexed, trying
  to be firm and rigid in vacuo.


  "What are you going to do with him:" asked Istom.


  "Where is he?" asked Fayle.


  "Where have you put him?" demanded the Duke.


  "I have him where I want him," said Bolaris.


  "When we have fixed our deal with him I am going to send him back."


  "Send him back!" cried Istom.


  "Shoot him!" said the Duke. Fayle murmured approval. "The Church does not
  execute. But it acquiesces."


  "It is absolutely necessary that we should come to an agreement with
  Ratzel if ever social order is to be restored. This fools' war now I tell you
  is like the Thirty Years' War---a fantastic waste of the human
  generations."


  "I mistrust Ratzel," said Handon.


  "Think what will happen if he does not return to them," said Bolaris, like
  a grown man talking to unreasonable pupils. "We shall have no one to deal
  with."


  "So much the better," said the Duke. "They will break up."


  "Yes, yes, but think what that really means! These people are indignant.
  They have reason to be indignant. Every common man in the world now is justly
  and properly indignant with human life --- their vague indignations have
  been drawn together. No one can completely satisfy them, but Ratzel has given
  their angry discontent with life a form with which we can deal. He is the one
  man they trust not to betray them." He overrode their protests. "What is the
  good of argument. If you do not follow me in this-you will never take the
  city. This war has to end and I and Ratzel alone can end it."


  "I do not trust Ratzel," Handon repeated.


  "It is not my affair to criticize," said Goodamanas. "I have accepted the
  leadership of Bolaris, and I and my Bands and indeed all the army now are
  with him. I doubt. So far as I understand I disagree. But I serve."


  "I too," said Handon, not to be outdone in loyalty, "and my Boys and the
  Inner Circle. We stand by the Captain."


  There was a momentary pause.


  "Well?" said Bolaris, turning to the recalcitrants.
 


  § 6


  "This is militarism," said Istom, "naked and unashamed.
This is the end of
  democracy."


  "Like so many of your American friends," said Bolaris, "when you say
  democracy you mean unfettered finance, private police, controlled newspapers,
  and so on. You have no idea of service. Your democracy is a jungle in which
  you prowl and scheme against mankind. From henceforth, Istom, either you will
  play your game with glass pockets and cards down on the table or you won't
  play at all."


  Istom stood up sharply, and immediately the Duke rose beside him, but
  Fayle understood the situation better and remained seated, passive and
  obdurate.


  "Then it has to be C," said Bolaris to Handon. Handon turned to the guards
  and muttered an order. Fresh men who had been waiting in readiness
  appeared.


  "A council in time of crisis must be unanimous," said Bolaris.


  "Absolutely," said Goodamanas.


  "And that means?" asked the Duke.


  "A temporary close on all discussion."


  "We are dismissed?"


  "No. You are retained. There must be no conflict outside this room.
  People's minds out there are in a state of tension. Your lives will not be
  safe."


  "That's not the fact," said Fayle.


  "Under a dictatorship---in times of urgency, fact is as the dictator
  wills. You will be held incommunicado. But in the utmost comfort."


  "I also?" said Istom.


  "You most of all," said Bolaris, and gave Handon the signal. Istom looked
  more like an apoplectic frog than ever.


  "To think that I walked into this!"
 


  § 7


  "And now they have gone, my Captain," began Handon.


  "You approve?"


  "You have put Private Finance and Landlord and Church in their places and
  cleared your way. So far I am absolutely yours. I did not expect it like
  this, but I see now it had to be swift and absolutely unexpected. And
  now---?"


  "I am no politician," said Goodamanas.


  "I do not want to hide anything from you," said Bolaris, playing for time,
  "but in this business I must have a free hand."


  "About Ratzel," said Handon, "I should like to know."


  For the moment Bolaris could not think quickly enough. "I want him to seem
  to escape," he said.


  "A false escape?"


  "But how can you trust him? What guarantee can you have he will not trick
  you;" Bolaris lost his head for a moment and committed himself.


  "The best guarantee," he said. "I shall go to the city, and if by any
  chance they realize what has happened, he will be hostage for me."


  Handon threw up his hands. "It is impossible. There are a thousand dangers
  and difficulties."


  Bolaris laid a reassuring hand on his shoulder. "Which we meet as they
  arise, Handon. Trust me.

  

   


  V. --- THE TANGLE


  § 1


  Bolaris found himself regretting acutely the lost mental
simplicity of two
  days ago. Then he had nothing but straightforward crookedness in his mind, a
  game to play as strictly limited in its rules as a game of chess. He had had
  the clearest conception of the side he was on and the antagonists he had to
  defeat in turn. But now the chess pieces were changing colour, the board was
  expanding and contracting, the chequerwork grimacing in fantastic patterns.
  He was no longer for or against Right or Left. The infection of Ratzel's too
  congenial mind had made all these antagonisms transparent and unreal. Beneath
  them had appeared a conception of reality that made them incredible and
  crazy.


  He saw nothing now with a single eye; he had become stereoscopic. It was
  the Ratzel influence that had precipitated this open conflict with Istom,
  Fayle, and the Duke. He had contemplated no such breach. His intention had
  been to sustain a policy of thrust and pressure and qualified reconciliation
  with them, and even to conclude at last with a compromise between their
  practical realities and the complete realization of his corporate theories.
  Even as his ends had grown more downright and definite, his purpose had still
  remained one of steadfast encroachment rather than antagonism. Now that
  intention was smashed. Handon's disclosure of Ratzel's capture had exploded
  that. There could be no more of that unfriendly alliance. He had struck
  openly at them, and now there was nothing for it but to go on striking. He
  had them under arrest; at the utmost he could keep that secret only for a few
  hours. There had been no one in immediate attendance upon them, but their
  cars would have to be sent back, and their staffs, households, and adherents
  would be missing them and alert, at the latest, by tomorrow morning. Then he
  would have to go on to wholesale arrests. The best thing he could think of
  was that the entire council, with the exception of Goodamanas, should vanish
  at the same time. All five, it could be whispered, had gone away very
  secretly upon an affair of state. Something to do with the King. That would
  create a mystification, but it would not suggest a breach. Meanwhile he must
  get Ratzel back to the city. How? He had got the young officer prepared for
  the fantastic idea of his impersonating Ratzel. He had got Handon in a state
  of protesting complicity with the same idea. On the spur of the moment that
  had seemed to him a dazzlingly brilliant idea, but since then his imagination
  had produced one possible complication after another. He could pass muster
  perhaps in the city, though a whole crop of hitherto unthought of
  difficulties arose as he worked out details, but now with his own council in
  violent conflict how could Ratzel hope to impersonate him? How could Ratzel
  handle the changing emergencies of the next forty-eight hours at the château?
  It would be far better if he got back in control on his own side.... What
  were Catherine's quick wits doing down there at the villa? Had she hit upon
  any fresh way out? That young officer would sit on his prey now like a
  watchdog. Bolaris ticked off necessary items.


  "He must have a complete set of my clothes.


  "At the last moment he must shave and Catherine must clip his hair.


  "I must have not only his clothes down there but another set of my own.
  Then I can be Bolaris or Ratzel as occasion arises.


  "Somehow we must get this stuff into a room with ourselves. We must have
  that youngster waiting outside. On some excuse. What excuse? Catherine must
  help there. I must keep in the background away from the light as Ratzel.
  Ratzel must come out as me. He'll take that. He knows Ratzel's movements by
  this time and he hardly knows anything of me. ... I might contrive a
  recognizable scratch on my neck. I must arrange a feather of hair at the back
  of my head....


  "Is there any other way: A plain straightforward escape? Catherine will
  know that by this time.


  "Will a rope be useful? Hooks?


  "Shall I take Handon? Yes. No.


  "These are only preliminaries. What else can I do? Is there anything else
  I ought to take? I must get down there at once."


  He decided to take Handon with him. Goodamanas was the only man in the
  world he would have dared to leave in control behind him. He called for
  Handon to get the cars, and then turned to his telephone to talk Lampobo with
  Catherine. She told him something very cheerful.


  "This villa was part of the old convent. It is cavernous underground and
  two passages run away under the ruined wing of the hospital. I've worked out
  some things. Need I say more now?"


  "Less. I'm starting to you right away," he said.
 


  § 2


  "Do you really mean to go through with this?" asked Handon
in the car.


  "Let me try it out in my imagination anyhow," said Bolaris. "In the end I
  may be largely guided by you. You must see us together, him and me,
  again."


  "If you are guided by me---" began Handon, and left it at that.
  Presently he asked: "What have you got in that big portmanteau."


  "My dear Handon, you are not a married man," laughed Bolaris.


  "Sorry," said Handon.


  "We must be back before nightfall," reflected Bolaris. "Nothing can happen
  up here until then. By the by, have you eaten;"


  "I had some sandwiches."


  "I wish I had brought some. I forget all about food. I haven't touched a
  mouthful today. Madame Farness will have to give me something.... "


  Again silence. Then Bolaris thought aloud.


  "We've had no planes over this side for three days. I wish I knew what
  that meant. It's a general lull. ... What a perfect siesta! Half those
  fellows down among the tents there might be asleep. Most of them are. That
  last gate was slow to open and the man looked scared. He hoped we didn't see
  he hadn't his boots on and that he had been as fast asleep as a
  dormouse."


  "I'd have told him off," said Handon, "if we'd had the time."


  Bolaris returned to his private thoughts. If Catherine had really found
  some sort of bolt-hole and secret passage, then the problem was simply to get
  the young officer out of the way, form an accurate idea of how far Ratzel
  could get before he had to come out in the open, and what sort of situation
  he would come out into.


  "Damn!" said Bolaris suddenly. He ought to have had a Black Legion uniform
  available. But after all that might save Ratzel from the Anti-Reds only to
  get shot at by his own side. ...


  "What?" said Handon.


  "How---what?"


  "Why damn?"


  "I'm so damnably hungry," said Bolaris.


  "I ought to have thought of sandwiches," said Handon, full of self-
  reproach.


  (But would they shoot him? They'd think he was a deserter.... What
  exactly had Catherine found? She was resourceful. She would have thought out
  plans.... )


  "All this corner is very badly charted," he said aloud to Handon. "Have we
  anyone who knows the lie of the ground beyond the ravines... We have to have
  these gaps. It would need half a million men to hold this circle round the
  city, and I suppose neither we nor they total a hundred thousand. They can't
  afford men for anything serious this way. They hold us and we hold them. All
  the same... "


  "Yes," said Handon. "I wonder what Ratzel was looking for when we caught
  him!" He took out and unfolded a sketch map.


  "See that spur from the ravine? Round here behind the convent. Vague,
  isn't it? I should feel safer if I knew that a little more precisely. Have
  you anyone---?" Handon looked at the map.


  "I could see to that myself," he said.
 


  § 3


  Bolaris sat in Catherine's room with an untouched meal on a
tray before
  him.


  "Handon," he said, "prides himself on his intuitions in scouting, thank
  Heaven. So we are quit of him for an hour or so. And now---I want Ratzel
  to escape."


  "You've given up that idea of impersonating him?"


  "Absolutely. Catherine, it was childish. Ratzel must escape as Ratzel
  ---all we can do is to give him a gun. I've been over-obsessed by that
  impersonation idea. But as we try it over we realize how weak it is. It's
  boyish. It's as impossible as the Comedy of Errors. It's Prisoner
  of Zenda romance. It just leapt up in my mind and it has entangled me
  ever since. Dismiss it. Tell me now---exactly. How can he escape?"


  Catherine put her elbows on the table and spoke compactly and to the
  point. Ratzel's room, she explained, was below the ground level. It opened
  into a sunken area covered by a grating over which a sentry had been placed.
  Catherine had watched him from her window above. He interpreted his
  instructions liberally, especially in the afternoon, when he would often be
  snoozing on a bank of violets under a stone angel, a score of yards away. In
  one corner of the area was a water tap and a big sink with an escape grating
  below, which Ratzel had found quite easy to loosen and lift. From it a quite
  climbable shaft descended to the main cloaca of the villa, and this again led
  to a tunnel that forked and ran south and east under the walls of the old
  convent part of the hospital. From the forks there were openings to an old
  moat outside, choked with agaves and litter, and thence overgrown rain
  gullies led down to the head of the ravine. There seemed to be no sentinels
  in that direction. It had not been thought of. Ratzel's prison had been
  improvised, and no very exact consideration had been given to the
  possibilities of an escape. The young officer was in and out whenever he
  thought proper, and there were two men in the room next to him, but they too
  were inconstant guardians. The young officer would send one or both of them
  away on errands and they were relieved by others. They were unaware of the
  importance of the captive. There would be no great difficulty in getting as
  far as the ravine if the attention of Ratzel's particular bodyguard could be
  detached for an hour or so. That youngster was the essential difficulty. Some
  way down the ravine, so far as she had been able to observe, there were two
  or three small outposts, part of a thin line which connected up to a few
  observation points and machine-gun nests on the edge of the woods that
  covered the mountainside, which otherwise was unoccupied. Beyond was an
  indefinite arid no-man's-land of rock and cactus. The whole of the farther
  country was waterless and uncultivated. No one seemed to know what ground the
  Reds were holding nor in what strength. They might be twenty miles away or
  more.


  "Evidently what we have to arrange," said Bolaris, "is the get-away here.
  After that he can take his chances. What have you schemed for that?"


  "He will want a pistol and a water-bottle," said Catherine.


  "That's not difficult. The only serious difficulty is the vigilance of
  your young officer here. You have excited him about this business beyond all
  measure.... "Richard, why do you excite people? Why do you inspire them? He's
  crazy to go with you to the city. He'd go with you straight into the Arabian
  Nights. Why have you that fatal attraction for people of limited imagination?
  You draw them like a magnet. There is such a candour about you, such a real
  friendliness, and such a self-confidence. Something arises in them and
  shouts: 'Now I need not manage this life of mine any more. Now I need not
  bother about this perplexing world again. To this man I will give myself. His
  right shall be my right and his wrong my wrong. His success shall be
  mine---and he is sure of success.' And after that you never shake them
  off. They encumber you---as women do. As I do."


  "Not you."


  "I've not had a mind of my own since you began to trail me after you.
  Well, he is as devoted to you now as Handon, and between them you are like a
  prisoner between two guards. They mean you to be the champion of the
  Anti-Reds, the saviour of society from all that Red awfulness---whatever
  it is. I've seen you stepping right out of those ideas in the last few days,
  but how can they understand that? Never will they let you change, never will
  they let you go. Well, anyhow I don't enslave you."


  "You don't enslave me," he said. "Dearest, you are the best of lovers
  ---a lover without expectation."


  "I have more than I ever expected," she said. "But let us be practical.
  Both your young officer and Handon have entered into this idea of an
  impersonation and a seizure of Ratzel's power over the Left organizations.
  The boy is frantic to do it. Handon hates the idea and will prevent it if he
  can. But he believes you mean it. The practical outcome is that the boy
  sticks to Ratzel like a leech, sits talking to him and watching him, seems
  jealous even of leaving me alone with him. Ratzel likes him and talks to him.
  I think he misunderstands his---adhesiveness. He thinks he has made a
  convert. He talks to him of much the same things as you would now, about
  civilization, about your universal liberal world order and so on, and the
  youngster finds what he says at once attractive, and since it is tinted Red,
  indescribably wicked.... Never mind all that now, dear. I run on because I'm
  trying to keep pace with you. The point is that Ratzel cannot get away until
  you separate him from his keeper, and the only way to separate them is for
  you to go on to a certain extent with that impersonation idea. I've puzzled
  it out. He'll leave Ratzel's side naturally and unsuspiciously only when he
  starts with you for the city. So I see nothing for it but for you to make a
  show at least of changing clothes and starting."


  "But how?"??????? Listen.


  "I listen."


  "We call up your bright young officer boy and give him the change of
  clothing and so on you have brought with you. Then you go down with him to
  Ratzel, and with his assistance you and Ratzel change clothes. None of the
  men must know of this. He sends them away. You say you are a little doubtful
  after all whether it is a good impersonation. You decide to make the attempt.
  You and the young officer come up from the cellar and go into the big room
  beside the hall. There is no reason for leaving anyone at all down there. If
  there are any soldiers about down there they can have a glimpse of Ratzel in
  your clothes standing out of the light in the prison room, smoking a cigar
  and reading a map or something of that sort. They think that is you. You are
  not their affair, and it will be quite easy for our officer to get them out
  of the way. Then he locks up Ratzel and takes you to one of the small rooms
  upstairs. You discuss a pseudo-escape with him very gravely and in detail,
  and meanwhile Ratzel is really escaping downstairs. Then you begin to doubt
  whether you ought not to go alone to the city. He will be terribly
  disappointed. Ratzel is locked in and nobody in particular is looking after
  him because nobody knows about that drain. You tell your young officer you
  must see Handon. You send the young man off to find Handon and you remain
  under guard. The guards think you are Ratzel and are content, and the real
  Ratzel has already wriggled half-way down the sink shaft."


  "Good," said Bolaris, "so far. Very good. But what next: Having Ratzelized
  me you have to get me un-Ratzelized again."


  "When Handon returns he will certainly protest against this wild freak of
  yours."


  "If he sends anyone downstairs: They will find Ratzel has gone."


  "Why should he send anyone downstairs? That will be giving away your
  disguise to the men, and the less people who know of that the better.
  Meanwhile I am watching from upstairs and I get busy. I will ring up your
  secretary at the château, do a quick talk, and come flying downstairs or
  wherever you are with an urgent message from Goodamanas for you personally.
  Something has happened. Trouble at the palace. He wants you as soon as
  possible."


  "And then?"


  "Hustle. Extreme hustle. The cars are called and you carry off Handon and
  the young officer together."


  "With Ratzel forgotten! No, dear. Trust Handon not to forget him. I agree
  to your general plan, but listen. Why not this? So soon as the guards and the
  young officer are upstairs, Ratzel, who is for the time being Bolaris, walks
  through the guardroom and---can he get out that way?"


  "In your clothes he could, I suppose, walk right past a sentinel if
  necessary and slip down---there is a place there, into the old tunnel.
  But then---there's more risk. He might run against Handon or the young
  officer. No, no, my way is best. We spring a sort of wild hustle-scurry, and
  then if Handon does find Ratzel has escaped, what can he do? It will seem
  plain prison-breaking. Nobody is going to see just how unobtrusively we've
  made it possible. And while the guards here are hunting about for Ratzel, you
  are off to the castle---more and more yourself again. You make no attempt
  to act. You give orders. Nobody will think much of your changed clothes. You
  often contrive to be pretty dirty, and when you are up there you can change
  into a uniform."


  "The youngster will be mad. He'll want to stay back here and hunt
  Ratzel."


  "He can."


  "I think it works," said Bolaris. "And now we must tell Ratzel."


  Ratzel, with his habitual dry smile, sat down between them, and as soon as
  the guards were out of the room, Bolaris recapitulated the details for the
  escape. Ratzel nodded. He asked a few questions.


  "All that seems to work very well. It's got to be done. Your little
  officer boy is almost oppressively conscientious and adhesive. Otherwise he's
  remarkably likeable. He admires you. Me, he regards as sinister. He
  feels that if he stops watching me for a moment I may inject some Red poison
  into him unbeknown. The more reasonable he finds the things I say, the more
  insidious he feels they are. Of course I am to change clothes with you under
  compulsion. Good! It's all clear. You'll slip me a revolver as we change.
  Sure we can do that?... "


  "The water-bottle will be put in the room now," said Catherine. "I'll see
  to that myself."


  "And tomorrow night," said Ratzel, "I shall be restoring order in the city
  and you will be---?"


  "Having some trouble up above here," said Bolaris. "But I've got the armed
  forces well in hand. There may be a bit of shooting.... "


  "And then in the name of patriotism we call a truce and get rid of your
  foreign friends. And after that?"


  "We carry on our truce---in the name of civilizatlon.


  "A new civilization."


  Bolaris was turning things over in his mind. He laughed. He began
  talking.


  "So at last," he said, "after a world of trouble you and I find out that
  we have both been serving the Common Fool--- the normal human animal who
  quarrels by nature, can tolerate no superiority, and hates new things. The
  Left and Right in any age are just the two faces of the Common Fool, and
  nothing more, and you have been on one face and I the other. Your communist
  fool denounces what he calls Utopianism and my individualists denounce
  Socialism. And when we look into it they mean precisely the same thing. What
  moves them either way is fear and hatred of the unknown, fear and hatred of
  the coming scientifically organized state, dread that they will be called
  upon for effort and performance. Your communist releases his fear and
  detestation of anything whatever that isn't the glorification of his
  proletarian self, through the class war and his blind hatred of what he calls
  Utopians, and my individualist does exactly the same thing by denouncing the
  collective control that would stop his grabbing and gripping, and hating what
  he calls visionaries and fanatics. Both Left and Right are defensive hate
  systems. Both are obdurately dogmatic. Both pretend to be 'scientific' and
  both suppress reason. Neither will face novelty. The further we recede in
  time from them, the more we realize how identical they are. Marx stinks of
  Herbert Spencer and Herbert Spencer stinks of Marx. They are the great
  unimaginative twins. And here we are, Ratzel! The imaginative twins. What
  have you and I, whose minds are open and incessant, who are adventurers in
  spirit and innovators in grain, what business have we either on the left hand
  or the right hand of the Common Fool? The Common Fool, the born slave of
  stale tradition, suspicious, base, and malignant, everlastingly bickering
  about out-of-date things. Our job is to emancipate him as much as we can, use
  him as well as we can, and get rid of him as fast as we can."


  "You use words with a greater boldness than I do," said Ratzel. "But you
  seem to be saying what I have in mind."


  Catherine made a sudden observation. "I suppose it was necessary even for
  you to have this war before you could discover how little it was about."


  Ratzel considered that. "I suppose it was."


  "And now," said Catherine, "what are you going to do? What are you
  reasonable men who are so free from tradition and destiny, what are you going
  to do? How are you going to escape from the undying past? Which, I take it,
  is what the Common Fool is suffering from?"


  "That's where our troubles begin. I doubt if over there I have twenty men
  with these ideas of ours fully expounded."


  "I haven't a dozen."


  Catherine went on like one who repeats an unfamiliar lesson.


  "All the rest are asserting themselves in ways that you think evil---
  partial and disconnected anyhow---either pretending to be this or that
  but just playing for their own silly private hands, or really identifying
  themselves with some church, party, nation, some such loyalty" (she
  pronounced the word as though it stank) "no better than---how did you put
  it to me, Bolaris, once?---the cowardly aggressive identification of a
  cur with its house or pack. While you?"


  "We also assert ourselves," said Bolaris.


  "Living is self-assertion," said Ratzel to Catherine. "We also identify
  ourselves with something greater than ourselves. Only we flatter ourselves we
  have identified ourselves with something more final than any of these others.
  Something difficult to get beyond. That is our idea of ourselves. Maybe that
  isn't self-flattery. You believe, Bolaris, and I believe, in our hearts, that
  if a hard, clear-headed man carries his thought far enough he comes out where
  we are--- and so by necessity joins us."


  "That's only to believe ourselves sane."


  "We two are self-assertive, as much fanatics, as much devotees, as any of
  the others. Yes. Every man is an assertion or a nonentity. We are not alone,
  brother Richard. The world swarms with our undiscovered brothers; elder
  brothers and younger brothers, big and little. An age of exposure. All
  the---ists and --- isms of today are faint now with doubts and
  questions. Presently a multitude of our brothers will be turning up, but not
  perhaps so exactly under the same star as we."


  "And sisters," said Catherine, and looked at Bolaris.


  Bolaris met her eyes. He had an intense affection for her, an admiration,
  a belief in a sort of textural wisdom of body and impulse in her, far
  surpassing his own mental processes, and yet he had come reluctantly, as so
  many men come, to a profound disbelief in a woman's capacity for intellectual
  initiative. Maybe that was the price she paid for her unquestioning
  steadfastness to him. For a moment they scrutinized each other with an
  immense volume of unsaid mutual criticism behind their faintly smiling faces.
  "Sisters," he said quietly.


  "As you will," she said.


  "And so to our stations," said Bolaris... "Well---good luck,
  brother."


  "Good luck."


  They gripped hands and Bolaris said: "Stand up and look the damned
  prisoner you are." He clapped his hands for the guards, and the young officer
  and two men appeared and saluted.


  Abruptly everything stood still. It was as if a motion picture suddenly
  ceased to turn over.


  "What's that?" Before Bolaris could give any directions a swift run
  of shots, crack, crack, crack, had come from the direction of the ravine.
  This whiff of firing brought everybody to rigid attention, and then as they
  stood and stared, silence closed upon them....


  The picture began to move and talk again.


  Bolaris was the first to speak. "Could that have been Handon?" he
  said.

  

   


  VI. --- PATTERN OF A HOROSCOPE


  § 1


  Every one stood staring out of the great window at the
distant woods and
  the sloping afternoon shadows upon the nearer masses of the converted
  convent. Two hospital attendants, small and remote, appeared on the parapet
  of the building and were followed by two soldiers who came and looked down
  towards the ravine, ducked, and disappeared again. Bolaris made two steps
  towards the balcony and then turned to the young officer.


  "Take the prisoner downstairs," he said.


  "What can be happening?" said Catherine stupidly.


  "Keep back, my dear," said Bolaris, and went past her to the window.
  Ratzel and his custodians marched into the passage. From the broken country
  beyond the convent came the sound of a swift burst of machine-gun fire. Then
  suddenly at some point close at hand near the ravine an irregular crackle
  responded and there was a sound between a shout, a bark, and a scream as if
  someone had been hit. Nothing was visible in the afternoon immobility. The
  olive trees and aloes, the rocks and the rosetinted building against the blue
  mountain shapes hung like a painted curtain in front of these noises.
  Catherine saw Bolaris at the parapet of the balcony sniffing the air and
  moving his arm as though he was trying to grasp the form of the conflict that
  had sprung so suddenly out of the sweltering stillness of the afternoon. She
  went out towards him, but he motioned her back.


  "Why should they try a raid now?" he asked, coming back into the room.
  "Can they know he's here? I thought they'd never dream we'd keep him
  here."


  He sat down by the telephone. He telephoned the Black Legion for support
  at once, explained the urgency of the situation to the commanding officer,
  and then sent a man for the young subaltern.


  "Lock in your prisoner," he said, "and put every man you have at a window
  or out in the garden. We must hold the villa and leave the hospital to take
  care of itself. Bring in any men you have from the hospital. They'll respect
  the Red Cross if we've got no soldiers there. Look! Someone is hoisting the
  flag. Good old Geneva!" He made his disposition with an expert rapidity. He
  called up the Black Legion headquarters again to give further instructions.
  "Tumble to it," he said. His impression, he said, was that the Reds were in
  no great force and that a small detachment of the Black Legion with
  machineguns should push up over the spur above the hospital, outflank the
  raiders, and relieve the pressure on the villa. But they were to send down
  everyone they could. Then he returned to the balcony. The firing, he
  perceived, was increasing and creeping nearer, along the ravine and towards
  the old convent wall. A bullet came smack against the cornice overhead and
  brought down a square yard of plaster.


  "Will you go back?" he said to Catherine with affectionate
  exasperation.


  There was a clatter from within the house and loud voices. Orders were
  being given by the young officer and brusque questions asked and
  answered.
 


  § 2


  Handon came headlong into the room clicking cartridges into
his
  revolver.


  "Almost walked into it," he said. "Almost walked into it. They're all
  round us." He saluted belatedly. "You ought to get away at once," he said.
  "They're three parts round us. The cars are under cover of the
  house---waiting. At any moment the attack may extend through those houses
  up beyond the hospital on the far side and block the road that way. There's
  nothing to hold them there. Nothing at all."


  Handon was evidently hot, tired, surprised, and confused in his mind. He
  had been running, he had been lying low, he had been crawling through wet red
  mud. His sweaty dirty skin, usually so fair, looked darker than the streak of
  ruddy hair across his forehead. He had been trying to think out a situation
  for himself


  "They must have been coming over the hills all last night. There's no
  water, no supplies that way. Their own lines must be anything from a dozen to
  twenty miles away. They must know he is here. They must be coming for
  him---curse him!"


  "But aren't there outposts up the slopes beyond the ravine?"


  "They've come round them."


  "They can't be in strength to get by like that."


  "I don't think they are. Four or five companies perhaps. We were all among
  them before we knew. They never spotted us until we fired. I've been crawling
  back ever since. We'd have shot to warn you before, but they were coming
  along in parallel lines and they would have cut us off."


  "The Black Legion won't get busy down here for another forty minutes,"
  said Bolaris. "I don't like it. Shall we make a bolt? What have we got
  here?"


  "A company and one or two details," said Handon, and Bolaris repeated his
  words.


  "Will you check that boy's arrangements, Handon? What ammunition has he
  and where's he put it:"


  "You must bolt for it straight away," said Handon. "If you bolt at all.
  It's now or never."


  Bolaris hesitated. He glanced at Catherine. He still had the Ratzel
  problem in mind.


  "See if we can hold out here first," he said, and Handon, after a doubtful
  glance at the two of them, went out of the room. He never liked leaving
  Bolaris with Catherine.


  "If we bolt," said Bolaris, "Handon will insist on bringing Ratzel. That
  complicates everything. No. We stand a siege here. Far better. It can't last
  a half-hour. They seem to be easing off. Not a shot for the last three
  minutes. Hullo! Glurrr! That's one of their new magazine guns. Where was
  that?" He returned to the balcony and surveyed the disposition of the
  defence. A rifle had been left out there and presently he picked it up,
  seemed disposed to take a shot with it at some unseen object, and thought
  better of it. He came into the room, shrugged his shoulders, and sat
  down.


  "All our wonderful plans!" he said and laughed.... "Anyhow he's out of the
  villa.... He's away by now."
 


  § 3


  In five minutes Handon was back.


  "It's too late," he said; "the road's cut."


  "No possibility of a dash?"


  "They're quick workers. They've got some carts across the track. But they
  haven't come on. It's just sniping, that way. They can't be in force. I've
  given our chauffeurs guns and told them to lie out by the gates. But we ought
  to have thought about that before."


  "Once a fight is started, Handon, the last thing you can do is to think.
  We were taken by surprise. How are our fellows behaving?"


  "Quite well."


  "We can hold it?"


  "We have to."


  "Still I'd like to hear more noise from the Black Legion. They ought to be
  out of their siesta now."


  He went to the telephone and clicked at it.


  "Damn!" he said.


  "What?"


  "The telephone's cut."


  "Smart as well as quick. This was well planned."


  "We've just got to stand a siege here until we're relieved. You'd better
  take over control, Handon."


  Handon clanked out of the room, shouting: "Hold to it, lads. There's
  relief coming. They thought they'd catch us napping."


  Bolaris laughed and seemed elated, after his fashion when a situation
  tightened about him. He sat down in an easy-chair.


  "Nothing I can do for a bit," he said. He made a derisive gesture towards
  the door. "There'll be another shock for him presently," he remarked to
  Catherine. He got up, decided not to look out of the window, smiled, shrugged
  his shoulders, and sat down on the sofa beside Catherine.


  "It's all so absurdly unexpected," he said. Her answer was drowned by a
  shot in the garden close at hand. He made no movement towards the
  balcony.


  "No good popping out again," he said. "We don't want to draw their fire up
  here."


  "But just now," she said. "Out there? You seemed to be going to shoot at
  someone?"


  "I thought I saw a man down there in the gully. Then I thought better of
  it. It wasn't one of the attack. It was, you see, a man climbing down through
  the cactus bushes away from us."


  "You think---?"


  "It was possible. I couldn't see very well because of the bushes."


  "You mean he has escaped?"


  "He is escaping now. And that's that." He fell into thought. "Nothing to
  do now," he said, "but to watch the turn of events. Funny if they do rush us
  and Ratzel gets me a prisoner on his hands! But I think Handon's soldier
  enough to stop that rush." There were a few shots and then a lull in the
  firing. The interval lengthened.


  "Fantastic world," he said; "if we were not blind and prepossessed, we
  should see it as absurd as it is. ...


  "Will he get away? Shall we ever make that peace? Shall we hold on until
  we can find our brothers---as he said? ... Catherine, suddenly I
  doubt."


  He might have been a hundred miles from any fighting, she thought. She
  stood looking down upon him.


  "Will any human brotherhood ever get together, or is that all a dream? I
  know what I want with the world as clearly as ever I did, but suddenly
  something has taken away my confidence. Am I, after all, just a wilful
  dreamer of a world that can never arrive? Look at the world! Always the
  unexpected and a new twist to events.... Will all the reason and desire in
  man be swept aside for ever by these incalculable slants? We plan. It is our
  nature to plan. But---but


  "Is this world really a reasonable world, Catherine, reasonable as the man
  of science supposes, or are the ruling patterns of life something quite
  different? Running right across all that we think rational---some
  perversity?


  "If I had not met my brother again, I should have been driving along quite
  a different line of ideas. ...


  "Suppose, Catherine, that all this lot of pigeonholes that we call words
  and reasoning has just a chance fit upon reality---only fitting it so far
  and so much. Suppose---has it ever occurred to you, Catherine:---that
  the real world---it must be orderly, it must be systematic, yes---but
  that the real world has an irrational but elaborate order that diverges more
  and more from the order in our minds. A pattern that overlaps our minds for a
  time and then goes off in other directions. A pattern which we try to
  rationalize. And fail. Think how much that order has nonsense in it by any
  human standard. Look at butterflies' wings and sea-shells. Who can
  rationalize such patternings as that? Why are they---and how do they
  come? And if they are irrational and yet real, why should there not be other
  patternings as irrational and as real? Why not horoscopes and twin-destinies?
  That our fate should be written in the palms of our hands, and I and Ratzel
  live insanely linked!


  "If that is so, Catherine, then all the views of life and its courses that
  we conceive are no more than echoes made by the patterns in our eyes and
  brains. We are just prisms who sort out the rays of life in our way, bent
  mirrors that reflect them into relevant forms. Our minds are distorting
  mirrors and the wonderful worlds you see in them---! Prisms and mirrors.
  That is all we are. Shatter the mirror and the story ends."


  He laughed at her expression.


  "You think I'm talking nonsense," he said. "And for all practical purposes
  I am. We can't have it like that. We can't endure it like that. A day will
  come when we will have brought the hidden loveliness of a sunlit
  snow-crystal, drifting and melting on the other side of the moon a million
  years ago, into definite relation to the eternal human mind. Yes, and then
  the monstrous discrepancy between the scale of our lives and the starry
  intervals will cease to be a disharmony. I don't know how such things can be
  achieved, but we shall achieve them. And then it will no longer seem
  necessary for men to be identical twins before they can think after the same
  fashion and work for a common end....


  "But what's this uproar" His expression became alert. He clapped his hand
  to his revolver and stood up.


  "He's gone. He's escaped!" Handon was a breathless shouting fury in the
  room.


  "Did they know he was here?... Do they know you are here? I ask you, how
  did they know it! ... This raid!... Are we betrayed?... Has he been able to
  send messages to them? Treason! Treason, I swear there is."


  Bolaris stood beside Catherine.


  "What has happened"


  "He's got down by a shaft as big as a cask that no one had the sense to
  stop. He's got away---God knows where. He's gone, I tell you."


  A ripple of fire grew to a volley.


  "There's the Black Legion coming into action up the village," said
  Bolaris. Handon paid no heed to that.


  "For once I was right, I tell you, Chief---for once you have
  misjudged. You play with snakes and this is your reward. God knows who his
  allies were here. He must have had spies. God knows what the plotting has
  been.... It is a planned escape. Somewhere now---in the drains and
  channels---" He was struck by an idea. He went towards the balcony.


  "Don't go there!" cried Bolaris. Handon stared over his shoulder at his
  leader.


  "Why not?"


  "You'll draw their fire."


  Handon was out on the balcony and peering down. Then he was
  gesticulating.


  "He's there now! That's Ratzel, creeping down among the agaves. By that
  olive tree."


  Bolaris strode forward.


  "Leave him!" he cried. "Leave him alone!"


  Handon was shouting, trying to attract the attention of some of the
  defenders below, and then suddenly he discovered there was a rifle against
  the parapet close at hand. Before Bolaris could reach him, he had raised it
  and fired.


  "Got him!" he said.


  "Oh, you fool!" cried Bolaris. "You accursed fool!" and leapt upon his
  right-hand man with murder in his eyes. He gripped Handon's shoulder and
  snatched at the gun. Handon woke up to the fact that Bolaris was wresting the
  rifle from his hands and for some inconceivable reason meant to kill him.
  There are limits to the loyalty even of a dog, and Handon resisted. They
  struggled for two seconds while the woman stood paralysed, and then the rifle
  cracked again and Bolaris was spinning back with a neat hole drilled through
  his body and through his heart. He fell at Catherine's feet with blood
  pouring from his mouth and spurting from his back, and she dropped on her
  knees beside him, regardless of the stupefied Handon, who stood, gun in hand,
  staring at his dying chief.


  "I've shot him!" he cried. "Him! I didn't mean it. How could
  I have meant it? It caught against my belt."


  Catherine took no notice of him. She was staring with a stunned expression
  at the face of her lover. His mouth was open half-way between a smile and a
  laugh, and a broad band of blood widened from the lower corner. The life had
  vanished from his eyes. Handon bent down over her, his dirty face distorted
  with grief. He was trying to say some thing that she would not heed.


  "I loved him, I tell you---more than you did."


  He found her inexpressiveness unendurable. He discovered the rifle in his
  hand and flung it across the room. Then he strode after it, picked it up and
  rushed out. Only slowly did Catherine's mind revive. With a sound like
  tearing cloth a bullet came flying into the room and a mirror with a frame of
  cut-glass flew into a cloud of sparkling dust. Her eyes went to the broken
  fragments of glass that rolled and slid and spread and scattered on the
  floor. It was as if they were explaining something. Until they ceased to
  move.


  "Prisms and mirrors," she whispered. "Our picture vanishes as the mirror
  breaks! You were saying that, darling. Five minutes ago you were saying
  that.


  "Speak to me...


  "No. The pattern of your life! Over. And mine. And all the fine things
  that seemed beginning...


  "Dreams about brotherhood... meaning as little as the pattern on a
  sea-shell."


  Outside, the guns rattled and then came a shout of "Let them have it!" and
  the groans, screams, retchings, rendings, and curses of a sudden bayonet
  fight in the garden beneath the window. She listened for a time to those
  hideous noises.


  "No," she whispered to the still face close to hers. "It cannot end like
  this. We were just the first. We were just the beginning. It was a
  beginning.... She whispered still lower, with her mouth awry: "Say it
  was a beginning, my dear. Speak to me, speak just once again.


  "Tell me what am I to do...."

  


  THE END
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