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  Long Odds


  By H. Rider Haggard


  The story which is narrated in the following pages came to me from the lips of my old friend Allan Quatermain, or Hunter Quatermain as we used to call him in South Africa. He told it to me one evening when I was stopping with him at the place he bought in Yorkshire. Shortly after that, the death of his only son so unsettled him that he immediately left England, accompanied by two companions, his old fellow-voyagers, Sir Henry Curtis and Captain Good, and has now utterly vanished into the dark heart of Afrika.


  He is persuaded that a white people, of which he has heard rumours all his life, exists somewhere on the highlands in the vast, still unexplored interior, and his great ambition is to find them before he dies. This is the wild quest upon which he and his companions have departed, and from which I shrewdly suspect they never will return. One letter only have I received from the old gentleman, dated from a mission station high up the Tana, a river on the east coast, about three hundred miles north of Zanzibar; in it he says that they have gone through many hardships and adventures, but are alive and well, and have found traces which go far toward making him hope that the results of their wild quest may be a ‘magnificent and unexampled discovery’. I greatly fear, however, that all he has discovered is death; for this letter came a long while ago, and nobody has heard a single word of the party since. They have totally vanished.


  It was on the last evening of my stay at his house that he told the ensuing story to me and Captain Good, who was dining with him. He had eaten his dinner and drunk two or three glasses of old port, just to help Good and myself to the end of the second bottle. It was an unusual thing for him to do, for he was a most abstemious man, having conceived, as he used to say, a great horror of drink from observing its effects upon the class of colonists - hunters, transport-riders and others – amongst whom he had passed so many years of his life. Consequently the good wine took more effect on him than it would have done on most men, sending a little flush into his wrinkled cheeks, and making him talk more freely than usual.


  Dear old man! I can see him now, as he went limping up and down the vestibule, with his gray hair sticking up in scrubbing-brush fashion, his shrivelled yellow face, and his large dark eyes, that were as keen as any hawk’s, and yet soft as a buck’s. The whole room was hung with trophies of his numerous hunting expeditions, and he had some story about every one of them, if only he could be got to tell it. Generally he would not, for he was not very fond of narrating his own adventures, but tonight the port wine made him more communicative.


  “Ah, you brute!” he said, stopping beneath an unusually large skull of a lion, which was fixed just over the mantelpiece, beneath a long row of guns, its jaws distended to their utmost width. “Ah, you brute! you have given me a lot of trouble for the last dozen years, and will, I suppose to my dying day.”


  “Tell us the yarn, Quatermain,” said Good. “You have often promised to tell me, and you never have.”


  “You had better not ask me to,” he answered, “for it is a longish one.”


  “All right,” I said, “the evening is young, and there is some more port.”


  Thus adjured, he filled his pipe from a jar of coarse-cut Boer tobacco that was always standing on the mantelpiece, and still walking up and down the room, began:


  “It was, I think, in the March of ‘69 that I was up in Sikukuni’s country. It was just after old Sequati’s time, and Sikukuni had got into power – I forget how. Anyway, I was there. I had heard that the Bapedi people had brought down an enormous quantity of ivory from the interior, and so I started with a waggon-load of goods, and came straight away from Middelburg to try and trade some of it. It was a risky thing to go into the country so early, on account of the fever; but I knew that there were one or two others after that lot of ivory, so I determined to have a try for it and take my chance of fever. I had become so tough from continual knocking about that I did not set it down at much. Well, I got on all right for a while. . It is a wonderfully beautiful piece of bush veldt with great ranges of mountains running through it and round granite koppies starting up here and there looking out like sentinels over the rolling waste of bush. But it is very hot – hot as a stew-pan – and when I was there that March, which of course is autumn in this part of Africa the whole place reeked of fever. Every morning as I trekked along down by the Oliphant River, I used to creep from the waggon at dawn and look out.


  “But there was no river to be seen – only a long line of billows of what looked like the finest cotton-wool tossed up lightly with a pitchfork. It was the fever mist. Out from among the scrub, too, came little spirals of vapour, as though there were hundreds of tiny fires alight in it – reek rising from thousands of tons of rotting vegetation. It was a beautiful place, but the beauty was the beauty of death; and all those lines and blots of vapour wrote one great word across the surface of the country, and that word was ‘fever’.


  “It was a dreadful year of illness that. I came, I remember, to one little kraal of knobnoses, and went up to it to see if I could get some màas (curdled butter-milk) and a few mealies. As I got near I was struck with the silence of the place. No children began to chatter, and no dogs barked. Nor could I see any native sheep or cattle. The place, though it had evidently been recently inhabited, was as still as the bush round it, and some guinea-fowl got up out of the prickly pear bushes right at the kraal gate. I remember that I hesitated a little before going in, there was such an air of desolation about the spot. Nature never looks desolate when man has not yet laid his hand upon her breast; she is only lovely. But when man has been, and has passed away, then she looks desolate.


  “Well, I passed into the kraal, and went up to the principal hut. In front of the hut was something with an old sheepskin kaross (rug) thrown over it. I stooped down and drew off the rug, and then shrank back amazed, for under it was the body of a young woman recently dead. For a moment I thought of turning back, but my curiosity overcame me; so going past the dead woman, I went down on my hands and knees and crept into the hut. It was so dark that I could not see anything, though I could smell a great deal, so I lit a match. It was a ‘tandstickor’ match and burnt slowly and dimly and as the light gradually increased I made out what I took to be a family of people – men women and children – fast asleep. Presently it burnt up brightly and I saw – that they too, five of them altogether, were quite dead.


  “One was a baby. I dropped the match in a hurry, and was making my way out of the hut as hard as I could go, when I caught sight of two bright eyes staring out of a corner. Thinking it was a wild cat, or some such animal, I redoubled my haste when suddenly a voice near the eyes began first to mutter and then to send up a succession of awful yells. Hastily I lit another match, and perceived that the eyes belonged to an old woman wrapped up in a greasy leather garment. Taking her by the arm I dragged her out, for she could not, or would not come by herself, and the stench was overpowering me. Such a sight as she was a bag of bones, covered over with black shrivelled parchment. The only white thing about her was her wool and she seemed to be pretty well dead except for her eyes and her voice. She thought that I was a devil come to take her and that is why she yelled so. Well I got her down to the waggon and gave her a ‘tot’ of Cape smoke and then as soon as it was ready, poured about a pint of beef-tea down her throat made from the flesh of a blue vilder-beeste I had killed the day before and after that she brightened up wonderfully. She could talk Zulu – indeed, it turned out that she had run away from Zululand in T’Chaka’s time – and she told me that all the people whom I had seen had died of fever. When they had died the other inhabitants of the kraal had taken the cattle and gone away, leaving the poor old woman, who was helpless from age and infirmity, to perish of starvation or disease, as the case might be.


  “She had been sitting there for three days among the bodies when I found her. I took her on to the next kraal, and gave the headman a blanket to look after her, promising him another if I found her well when I came back. I remember that he was much astonished at my parting with two blankets for the sake of such a worthless old creature. ‘Why did I not leave her in the bush?’ he asked. Those people carry the doctrine of the survival of the fittest to its extreme, you see.


  “It was the night after I had got rid of the old woman that I made my first acquaintance with my friend yonder,” and he nodded toward the skull that seemed to be grinning down at us in the shadow of the wide mantel-shelf. “I had trekked from dawn till eleven o’clock – a long trek – but I wanted to get on; and then had turned the oxen out to graze, sending the voorlooper to look after them, meaning to inspan again about six o’clock, and trek with the moon till ten. Then I got into the waggon and had a good sleep till half-past two or so in the afternoon, when I rose and cooked some meat, and had my dinner, washing it down with a pannikin of black coffee; for it was difficult to get preserved milk in those days. Just as I had finished, and the driver, a man called Tom, was washing up the things, in comes the young scoundrel of a voorlooper driving one ox before him.


  “‘Where are the other oxen?’ I asked.


  “‘Koos!’ he said, ‘Koos! (chief) the other oxen have gone away. I turned my back for a minute, and when I looked round again they were all gone except Kaptein, here, who was rubbing his back against a tree.’


  “‘You mean that you have been asleep, and let them stray, you villain. I will rub your back against a stick,’ I answered, feeling very angry, for it was not a pleasant prospect to be stuck up in that fever-trap for a week or so while we were hunting for the oxen. Off you go, and you too, Tom, and mind you don’t come back till you have found them. They have trekked back along the Middelburg Road, and are a dozen miles off by now, I’ll be bound. Now, no words; go, both of you.


  “Tom, the driver, swore and caught the lad a hearty kick, which he richly deserved, and then, having tied old Kaptein up to the disselboom with a riem, they took their assegais and sticks, and started. I would have gone too, only I knew that somebody must look after the waggon, and I did not like to leave either of the boys with it at night. I was in a very bad temper, indeed, although I was pretty well used to these sort of occurrences, and soothed myself by taking a rifle and going to kill something. For a couple of hours I poked about without seeing anything that I could get a shot at, but at last, just as I was again within seventy yards of the waggon, I put up an old impala ram from behind a mimosa-thorn.


  “He ran straight for the waggon, and it was not till he was passing within a few feet of it that I could get a decent shot at him. Then I pulled, and caught him half-way down the spine; over he went, dead as a doornail, and a pretty shot it was, though I ought not to say it. This little incident put me into rather a better temper, especially as the buck had rolled right against the after part of the waggon, so I had only to gut him, fix a riem round his legs, and haul him up. By the time I had done this the sun was down, and the full moon was up, and a beautiful moon it was. And then there came that wonderful hush which sometimes falls over the African bush in the early hours of the night. No beast was moving, and no bird called. Not a breath of air stirred the quiet trees, and the shadows did not even quiver they only grew. It was very oppressive and very lonely for there was not a sign of the cattle or the boys. I was quite thankful for the society of old Kaptein, who was lying down contentedly against the disselboom, chewing the cud with a good conscience.


  “Presently, however, Kaptein began to get restless. First he snorted, then he got up and snorted again. I could not make it out, so like a fool I got down off the waggon-box to have a look round, thinking it might be the lost oxen coming.


  “Next instant I regretted it, for all of a sudden I heard a roar and saw something yellow flash past me and light on poor Kaptein. Then came a bellow of agony from the ox, and a crunch as the lion put his teeth through the poor brute’s neck, and I began to understand what had happened. My rifle was in the waggon, and my first thought was to get hold of it, and I turned and made a bolt for it. I got my foot on the wheel and flung my body forward on to the waggon, and there I stopped as if I were frozen, and no wonder, for as I was about to spring up I heard the lion behind me, and next second I felt the brute, ay, as plainly as I can feel this table. I felt him, I say, sniffing at my left leg that was hanging down.


  “My word! I did feel queer; I don’t think that I ever felt so queer before. I dared not move for the life of me, and the odd thing was that I seemed to lose power over my leg, which developed an insane sort of inclination to kick out of its own mere motion – just as hysterical people want to laugh when they ought to be particularly solemn. Well, the lion sniffed and sniffed, beginning at my ankle and slowly nosing away up to my thigh. I thought that he was going to get hold then, but he did not. He only growled softly, and went back to the ox. Shifting my head a little I got a full view of him. He was about the biggest lion I ever saw – and I have seen a great many – and he had a most tremendous black mane. What his teeth were like you can see – look there pretty big ones ain’t they? Altogether he was a magnificent animal and as I lay sprawling on the fore tongue of the waggon it occurred to me that he would look uncommonly well in a cage. He stood there by the carcass of poor Kaptein and deliberately disembowelled him as neatly as a butcher could have done. All this while I dared not move for he kept lifting his head and keeping an eye on me as he licked his bloody chops. When he had cleaned Kaptein out he opened his mouth and roared and I am not exaggerating when I say that the sound shook the waggon. Instantly there came back an answering roar.


  “‘Heavens!’ I thought, ‘there is his mate.’


  “Hardly was the thought out of my head when I caught sight in the moonlight of the lioness bounding along through the long grass, and after her a couple of cubs about the size of mastiffs. She stopped within a few feet of my head, and stood, and waved her tail, and fixed me with her glowing yellow eyes; but just as I thought that it was all over she turned and began to feed on Kaptein, and so did the cubs. There were the four of them within eight feet of me, growling and quarrelling, rending and tearing, and crunching poor Kaptein’s bones; and there I lay shaking with terror, and the cold perspiration pouring out of me, feeling like another Daniel come to judgment in a new sense of the phrase. Presently the cubs had eaten their fill, and began to get restless.


  “One went round to the back of the waggon and pulled at the Impala buck that hung there, and the other came round my way and commenced the sniffing game at my leg. Indeed, he did more than that, for, my trouser being hitched up a little, he began to lick the bare skin with his rough tongue. The more he licked the more he liked it, to judge from his increased vigour and the loud purring noise he made. Then I knew that the end had come, for in another second his file-like tongue would have rasped through the skin of my leg – which was luckily pretty tough – and have drawn the blood, and then there would be no chance for me. So I just lay there and thought of my sins, and prayed to the Almighty and thought that, after all, life was a very enjoyable thing.


  “And then all of a sudden I heard a crashing of bushes and the shouting and whistling of men, and there were the two boys coming back with the cattle, which they had found trekking along all together. The lions lifted their heads and listened, then without a sound bounded off – and I fainted.


  “The lions came back no more that night, and by the next morning my nerves had got pretty straight again; but I was full of wrath when I thought of all that I had gone through at the hands, or rather noses, of those four lions, and of the fate of my after-ox Kaptein. He was a splendid ox, and I was very fond of him. So wroth was I that, like a fool, I determined to attack the whole family of them. It was worthy of a greenhorn out on his first hunting-trip; but I did it nevertheless. Accordingly after breakfast, having rubbed some oil upon my leg, which was very sore from the cub’s tongue, I took the driver, Tom, who did not half like the job, and having armed myself with an ordinary double N°12 smooth-bore, the first breech loader I ever had, I started. I took the smooth-bore because it shot a bullet very well; and my experience has been that a round ball from a smooth-bore is quite as effective against a lion as an express bullet. The lion is soft, and not a difficult animal to finish if you hit him anywhere in the body. A buck takes far more killing.


  “Well, I started, and the first thing I set to work to do was to try to make out whereabouts the brutes lay up for the day. About three hundred yards from the waggon was the crest of a rise covered with single mimosa-trees, dotted about in a park­like fashion, and beyond this was a stretch of open plain running down to a dry pan, or water-hole, which covered about an acre of ground, and was densely clothed with reeds, now in the sear and yellow leaf. From the farther edge of this pan the ground sloped up again to a great cleft, or nullah, which had been cut out by the action of the water, and was pretty thickly sprinkled with bush, among which grew some large trees, I forget of what sort.


  “It at once struck me that the dry pan would be a likely place to find my friends in, as there is nothing a lion is fonder of than lying up in reeds, through which he can see things without being seen himself. Accordingly thither I went and prospected. Before I had got half-way round the pan I found the remains of a blue vilder-beeste that had evidently been killed within the last three or four days and partially devoured by lions; and from other indications about I was soon assured that if the family were not in the pan that day they spent a good deal of their spare time there. But if there, the question was how to get them out; for it was clearly impossible to think of going in after them unless one was quite determined to commit suicide. Now there was a strong wind blowing from the direction of the waggon, across the reedy pan toward the bush-clad kloof or donga and this first gave me the idea of firing the reeds, which, as I think I told you, were pretty dry. Accordingly, Tom took some matches and began starting little fires to the left, and I did the same to the right. But the reeds were still green at the bottom, and we should never have got them well alight had it not been for the wind, which grew stronger and stronger as the sun climbed higher, and forced the fire into them.


  “At last, after half an hour’s trouble, the flames got a hold, and began to spread out like a fan, whereupon I went round to the farther side of the pan to wait for the lions, standing well out in the open, as we stood at the copse today where you shot the woodcock. It was a rather risky thing to do, but I used to be so sure of my shooting in those days that I did not so much mind the risk. Scarcely had I got round when I heard the reeds parting before the onward rush of some animal. ‘Now for it,’ said I. On it came. I could see that it was yellow, and prepared for action, when instead of a lion out bounded a beautiful rietbok which had been lying in the shelter of the pan. It must, by the way, have been a rietbok of a peculiarly confiding nature to lay itself down with the lion, like the lamb of prophecy, but I suppose the reeds were thick, and that it kept a long way off.


  “Well, I let the rietbok go, and it went like the wind, and kept my eyes fixed upon the reeds. The fire was burning like a furnace now; the flames crackling and roaring as they bit into the reeds, sending spouts of fire twenty feet and more into the air, and making the hot air dance above it in a way that was perfectly dazzling. But the reeds were still half green, and created an enormous quantity of smoke, which came rolling toward me like a curtain, lying very low on account of the wind. Presently, above the crackling of the fire, I heard a startled roar, then another and another. So the lions were at home.


  “I was beginning to get excited now, for, as you fellows know, there is nothing in experience to warm up your nerves like a lion at close quarters, unless it is a wounded buffalo; and I got still more so when I made out through the smoke that the lions were all moving about on the extreme edge of the reeds. Occasionally they would pop their heads out like rabbits from a burrow, and then, catching sight of me standing about fifty yards out, draw them back again. I knew that it must be getting pretty warm behind them, and that they could not keep the game up for long;


  and I was not mistaken, for suddenly all four of them broke cover together, the old black-maned lion leading by a few yards. I never saw a more splendid sight in all my hunting experience than those four lions bounding across the veldt, overshadowed by the dense pall of smoke and backed by the fiery furnace of the burning reeds.


  “I reckoned that they would pass, on their road to the bushy kloof, within about five and twenty yards of me; so, taking a long breath, I got my gun well on to the lion’s shoulder – the black-maned one – so as to allow for an inch or two of motion, and catch him through the heart. I was on, dead on, and my finger was just beginning to tighten on the trigger, when suddenly I went blind – a bit of reed-ash had drifted into my right eye. I danced and rubbed, and succeeded in clearing it more or less just in time to see the tail of the last lion vanishing round the bushes up the kloof.


  “If ever a man was mad I was that man. It was too bad; and such a shot in the open, too! However, I was not going to be beaten, so I just turned and marched for the kloof. Tom, the driver, begged and implored me not to go; but though as a general rule I never pretend to be very brave (which I am not), I was determined that I would either kill those lions or they should kill me. So I told Tom that he need not come unless he liked, but I was going; and being a plucky fellow, a Swazi by birth he shrugged his shoulders, muttered that I was mad or bewitched and followed doggedly in my tracks.


  “We soon got to the kloof, which was about three hundred yards in length and but sparsely wooded, and then the real fun began. There might be a lion behind every bush – there certainly were four lions somewhere; the delicate question was, where. I peeped and poked and looked in every possible direction, with my heart in my mouth, and was at last rewarded by catching a glimpse of something yellow moving behind a bush. At the same moment, from another bush opposite me out burst one of the cubs and galloped back toward the burned-out pan.


  “I whipped round and let drive a snap-shot that tipped him head over heels, breaking his back within two inches of the root of the tail, and there he lay helpless but glaring. Tom afterward killed him with his assegai. I opened the breech of the gun and hurriedly pulled out the old case, which, to judge from what ensued, must, I suppose, have burst and left a portion of its fabric sticking to the barrel. At any rate, when I tried to get in the new case it would only enter half-way; and – would you believe it? – this was the moment that the lioness, attracted no doubt by the outcry of her cub, chose to put in an appearance. There she stood twenty paces or so from me, lashing her tail and looking just as wicked as it is possible to conceive. Slowly I stepped backward trying to push in the new case, and as I did so she moved on in little runs, dropping down after each run.


  “The danger was imminent, and the case would not go in. At the moment I oddly enough thought of the cartridge-maker, whose name I will not mention, and earnestly hoped that if the lion got me some condign punishment would overtake him. It would not go in, so I tried to pull it out. It would not come out either, and my gun was useless if I could not shut it to use the other barrel. I might as well have had no gun. Meanwhile I was walking backward, keeping my eye on the lioness, who was creeping forward on her belly without a sound, but lashing her tail and keeping her eye on me; and in it I saw that she was coming in a few seconds more. I dashed my wrist and the palm of my hand against the brass rim of the cartridge till the blood poured from them – look, there are the scars of it to this day!”


  Here Quatermain held up his right hand to the light and showed us four or five white cicatrices just where the wrist is set into the hand.


  “But it was not of the slightest use,” he went on; “the cartridge would not move. I only hope that no other man will ever be put in such an awful position. The lioness gathered herself together, and I gave myself up for lost, when suddenly Tom shouted out from somewhere in my rear:


  ‘You are walking on to the wounded cub; turn to the right.’


  “I had the sense, dazed as I was, to take the hint, and slewing round at right angles, but still keeping my eyes on the lioness, I continued my backward walk.


  “To my intense relief, with a low growl she straightened herself, turned, and bounded off farther up the kloof.


  “‘Come on, inkoos,’ said Tom, ‘let’s get back to the waggon.’


  “‘All right, Tom,’ I answered. ‘I will when I have killed those three other lions,’ for by this time I was bent on shooting them as I never remember being bent on anything before or since. ‘You can go if you like, or you can get up a tree.’


  “He considered the position a little, and then he very wisely got up a tree. I wish that I had done the same.


  “Meanwhile I had found my knife, which had an extractor in it, and succeeded after some difficulty in hauling out the case which had so nearly been the cause of my death, and removing the obstruction in the barrel. It was very little thicker than a postage-stamp; certainly not thicker than a piece of writing-paper. This done, I loaded the gun, bound a handkerchief round my wrist and hand to staunch the flowing of the blood, and started on again.


  “I had noticed that the lioness went into a thick green bush, or rather cluster of bushes, growing near the water; for there was a little stream running down the kloof, about fifty yards higher up and for this I made. When I got there, however, I could see nothing, so I took up a big stone and threw it into the bushes. I believe that it hit the other cub, for out it came with a rush giving me a broadside shot, of which I promptly availed myself knocking it over dead. Out too came the lioness like a flash of light but quick as she went I managed to put the other bullet into her ribs so that she rolled right over three times like a shot rabbit. I instantly got two more cartridges into the gun and as I did so the lioness rose again and came crawling toward me on her fore paws roaring and groaning and with such an expression of diabolical fury on her countenance as I have not often seen. I shot her again through the chest and she fell over on to her side quite dead.


  “That was the first and last time that I ever killed a brace of lions right and left, and what is more, I never heard of anybody else doing it. Naturally I was considerably pleased with myself, and having again loaded up, I went on to look for the black-maned beauty who had killed Kaptein. Slowly, and with the greatest care, I proceeded up the kloof, searching every bush and tuft of grass as I went. It was wonderfully exciting work, for I never was sure from one moment to another but that he would be on me. I took comfort, however, from the reflection that a lion rarely attacks a man – rarely, I say; sometimes he does, as you will see – unless he is cornered or wounded. I must have been nearly an hour hunting after that lion. Once I thought I saw something move in a clump of tambouki grass, but I could not be sure, and when I trod out the grass I could not find him.


  “At last I worked up to the head of the kloof, which made a cul-de-sac. It was formed of a wall of rock about fifty feet high. Down this rock trickled a little waterfall, and in front of it, some seventy feet from its face, was a great piled-up mass of boulders, in the crevices and on the top of which grew ferns, grasses, and stunted bushes. This mass was about twenty-five feet high. The sides of the kloof here were also very steep. Well, I came to the top of the nullah and looked all round. No signs of the lion. Evidently I had either overlooked him farther down or he had escaped right away.


  “It was very vexatious; but still three lions were not a bad bag for one gun before dinner, and I was fain to be content. Accordingly I departed back again, making my way round the isolated pillar of boulders, beginning to feel, as I did so, that I was pretty well done up with excitement and fatigue, and should be more so before I had skinned those three lions. When I had got, as nearly as I could judge, about eighteen yards past the pillar or mass of boulders I turned to have another look round. I have a pretty sharp eye, but I could see nothing at all.


  “Then, on a sudden, I saw something sufficiently alarming. On the top of the mass of boulders, opposite to me, standing out clear against the rock beyond, was the huge black-maned lion. He had been crouching there, and now arose as though by magic. There he stood lashing his tail, just like a living reproduction of the animal on the gateway of Northumberland House that I have seen a picture of. But he did not stand long. Before I could fire – before I could do more than get the gun to my shoulder – he sprang straight up and out from the rock, and driven by the impetus of that one mighty bound came hurtling through the air toward me.


  “Heavens! how grand he looked, and how awful! High into the air he flew, describing a great arch. Just as he touched the highest point of his spring I fired. I did not dare to wait, for I saw that he would clear the whole space and land right upon me. Without a sight, almost without aim, I fired as one would fire a snap-shot at a snipe. The bullet told, for I distinctly heard its thud above the rushing sound caused by the passage of the lion through the air. Next second I was swept to the ground (iuckily I fell into a low creeper-clad bush which broke the shock) and the lion was on the top of me and the next those great white teeth of his had met in my thigh – I heard them grate against the bone. I yelled out in agony for I did not feel in the least benumbed and happy like Dr Livingstone – whom by the way I knew very well – and gave myself up for dead. But suddenly at that moment the lion’s grip on my thigh loosened and he, stood over me, swaying to and fro his huge mouth from which the blood was gushing wide opened. Then he roared and the sound shook the rocks.


  “To and fro he swung, and then the great head dropped on me, knocking all the breath from my body, and he was dead. My bullet had entered in the centre of his chest and passed out on the right side of the spine about half way down the back.


  “The pain of my wound kept me from fainting, and as soon as I got my breath I managed to drag myself from under him. Thank heavens, his great teeth had not crushed my thigh-bone; but I was losing a great deal of blood, and had it not been for the timely arrival of Tom, with whose aid I got the handkerchief from my wrist and tied it round my leg, twisting it tight with a stick, I think that I should have bled to death.


  “Well, it was a just reward for my folly in trying to tackle a family of lions single-handed. The odds were too long I have been lame ever since, and shall be to my dying day; in the month of March the wound always troubles me a great deal and every three years it breaks out raw. I need scarcely add that I never traded the lot of ivory at Sikukuni’s. Another man got it – a German – and made five hundred pounds out of it after paying expenses. I spent the next month on the broad of my back, and was a cripple for six months after that. And now I’ve told you the yarn, so I will have a drop of Hollands and go to bed.”


  The Man Who Would Be King


  By Rudyard Kipling


  Brother to a Prince and fellow to a beggar if he be found worthy. The Law, as quoted, lays down a fair conduct of life, and one not easy to follow. I have been fellow to a beggar again and again under circumstances which prevented either of us finding out whether the other was worthy. I have still to be brother to a Prince, though I once came near to kinship with what might have been a veritable King, and was promised the reversion of a Kingdom – army, law-courts, revenue, and policy all complete. But, today, I greatly fear that my King is dead, and if I want a crown I must go hunt it for myself.


  The beginning of everything was in a railway-train upon the road to Mhow from Ajmir. There had been a Deficit in the Budget, which necessitated travelling, not Second-class, which is only half as dear as First-Class, but by Intermediate, which is very awful indeed. There are no cushions in the Intermediate class and the population are either Intermediate which is Eurasian or native which for a long night journey is nasty or Loafer which is amusing though intoxicated Intermediates do not buy from refreshment-rooms They carry their food in bundles and pots and buy sweets from the native sweetmeat-sellers and drink the roadside water This is why in hot weather Intermediates are taken out of the carriages dead and in all weathers are most properly looked down upon.


  My particular Intermediate happened to be empty till I reached Nasirabad, when the big black-browed gentleman in shirt-sleeves entered, and, following the custom of Intermediates, passed the time of day. He was a wanderer and a vagabond like myself but with an educated taste for whisky He told tales of things he had seen and done of out-of-the-way corners of the Empire into which he had penetrated and of adventures in which he risked his life for a few days’ food.


  ‘If India was filled with men like you and me, not knowing more than the crows where they’d get their next day’s rations, it isn’t seventy millions of revenue the land would be paying it’s seven hundred millions,’ said he; and as I looked at his mouth and chin I was disposed to agree with him.


  We talked politics – the politics of Loaferdom that sees things from the under side where the lath and plaster is not smoothed off – and we talked postal arrangements because my friend wanted to send a telegram back from the next station to Ajmir, the turning-off place from the Bombay to the Mhow line as you travel westward. My friend had no money beyond eight annas which he wanted for dinner, and I had no money at all, owing to the hitch in the Budget before mentioned. Further, I was going into a wilderness where, though I should resume touch with the Treasury, there were no telegraph offices. I was, therefore, unable to help him in any way.


  ‘We might threaten a Station-master, and make him send a wire on tick,’ said my friend, ‘but that’d mean inquiries for you and for me, and I’ve got my hands full these days. Did you say you were travelling back along this line within any days?’


  ‘Within ten,’ I said.


  ‘Can’t you make it eight?’ said he. ‘Mine is rather urgent business.’


  ‘I can send your telegrams within ten days if that will serve you,’ I said.


  ‘I couldn’t trust the wire to fetch him, now I think of it. It’s this way. He leaves Delhi on the 23rd for Bombay. That means he’ll be running through Ajmir about the night of the 23rd.’


  ‘But I’m going into the Indian Desert,’ I explained.


  ‘Well and good,’ said he. ‘You’ll be changing at Marwar Junction to get into Jodhpore territory,-you must do that, and he’ll be coming through Marwar Junction in the early morning of the 24th by the Bombay Mail. Can you be at Marwar Junction on that time? I won’t be inconveniencing you, because I know that there’s precious few pickings to be got out of these Central India States-even though you pretend to be correspondent of the ‘Backwoodsman’.’


  ‘Have you ever tried that trick?’ I asked.


  ‘Again and again, but the Residents find you out, and then you get escorted to the Border before you’ve time to get your knife into them. But about my friend here. I must give him a word o’ mouth to tell him what’s come to me, or else he won’t know where to go. I would take it more than kind of you if you was to come out of Central India in time to catch him at Marwar Junction, and say to him, ‘He has gone South for the week.’ He’ll know what that means. He’s a big man with a red beard, and a great swell he is. You’ll find him sleeping like a gentleman with all his luggage round him in a Second-class apartment. But don’t you be afraid Slip down the window and say, ‘He has gone South for the week’ and he’ll tumble It’s only cutting your time of stay in those parts, by two days I ask you as a stranger-going to the West,’ he said, with emphasis.


  ‘Where have you come from?’ said I.


  ‘From the East,’ said he, ‘and I am hoping that you will give him the message on the Square-for the sake of my Mother as well as your own.’


  Englishmen are not usually softened by appeals to the memory of their mothers; but for certain reasons, which will be fully apparent, I saw fit to agree.


  ‘It’s more than a little matter.’ said he, ‘and that’s why I asked you to do it-and now I know that I can depend on you doing it. A Second-class carriage at Marwar Junction, and a red-haired man asleep in it. You’ll be sure to remember. I get out at the next station, and I must hold on there till he comes or sends me what I want.’


  ‘I’ll give the message if I catch him,’ I said, ‘and for the sake of your Mother as well as mine I’ll give you a word of advice. Don’t try to run the Central India States just now as the correspondent of the Backwoodsman.’ There’s a real one knocking about here, and it might lead to trouble.’


  ‘Thank you,’ said he, simply; ‘and when will the swine be gone? I can’t starve because he’s ruining my work. I wanted to get hold of the Degumber Rajah down here about his father’s widow, and give him a jump.’


  ‘What did he do to his father’s widow, then?’


  ‘Filled her up with red pepper and slippered her to death as she hung from a beam. I found that out myself, and I’m the only man that would dare going into the State to get hush-money for it. They’ll try to poison me, same as they did in Chortumna when I went on the loot there. But you’ll give the man at Marwar Junction my message?’


  He got out at a little roadside station, and I reflected. I had heard, more than once, of men personating correspondents of newspapers and bleeding small Native States with threats of exposure, but I had never met any of the caste before. They lead a hard life, and generally die with great suddenness. The Native States have a wholesome horror of English newspapers, which may throw light on their peculiar methods of government, and do their best to choke correspondents with champagne, or drive them out of their mind with four-in-hand barouches. They do not understand that nobody cares a straw for the internal administration of Native States so long as oppression and crime are kept within decent limits, and the ruler is not drugged, drunk, or diseased from one end of the year to the other.


  They are the dark places of the earth, full of unimaginable cruelty, touching the Railway and the Telegraph on one side, and, on the other, the days of Harun-al-Raschid. When I left the train I did business with divers Kings, and in eight days passed through many changes of life Sometimes I wore dress-clothes and consorted with Princes and Politicals drinking from crystal and eating from silver Sometimes I lay out upon the ground and devoured what I could get from a plate made of leaves and drank the running water, and slept under the same rug as my servant. It was all in the day’s work.


  Then I headed for the Great Indian Desert upon the proper date, as I had promised, and the night Mail set me down at Marwar Junction, where a funny little, happy-go-lucky, native-managed railway runs to Jodhpore. The Bombay Mail from Delhi makes a short halt at Marwar. She arrived just as I got in, and I had just time to hurry to her platform and go down the carriages. There was only one Second-class on the train. I slipped the window and looked down upon a flaming-red beard, half covered by a railway-rug. That was my man, fast asleep, and I dug him gently in the ribs. He woke with a grunt, and I saw his face in the light of the lamps. It was a great and shining face.


  ‘Tickets again?’ said he.


  ‘No,’ said I. ‘I am to tell you that he is gone South for the week. He has gone South for the week!’


  The train had begun to move out. The red man rubbed his eyes. ‘He has gone South for the week,’ he repeated. ‘Now that’s just like his impidence. Did he say that I was to give you anything? Cause I won’t.’


  ‘He didn’t,’ I said, and dropped away, and watched the red lights die out in the dark. It was horribly cold because the wind was blowing off the sands. I climbed into my own train – not an Intermediate carriage this time-and went to sleep.


  If the man with the beard had given me a rupee I should have kept it as a memento of a rather curious affair. But the consciousness of having done my duty was my only reward.


  Later on I reflected that two gentlemen like my friends could not do any good if they foregathered and personated correspondents of newspapers, and might, if they blackmailed one of the little rat-trap States of Central India or Southern Rajputana get themselves into serious difficulties. I therefore took some trouble to describe them as accurately as I could remember to people who would be interested in deporting them; and succeeded so I was later informed in having them headed back from the Degumber borders.


  Then I became respectable, and returned to an office where there were no Kings and no incidents outside the daily manufacture of a newspaper. A newspaper office seems to attract every conceivable sort of person, to the prejudice of discipline. Zenana- mission ladies arrive, and beg that the Editor will instantly abandon all his duties to describe a Christian prize-giving in a back slum of a perfectly inaccessible village; Colonels who have been overpassed for command sit down and sketch the outline of a series of ten twelve or twenty-four leading articles on Seniority versus Selection; missionaries wish to know why they have not been permitted to escape from their regular vehicles of abuse and swear at a brother missionary under special patronage of the editorial We; stranded theatrical companies troop up to explain that they cannot pay for their advertisements but on their return from New Zealand or Tahiti will do so with interest; inventors of patent punka-pulling machines carriage couplings and unbreakable swords and axletrees call with specifications in their pockets and hours at their disposal; tea companies enter and elaborate their prospectuses with the office pens; secretaries of ball committees clamour to have the glories of their last dance more fully described; strange ladies rustle in and sav ‘I want a hundred lady’s cards printed at once please’ which is manifestly part of an Editor’s clutv- and every dissolute ruffian that ever tramped the Grand Trunk Road makes it his business to ask for ernnlnument as a proof reader And all the time the telephone bell is ringing madly and Kinos are heing killed on the Continent and is calling down brimstone upon the British Dominions, and the little black copyboys are whining, ‘kaa-pi chay-ha-yeh’ (‘Copy wanted’), like tired bees, and most of the paper is as blank as Modred’s shield.


  But that is the amusing part of the year. There are six other months when none ever come to call, and the thermometer walks inch by inch up to the top of the glass, and the office is darkened to just above reading-light and the press-machines are red-hot to touch and nobody writes anything but accounts of amusements in the Hill-stations or obituary notices Then the telephone becomes a tinkling terror because it tells you of the sudden deaths of men and women that you knew intimately and the prickly heat covers you with a garment, and you sit down and write: ‘A slight increase of sickness is reported from the Khuda Janta Khan District. The outbreak is purely sporadic in its nature, and, thanks to the energetic efforts of the District authorities, is now almost at an end. It is, however, with deep regret we record the death,’ etc.


  Then the sickness really breaks out, and the less recording and reporting the better for the peace of the subscribers. But the Empires and the Kings continue to divert themselves as selfishly as before, and the Foreman thinks that a daily paper really ought to come out once in twenty-four hours, and all the people at the Hill-stations in the middle of their amusements say, –‘Good gracious! why can’t the paper be sparkling? I’m sure there’s plenty going on up here.’


  That is the dark half of the moon, and, as the advertisements say, ‘must be experienced to be appreciated.’


  It was in that season, and a remarkably evil season, that the paper began running the last issue of the week on Saturday night, which is to say Sunday morning, after the custom of a London paper. This was a great convenience, for immediately after the paper was put to bed the dawn would lower the thermometer from 96 degrees to almost 84 degrees for half an hour, and in that chill-you have no idea how cold is 84 degrees on the grass until you begin to pray for it – a very tired man could get off to sleep ere the heat roused him.


  One Saturday night it was my pleasant duty to put the paper to bed alone. A King or courtier or a courtesan or a Community was going to die or get a new Constitution, or do something that was important on the other side of the world, and the paper was to be held open till the latest possible minute in order to catch the telegram.


  It was a pitchy-black night, as stifling as a June night can be, and the loo, the red-hot wind from the westward, was booming among the tinder-dry trees and pretending that the rain was on its heels. Now and again a spot of almost boiling water would fall on the dust with the flop of a frog but all our weary world knew that was only pretence It was a shade cooler in the press-room than the office so I sat there while the type ticked and clicked and the night-jars hooted at the windows, and the all but naked compositors wiped the sweat from their foreheads and called for water.


  The thing that was keeping us back, whatever it was, would not come off, though the loo dropped and the last type was set, and the whole round earth stood still in the choking heat, with its finger on its lip, to wait the event. I drowsed, and wondered whether the telegraph was a blessing, and whether this dying man, or struggling people, might be aware of the inconvenience the delay was causing. There was no special reason beyond the heat and worry to make tension, but, as the clock-hands crept up to three o-clock and the machines spun their fly-wheels two and three times to see that all was in order, before I said the word that would set them off, I could have shrieked aloud.


  Then the roar and rattle of the wheels shivered the quiet into little bits. I rose to go away, but two men in white clothes stood in front of me. The first one said, ‘It’s him!’ The second said, ‘So it is!’ And they both laughed almost as loudly as the machinery roared, and mopped their foreheads. ‘We seed there was a light burning across the rôad, and we were sleeping in that ditch there for coolness, and I said to my friend here, The office is open Let’s come along and speak to him as turned us back from Degumber State’,’ said the smaller of the two. He was the man I had met in the Mhow train, and his fellow was the red-bearded man of Marwar Junction. There was no mistaking the eyebrows of the one or the beard of the other.


  I was not pleased, because I wished to go to sleep, not to squabble with loafers. ‘What do you want?’ I asked.


  ‘Half an hour’s talk with you, cool and comfortable, in the office,’ said the red-bearded man. ‘We’d like some drink – the Contrack doesn’t begin yet, Peachey, so you needn’t look – but what we really want is advice. We don’t want money. We ask you as a favour, because we found out you did us a bad turn about Degumber State.’


  I led from the press-room to the stifling office with the maps on the walls, and the red-haired man rubbed his hands. ‘That’s something like,’ said he. ‘This was the proper shop to come to.


  Now, Sir, let me introduce you to Brother Peachey Carnehan, that’s him, and Brother Daniel Dravot, that is me, and the less said about our professions the better, for we have been most things in our time-soldier, sailor, compositor, photographer, proof­reader, street-preacher, and correspondents of the ‘Backwoodsman’ when we thought the paper wanted one. Carnehan is sober, and so am I. Look at us first, and see that’s sure. It will save you cutting into my talk. We’ll take one of your cigars apiece, and you shall see us light up.’


  I watched the test. The men were absolutely sober, so I gave them each a tepid whisky-and-soda.


  ‘Well and good,’ said Carnehan of the eyebrows, wiping the froth from his moustache. ‘Let me talk now, Dan. We have been all over India, mostly on foot. We have been boiler-fitters, engine-drivers, petty contractors, and all that, and we have decided that India isn’t big enough for such as us.’


  They certainly were too big for the office. Dravot’s beard seemed to fill half the room and Carnehan’s shoulders the other half, as they sat on the big table. Carnehan continued: ‘The country isn’t half worked out because they that governs it won’t let you touch it. They spend all their blessed time in governing it, and you can’t lift a spade, nor chip a rock, nor look for oil, nor anything like that, without all the Government saying, ‘Leave it alone, and let us govern.’ Therefore, such as it is, we will let it alone, and go away to some other place where a man isn’t crowded and can come to his own. We are not little men, and there is nothing that we are afraid of except Drink and we have signed a Contrack on that. Therefore we are going away to be Kings.’


  ‘Kings in our own right,’ muttered Dravot.


  ‘Yes, of course,’ I said. ‘You’ve been tramping in the sun, and it’s a very warm night, and hadn’t you better sleep over the notion? Come tomorrow.’


  ‘Neither drunk nor sunstruck,’ said Dravot. ‘We have slept over the notion half a year, and require to see Books and Atlases, and we have decided that there is only one place now in the world that two strong men can Sar-a-whack. They call it Kafiristan. By my reckoning it’s the top right-hand corner of Afghanistan, not more than three hundred miles from Peshawar. They have two and thirty heathen idols there, and we’ll be the thirty-third and fourth. It’s a mountaineous country, the women of those parts are very beautiful.’


  ‘But that is provided against in the Contrack,’ said Carnehan. ‘Neither Women nor Liquor, Daniel.’


  ‘And that’s all we know, except that no one has gone there, and they fight, and in any place where they fight a man who knows how to drill men can always be a King. We shall go to those parts and say to any King we find, ‘D’ you want to vanquish your foes? and we will show him how to drill men; for that we know better than anything else. Then we will subvert that King and seize his Throne and establish a Dynasty.’


  ‘You’ll be cut to pieces before you’re fifty miles across the Border,’ I said. ‘You have to travel through Afghanistan to get to that country. It’s one mass of mountains and peaks and glaciers, and no Englishman has been through it. The people are utter brutes, and even if you reached them you couldn’t do anything.’


  ‘That’s more like,’ said Carnehan. ‘If you could think us a little more mad we would be more pleased. We have come to you to know about this country, to read a book about it, and to be shown maps. We want you to tell us that we are fools and to show us your books.’ He turned to the bookcases.


  ‘Are you at all in earnest?’ I said.


  ‘A little,’ said Dravot, sweetly. ‘As big a map as you have got, even if it’s all blank where Kafiristan is, and any books you’ve got. We can read, though we aren’t very educated.’


  I uncased the big thirty-two-miles-to-the-inch map of India and two smaller Frontier maps, hauled down volume INF-KAN of the ‘Encyclopaedia Britannica,’ and the men consulted them.


  ‘See here!’ said Dravot, his thumb on the map. ‘Up to Jagdallak, Peachey and me know the road. We was there with Robert’s Army. We’ll have to turn off to the right at Jagdallak through Laghmann territory. Then we get among the hills-fourteen thousand feet-fifteen thousand – it will be cold work there, but it don’t look very far on the map.’


  I handed him Wood on the ‘Sources of the Oxus.’ Carnehan was deep in the ‘Encyclopaedia.’


  ‘They’re a mixed lot,’ said Dravot, reflectively: ‘and it won’t help us to know the names of their tribes. The more tribes the more they’ll fight, and the better for us. From Jagdallak to Ashang. H’mm!’


  ‘But all the information about the country is as sketchy and inaccurate as can be,’ I protested. ‘No one knows anything about it really. Here’s the file of the ‘United Services’ Institute.’ Read what Bellew says.’


  ‘Blow Bellew!’ said Carnehan. ‘Dan, they’re a stinkin’ lot of heathens, but this book here says they think they’re related to us English.’


  I smoked while the men poured over Raverty, Wood, the maps, and the ‘Encyclopaedia.’


  ‘There is no use your waiting,’ said Dravot, politely. ‘It’s about four o’clock now. We’ll go before six o’clock if you want to sleep, and we won’t steal any of the papers. Don’t you sit up. We’re two harmless lunatics, and if you come tomorrow evening down to the Serai we’ll say good-bye to you.’


  ‘You are two fools,’ I answered. ‘You’ll be turned back at the Frontier or cut up the minute you set foot in Afghanistan. Do you want any money or a recommendation down-country? I can help you to the chance of work next week.’


  ‘Next week we shall be hard at work ourselves, thank you,’ said Dravot. ‘It isn’t so easy being a King as it looks. When we’ve got our Kingdom in going order we’ll let you know, and you can come up and help us govern it.’


  ‘Would two lunatics make a Contract like that?’ said Carnehan, with subdued pride, showing me a greasy half-sheet of notepaper on which was written the following. I copied it, then and there, as a curiosity.


  This Contract between me and you persuing witnesseth in the name of God-Amen and so forth.


  (One) That me and you will settle this matter together; i.e. to be Kings of Kafiristan.


  (Two) That you and me will not, while this matter is being settled, look at any Liquor, nor any Woman, black, white, or brown, so as to get mixed up with one or the other harmful.


  (Three) That we conduct ourselves with Dignity and Discretion, and if one of us gets into trouble the other will stay by him.


  Signed by you and me this day.


  Peachey Taliaferro Carnehan.


  Daniel Dravot.


  Both Gentlemen at Large.


  ‘There was no need for the last article,’ said Carnehan, blushing modestly; ‘but it looks regular. Now you know the sort of men that loafers are, we are loafers, Dan, until we get out of India, and do you think that we would sign a Contract like that unless we was in earnest? We have kept away from the two things that make life worth having.’


  ‘You won’t enjoy your lives much longer if you are going to try this idiotic adventure. Don’t set the office on fire,’ I said, ‘and go away before nine o’clock.’


  I left them still poring over the maps and making notes on the back of the ‘Contract.’


  ‘Be sure to come down to the Serai to­morrow,’ were their parting words.


  The Kumharsen Serai is the great foursquare sink of humanity where the strings of camels and horses from the North load and unload. All the nationalities of Central Asia may be found there, and most of the folk of India proper. Balkh and Bokhara there meet Bengal and Bombay, and try to draw eye-teeth. You can buy ponies, turquoises, Persian pussy-cats, saddle-bags, fat-tailed sheep, and musk in the Kumharsen Serai, and get many strange things for nothing. In the afternoon I went down to see whether my friends intended to keep their word or were lying there drunk.


  A priest attired in fragments of ribbons and rags stalked up to me, gravely twisting a child’s paper whirligig. Behind him was his servant bending under the load of a crate of mud toys. The two were loading up two camels, and the inhabitants of the Serai watched them with shrieks of laughter.


  ‘The priest is mad,’ said a horse-dealer to me. ‘He is going up to Kabul to sell toys to the Amir. He will either be raised to honour or have his head cut off. He came in here this morning and has been behaving madly ever since.’


  ‘The witless are under the protection of God,’ stammered a flat-cheeked Usbeg in broken Hindi. ‘They foretell future events.’


  ‘Would they could have foretold that my caravan would have been cut up by the Shinwaris almost within shadow of the Pass!’ grunted the Eusufzai agent of a Rajputana trading-house whose goods had been diverted into the hands of other robbers just across the Border, and whose misfortunes were the laughing-stock of the bazaar. ‘Ohe, priest, whence come you and whither do you go?’


  ‘From Roum have I come,’ shouted the priest, waving his whirligig; ‘from Roum, blown by the breath of a hundred devils across the sea! O thieves, robbers, liars, the blessing of Pir Khan on pigs, dogs, and perjurers! Who will take the Protected of God to the North to sell charms that are never still to the Amir? The camels shall not gall, the sons shall not fall sick, and the wives shall remain faithful while they are away, of the men who give me place in their caravan. Who will assist me to slipper the King of the Roos with a golden slipper with a silver heel? The protection of Pir Khan be upon his labours!’ He spread out the skirts of his gabardine and pirouetted between the lines of tethered horses.


  ‘There starts a caravan from Peshawar to Kabul in twenty days, Huzrut,’ said the Eusufzai trader. ‘My camels go therewith. Do thou also go and bring us good luck.’


  ‘I will go even now!’ shouted the priest. ‘I will depart upon my winged camels, and be at Peshawar in a day! Ho! Hazar Mir Khan,’ he yelled to his servant, ‘drive out the camels, but let me first mount my own.’


  He leaped on the back of his beast as it knelt, and, turning round to me, cried, ‘Come thou also. Sahib, a little along the road, and I will sell thee a charman amulet that shall make thee King of Kafiristan.’


  Then the light broke upon me and I followed the two camels out of the Serai till we reached open road and the priest halted.


  ‘What d’ you think o’ that?’ said he in English. ‘Camehan can’t talk their patter, so I’ve made him my servant. He makes a handsome servant. ‘T isn’t for nothing that I’ve been knocking about the country for fourteen years Didn’t I do that talk neat? We’ll hitch on to a caravan at Peshawar till we get to Jagdallak and then we’ll see if we can get donkeys for our camels and strike into Kafiristan Whirligigs for the Amir 0 Lor’! Put your hand under the camelbags and tell me what you feel.’


  I felt the butt of a Martini, and another and another.


  ‘Twenty of ‘em,’ said Dravot, placidly. Twenty of ‘em and ammunition to correspond, under the whirligigs and the mud dolls.’


  ‘Heaven help you if you are caught with those things!’ I said. ‘A Martini is worth her weight in silver among the Pathans.’


  ‘Fifteen hundred rupees of capital-every rupee we could beg, borrow, or steal-are invested on these two camels,’ said Dravot. ‘We won’t get caught. We’re going through the Khaiber with a regular caravan. Who’d touch a poor mad priest?’


  ‘Have you got everything you want?’ I asked, overcome with astonishment.


  ‘Not yet, but we shall soon. Give us a momento of your kindness, Brother. You did me a service yesterday, and that time in Marwar. Half my Kingdom shall you have, as the saying is’ I slipped a small charm compass from my watch-chain and handed it up to the priest.


  ‘Good-bye,’ said Dravot, giving me hand cautiously. ‘It’s the last time we’ll shake hands with an Englishman these many days. Shake hands with him, Camehan,’ he cried, as the second camel passed me.


  Camehan leaned down and shook hands. Then the camels passed away along the dusty road, and I was left alone to wonder. My eye could detect no failure in the disguises. The scene in the Serai proved that they were complete to the native mind. There was just the chance, therefore, that Carnehan and Dravot would be able to wander through Afghanistan without detection. But beyond, they would find death-certain and awful death.


  Ten days later a native correspondent, giving me the news of the day from Peshawar, wound up his letter with: ‘There has been much laughter here on account of a certain mad priest who is going in his estimation to sell petty gauds and insignificant trinkets which he ascribes as great charms to H.H. the Amir of Bokhara. He passed through Peshawar and associated himself to the Second Summer caravan that goes to Kabul. The merchants are pleased because through superstition they imagine that such mad fellows bring good fortune.’


  The two, then, were beyond the Border. I would have prayed for them, but that night a real King died in Europe, and demanded an obituary notice.


  The wheel of the world swings through the same phases again and again. Summer passed and winter thereafter, and came and passed again. The daily paper continued and I with it, and upon the third summer there fell a hot night, a night issue, and a strained waiting for something to be telegraphed from the other side of the world, exactly as had happened before. A few great men had died in the past two years the machines worked with more clatter, and some of the trees in the office garden were a few feet taller. But that was all the difference.


  I passed over to the press-room, and went through just such a scene as I have already described. The nervous tension was stronger than it had been two years before, and I felt the heat more acutely. At three o’clock I cried, ‘Print off,’ and turned to go, when there crept to my chair what was left of a man. He was bent into a circle, his head was sunk between his shoulders, and he moved his feet one over the other like a bear. I could hardly see whether he walked or crawled-this rag-wrapped whining cripple who addressed me by name crying that he was come back. ‘Can you give me a drink?’ he whimpered. ‘For the Lord’s sake, give me a drink!’


  I went back to the office, the man following with’groans of pain, and I turned up the lamp.


  ‘Don’t you know me?’ he gasped, dropping into a chair, and he turned his drawn face, surmounted by a shock of gray hair, to the light.


  I looked at him intently. Once before had I seen eyebrows that met over the nose in an inch-broad black band, but for the life of me I could not tell where.


  ‘I don’t know you,’ I said, handing him the whisky. ‘What can I do for you?’


  He took a gulp of the spirit raw, and shivered in spite of the suffocating heat.


  ‘I’ve come back,’ he repeated; ‘and I was the King of Kafiristan-me and Dravot-crowned Kings we was! In this office we settled it-you setting there and giving us the books. I am Peachey,-Peachey Taliaferro Carnehan-and you’ve been setting here ever since-0 Lord!’


  I was more than a little astonished, and expressed my feelings accordingly.


  ‘It’s true,’ said Carnehan, with a dry cackle, nursing his feet, which were wrapped in rags –‘true as gospel. Kings we were, with crowns upon our heads-me and Dravot – poor Dan – oh, poor, poor Dan, that would never take advice, not though I begged of him!’


  ‘Take the whisky,’ I said, ‘and take your own time. Tell me all you can recollect of everything from beginning to end. You got across the Border on your camels, Dravot dressed as a mad priest and you his servant. Do you remember that?’


  ‘1 ain’t mad-yet, but I shall be that way soon. Of course I remember. Keep looking at me, or maybe my words will go all to pieces. Keep looking at me in my eyes and don’t say anything.’


  I leaned forward and looked into his face as steadily as I could. He dropped one hand upon the table and I grasped it by the wrist. It was twisted like a bird’s claw, and upon the back was a ragged, red diamond-shaped scar.


  ‘No, don’t look there. Look at me,’ said Camehan. ‘That comes afterward, but for the Lord’s sake don’t distrack me. We left with that caravan, me and Dravot playing all sorts of antics to amuse the people we were with. Dravot used to make us laugh in the evenings when all the people was cooking their dinnerr-cooking their dinners, and…what did tney do then? They lit little fires with sparks that went into Dravot’s beard, and we all laughed-fit to die. Little red fires they was, going into Dravot’s big red beard – so funny.’ His eyes left mine and he smiled foolishly.


  ‘You went as far as Jagdallak with that caravan,’ I said, at a venture, ‘after you had lit those fires. To Jagdallak, where you turned off to try to get into Kafiristan.’


  ‘No, we didn’t, neither. What are you talking about? We turned off before Jagdallak, because we heard the roads was good. But they wasn’t good enough for our two camels-mine and Dravot’s. When we left the caravan, Dravot took off all his clothes and mine too, and said we would be heathen, because the Kafirs didn’t allow Mohammedans to talk to them. So we dressed betwixt and between, and such a sight as Daniel Dravot I never saw yet nor expect to see again. He burned half his beard, and slung a sheepskin over his shoulder, and shaved his head into patterns. He shaved mine too, and made me wear outrageous things to look like a heathen. That was in a most mountaineous country, and our camels couldn’t go along any more because of the mountains. They were tall and black, and coming home I saw them fight like wild goats – there are lots of goats in Kafiristan And these mountains, they never keep still, no more than the goats Always fighting they are, and don’t let you sleep at night.’


  ‘Take some more whisky,’ I said, very slowly. ‘What did you and Daniel Dravot do when the camels could go no farther because of the rough roads that led into Kafiristan?’


  ‘What did which do? There was a party called Peachey Taliaferro Camehan that was with Dravot. Shall I tell you about him? He died out there in the cold. Slap from the bridge fell old Peachey turning and twisting in the air like a penny whirligig that you can sell to the Amir. No; they was two for three ha’pence those whirligigs or I am much mistaken and woful sore And then these camels were no use, and Peachey said to Dravot, For the Lords sake let’s get out of this before our heads are chopped off,’ and with that they killed the camels all among the mountains, not having anything in particular to eat, but first they took off the boxes with the guns and the ammunition, till two men came along driving four mules. Dravot up and dances in front of them, singing, ‘Sell me four mules.’ Says the first man, ‘If you are rich enough to buy, you are rich enough to rob;’ but before ever he could put his hand to his knife, Dravot breaks his neck over his knee, and the other party runs away. So Carnehan loaded the mules with the rifles that was taken off the camels, and together we starts forward into those bitter-cold mountaineous parts, and never a road broader than the back of your hand.’


  He paused for a moment, while I asked him if he could remember the nature of the country through which he had journeyed.


  ‘I am telling you as straight as I can, but my head isn’t as good as it might be. They drove nails through it to make me hear better how Dravot died. The country was mountaineous and the mules were most contrary, and the inhabitants was dispersed and solitary. They went up and up, and down and down, and that other party, Carnehan, was imploring of Dravot not to sing and whistle so loud, for fear of bringing down the tremenjus avalanches. But Dravot says that if a King couldn’t sing it wasn’t worth being King, and whacked the mules over the rump, and never took no heed for ten cold days. We came to a big level valley all among the mountains, and the mules were near dead, so we killed them, not having anything in special for them or us to eat. We sat upon the boxes and played odd and even with the cartridges that was jolted out.’


  ‘Then ten men with bows and arrows ran down that valley, chasing twenty men with bows and arrows, and the row was tremenjus. They was fair men-fairer than you or me – with yellow hair and remarkable well built. Says Dravot, unpacking the guns, This is the beginning of the business We’ll fight for the ten men and with that he fires two rifles at the twenty men, and drops one of them at two hundred yards from the rock where he was sitting.


  The other men began to run, but Carnehan and Dravot sits on the boxes picking them off at all ranges, up and down the valley. Then we goes up to the ten men that had run across the snow too, and they fires a footy little arrow at us. Dravot he shoots above their heads, and they all falls down flat Then he walks over them and kicks them and then he lifts them up and shakes hands all round to make them friendly like.


  He calls them and gives them the boxes to carry, and waves his hand for all the world as though he was King already. They takes the boxes and him across the valley and up the hill into a pine wood on the top, where there was half a dozen big stone idols. Dravot he goes to the biggest – a fellow they call Imbra – and lays a rifle and a cartridge at his feet, rubbing his nose respectfuly with his own nose, patting him on the head, and nods his head, and says, that’s all right. I’m in the know too, and these old jimjams are my friends.’ Then he opens his mouth and points down it, and when the first man brings him food, he says, ‘No;’ and when the second man brings him food, he says no;’ but when one of the old priests and the boss of the village brings him food, he says, ‘Yes;’ very haughty, and eats it slow. That was how he came to our first village without any trouble just as though we had tumbled from the skies But we tumbled from one of those damned rope-bridges you see and – you couldn’t expect a man to laugh much after that?’


  ‘Take some more whisky and go on,’ I said. ‘That was the first village you came into. How did you get to be King?’


  ‘I wasn’t King,’ said Carnehan. ‘Dravot he was the King, and a handsome man he looked with the gold crown on his head and all. Him and the other party stayed in that village, and every morning Dravot sat by the side of old Imbra, and the people came and worshipped. That was Dravot’s order. Then a lot of men came into the valley, and Carnehan Dravot picks them off with the rifles before they knew where they was, and runs down into the valley and up again the other side, and finds another village, same as the first one, and the people all falls down flat on their faces, and Dravot says, ‘Now what is the trouble between you two villages?’ and the people points to a woman, as fair as you or me.


  That was carried off, and Dravot takes her back to the first village and counts up the dead-eight there was. For each dead man Dravot pours a little milk on the ground and waves his arms like a whirligig, and That’s all right,’ says he.


  Then he and Carnehan takes the big boss of each village by the arm, and walks them down the valley, and shows them how to scratch a line with a spear right down the valley, and gives each a sod of turf from both sides of the line. Then all the people comes down and shouts like the devil and all, and Dravot says, ‘Go and dig the land, and be fruitful and multiply,’ which they did, though they didn’t understand. Then we asks the names of things in their lingo-bread and water and fire and idols and such; and Dravot leads the priest of each village up to the idol, and says he must sit there and judge the people, and if anything goes wrong he is to be shot.


  ‘Next week they was all turning up the land in the valley as quiet as bees and much prettier, and the priests heard all the complaints and told Dravot in dumb-show what it was about. That’s just the beginning,’ says Dravot. They think we’re Gods.’ He and Carnehan picks out twenty good men and shows them how to click off a rifle and form fours and advance in line; and they was very pleased to do so, and clever to see the hang of it Then he takes out his pipe and his baccy-pouch and leaves one at one village and one at the other, and off we two goes to see what was to be done in the next valley That was all rock and there was a little village there and Carnehan says ‘Send em to the old valley to plant’ and takes ‘em there and gives ‘em some land that wasn’t took before.


  They were a poor lot, and we blooded ‘em with a kid before letting ‘em into the new Kingdom. That was to impress the people, and then they settled down quiet, and Carnehan went back to Dravot, who had got into another valley, all snow and ice and most mountaineous. There was no people there, and the Army got afraid; so Dravot shoots one of them, and goes on till he finds some people in a village, and the Army explains that unless the people wants to be killed they had better not shoot their little matchlocks, for they had matchlocks. We makes friends with the priest, and I stays there alone with two of the Army, teaching the men how to drill; and a thundering big Chief comes across the snow with kettledrums and horns twanging, because he heard there was a new God kicking about. Carnehan sights for the brown of the men half a mile across the snow and wings one of them. Then he sends a message to the Chief that, unless he wished to be killed, he must come and shake hands with me and leave his arms behind.


  The Chief comes alone first, and Carnehan shakes hands with him and whirls his arms about, same as Dravot used, and very much surprised that Chief was, and strokes my eyebrows. Then Carnehan goes alone to the Chief, and asks him in dumb-show if he had an enemy he hated. ‘1 have,’ says the chief. So Carnehan weeds out the pick of his men, and sets the two of the Army to show them drill, and at the end of two weeks the men can manoeuvre about as well as Volunteers. So he marches with the Chief to a great big plain on the top of a mountain, and the Chief’s men rushes into a village and takes it; we three Martinis firing into the brown of the enemy. So we took that village too, and I gives the Chief a rag from my coat and says, ‘Occupy till I come;’ which was scriptural By way of a reminder, when me and the Army was eighteen hundred yards away I drops a bullet near him standing on the snow and all the people falls flat on their faces Then I sends a letter to Dravot wherever he be by land or by sea.’


  At the risk of throwing the creature out of train I interrupted: ‘How could you write a letter up yonder?’


  ‘The letter? – oh! – the letter! Keep looking at me between the eyes, please. It was a string-talk letter, that we’d learned the way of it from a blind beggar in the Punjab.’


  I remember that there had once come to the office a blind man with a knotted twig, and a piece of string which he wound round the twig according to some cipher of his own. He could, after the lapse of days or hours, repeat the sentence which he had reeled up. He had reduced the alphabet to eleven primitive sounds, and tried to teach me his method, but I could not understand.


  ‘I sent that letter to Dravot,’ said Carnehan, and told him to come back because this Kingdom was growing too big for me to handle; and then I struck for the first valley, to see how the priests were working. They called the village we took along with the Chief, Bashkai, and the first village we took, Er-Heb. The priests at Er-Heb was doing all right, but they had a lot of pending cases about land to show me, and some men from another village had been firing arrows at night. I went out and looked for that village, and fired four rounds at it from a thousand yards. That used all the cartridges I cared to spend, and I waited for Dravot, who had been away two or three months, and I kept my people quiet.


  ‘One morning I heard the devil’s own noise of drums and horns, and Dan Dravot marches down the hill with his Army and a tail of hundreds of men, and, which was the most amazing, a great gold crown on his head. ‘My Gord, Carnehan,’ says Daniel, ‘this is a tremenjus business, and we’ve got the whole country as far as it’s worth having. I am the son of Alexander by Queen Semiramis, and you’re my younger brother and a God too! It’s the biggest thing we’ve ever seen. I’ve been marching and fighting for six weeks with the Army, and every footy little village for fifty miles has come in rejoiceful; and more than that, I’ve got the key of the whole show, as you’ll see and I’ve got a crown for you! I told em to make two of em at a place called Shu, where the gold lies in the rock like suet in mutton Gold I’ve seen and turquoise I’ve kicked out of the cliffs and there’s garnets in the sands of the river and here’s a chunk of amber that a man brought me. Call up all the priests and, here, take your crown.’


  ‘One of the men opens a black hair bag, and I slips the crown on. It was too small and too heavy, but I wore it for the glory. Hammered gold it was-five pounds weight, like a hoop of a barrel.’


  ‘‘Peachey,’ says Dravot, ‘we don’t want to fight no more. The Craft’s the trick, so help me!’ and he brings forward that same Chief that I left at Bashkai-Billy Fish we called him afterward, because he was so like Billy Fish that drove the big tank-engine at Mach on the Bolan in the old days. Shake hands with him,’ says Dravot: and I shook hands and nearly dropped, for Billy Fish gave me the Grip. I said nothing, but tried him with the Fellow-craft Grip. He answers all right, and I tried the Master’s Grip, but that was a slip. ‘A Fellow-craft he is!’ I says to Dan. ‘Does he know the word?’


  ‘He does,’ says Dan, ‘and all the priests know. It’s a miracle! The Chiefs and the priests can work a Fellow-craft Lodge in a way that’s very like ours, and they’ve cut the marks on the rocks, but they don’t know the Third Degree, and they’ve come to find out. It’s Gord’s Truth. I’ve known these long years that the Afghans knew up to the Fellow-craft Degree, but this is a miracle. A God and a Grand Master of the Craft am I, and a Lodge in the Third Degree I will open, and we’ll raise the head priests and the Chiefs of the villages.’


  ‘‘It’s against all the law,’ I says, ‘holding a Lodge without warrant from any one; and you know we never held office in any Lodge’.’


  ‘‘It’s a master stroke o’ policy,’ says Dravot. ‘It means running the country as easy as a four-wheeled bogie on a down grade. We can’t stop to inquire now, or they’ll turn against us. I’ve forty Chiefs at my heel, and passed and raised according to their merit they shall be. Billet these men on the villages, and see that we run up a Lodge of some kind. The temple of Imbra will do for a Lodge-room. The women must make aprons as you show them. I’ll hold a levee of Chiefs to-night and Lodge tomorrow.’


  ‘I was fair run off my legs, but I wasn’t such a fool as not to see what a pull this Craft business gave us. I showed the priests’ families how to make aprons of the degrees, but for Dravot’s apron the blue border and marks was made of turquoise lumps on white hide, not cloth. We took a great square stone in the temple for the Master’s chair, and little stones for the officer’s chairs, and painted the black pavement with white squares, and did what we could to make things regular.’


  ‘At the levee which was held that night on the hillside with big bonfires, Dravot gives out that him and me were Gods and sons of Alexander, and Passed Grand Masters in the Craft, and was come to make Kafiristan a country where every man should eat in peace and drink in quiet, and specially obey us. Then the Chiefs come round to shake hands, and they were so hairy and white and fair it was just shaking hands with old friends. We gave them names according as they was like men we had known in India-Billy Fish, Holly Dilworth, Pikky Kergan, that was Bazaar-master when I was at Mhow, and so on, and so on.’


  ‘The most amazing miracles was at Lodge next night. One of the old priests was watching us continuous, and I felt uneasy, for I knew we’d have to fudge the Ritual, and I didn’t know what the men knew. The old priest was a stranger come in from beyond the village of Bashkai. The minute Dravot puts on the Master’s apron that the girls had made for him, the priest fetches a whoop and a howl, and tries to overturn the stone that Dravot was sitting on. ‘It’s all up now,’ I says. That comes of meddling with the Craft without warrant!’ Dravot never winked an eye, not when ten priests took and tilted over the Grand Master’s chair – which was to say, the stone of Imbra.


  The priest begins rubbing the bottom end of it to clear away the black dirt, and presently he shows all the other priests the Master’s Mark, same as was on Dravot’s apron, cut into the stone. Not even the priests of the temple of Imbra knew it was there. The old chap falls flat on his face at Dravot’s feet and kisses ‘em. ‘Luck again,’ says Dravot, across the Lodge, to me; ‘they say it’s the missing Mark that no one could understand the why of. We’re more than safe now.’ Then he bangs the butt of his gun for a gavel and says, ‘By virtue of the authority vested in me by my own right hand and the help of Peachey I declare myself Grand Master of all Freemasonry in Kafiristan in this the Mother Lodge o’ the country and King of Kafiristan equally with Peachey!’ At that he puts on his crown and I puts on mine – I was doing Senior Warden – and we opens the Lodge in most ample form It was an amazing miracle! The priests moved in Lodge through the first two degrees almost without telling as if the memory was coming back to them.


  After that Peachey and Dravot raised such as was worthy-high, priests and Chiefs of far-off villages. Billy Fish was the first, and I can tell you we scared the soul out of him. It was not in any way according to Ritual, but it served our turn. We didn’t raise more than ten of the biggest men, because we didn’t want to make the Degree common. And they was clamouring to be raised.


  ‘‘In another six months,’ says Dravot, we’ll hold another Communication and see how you are working.’ Then he asks them about their villages, and learns that they was fighting one against the other, and were sick and tired of it. And when they wasn’t doing that they was fighting with the Mohammedans. ‘You can fight those when they come into our country,’ says Dravot. Tell off every tenth man of your tribes for a Frontier guard, and send two hundred at a time to this valley to be drilled. Nobody is going to be shot or speared any more so long as he does well, and I know that you won’t cheat me, because you’re white people – sons of Alexander – and not like common black Mohammedans. You are my people, and, by God,’ says he, running off into English at the end. ‘I’ll make a damned fine Nation of you, or I’ll die in the making!’’


  ‘I can’t tell all we did for the next six months, because Dravot did a lot I couldn’t see the hang of, and he learned their lingo in a way I never could. My work was to help the people plough, and now and again go out with some of the Army and see what the other villages were doing, and make ‘em throw rope bridges across the ravines which cut up the country horrid. Dravot was very kind to me, but when he walked up and down in the pine wood pulling that bloody red beard of his with both fists I knew he was thinking plans I could not advise about, and I just waited for orders.’


  ‘But Dravot never showed me disrespect before the people. They were afraid of me and the Army, but they loved Dan. He was the best of friends with the priests and the Chiefs; but any one could come across the hills with a complaint, and Dravot would hear him out fair, and call four priests together and say what was to be done. He used to call in Billy Fish from Bashkai, and Pikky Kergan from Shu, and an old Chief we called Kafuzelum – it was like enough to his real name,-and hold councils with ‘em when there was any fighting to be done in small villages. That was his Council of War, and the four priests of Bashkai, Shu, Khawak, and Madora was his Privy Council. Between the lot of em they sent me, with forty men and twenty rifles, and sixty men carrying turquoises, into the Ghorband country to buy those hand­made Martini rifles, that come out of the Amir’s workshops at Kabul, from one of the Amir’s Herati regiments that would have sold the very teeth out of their mouths for turquoises.’


  ‘I stayed in Ghorband a month, and gave the Governor there the pick of my baskets for hush-money, and bribed the Colonel of the regiment some more, and, between the two and the tribes-people, we got more than a hundred hand-made Martinis, a hundred good Kohat Jezails that’ll throw to six hundred yards, and forty man-loads of very bad ammunition for the rifles. I came back with what I had, and distributed ‘em among the men that the Chiefs sent in to me to drill. Dravot was too busy to attend to those things, but the old Army that we first made helped me, and we turned out five hundred men that could drill, and two hundred that knew how to hold arms pretty straight. Even those cork­screwed, hand-made guns was a miracle to them. Dravot talked big about powder-shops and factories, walking up and down in the pine wood when the winter was coming on.


  ‘‘I won’t make a Nation,’ says he. ‘I’ll make an Empire!’ These men aren’t niggers; they’re English! Look at their eyes-look at their mouths. Look at the way they stand up. They sit on chairs in their own houses. They’re the Lost Tribes, or something like it, and they’ve grown to be English. I’ll take a census in the spring if the priests don’t get frightened. There must be a fair two million of ‘em in these hills. The villages are full o’ little children.’


  Two million people-two hundred and fifty thousand fighting men-and all English! They only want the rifles and a little drilling. Two hundred and fifty thousand men, ready to cut in on Russia’s right flank when she tries for India! Peachey, man, he says, chewing his beard in great hunks, we shall be Emperors-Emperors of the Earth! Rajah Brooke will be a suckling to us I’ll treat with the Viceroy on equal terms I’ll ask him to send me twelve picked English-twelve that I know of-to help us govern a bit There’s Mackray Serjeant Pensioner at Segowli-many’s the good dinner he’s given me and his wife a pair of trousers There’s Donkin the Warder of Tounghoo Jail; there’s hundreds that I could lay my hand on if I was in India. The Viceroy shall do it for me; I’ll send a man through in the spring for those men, and I’ll write for a dispensation from the Grand Lodge for what I’ve done as Grand Master. That-and all the Sniders that’ll be thrown out when the native troops in India take up the Martini.


  They’ll be worn smooth, but they’ll do for fighting in these hills. Twelve English, a hundred thousand Sniders run through the Amir’s country in driblets – I’d be content with twenty thousand in one year-and we’d be an Empire. When everything was shipshape I’d hand over the crown-this crown I’m wearing now-to Queen Victoria on my knees, and she’d say, ‘Rise up, Sir Daniel Dravot.’ Oh, it’s big! It’s big, I tell you! But there’s so much to be done in every place-Bashkai, Khawak, Shu, and everywhere else.’


  ‘What is it?’ I says. ‘There are no more men coming in to be drilled this autumn. Look at those fat black clouds. They’re bringing the snow.’


  ‘It isn’t that,’ says Daniel, putting his hand very hard on my shoulder; ‘and I don’t wish to say anything that’s against you, for no other living man would have followed me and made me what I am as you have done. You’re a first-class Commander-in-Chief, and the people know you; but-ifs a big country, and somehow you can’t help me, Peachey, in the way I want to be helped.’


  ‘Go to your blasted priests, then!’ I said, and I was sorry when I made that remark, but it did hurt me sore to find Daniel talking so superior, when I’d drilled all the men and done all he told me.’


  ‘Don’t let’s quarrel, Peachey,’ says Daniel, without cursing. ‘You’re a King too, and the half of this Kingdom is yours; but cant you see, Peachey, we want cleverer men than us now-three or four of em, that we can scatter about for our Deputies. It’s a hugeous great State, and I can’t always tell the right thing to do, and I haven’t time for all I want to do, and here’s the winter coming on and all.’ He put half his beard into his mouth, all red like the gold of his crown.’


  ‘Tm sorry. Daniel,’ says I. ‘I’ve done all I could. I’ve drilled the men and shown the people how to stack their oats better; and I’ve brought in those tinware rifles from Ghorband – but I know what you’re driving at. I take it Kings always feel oppressed that way.’


  ‘There’s another thing too,’ says Dravot, walking up and down. The winter’s coming, and these people won’t be giving much trouble, and if they do we can’t move about. I want a wife.’


  ‘‘For Gord’s sake leave the women alone!’ I says. ‘We’ve both got all the work we can, though I am a fool. Remember the Contrack, and keep clear o’ women.’


  ‘The Contrack only lasted till such time as we was Kings; and Kings we have been these months past,’ says Dravot, weighing his crown in his hand. ‘You go get a wife too, Peachey – a nice, strappin’, plump girl that’ll keep you warm in the winter. They’re prettier than English girls, and we can take the pick of ‘em. Boil ‘em once or twice in hot water, and they’ll come out like chicken and ham.’


  ‘‘Don’t tempt me!’ I says. ‘I will not have any dealings with a woman, not till we are a dam’ side more settled than we are now. I’ve been doing the work o’ two men, and you’ve been doing the work of three. Let’s lie off a bit, and see if we can get some better tobacco from Afghan country and run in some good liquor; and no women.’


  ‘‘Who’s talking o’ women?’ says Dravot. ‘I said wife – a Queen to breed a King’s son for the King. A Queen out of the strongest tribe, that’ll make them your blood-brothers, and that’ll lie by your side and tell you all the people thinks about you and their own affairs. That’s what I want.’


  ‘Do you remember that Bengali woman I kept at Mogul Serai when I was a plate-layer?’ says I. ‘A fat lot o’ good she was to me. She taught me the lingo and one or two other things; but what happened? She ran away with the Station-master’s servant and half my month’s pay. Then she turned up at Dadur Junction in tow of a half-caste, and had the impidence to say I was her husband – all among the drivers in the running-shed too!’’


  ‘We’ve done with that.’ says Dravot; ‘these women are whiter than you or me, and a Queen I will have for the winter months.’


  ‘‘For the last time o’ asking, Dan, do not,’ I says. ‘It’ll only bring us harm. The Bible says that Kings ain’t to waste their strength on women, ‘specially when they’ve got a new raw Kingdom to work over.’


  ‘‘For the last time of answering, I will,’ said Dravot, and he went away through the pine-trees looking like a big red devil, the sun being on his crown and beard and all.’


  ‘But getting a wife was not as easy as Dan thought. He put it before the Council, and there was no answer till Billy Fish said that he’d better ask the girls. Dravot damned them all round. What’s wrong with me?’ he shouts, standing by the idol Imbra. ‘Am I a dog, or am I not enough of a man for your wenches? Haven’t I put the shadow of my hand over this country? Who stopped the last Afghan raid?’ It was me really, but Dravot was too angry to remember. ‘Who bought your guns? Who repaired the bridges? Who’s the Grand Master of the sign cut in the stone?’ says he, and he thumped his hand on the block that he used to sit on in Lodge, and at Council, which opened like Lodge always. Billy Fish said nothing, and no more did the others. ‘Keep your hair on, Dan,’ said I, ‘and ask the girls. That’s how it’s done at Home, and these people are quite English.’


  ‘The marriage of the King is a matter of State,’ says Dan, in a white-hot rage, for he could feel, I hope, that he was going against his better mind He walked out of the Council-room, and the others sat still, looking at the ground.’


  ‘Billy Fish,’ says I to the Chief of Bashkai, what’s the difficulty here? A straight answer to a true friend.’


  ‘You know,’ says Billy Fish. ‘How should a man tell you who knows everything? How can daughters of men marry Gods or Devils? It’s not proper.’


  ‘I remembered something like that in the Bible; but, if after seeing us as long as they had, they still believed we were Gods, it wasn’t for me to undeceive them.’


  ‘‘A God can do anything,’ says I. ‘If the King is fond of a girl he’ll not let her die.’


  ‘She’ll have to,’ said Billy Fish.’


  ‘There are all sorts of Gods and Devils in these mountains, and now and again a girl marries one of them and isn’t seen any more. Besides, you two know the Mark cut in the stone. Only the Gods know that. We thought you were men till you showed the sign of the Master.’


  ‘I wished then that we had explained about the loss of the genuine secrets of a Master Mason at the first go-off; but I said nothing. All that night there was a blowing of horns in a little dark temple half-way down the hill, and I heard the girl crying fit to die. One of the priests told us that she was being prepared to marry the King.’


  ‘Til have no nonsense of that kind,’ says Dan. ‘I don’t want to interfere with your customs, but I’ll take my own wife.’


  ‘The girl’s a little bit afraid,’ says the priest. ‘She thinks she’s going to die, and they are a-heartening of her up down in the temple.’


  ‘‘Hearten her very tender, then,’ says Dravot, ‘or I’ll hearten you with the butt of a gun so you’ll never want to be heartened again.’ He licked his lips, did Dan, and stayed up walking about more than half the night, thinking of the wife that he was going to get in the morning. I wasn’t any means comfortable, for I knew that dealings with a woman in foreign parts, though you was a crowned King twenty times over, could not but be risky I got up very early in the morning while Dravot was asleep and I saw the priests talking together in whispers, and the Chiefs talking together too, and they looked at me out of the corners of their eyes.’


  ‘‘What is up, Fish?’ I say to the Bashkai man, who was wrapped up in his furs and looking splendid to behold.’


  ‘I can’t rightly say,’ says he; ‘but if you can make the King drop all this nonsense about marriage, you’ll be doing him and me and yourself a great service.’


  ‘That I do believe,’ says I. ‘But sure, you know, Billy, as well as me, having fought against and for us, that the King and me are nothing more than two of the finest men that God Almighty ever made. Nothing more, I do assure you.’


  ‘That may be,’ says Billy Fish, ‘and yet I should be sorry if it was.’ He sinks his head upon his great fur cloak for a minute and thinks. ‘King,’ says he, be you man or God or Devil. I’ll stick by you today. I have twenty of my men with me, and they will follow me. We’ll go to Bashkai until the storm blows over.’


  ‘A little snow had fallen in the night, and everything was white except the greasy fat clouds that blew down and down from the north. Dravot came out with his crown on his head, swinging his arms and stamping his feet, and looking more pleased than Punch.’


  ‘‘For the last time, drop it, Dan,’ says I, in a whisper; ‘Billy Fish here says that there wili be a row.’


  ‘‘A row among my people!’ says Dravot. ‘Not much. Peachey, you’re a fool not to get a wife too. Where’s the girl?’ says he, with a voice as loud as the braying of a jackass. ‘Call up all the Chiefs and priests, and let the Emperor see if his wife suits him.’


  There was no need to call any one. They were all there leaning on their guns and spears round the clearing in the centre of the pine wood. A lot of priests went down to the little temple to bring up the girl, and the horns blew fit to wake the dead. Billy Fish saunters round and gets as close to Daniel as he could, and behind him stood his twenty men with matchlocks – not a man of them under six feet. I was next to Dravot, and behind me was twenty men of the regular Army. Up comes the girl, and a strapping wench she was, covered with silver and turquoises, but white as death, and looking back every minute at the priests.’


  ‘‘She’ll do,’ said Dan, looking her over. ‘What’s to be afraid of, lass? Come and kiss me.’ He puts his arm round her. She shuts her eyes, gives a bit of a squeak, and down goes her face in the side of Dan’s flaming-red beard.’


  ‘The slut’s bitten me!’ says he, clapping his hand to his neck, and, sure enough, his hand was red with blood. Billy Fish and two of his matchlock men catches hold of Dan by the shoulders and drags him into the Bashkai lot, while the priests howls in their lingo, ‘Neither God nor Devil, but a man!’ I was all taken aback, for a priest cut at me in front, and the Army behind began firing into the Bashkai men.’


  ‘‘God Amighty!’ says Dan, what is the meaning o’ this?’


  ‘Come back! Come away!’ says Billy Fish. Ruin and Mutiny is the matter. We’ll break for Bashkai if we can.’


  ‘I tried to give some sort of orders to my men – the men o’ the regular Army – but it was no use, so I fired into the brown of em with an English Martini and drilled three beggars in a line. The valley was full of shouting, howling creatures, and every soul was shrieking, Not a God nor a Devil, but only a man!’ The Bashkai troops stuck to Billy Fish all they were worth, but their matchlocks wasn’t half as good as the Kabul breech-loaders, and four of them dropped. Dan was bellowing like a bull, for he was very wrathy; and Billy Fish had a hard job to prevent him running out at the crowd.’


  ‘‘We can’t stand,’ says Billy Fish. ‘Make a run for it down the valley! The whole place is against us.’ The matchlock-men ran, and we went down the valley in spite of Dravot. He was swearing horrible and crying out that he was a King. The priests rolled great stones on us, and the regular Army fired hard, and there wasn’t more than six men, not counting Dan, Billy Fish, and Me, that came down to the bottom of the valley alive.’


  ‘Then they stopped firing, and the horns in the temple blew again. Come away-for Gord’s sake come away!’ says Billy Fish. They’ll send runners out to all the villages before ever we get to Bashkai. I can protect you there, but I can’t do anything now.’


  ‘My own notion is that Dan began to go mad in his head from that hour. He stared up and down like a stuck pig. Then he was all for walking back alone and killing the priests with his bare hands; which he could have done. ‘An Emperor am I,’ says Daniel, and next year I shall be a Knight of the Queen.’


  ‘‘All right, Dan,’ says I; ‘but come along now while there’s time.’


  ‘‘It’s your fault,’ says he, ‘for not looking after your Army better. There was mutiny in the midst, and you didn’t know-you damned engine-driving, plate-laying, missionary’s-pass-hunting hound!’ He sat upon a rock and called me every foul name he could lay tongue to. I was too heart-sick to care, though it was all his foolishness that brought the smash.’


  ‘Tm sorry, Dan,’ says 1, ‘but there’s no accounting for natives. This business is our Fifty-seven. Maybe we’ll make something out of it yet, when we’ve got to Bashkai.’


  ‘Let’s get to Bashkai, then,’ says Dan, and, by God, when I come back here again I11 sweep the valley so there isn’t a bug in a blanket left!’’


  ‘We walked all that day, and all that night Dan was stumping up and down on the snow, chewing his beard and muttering to himself.’


  ‘There’s no hope o’ getting clear,’ said Billy Fish. ‘The priests have sent runners to the villages to say that you are only men. Why didn’t you stick on as Gods till things was more settled? I’m a dead man,’ says Billy Fish, and he throws himself down on the snow and begins to pray to his Gods.’


  ‘Next morning we was in a cruel bad country-ail up and down, no level ground at all, and no food, either. The six Bashkai men looked at Billy Fish hungry-way as if they wanted to ask something, but they never said a word. At noon we came to the top of a flat mountain ail covered with snow, and when we climbed up into it, behold, there was an Army in position waiting in the middle!’


  ‘The runners have been very quick,’ says Billy Fish, with a little bit of a laugh. They are waiting for us.’


  ‘Three or four men began to fire from the enemy’s side, and a chance shot took Daniel in the calf of the leg. That brought him to his senses. He looks across the snow at the Army, and sees the rifles that we had brought into the country.’


  ‘‘We’re done tor.’ says he. They are Englishmen, these people-and it’s my blasted nonsense that has brought you to this. Get back, Billy Fish, and take your men away; you’ve done what you could, and now cut for it. Carnehan,’ says he, ‘shake hands with me and go along with Billy, Maybe they won’t kill you. I11 go and meet ‘em alone. Its me that did it! Me, the King!’


  ‘‘Go!’ says I. ‘Go to Hell, Dan! I’m with you here. Billy Fish, you clear out, and we two will meet those folk.’


  ‘‘I’m a Chief,’ says Billy Fish, quite quiet. ‘I stay with you. My men can go.’


  ‘The Bashkai fellows didn’t wait for a second word but ran off, and Dan and Me and Billy Fish walked across to where the drums were drumming and the horns were horning. It was cold-awful cold. I’ve got that cold in the back of my head now. There’s a lump of it there.’


  The punka-coolies had gone to sleep. Two kerosene lamps were blazing in the office, and the perspiration poured down my face and splashed on the blotter as I leaned forward. Carnehan was shivering, and I feared that his mind might go. I wiped my face, took a fresh grip of the piteously mangled hands, and said, ‘What happened after that?’


  The momentary shift of my eyes had broken the clear current.


  ‘What was you pleased to say?’ whined Carnehan. ‘They took them without any sound. Not a little whisper all along the snow, not though the King knocked down the first man that set hand on him – not though old Peachey fired his last cartridge into the brown of ‘em. Not a single solitary sound did those swines make. They just closed up tight, and I tell you their furs stunk. There was a man called Billy Fish, a good friend of us all, and they cut his throat, Sir, then and there, like a pig; and the King kicks up the bloody snow and says, ‘We’ve had a dashed fine run for our money. What’s coming next?’’


  But Peachey, Peachey Taliaferro, I tell you, Sir, in confidence as betwixt two friends, he lost his head, Sir. No, he didn’t, neither. The King lost his head, so he did, all along o’ one of those cunning rope bridges. Kindly let me have the paper-cutter, Sir. It tilted this way. They marched him a mile across that snow to a rope bridge over a ravine with a river at the bottom. You may have seen such. They prodded him behind like an ox. ‘Damn your eyes!’ says the King. D’ you suppose I can’t die like a gentleman?’ He turns to Peachey-Peachey that was crying like a child.


  ‘I’ve brought you to this, Peachey,’ says he. ‘Brought you out of your happy life to be killed in Kafiristan, where you was late Commande-in-Chief of the Emperor’s forces. Say you forgive me, Peachey.’


  ‘I do,’ says Peachey. ‘Fully and freely do I forgive you, Dan.’


  ‘Shake hands. Peachey,’ says he. I’m going now.’ Out he goes, looking neither right nor left, and when he was plumb in the middle of those dizzy dancing ropes, ‘Cut you beggars,’ he shouts;


  and they cut, and old Dan fell, turning round and round and round, twenty thousand miles, for he took half an hour to fall till he struck the water, and I could see his body caught on a rock with the gold crown close beside.


  ‘But do you know what they did to Peachey between two pine-trees? They crucified him, Sir, as Peachey’s hand will show. They used wooden pegs for his hands and feet; but he didn’t die. He hung there and screamed, and they took him down next day, and said it was a miracle that he wasn’t dead. They took him down-poor old Peachey that hadn’t done them any harm – that hadn’t done them any.’


  He rocked to and fro and wept bitterly, wiping his eyes with the back of his scarred hands and moaning like a child for some ten minutes.


  ‘They were cruel enough to feed him up in the temple, because they said he was more of a God than old Daniel that was a man. Then they turned him out on the snow, and told him to go home, and Peachey came home in about a year, begging along the roads quite safe; for Daniel Dravot he walked before and said, ‘Come along, Peachey. It’s a big thing we’re doing.’ The mountains they danced at night, and the mountains they tried to fall on Peachey’s head, but Dan he held up his hand, and Peachey came along bent double.


  He never let go of Dan’s hand, and he never let go of Dan’s head. They gave it to him as a present in the temple, to remind him not to come again; and though the crown was pure gold and Peachey was starving never would Peachey sell the same You know Dravot Sir! You knew Right Worshipful Brother Dravot! Look at him now!’


  He fumbled in the mass of rags round his bent waist; brought out a black horsehair bag embroidered with silver thread; and shook therefrom on to my table – the dried withered head of Daniel Dravot! The morning sun that had long been paling the lamps struck the red beard and blind sunken eyes- struck too a heavy circlet of gold studded with raw turquoises ‘that Carnehan placed tenderly on the battered temples.


  You be’old now,’ said Camehan, ‘the Emperor in his abit as he lived – the King of Kafiristan with his crown upon his head. Poor old Daniel that was a monarch once!’


  I shuddered, for, in spite of defacements manifold, I recognised the head of the man of Marwar Junction. Camehan rose to go. I attempted to stop him. He was not fit to walk abroad. ‘Let me take away the whisky, and give me a little money,’ he gasped. ‘I was a King once. I’ll go to the Deputy Commissioner and ask to set in the Poorhouse till I get my health. No, thank you, I can’t wait till you get a carriage for me. I’ve urgent private affairs-in the south-at Marwar.’


  He shambled out of the office and departed in the direction of the Deputy Commissioner’s house. That day at noon I had occasion to go down the blinding-hot Mall, and I saw a crooked man crawling along the white dust of the roadside, his hat in his hand, quavering dolorously after the fashion of street-singers at Home. There was not a soul in sight, and he was out of all possible earshot of the houses. And he sang through his nose, turning his head from right to left:


  ‘The Son of Man goes forth to war, A golden crown to gain; His blood-red banner streams afar-Who follows in His train?’ I waited to hear no more, but put the poor wretch into my carriage and drove him off to the nearest missionary for eventual transfer to the Asylum. He repeated the hymn twice while he was with me, whom he did not in the least recognise, and I left him singing it to the missionary.


  Two days later I inquired after his welfare of the Superintendent of the Asylum.


  ‘He was admitted suffering from sunstroke. He died early yesterday morning,’ said the Superintendent. ‘Is it true that he was half an hour bareheaded in the sun at midday?’


  ‘Yes,’ said I; ‘but do you happen to know if he had anything upon him by any chance when he died?’


  ‘Not to my knowledge,’ said the Superintendent. And there the matter rests.


  Abandoned


  By Guy de Maupassant


  I really think you must be mad, my dear, to go for a country walk in such weather as this. You have had some very strange notions for the last two months. You drag me to the seaside in spite of myself, when you have never once had such a whim during all the forty-four years that we have been married. You chose Fécamp, which is a very dull town, without consulting me in the matter, and now you are seized with such a rage for walking, you who hardly ever stir out on foot, that you want to take a country walk on the hottest day of the year. Ask d’Apreval to go with you, as he is ready to gratify all your whims. As for me, I am going back to have a nap.


  Madame de Cadour turned to her old friend and said:


  ‘Will you come with me, Monsieur d’Apreval?’


  He bowed with a smile, and with all the gallantry of former years:


  ‘1 will go wherever you go,’ he replied.


  ‘Very well, then, go and get a sunstroke,’ Monsieur de Cadour said; and he went back to the Hôtel des Bains to lie down for an hour or two.


  As soon as they were alone, the old lady and her old companion set off, and she said to him in a low voice, squeezing his hand:


  ‘At last! at last!’


  ‘You are mad,’ he said in a whisper. ‘I assure you that you are mad. Think of the risk you are running. If that man –’


  She started.


  ‘Oh! Henri, do not say that man, when you are speaking of him.’


  ‘Very well,’ he said abruptly, ‘if our son guesses anything, if he has any suspicions, he will have you, he will have us both in his power. You have got on without seeing him for the last forty years. What is the matter with you today?’


  They had been going up the long street that leads from the sea to the town, and now they turned to the right, to go to Etretat. The white road stretched in front of them under a blaze of brilliant sunshine, so they went on slowly in the burning heat. She had taken her old friend’s arm, and was looking straight in front of her, with a fixed and haunted gaze, and at last she said:


  ‘And so you have not seen him again, either?’


  ‘No, never.’


  ‘Is it possible?’


  ‘My dear friend, do not let us begin that discussion again. I have a wife and children and you have a husband, so we both of us have much to fear from other people’s opinion.’


  She did not reply; she was thinking of her long past youth and of many sad things that had occurred. How well she recalled all the details of their early friendship, his smiles, the way he used to linger, in order to watch her until she was indoors. What happy days they were, the only really delicious days she had ever enjoyed, and how quickly they were over!


  And then-her discovery – of the penalty she paid! What anguish!


  Of that journey to the South, that long journey, her sufferings, her constant terror, that secluded life in the small, solitary house on the shores of the Mediterranean, at the bottom of a garden, which she did not venture to leave. How well she remembered those long days which she spent lying under an orange tree, looking up at the round, red fruit, amid the green leaves. How she used to long to go out as far as the sea, whose fresh breezes came to her over the wail, and whose small waves she could hear lapping on the beach. She dreamed of its immense blue expanse sparkling under the sun, with the white sails of the small vessels, and a mountain on the horizon. But she did not dare to go outside the gate. Suppose anybody had recognized her!


  And those days of waiting, those last days of misery and expectation! The impending suffering, and then that terrible night! What misery she had endured, and what a night it was! How she had groaned and screamed! She could still see the pale face of her lover, who kissed her hand every moment, and the clean-shaven face of the doctor and the nurse’s white cap.


  And what she felt when she heard the child’s feeble cries, that wail, that first effort of a human’s voice!


  And the next day! the next day! the only day of her life on which she had seen and kissed her son; for, from that time, she had never even caught a glimpse of him.


  And what a long, void existence hers had been since then, with the thought of that child always, always floating before her. She had never seen her son, that little creature that had been part of herself, even once since then; they had taken him from her, carried him away, and had hidden him. All she knew was that he had been brought up by some peasants in Normandy, that he had become a peasant himself, had married well, and that his father whose name he did not know, had settled a handsome sum of money on him.


  How often during the last forty years had she wished to go and see him and to embrace him! She could not imagine to herself that he had grown! She always thought of that small human atom which she had held in her arms and pressed to her bosom for a day.


  How often she had said to M. d’Apreval: ‘I cannot bear it any longer; I must go and see him.’


  But he had always stopped her and kept her from going. She would be unable to restrain and to master herself; their son would guess it and take advantage of her, blackmail her; she would be lost.


  ‘What is he like?’ she said.


  ‘I do not know. I have not seen him again, either.’


  ‘Is it possible? To have a son and not to know him; to be afraid of him and to reject him as if he were a disgrace! It is horrible.’


  They went along the dusty road, overcome by the scorching sun, and continually ascending that interminable hill.


  ‘One might take it for a punishment,’ she continued; ‘I have never had another child, and I could no longer resist the longing to see him, which has possessed me for forty years. You men cannot understand that. You must remember that I shall not live much longer, and suppose I should never see him, never have seen him!…Is it possible? How could I wait so long? I have thought about him every day since, and what a terrible existence mine has been! I have never awakened, never, do you understand, without my first thoughts being of him, of my child. How is he? Oh, how guilty I feel toward him! Ought one to fear what the world may say in a case like this? I ought to have left everything to go after him, to bring him up and to show my love for him. I should certainly have been much happier, but I did not dare, I was a coward. How I have suffered! Oh, how those poor, abandoned children must hate their mothers!’


  She stopped suddenly, for she was choked by her sobs. The whole valley was deserted and silent in the dazzling light and the overwhelming heat, and only the grasshoppers uttered their shrill, continuous chirp among the sparse yellow grass on both sides of the road.


  ‘Sit down a little,’ he said.


  She allowed herself to be led to the side of the ditch and sank down with her face in her hands. Her white hair, which hung in curls on both sides of her face, had become tangled. She wept, overcome by profound grief, while he stood facing her, uneasy and not knowing what to say, and he merely murmured: ‘Come, take courage.’


  She got up.


  ‘I will,’ she said, and wiping her eyes, she began to walk again with the uncertain step of an elderly woman.


  A little farther on the road passed beneath a clump of trees, which hid a few houses, and they could distinguish the vibrating and regular blows of a blacksmith’s hammer on the anvil; and presently they saw a wagon standing on the right side of the road in front of a low cottage, and two men shoeing a horse under a shed.


  Monsieur d’Apreval went up to them.


  ‘Where is Pierre Benedict’s farm?’ he asked.


  ‘Take the road to the left, close to the inn, and then go straight on; it is the third house past Poret’s. There is a small spruce fir close to the gate; you cannot make a mistake.’


  They turned to the left. She was walking very slowly now, her legs threatened to give way, and her heart was beating so violently that she felt as if she should suffocate, while at every step she murmured, as if in prayer:


  ‘Oh! Heaven! Heaven!’


  Monsieur d’Apreval, who was also nervous and rather pale, said to her somewhat gruffly:


  ‘If you cannot manage to control your feelings, you will betray yourself at once. Do try and restrain yourself.’


  ‘How can I?’ she replied. ‘My child! When I think that I am going to see my child.’


  They were going along one of those narrow country lanes between farmyards, that are concealed beneath a double row of beech trees at either side of the ditches, and suddenly they found themselves in front of a gate, beside which there was a young spruce fir.


  ‘This is it,’ he said.


  She stopped suddenly and looked about her. The courtyard, which was planted with apple trees, was large and extended as far as the small thatched dwelling house. On the opposite side were the stable, the bam, the cow house and the poultry house while the gig, the wagon and the manure cart were under a slated outhouse. Four calves were grazing under the shade of the trees and black hens were wandering all about the enclosure.


  All was perfectly still; the house door was open, but nobody was to be seen, and so they went in, when immediately a large black dog came out of a barrel that was standing under a pear tree, and began to bark furiously.


  There were four bee-hives on boards against the wall of the house.


  Monsieur d’Apreval stood outside and called out:


  ‘Is anybody at home?’


  Then a child appeared, a little girl of about ten, dressed in a chemise and a linen petticoat, with dirty, bare legs and a timid and cunning look. She remained standing in the doorway, as if to prevent any one going in.


  ‘What do you want?’ she asked. ‘Is your father in?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Where is he?’


  ‘I don’t know.’


  ‘And your mother?’


  ‘Gone after the cows.’


  ‘Will she be back soon?’


  ‘I don’t know.’


  Then suddenly the lady, as if she feared that her companion might force her to return, said quickly:


  ‘1 shall not go without having seen him.’


  ‘We will wait for him, my dear friend.’


  As they turned away, they saw a peasant woman coming toward the house, carrying two tin pails, which appeared to be heavy and which glistened brightly in the sunlight.


  She limped with her right leg, and in her brown knitted jacket, that was faded by the sun and washed out by the rain, she looked like a poor, wretched, dirty servant.


  ‘Here is mamma.’ the child said.


  When she got close to the house, she looked at the strangers angrily and suspiciously, and then she went in, as if she had not seen them. She looked old and had a hard, yellow, wrinkled face, one of those wooden faces that country people so often have.


  Monsieur d’Apreval called her back.


  ‘I beg your pardon, madame, but we came in to know whether you could sell us two glasses of milk.’


  She was grumbling when she reappeared in the door, after putting down her pails.


  ‘I don’t sell milk,’ she replied.


  ‘We are very thirsty,’ he said, ‘and madame is very tired. Can we not get something to drink?’


  The peasant woman gave them an uneasy and cunning glance and then she made up her mind.


  ‘As you are here, I will give you some,’ she said, going into the house, and almost immediately the child came out and brought two chairs, which she placed under an apple tree, and then the mother, in turn brought out two bowls of foaming milk, which she gave to the visitors. She did not return to the house, however, but remained standing near them, as if to watch them and to find out for what purpose they had come there.


  ‘You have come from Fecamp?’ she said.


  ‘Yes,’ Monsieur d’Apreval replied, ‘we are staying at Fecamp for the summer.’


  And then, after a short silence he continued:


  ‘Have you any fowls you could sell us every week?’


  The woman hesitated for a moment and then replied:


  ‘Yes, I think I have. I suppose you want young ones?’


  ‘Yes, of course.’


  ‘What do you pay for them in the market?’


  D’Apreval, who had not the least idea, turned to his companion:


  ‘What are you paying for poultry in Fécamp, my dear lady?’


  ‘Four francs and four francs fifty centimes,’ she said, her eyes full of tears, while the farmer’s wife, who was looking at her askance, asked in much surprise:


  ‘Is the lady ill, as she is crying?’


  He did not know what to say, and replied with some hesitation:


  ‘No – no – but she bst her watch as we came along, a very handsome watch, and that troubles her. If anybody should find it, please let us know.’


  Mother Benedict did not reply, as she thought it a very equivocal sort of answer, but suddenly she exclaimed:


  ‘Oh, here is my husband!’


  She was the only one who had seen him, as she was facing the gate. D’Apreval started and Madame de Cadour nearly fell as she turned round suddenly on her chair.


  A man bent nearly double, and out of breath, stood there, ten yards from them, dragging a cow at the end of a rope. Without taking any notice of the visitors, he said:


  ‘Confound it! What a brute!’


  And he went past them and disappeared in the cow house.


  Her tears had dried quickly as she sat there startled, without a word and with the one thought in her mind, that this was her son, and D’Apreval, whom the same thought had struck very unpleasantly, said in an agitated voice:


  ‘Is this Monsieur Benedict?’


  ‘Who told you his name?’ the wife asked, still rather suspiciously.


  ‘The blacksmith at the corner of the highroad,’ he replied, and then they were all silent, with their eyes fixed on the door of the cow house, which formed a sort of black hole in the wall of the building. Nothing could be seen inside, but they heard a vague noise, movements and footsteps and the sound of hoofs, which were deadened by the straw on the floor, and soon the man reappeared in the door, wiping his forehead, and came toward the house with long, slow strides. He passed the strangers without seeming to notice them and said to his wife:


  ‘Go and draw me a jug of cider; I am very thirsty.’


  Then he went back into the house, while his wife went into the cellar and left the two Parisians alone.


  ‘Let us go, let us go, Henri,’ Madame de Cadour said, nearly distracted with grief, and so d’Apreval took her by the arm, helped her to rise, and sustaining her with all his strength, for he felt that she was nearly fainting, he led her out, after throwing five francs on one of the chairs.


  As soon as they were outside the gate, she began to sob and said, shaking with grief-.


  ‘Oh! oh! is that what you have made of him?’


  He was very pale and replied coldly:


  ‘1 did what I could. His farm is worth eighty thousand francs, and that is more than most of the sons of the middle classes have.’


  They returned slowly, without speaking a word. She was still crying; the tears ran down her cheeks continually for a time, but by degrees they stopped, and they went back to Fécamp, where they found Monsieur de Cadour waiting dinner for them. As soon as he saw them, he began to laugh and exclaimed:


  ‘So my wife has had a sunstroke, and I am very glad of it. I really think she has lost her head for some time past!’


  Neither of them replied, and when the husband asked them, rubbing his hands:


  ‘Well, I hope that, at least, you have had a pleasant walk?’


  Monsieur d’Apreval replied:


  ‘A delightful walk, I assure you; perfectly delightful.’


  The Guilty Secret


  By Paul De Kock


  Nathalie De Hauteville was twenty-two years old, and had been a widow for three years. She was one of the prettiest women in Paris; her large dark eyes shone with remarkable brilliancy, and she united the sparkling vivacity of an Italian and the depth of feeling of a Spaniard to the grace which always distinguishes a Parisian born and bred. Considering herself too young to be entirely alone, she had long ago invited M. d’Ablaincourt, an old uncle of hers, to come and live with her.


  M. d’Ablaincourt was an old bachelor; he had never loved anything in this world but himself. He was an egotist, too lazy to do any one an ill turn, but at the same time too selfish to do any one a kindness, unless it would tend directly to his own advantage. And yet, with an air of complaisance, as if he desired nothing so much as the comfort of those around him, he consented to his niece’s proposal, in the hope that she would do many little kind offices for him, which would add materially to his comfort.


  M. d’Ablaincourt accompanied his niece when she resumed her place in society; but sometimes, when he felt inclined to stay at home, he would say to her: ‘My dear Nathalie, I am afraid you will not be much amused this evening. They will only play cards; besides, I don’t think any of your friends will be there. Of course, I am ready to take you, if you wish to go.’


  And Nathalie, who had great confidence in all her uncle said, would stay at home.


  In the same manner, M. d’Ablaincourt, who was a great gourmand, said to his niece: ‘My dear, you know that I am not at all fond of eating, and am satisfied with the simplest fare; but I must tell you that your cook puts too much salt in everything! It is very unwholesome.’


  So they changed the cook.


  Again, the garden was out of order; the trees before the old gentleman’s window must be cut down, because their shade would doubtless cause a dampness in the house prejudicial to Nathalie’s health; or the surrey was to be changed for a landau.


  Nathalie was a coquette. Accustomed to charm, she listened with smiles to the numerous protestations of admiration which she received. She sent all who aspired to her hand to her uncle, saying: ‘Before I give you any hope, I must know my uncle’s opinion.’


  It is likely that Nathalie would have answered differently if she had ever felt a real preference for any one; but heretofore she seemed to have preferred her liberty.


  The old uncle, for his part, being now master in his niece’s house, was very anxious for her to remain as she was. A nephew might be somewhat less submissive than Nathalie. Therefore he never failed to discover some great fault in each of those who sought an alliance with the pretty widow.


  Besides his egotism and his epicureanism, the dear uncle had another passion-to play backgammon. The game amused him very much; but the difficulty was to find any one to play with If by accident any of Nathalie’s visitors understood it there was no escape from a long siege with the old gentleman; but most people preferred cards.


  In order to please her uncle, Nathalie tried to learn this game; but it was almost impossible She could not give her attention to one thing for so long a time. Her uncle scolded Nathalie gave up in despair. ‘It was only for your own amusement that I wished to teach it to you,’ said the good M. d’Ablaincourt.


  Things were at this crisis when, at a ball one evening, Nathalie was introduced to a M. d’Apremont, a captain in the navy.


  Nathalie raised her eyes, expecting to see a great sailor, with a wooden leg and a bandage over one eye; when to her great surprise, she beheld a man of about thirty, tall and finely formed, with two sound legs and two good eyes.


  Armand d’Apremont had entered the navy at a very early age, and had arrived, although very young, to the dignity of a captain. He had amassed a large fortune, in addition to his patrimonial estates, and he had now come home to rest after his labors. As yet, however, he was a single man, and, moreover, had always laughed at love.


  But when he saw Nathalie, his opinions underwent a change. For the first time in his life he regretted that he had never learned to dance, and he kept his eyes fixed on her constantly.


  His attentions to the young widow soon became a subject of general conversation, and, at last, the report reached the ears of M. d’Ablaincourt. When Nathalie mentioned, one evening, that she expected the captain to spend the evening with her, the old man grew almost angry.


  ‘Nathalie,’ said he, ‘you act entirely without consulting me. I have heard that the captain is very rude and unpolished in his manners. To be sure, I have only seen him standing behind your chair; but he has never even asked after my health. I only speak for your interest, as you are so giddy.’


  Nathalie begged her uncle’s pardon, and even offered not to receive the captain’s visit; but this he forbore to require-secretly resolving not to allow these visits to become too frequent.


  But how frail are all human resolutions – overturned by the merest trifle! In this case, the game of backgammon was the unconscious cause of Nathalie’s becoming Mme. d’Apremont. The captain was an excellent hand at backgammon. When the uncle heard this, he proposed a game; and the captain, who understood that it was important to gain the uncle’s favor, readily acceded.


  This did not please Nathalie. She preferred that he should be occupied with herself. When all the company were gone, she turned to her uncle, saying: ‘You were right, uncle, after all. I do not admire the captain’s manners; I see now that I should not have invited him.’


  ‘On the contrary, niece, he is a very well-behaved man. I have invited him to come here very often, and play backgammon with me-that is, to pay his addresses to you.’


  Nathalie saw that the captain had gained her uncle’s heart, and she forgave him for having been less attentive to her. He soon came again, and, thanks to the backgammon, increased in favor with the uncle.


  He soon captivated the heart of the pretty widow, also. One morning, Nathalie came blushing to her uncle.


  The captain has asked me to marry him. What do you advise me to do?’


  He reflected for a few moments. ‘If she refuses him, D’Apremont will come here no longer, and then no more backgammon. But if she marries him, he will be here always, and I shall have my games.’ And the answer was: ‘You had better marry him.’


  Nathalie loved Armand; but she would not yield too easily. She sent for the captain.


  ‘If you really love me –’


  ‘Ah, can you doubt it?’


  ‘Hush! do not interrupt me. If you really love me, you will give me one proof of it.’


  ‘Anything you ask. I swear –’


  ‘No, you must never swear any more; and, one thing more, you must never smoke. I detest the smell of tobacco, and I will not have a husband who smokes.’


  Armand sighed, and promised.


  The first months of their marriage passed smoothly, but sometimes Armand became thoughtful, restless, and grave After some time, these fits of sadness became more frequent.


  ‘What is the matter?’ asked Nathalie one day, on seeing him stamp with impatience. ‘Why are you so irritable?’


  ‘Nothing-nothing at all!’ replied the captain, as if ashamed of his ill humor.


  ‘Tell me,’ Nathalie insisted, ‘have I displeased you in anything?’


  The captain assured her that he had no reason to be anything but delighted with her conduct on all occasions, and for a time he was all right. Then soon he was worse than before.


  Nathalie was distressed beyond measure. She imparted her anxiety to her uncle, who replied: ‘Yes, my dear, I know what you mean; I have often remarked it myself, at backgammon. He is very inattentive, and often passes his hand over his forehead, and starts up as if something agitated him.’


  And one day, when his old habits of impatience and irritability reappeared, more marked than ever, the captain said to his wife: ‘My dear, an evening walk will do me a world of good; an old sailor like myself cannot bear to sit around the house after dinner. Nevertheless, if you have any objection –’


  ‘Oh, no! What objection can I have?’


  He went out, and continued to do so, day after day, at the same hour. Invariably he returned in the best of good humor.


  Nathalie was now unhappy indeed. ‘He loves some other woman, perhaps,’ she thought, ‘‘and he must see her every day. Oh, how wretched I am! But I must let him know that his perfidy is discovered. No, I will wait until I shall have some certain proof wherewith to confront him.’


  And she went to seek her uncle. ‘Ah, I am the most unhappy creature in the world!’ she sobbed.


  ‘What is the matter?’ cried the old man, leaning back in his armchair.


  ‘Armand leaves the house for two hours every evening, after dinner, and comes back in high spirits and as anxious to please me as on the day of our marriage. Oh, uncle, I cannot bear it any longer! If you do not assist me to discover where he goes, I will seek a separation.’


  ‘But, my dear niece –’


  ‘My dear uncle, you who are so good and obliging, grant me this one favor. I am sure there is some woman in the secret.’


  M. d’Ablaincourt wished to prevent a rupture between his niece and nephew, which would interfere very much with the quiet, peaceable life which he led at their house. He pretended to follow Armand; but came back very soon, saying he had lost sight of him.


  ‘But in what direction does he go?’


  ‘Sometimes one way, and sometimes another, but always alone; so your suspicions are unfounded. Be assured, he only walks for exercise.’


  But Nathalie was not to be duped in this way. She sent for a little errand boy, of whose intelligence she had heard a great deal.


  ‘M. d’Apremont goes out every evening.’


  ‘Yes, madame.’


  ‘To-morrow, you will follow him; observe where he goes, and come and tell me privately. Do you understand?’


  ‘Yes, madame.’


  Nathalie waited impatiently for the next day, and for the hour of her husband’s departure. At last, the time came – the pursuit is going on – Nathalie counted the moments. After three-quarters of an hour, the messenger arrived, covered with dust.


  ‘Well,’ exclaimed Nathalie, ‘speak! Tell me everything that you have seen!’


  ‘Madame, I followed M. d’Apremont, at a distance, as far as the Rue Vieille du Temple, where he entered a small house, in an alley. There was no servant to let him in.’


  ‘An alley! No servant! Dreadful!’


  ‘I went in directly after him, and heard him go up-stairs and unlock a door.’


  ‘Open the door himself, without knocking! Are you sure of that?’


  ‘Yes, madame.’


  The wretch! So he has a key! But, go on.’


  ‘When the door shut after him, I stole softly up-stairs, and peeped through the keyhole.’


  ‘You shall have twenty francs more.’


  ‘1 peeped through the keyhole, and saw him drag a trunk along the floor.’


  A trunk?’


  ‘Then he undressed himself, and –’


  ‘Undressed himself!’


  ‘Then, for a few seconds, I could not see him, and directly he appeared again, in a sort of gray blouse, and a cap on his Lead.’


  ‘A blouse! What in the world does he want with a blouse? What next?’


  ‘I came away, then, madame, and made haste to tell you; but he is there still.’


  ‘Well, now run to the corner and get me a cab, and direct the coachman to the house where you have been.’


  While the messenger went for the cab, Nathalie hurried on her hat and cloak, and ran into her uncle’s room.


  ‘I have found him out – he loves another. He’s at her house now, in a gray blouse. But I will go and confront him, and then you will see me no more.’


  The old man had no time to reply. She was gone, with her messenger, in the cab. They stopped at last.


  ‘Here is the house.’


  Nathalie got out, pale and trembling.


  ‘Shall I go up-stairs with you, madame?’ asked the boy.


  ‘No, I will go alone. The third story, isn’t it?’


  ‘Yes, madame; the left-hand door, at the head of the stairs.’


  It seemed that now, indeed, the end of all things was at hand.


  Nathalie mounted the dark, narrow stairs, and arrived at the door, and, almost fainting, she cried: ‘Open the door, or I shall die!’


  The door was opened, and Nathalie fell into her husband’s arms. He was alone in the room, clad in a gray blouse, and smoking a Turkish pipe.


  ‘My wife!’ exclaimed Armand, in surprise.


  ‘Your wife – who, suspecting your perfidy, has followed you, to discover the cause of your mysterious conduct!’


  ‘How, Nathalie, my mysterious conduct? Look, here it is!’ (Showing his pipe.) ‘Before our marriage, you forbade me to smoke, and I promised to obey you. For some months I kept my promise; but you know what it cost me; you remember how irritable and sad I became. It was my pipe, my beloved pipe, that I regretted. One day, in the country, I discovered a little cottage, where a peasant was smoking. I asked him if he couid lend me a blouse and cap; for I should like to smoke with him, but it was necessary to conceal it from you, as the smell of smoke, remaining in my clothes, would have betrayed me. It was soon settled between us. I returned thither every afternoon, to indulge in my favorite occupation; and with the precaution of a cap to keep the smoke from remaining in my hair I contrived to deceive you This is all the mystery. Forgive me.’


  Nathalie kissed him, crying: ‘I might have known it could not be! I am happy now, and you shall smoke as much as you please, at home.’


  And Nathalie returned to her uncie, saying: ‘Uncle, he loves me! He was only smoking, but hereafter he is to smoke at home.’


  ‘I can arrange it all,’ said D’Ablaincourt; ‘he shall smoke while he plays backgammon.’


  ‘In that way,’ thought the old man, ‘I shall be sure of my game.’


  The Birds in the Letter-Box


  By Rene Bazin


  Nothing can describe the peace that surrounded the country parsonage. The parish was small, moderately honest, prosperous, and was used to the old priest, who had ruled it for thirty years. The town ended at the parsonage, and there began meadows which sloped down to the river and were filled in summer with the perfume of flowers and all the music of the earth. Behind the great house a kitchen-garden encroached on the meadow The first ray of the sun was for it and so was the last Here the cherries ripened in May and the currants often earlier and a week before Assumption usually you could not pass within a hundred feet without breathing among the hedges the heavy odor of the melons.


  But you must not think that the abbé of St.Philémon was a gourmand. He had reached the age when appetite is only a memory. His shoulders were bent, his face was wrinkled, he had two little gray eyes, one of which could not see any longer, and he was so deaf in one ear that if you happened to be on that side you just had to get round on the other.


  Mercy, no! he did not eat all the fruits in his orchard. The boys got their share-and a big share – but the biggest share, by all odds, was eaten by the birds – the blackbirds, who lived there very comfortably all the year, and sang in return the best they could: the orioles, pretty birds of passage, who helped them in summer.


  And the sparrows, and the warblers of every variety; and the tomtits, swarms of them, with feathers as thick as your fingers, and they hung on the branches and pecked at a grape or scratched a pear-veritable little beasts of prey, whose only ‘thank you’ was a shrill cry like a saw.


  Even to them, old age had made the abbé of St.Philémon indulgent. ‘The beasts cannot correct their faults,’ he used to say; ‘if I got angry at them for not changing I’d have to get angry with a good many of my parishioners!’


  And he contented himself with clapping his hands together loud when he went into his orchard, so he should not see too much stealing.


  Then there was a spreading of wings, as if all the silly flowers cut off by a great wind were flying away; gray, and white, and yellow, and mottled, a short flight, a rustling of leaves, and then quiet for five minutes. But what minutes! Fancy, if you can, that there was not one factory in the village, not a weaver or a blacksmith, and that the noise of men with their horses and cattle, spreading over the wide, distant plains, melted into the whispering of the breeze and was lost Mills were unknown, the roads were little frequented the railroads were very far away Indeed if the ravagers of his garden had repented for long the abbé would have fallen asleep of the silence over his breviary.


  Fortunately, their return was prompt; a sparrow led the way, a jay followed, and then the whole swarm was back at work. And the abbé could walk up and down, close his book or open it, and murmur: ‘They’ll not leave me a berry this year!’


  It made no difference; not a bird left his prey, any more than if the good abbé had been a cone-shaped pear-tree, with thick leaves, balancing himself on the gravel of the walk.


  The birds know that those who complain take no action. Every year they built their nests around the parsonage of St.Philémon in greater numbers than anywhere else. The best places were quickly taken, the hollows in the trees the holes in the walls the forks of the apple-trees and the elms and you could see a brown beak like the point of a sword sticking out of a wisp of straw between all the rafters of the roof. One year, when all the places were taken, I suppose, a tomtit, in her embarrassment, spied the slit of the letter-box protected by its little roof, at the right of the parsonage gate. She slipped in, was satisfied with the result of her explorations, and brought the materials to build a nest. There was nothing she neglected that would make it warm, neither the feathers, nor the horsehair, nor the wool, nor even the scales of lichens that cover old wood.


  One morning the housekeeper came in perfectly furious, carrying a paper. She had found it under the laurel bush, at the foot of the garden.


  ‘Look, sir, a paper, and dirty, too! They are up to fine doings!’


  ‘Who, Philomène?’


  ‘Your miserable birds; all the birds that you let stay here! Pretty soon they’ll be building their nests in your soup-tureens!’


  ‘I haven’t but one.’


  ‘Haven’t they got the idea of laying their eggs in your letter­box! I opened it because the postman rang and that doesn’t happen every day. It was full of straw and horsehair and spiders webs, with enough feathers to make a quilt, and, in the midst of all that, a beast that I didn’t see hissed at me like a viper!’


  The abbé of St.Philémon began to laugh like a grandfather when he hears of a baby’s pranks.


  ‘That must be a tomtit,’ said he, ‘they are the only birds clever enough to think of it. Be careful not to touch it, Philomène.’


  ‘No fear of that; it is not nice enough!’


  The abbé went hastily through the garden, the house, the court planted with asparagus, till he came to the wall which separated the parsonage from the public road, and there he carefully opened the letter-box, in which there would have been room enough for all the mail received in a year by all the inhabitants of the village.


  Sure enough, he was not mistaken. The shape of the nest, like a pine-cone, its color and texture, and the lining, which showed through, made him smile. He heard the hiss of the brooding bird inside and replied:


  ‘Rest easy, little one, I know you. Twenty-one days to hatch your eggs and three weeks to raise your family; that is what you want? You shall have it. I’ll take away the key.’


  He did take away the key, and when he had finished the mornings duties – visits to his parishioners who were ill or in trouble; instructions to a boy who was to pick him out some fruit at the village: a climb up the steeple because a storm had loosened some stones, he remembered the tomtit and began to be afraid she would be troubled by the arrival of a letter while she was hatching her eggs.


  The fear was almost groundless, because the people of St.Philémon did not receive any more letters than they sent. The postman had little to do on his rounds but to eat soup at one house, to have a drink at another and, once in a long while, to leave a letter from some conscript, or a bill for taxes at some distant farm. Nevertheless, since St.Robert’s Day was near, which, as you know, conies on the 29th of April, the abbé thought it wise to write to the only three friends worthy of that name, whom death had left him, a layman and two priests: ‘My friend, do not congratulate me on my saint’s day this year, if you please. It would inconvenience me to receive a letter at this time. Later I shall explain, and you will appreciate my reasons.’


  They thought that his eye was worse and did not write.


  The abbé of St.Philémon was delighted. For three weeks he never entered his gate one time without thinking of the eggs, speckled with pink, that were lying in the letter-box, and when the twenty-first day came round he bent down and listened with his ear close to the slit of the box. Then he stood up beaming:


  ‘I hear them chirp, Philomène; I hear them chirp. They owe their lives to me, sure enough, and they’ll not be the ones to regret it any more than I.’


  He had in his bosom the heart of a child that had never grown old.


  Now, at the same time, in the green room of the palace, at the chief town of the department, the bishop was deliberating over the appointments to be made with his regular councillors, his two grand vicars, the dean of the chapter, the secretary-general of the palace, and the director of the great academy. After he had appointed several vicars and priests he made this suggestion:


  ‘Gentlemen of the council, I have in mind a candidate suitable in ail respects for the parish of X– but I think it would be well, at least, to offer that charge and that honor to one of our oldest priests, the abbé of St.Philémon. He will undoubtedly refuse it, and his modesty, no less than his age, will be the cause; but we shall have shown, as far as we could, our appreciation of his virtues.’


  The five councilors approved unanimously, and that very evening a letter was sent from the palace, signed by the bishop, and which contained in a postscript: ‘Answer at once, my dear abbé; or, better, come to see me, because I must submit my appointments to the government within three days.’


  The letter arrived at St.Philémon the very day the tomtits were hatched. The postman had difficulty in slipping it into the slit of the box, but it disappeared inside and lay touching the base of the nest, like a white pavement at the bottom of the dark chamber.


  The time came when the tiny points on the wings of the little tomtits began to be covered with down. There were fourteen of them, and they twittered and staggered on their little feet, with their beaks open up to their eyes, never ceasing, from morning till night to wait for food eat it, digest it, and demand more. That was the first period, when the baby birds hadn’t any sense. But in birds it doesn’t last long Very soon they quarrelled in the nest which began to break with the fluttering of their wings then they tumbled out of it and walked along the side of the box peeped through the slit at the big world outside and at last they ventured out.


  The abbé of St.Philémon, with a neighboring priest, attended this pleasant garden party. When the little ones appeared beneath the roof of the box-two, three-together and took their flight, came back, started again, like bees at the door of a hive, he said:


  ‘Behold, a babyhood ended and a good work accomplished. They are hardy and strong, every one.’


  The next day, during his hour of leisure after dinner, the abbé came to the box with the key in his hand. ‘Tap, tap,’ he went. There was no answer. ‘I thought so, said he. Then he opened the box and, mingled with the débris of the nest, the letter fell into his hands.


  Good Heavens!’ said he, recognizing the writing. ‘A letter from the bishop; and in what a state! How long has it been here?’


  His cheek grew pale as he read.


  ‘Philomène, harness Robin quickly.


  She came to see what was the matter before obeying.


  ‘‘What have you there, sir?’


  ‘The bishop has been waiting for me three weeks!’


  ‘You’ve missed your chance,’ said the old woman.


  The abbé was away until the next evening. When he came back he had a peaceful air, but sometimes peace is not attained without effort and we have to struggle to keep it. When he had helped to unharness Robin and had given him some hay, had changed his cassock and unpacked his box, from which he took a dozen little packages of things bought on his visit to the city, it was the very time that the birds assembled in the branches to tell each other about the day. There had been a shower and the drops still fell from the leaves as they were shaken by these bohemian couples looking for a good place to spend the night.


  Recognizing their friend and master as he walked up and down the gravel path, they came down, fluttered about him, making an unusually loud noise, and the tomtits, the fourteen of the nest, whose feathers were still not quite grown, essayed their first spirals about the pear-trees and their first cries in the open air.


  The abbé of St.Philémon watched them with a fatherly eye, but his tenderness was sad, as we look at things that have cost us dear.


  ‘Well, my little ones, without me you would not be here, and without you I would be dead. I do not regret it at all, but don’t insist. Your thanks are too noisy.’


  He clapped his hands impatiently.


  He had never been ambitious, that is very sure, and, even at that moment, he told the truth. Nevertheless, the next day, after a night spent in talking to Philomène, he said to her:


  ‘Next year, Philomène, if the tomtit comes back, let me know. It is decidedly inconvenient.


  But the tomtit never came again – and neither did the letter from the bishop!


  The Passage of the Red Sea


  By Henry Murger


  For five or six years Marcel had been engaged upon the famous painting which he said was meant to represent the Passage of the Red Sea; and for five or six years this masterpiece in color had been obstinately refused by the jury. Indeed, from its constant journeying back and forth, from the artist’s studio to the Musee and from the Musée to the studio, the painting knew the road so well that one needed only to set it on rollers and it would have been quite capable of reaching the Louvre alone. Marcel, who had repainted the picture ten times, and minutely gone over it from top to bottom, vowed that only a personal hostility on the part of the members of the jury could account for the ostracism which annually turned him away from the Salon, and in his idle moments he had composed in honor of those watch-dogs of the Institute a little dictionary of insults, with illustrations of a savage irony.


  This collection gained celebrity and enjoyed, among the studios and in the Ecole des Beaux-Arts, the same sort of popular success as that achieved by the immortal complaint of Giovanni Bellini, painter by appointment to the Grand Sultan of the Turks; every dauber in Paris had a copy stored away in his memory.


  For a long time Marcel had not allowed himself to be discouraged by the emphatic refusal which greeted him at each exposition. He was comfortably settled in his opinion that his picture was, in a modest way, the companion piece long awaited by the ‘Wedding of Cana,’ that gigantic masterpiece whose dazzling splendor the dust of three centuries has not dimmed. Accordingly, each year, at the time of the Salon, Marcel sent his picture to be examined by the jury. Only, in order to throw the examiners off the track and if possible to make them abandon the policy of exclusion which they seemed to have adopted toward the ‘Passage of the Red Sea,’ Marcel, without in any way disturbing the general scheme of his picture, modified certain details and changed its title.


  For instance, on one occasion it arrived before the jury under the name of the ‘Passage of the Rubicon!’ but Pharaoh, poorly disguised under Caesars mantle, was recognized and repulsed with all the honors that were his due.


  The following year. Marcel spread over the level plane of his picture a layer of white representing snow, planted a pine-tree in one corner, and clothing an Egyptian as a grenadier of the Imperial Guard, rechristened the painting the ‘Passage of the Beresina.’


  The jury, which on that very day had polished its spectacles on the lining of its illustrious coat, was not in any way taken in by this new ruse. It recognized perfectly well the persistent painting, above all by a big brute of a horse of many colors, which was rearing out of one of the waves of the Red Sea. The coat of that horse had served Marcel for all his experiments in color, and in private conversation he called it his synoptic table of fine tones, because he had reproduced, in their play of light and shade, all possible combinations of color But once again insensible to this detail the jury seemed scarcely able to find blackballs enough to emphasize their refusal of the ‘Passage of the Beresina.’


  ‘Very well,’ said Marcel: ‘no more than I expected. Next year I shall send it back under the title of ‘Passage des Panoramas.’


  ‘That will be one on them – on them – on them, them, them,’ sang the musician, Schaunard, fitting the words to a new air he had been composing – a terrible air, noisy as a gamut of thunderclaps, and the accompaniment to which was a terror to every piano in the neighborhood.


  ‘How could they refuse that picture without having every drop of the vermilion in my Red Sea rise up in their faces and cover them with shame?’ murmured Marcel, as he gazed at the painting. ‘When one thinks that it contains a good hundred crowns’ worth of paint, and a million of genius, not to speak of the fair days of my youth, fast growing bald as my hat! But they shall never have the last word; until my dying breath I shall keep on sending them my painting. I want to have it engraved upon their memory.’


  That is certainly the surest way of ever getting it engraved,’ said Gustave Colline, in a plaintive voice, adding to himself-. ‘That was a good one, that was-really a good one; I must get that off the next time I am asked out.’


  Marcel continued his imprecations, which Schaunard continued to set to music.


  ‘Oh, they won’t accept me,’ said Marcel. ‘Ah! the government pays them, boards them, gives them the Cross, solely for the one purpose of refusing me once a year, on the 1st of March. I see their idea clearly now – I see it perfectly clearly; they are trying to drive me to break my brushes. They hope, perhaps, by refusing my Red Sea, to make me throw myself out of the window in despair.


  But they know very little of the human heart if they expect to catch me with such a clumsy trick. I shall no longer wait for the time of the annual Salon. Beginning with today, my work becomes the canvas of Damocles, eternally suspended over their existence. From now on, I am going to send it once a week to each one of them at their homes in the bosom of their families in the full heart of their private life. It shall trouble their domestic joy it shall make them think that their wine is sour their dinner burned their wives bad-tempered They will very soon become insane and will have to be put in strait-jackets when they go to the Institute on the days when there are meetings. That idea pleases me.’


  A few days later, when Marcel had already forgotten his terrible plans for vengeance upon his persecutors, he received a visit from Father Medicis. For that was the name by which the brotherhood called a certain Jew, whose real name was Soloman and who at that time was well known throughout the bohemia of art and literature, with which he constantly had dealings. Father Medicis dealt in all sorts of bric-à-brac. He sold complete house-furnishings for from twelve francs up to a thousand crowns. He would buy anything, and knew how to sell it again at a profit. His shop, situated in the Place du Carrousel, was a fairy spot where one could find everything that one might wish.


  All the products of nature, all the creations of art, all that comes forth from the bowels of the earth or from the genius of man, Medicis found it profitable to trade in. His dealings included everything, absolutely everything that exists; he even put a price upon the Ideal. Medicis would even buy ideas, to use himself or to sell again. Known to all writers and artists, intimate friend of the palette, familiar spirit of the writing-desk, he was the Asmodeus of the arts. He would sell you cigars in exchange for the plot of a dime novel, slippers for a sonnet, a fresh catch of fish for a paradox; he would talk at so much an hour with newspaper reporters whose duty was to record the lively capers of the smart set.


  He would get you passes to the parliament buildings, or invitations to private parties; he gave lodgings by the night, the week, or the month to homeless artists, who paid him by making copies of old masters in the Louvre. The greenroom had no secrets for him; he could place your plays for you with some manager; he could obtain for you all sorts of favors. He carried in his head a copy of the almanac of twenty-five thousand addresses, and knew the residence, the name, and the secrets of all the celebrities, even the obscure ones.


  In entering the abode of the bohemians, with that knowing air which characterized him, the Jew divined that he had arrived at a propitious moment. As a matter of fact, the four friends were at that moment gathered in council, and under the domination of a ferocious appetite were discussing the grave question of bread and meat. It was Sunday, the last day of the month. Fatal day, sinister of date!


  The entrance of Medicis was accordingly greeted with a joyous chorus, for they knew that the Jew was too avaricious of his time to waste it in mere visits of civility; accordingly his presence always announced that he was open to a bargain.


  ‘Good evening, gentlemen,’ said the Jew; ‘how are you?’


  ‘Colline,’ said Rodolphe from where he lay upon the bed, sunk in the delights of maintaining a horizontal line, ‘practise the duties of hospitality and offer our guest a chair; a guest is sacred. I salute you, Abraham,’ added the poet.


  Colline drew forward a chair which had about as much elasticity as a piece of bronze and offered it to the Jew, Medicis let himself fall into the chair, and started to complain of its hardness, when he remembered that he himself had once traded it off to Colline in exchange for a profession of faith which he afterward sold to a deputy. As he sat down the pockets of the Jew gave forth a silvery sound, and this melodious symphony threw the four bohemians into a reverie that was full of sweetness.


  ‘Now,’ said Rodolphe, in a low tone, to Marcel, ‘let us hear the song. The accompaniment sounds all right.’


  ‘Monsieur Marcel,’ said Medicis. ‘I have simply come to make your fortune. That is to say, I have come to offer you a superb opportunity to enter into the world of art. Art, as you very well know, Monsieur Marcel, is an arid road, in which glory is the oasis.’


  ‘Father Medicis,’ said Marcel, who was on coals of impatience, ‘in the name of fifty per cent, your revered patron saint, be brief.’


  ‘Here is the offer,’ rejoined Medicis. ‘A wealthy amateur, who is collecting a picture-gallery destined to make the tour of Europe, has commissioned me to procure for him a series of remarkable works. I have come to give you a chance to be included in this collection. In one word, I have come to purchase your ‘Passage of the Red Sea.’


  ‘Money down?’ asked Marcel.


  ‘Money down,’ answered the Jew, sounding forth the full orchestra of his pockets.


  ‘Go on, Medicis,’ said Marcel, pointing to his painting. ‘I wish to leave to you the honor of fixing for yourself the price of that work of art which is priceless.’


  The Jew laid Upon the table fifty crowns in bright new silver.


  ‘Keep them going,’ said Marcel; ‘that is a good beginning.’


  ‘Monsieur Marcel,’ said Medicis, ‘you know very well that my first word is always my last word. I shall add nothing more. But think; fifty crowns; that makes one hundred and fifty francs. That is quite a sum.’


  ‘A paltry sum,’ answered the artist; ‘just in the robe of my Pharaoh there is fifty crowns’ worth of cobalt. Pay me at least something for my work.’


  ‘Hear my last word,’ replied Medicis. ‘I will not add a penny more; but, I offer dinner for the crowd, wines included, and after dessert I will pay in gold.’


  ‘Do I hear any one object?’ howled Colline, striking three blows of his fist upon the table. ‘It is a bargain.’


  ‘Come on,’ said Marcel. ‘I agree.’


  ‘I will send for the picture tomorrow,’ said the Jew. ‘Come, gentlemen, let us start. Your places are all set.’


  The four friends descended the stairs, singing the chorus from ‘The Huguenots,’


  ‘to the table, to the table.’


  Medicis treated the bohemians in a fashion altogether sumptuous. He offered them a lot of things which up to now had remained for them a mystery. Dating from this dinner, lobster ceased to be a myth to Schaunard, and he acquired a passion for that amphibian which was destined to increase to the verge of delirium.


  The four friends went forth from this splendid feast as intoxicated as on a day of vintage. Their inebriety came near bearing deplorable fruits for Marcel, because as he passed the shop of his tailor, at two o’clock in the morning, he absolutely insisted upon awakening his creditor in order to give him, on account, the one hundred and fifty francs that he had just received. But a gleam of reason still awake in the brain of Colline held back the artist from the brink of this precipice.


  A week after this festivity Marcel learned in what gallery his picture had found a place. Passing along the Faubourg Saint-Honoré, he stopped in the midst of a crowd that seemed to be staving at a sign newly placed above a shop This sign was none other than Marcel’s painting, which had been sold by Medicis to a dealer in provisions. Only the ‘Passage of the Red Sea’ had once again undergone a modification and bore a new title. A steamboat had been added to it, and it was now called ‘In the Port of Marseilles.’ A flattering ovation arose among the crowd when they discovered the picture. And Marcel turned away delighted with this triumph, and murmured softly: ‘The voice of the people is the voice of God!’


  The Woman and the Cat


  By Marcel Prévost


  Yes, said our old friend Tribourdeaux, a man of culture and a philosopher, which is a combination rarely found among army surgeons; ‘yes, the supernatural is everywhere; it surrounds us and hems us in and permeates us. If science pursues it, it takes flight and cannot be grasped. Our intellect resembles those ancestors of ours who cleared a few acres of forest; whenever they approached the limits of their clearing they heard low growls and saw gleaming eyes everywhere circling them about. I myself have had the sensation of having approached the limits of the unknown several times in my life, and on one occasion in particular.’


  A young lady present interrupted him:


  ‘Doctor, you are evidently dying to tell us a story. Come now, begin!’


  The doctor- bowed.


  ‘No, I am not in the least anxious, I assure – you. I tell this story as seldom as possible, for it disturbs those who hear it, and it disturbs me also. However, if you wish it, here it is:’


  ‘In 1863 I was a young physician stationed at Orléans. In that patrician city, full of aristocratic old residences, it is difficult to find bachelor apartments; and, as I like both plenty of air and plenty of room, I took up my lodging on the first floor of a large building situated just outside the city, near Saint-Euverte. It had been originally constructed to serve as the warehoire and also as the dwelling of a manufacturer of rugs. In course of time the manufacturer had failed, and this big barrack that he had built, falling out of repair through lack of tenants, had been sold for a song with all its furnishings. The purchaser hoped to make a future profit out of his purchase, for the city was growing in that direction; and, as a matter of fact, I believe that at the present time the house is included within the city limits. When I took up my quarters there, however, the mansion stood alone on the verge of the open country, at the end of a straggling street on which a few stray houses produced at dusk the impression of a jaw from which most of the teeth have fallen out.’


  ‘I leased one-half of the first floor, an apartment of four rooms. For my bedroom and my study I took the two that fronted on the street; in the third room I set up some shelves for my wardrobe, and the other room I left empty. This made a very comfortable lodging for me, and I had, for a sort of promenade, a broad balcony that ran along the entire front of the building, or rather one-half of the balcony, since it was divided into two parts (please note this carefully) by a fan of ironwork, over which, however, one could easily climb.’


  ‘I had been living there for about two months when, one night in July on returning to my rooms, I saw with a good deal of surprise a light shining through the windows of the other apartment on the same floor, which I had supposed to be uninhabited. The effect of this light was extraordinary. It lit up with a pale, yet perfectly distinct, reflection, parts of the balcony, the street below, and a bit of the neighboring fields.’


  I thought to myself, Aha! I have a neighbor.’


  The idea indeed was not altogether agreeable, for I had been rather proud of my exclusive proprietorship. On reaching my bedroom I passed noiselessly out upon the balcony, but already the light had been extinguished. So I went back into my room, and sat down to read for an hour or two. From time to time I seemed to hear about me, as though within the walls, light footsteps; but after finishing my book I went to bed, and speedily fell asleep.’


  ‘About midnight I suddenly awoke with a curious feeling that something was standing beside me. I raised myself in bed, lit a candle, and this is what I saw. In the middle of the room stood an immense cat gazing upon me with phosphorescent eyes, and with its back slightly arched. It was a magnificent Angora, with long fur and a fluffy tail, and of a remarkable color-exactly like that of the yellow silk that one sees in cocoons – so that, as the light gleamed upon its coat, the animal seemed to be made of gold.’


  ‘It slowly moved toward me on its velvety paws, softly rubbing its sinuous body against my legs. I leaned over to stroke it, and it permitted my caress, purring, and finally leaping upon my knees. I noticed then that it was a female cat, quite young, and that she seemed disposed to permit me to pet her as long as ever I would. Finally, however, I put her down upon the floor, and tried to induce her to leave the room; but she leaped away from me and hid herself somewhere among the furniture, though as soon as I had blown out my candle, she jumped upon my bed Being sleepy however, I didn’t molest her, but dropped off into a doze, and the next morning when I awoke in broad daylight I could find no sign of the animal at all.’


  ‘Truly, the human brain is a very delicate instrument, and one that is easily thrown out of gear. Before I proceed, just sum up for yourselves the facts that I have mentioned: a light seen and presently extinguished in an apartment supposed to be uninhabited; and a cat of a remarkable color, which appeared and disappeared in a way that was slightly mysterious. Now there isn’t anything very strange about that, is there? Very well. Imagine, now, that these unimportant facts are repeated day after day and under the same conditions throughout a whole week, and then believe me they become of importance enough to impress the mind of a man who is living all alone, and to produce in him a slight disquietude such as I spoke of in commencing my story, and such as is always caused when one approaches the sphere of the unknown The human mind is so formed that it always unconsciously applies the principle of the causa sufficiens. For every series of facts that are identical it demands a cause, a law; and a vague dismay seizes upon it when it is unable to guess this cause and to trace out this law.’


  ‘I am no coward, but I have often studied the manifestation of fear in others, from its most puerile form in children up to its most tragic phase in madmen. I know that it is fed and nourished by uncertainties, although when one actually sets himself to investigate the cause, this fear is often transformed into simple curiosity.’


  ‘I made up my mind, therefore, to ferret out the truth. I questioned my caretaker, and found that he knew nothing about my neighbors. Every morning an old woman came to look after the neighboring apartment; my caretaker had tried to question her but either she was completely deaf or else she was unwilling to give him any information for she had refused to answer a single word Nevertheless I was able to explain satisfactorily the first thing that I had noted-that is to say the sudden extinction of the light at the moment when I entered the house I had observed that the windows next to mine were covered only by long lace curtains; and as the two balconies were connected my neighbor whether man or woman had no doubt a wish to prevent any indiscreet inquisitiveness on my part and therefore had always put out the light on hearing me come in.’


  To verify this supposition, I tried a very simple experiment, which succeeded perfectly. I had a cold supper brought in one day about noon by my servant, and that evening I did not go out. When darkness came on, I took my station near the window. Presently I saw the balcony shining with the light that streamed through the windows of the neighboring apartment At once I slipped quietly out upon my balcony and stepped softly over the ironwork that separated the two parts Although I knew that I was exposing myself to a positive danger either of falling and breaking my neck or of finding myself face to face with a man I experienced no perturbation Reaching the lighted window without having made the slightest noise I found it partly open; its curtains which for me were quite transparent since I was on the dark side of the window made me wholly invisible to any one who should look toward the window from the interior of the room.


  ‘I saw a vast chamber furnished quite elegantly, though it was obviously out of repair, and lighted by a lamp suspended from the ceiling. At the end of the room was a low sofa upon which was reclining a woman who seemed to me to be both young and pretty. Her loosened hair fell over her shoulders in a rain of gold. She was looking at herself in a hand mirror, patting herself passing her arms over her lips and twisting about her supple body with a curiously feline grace Every movement that she made caused her long hair to ripple in glistening undulations.’


  ‘As I gazed upon her I confess that I felt a little troubled, especially when all of a sudden the young girl’s eyes were fixed upon me-strange eyes, eyes of a phosphorescent green that gleamed like the flame of a lamp. I was sure that I was invisible, being on the dark side of a curtained window. That was simple enough, yet nevertheless I felt that I was seen. The girl, in fact, uttered a cry, and then turned and buried her face in the sofa-pillows.’


  ‘I raised the window, rushed into the room toward the sofa, and leaned over the face that she was hiding. As I did so, being really very remorseful, I began to excuse and to accuse myself, calling myself all sorts of names, and begging pardon for my indiscretion. I said that I deserved to be driven from her presence, but begged not to be sent away without at least a word of pardon. For a long time I pleaded thus without success, but at last she slowly turned, and I saw that her fair young face was stirred with just the faintest suggestion of a smile. When she caught a glimpse of me she murmured something of which I did not then quite get the meaning.’


  ‘‘It is you,’ she cried out; ‘it is you!’’


  ‘As she said this, and as I looked at her, not knowing yet exactly what to answer, I was harassed by the thought: Where on earth have I already seen this face, this look, this very gesture? Little by little, however, I found my tongue, and after saying a few more words in apology for my unpardonable curiosity, and getting brief but not offended answers, I took leave of her, and, retiring through the window by which I had come, went back to my own room. Arriving there, I sat a long time by the window in the darkness, charmed by the face that I had seen, and yet singularly disquieted. This woman so beautiful, so amiable, living so near to me, who said to me, ‘It is you,’ exactly as though she had already known me, who spoke so little, who answered all my questions with evasion, excited in me a feeling of fear. She had, indeed, told me her name-Linda-and that was all. I tried in vain to drive away the remembrance of her greenish eyes, which in the darkness seemed still to gleam upon me, and of those glints which, like electric sparks, shone in her long hair whenever she stroked it with her hand.’


  Finally, however, I retired for the night; but scarcely was my head upon the pillow when I felt some moving body descend upon my feet. The cat had appeared again. I tried to chase her away, but she kept returning again and again, until I ended by resigning myself to her presence; and, just as before, I went to sleep with this strange companion near me. Yet my rest was this time a troubled one, and broken by strange and fitful dreams.


  ‘Have you ever experienced the sort of mental obsession which gradually causes the brain to be mastered by some single absurd idea-an idea almost insane, and one which your reason and your will alike repel, but which nevertheless gradually blends itself with your thought, fastens itself upon your mind, and grows and grows? I suffered cruelly in this way on the days that followed my strange adventure. Nothing new occurred, but in the evening, going out upon the balcony, I found Linda standing upon her side of the iron fan. We chatted together for a while in the half darkness, and, as before, I returned to my room to find that in a few moments the golden cat appeared, leaped upon my bed, made a nest for herself there, and remained until the morning.’


  I knew now to whom the cat belonged, for Linda had answered that very same evening, on my speaking of it, ‘Oh, yes, my cat; doesn’t she look exactly as though she were made of gold?’ As I said, nothing new had occurred, yet nevertheless a vague sort of terror began little by little to master me and to develop itself in my mind, at first merely as a bit of foolish fancy, and then as a haunting belief that dominated my entire thought, so that I perpetually seemed to see a thing which it was in reality quite impossible to see.


  ‘Why, it’s easy enough to guess,’ interrupted the young lady who had spoken at the beginning of his story.


  ‘Linda and the cat were the same thing.’


  Tribourdeaux smiled.


  ‘I should not have been quite so positive as that,’ he said, ‘even then; but I cannot deny that this ridiculous fancy haunted me for many hours when I was endeavoring to snatch a little sleep amid the insomnia that a too active brain produced. Yes, there were moments when these two beings with greenish eyes, sinuous movements golden hair and mysterious ways seemed to me to be blended into one and to be merely the double manifestation of a single entity As I said I saw Linda again and again but in spite of all my efforts to come upon her unexpectedly I never was able to see them both at the same time I tried to reason with myself to convince myself that there was nothing really inexplicable in all of this and I ridiculed myself for being afraid both of a woman and of a harmless cat In truth at the end of all my reasoning I found that I was not so much afraid of the animal alone or of the woman alone but rather of a sort of quality which existed in my fancy and inspired me with a fear of something that was incorporeal-fear of a manifestation of my own spirit fear of a vague thought, which is, indeed, the very worst of fears.’


  ‘I began to be mentally disturbed. After long evenings spent in confidential and very unconventional chats with Linda, in which little by little my feelings took on the color of love, I passed long days of secret torment, such as incipient maniacs must experience. Gradually a resolve began to grow up in my mind, a desire that became more and more importunate in demanding a solution of this. I decided to kill the cat.’


  ‘One evening before meeting Linda on the balcony, I took out of my medical cabinet a jar of glycerin and a small bottle of hydrocyanic acid, together with one of those little pencils of glass which chemists use in mixing certain corrosive substances. That evening for the first time Linda allowed me to caress her. I held her in my arms and passed my hand over her long hair, which snapped and cracked under my touch in a succession of tiny sparks. As soon as I regained my room the golden cat, as usual, appeared before me. I called her to me; she rubbed herself against me with arched back and extended tail, purring the while with the greatest amiability. I took the glass pencil in my hand, moistened the point in the glycerin, and held it out to the animal, which licked it with her long red tongue. I did this three or four times, but the next time I dipped the pencil in the acid. The cat unhesitatingly touched it with her tongue. In an instant she became rigid, and a moment after, a frightful tetanic convulsion caused her to leap thrice into the air, and then to fall upon the floor with a dreadful cry – a cry that was truly human. She was dead!’


  ‘With the perspiration starting from my forehead and with trembling hands I threw myself upon the floor beside the body that was not yet cold. The starting eyes had a look that froze me with horror. The blackened tongue was thrust out between the teeth; the limbs exhibited the most remarkable contortions. I mustered all my courage with a violent effort of will, took the animal by the paws, and left the house. Hurrying down the silent street, I proceeded to the quays along the banks of the Loire, and, on reaching them, threw my burden into the river. Until daylight I roamed around the city, just where I know not; and not until the sky began to grow pale and then to be flushed with light did I at last have the courage to return home. As I laid my hand upon the door, I shivered. I had a dread of finding there still living, as in the celebrated tale of Poe, the animal that I had so lately put to death. But no, my room was empty. I fell half-fainting upon my bed, and for the first time I slept with a perfect sense of being all alone, a sleep like that of a beast or of an assassin until evening came.’


  Some one here interrupted, breaking in upon the profound silence in which we had been listening.


  ‘I can guess the end. Linda disappeared at the same time as the cat.’


  ‘You see perfectly well,’ replied Tribourdeaux, ‘that there exists between the facts of this story a curious coincidence, since you are able to guess so exactly their relation. Yes, Linda disappeared. They found in her apartment her dresses, her linen, all even to the night-robe that she was to have worn that night, but there was nothing that could give the slightest clue to her identity. The owner of the house had let the apartment to ‘Mademoiselle Linda, concert-singer,’ He knew nothing more. I was summoned before the police magistrate. I had been seen on the night of her disappearance roaming about with a distracted air in the vicinity of the river. Luckily the judge knew me; luckily also, he was a man of no ordinary intelligence. I related to him privately the entire story, just as I have been telling it to you. He dismissed the inquiry; yet I may say that very few have ever had so narrow, an escape as mine from a criminal trial.’


  For several moments the silence of the company was unbroken. Finally a gentleman, wishing to relieve the tension, cried out:


  ‘Come now, doctor, confess that this is really all fiction; that you merely want to prevent these ladies from getting any sleep to­night.’


  Tribourdeaux bowed stiffly, his face unsmiling and a little pale.


  ‘You may take it as you will,’ he said.


  A Fight With a Cannon


  By Victor Hugo


  La vieuville was suddenly cut short by a cry of despair, and a the same time a noise was heard wholly unlike any other dound ehe crt and aounds came from within the kessel.


  The captain and lieutenant rushed toward the gun-deck but could not get down. All the gunners were pounng up in dismay. Something terrible had just happened.


  One of the carronades of the battery, a twenty-four pounder, had broken loose.


  This is the most dangerous accident that can possibly take place on shipboard. Nothing more terrible can happen to a sloop of was in open sea and under full sail.


  A cannon that breaks its moorings suddenly becomes some strange, supernatural beast. It is a machine transformed into a monster. That short mass on wheels moves like a billiard-ball, rolls with the rolling of the ship, plunges with the pitching goes, comes, stops, seems to meditate, starts on its course again, shoots like an arrow from one end of the vessel to the other, whirls around, slips away, dodges, rears, bangs, crashes, kills, exterminates. It is a battering ram capriciously assaulting a wall. Add to this the fact that the ram is of metal, the wall of wood.


  It is matter set free; one might say, this eternal slave was avenging itself; it seems as if the total depravity concealed in what we call inanimate things has escaped, and burst forth all of a sudden; it appears to lose patience, and to take a strange mysterious revenge; nothing more relentless than this wrath of the inanimate. This enraged lump leaps like a panther, it has the clumsiness of an elephant, the nimbleness of a mouse, the obstinacy of an ox, the uncertainty of the billows, the zigzag of the lightning, the deafness of the grave. It weighs ten thousand pounds, and it rebounds like a child’s ball. It spins and then abruptly darts off at right angles.


  And what is to be done? How put an end to it? A tempest ceases, a cyclone passes over, a wind dies down, a broken mast can be replaced, a leak can be stopped, a fire extinguished, but what will become of this enormous brute of bronze. How can it be captured? You can reason with a bulldog, astonish a bull, fascinate a boa, frighten a tiger, tame a lion; but you have no resource against this monster, a loose cannon. You can not kill it, it is dead; and at the same time it lives. It lives with a sinister life which comes to it from the infinite. The deck beneath it gives it full swing. It is moved by the ship, which is moved by the sea, which is moved by the wind. This destroyer is a toy.


  The ship, the waves, the winds, all play with it, hence its frightful animation. What is to be done with this apparatus? How fetter this stupendous engine of destruction? How anticipate its comings and goings, its returns, its stops, its shocks? Any one of its blows on the side of the ship may stave it in. How foretell its frightful meanderings? It is dealing with a projectile, which alters its mind, which seems to have ideas, and changes its direction every instant. How check the course of what must be avoided? The horrible cannon struggles, advances, backs, strikes right, strikes left, retreats, passes by, disconcerts expectation, grinds up obstacles, crushes men like flies. All the terror of the situation is in the fluctuations of the flooring. How fight an inclined plane subject to caprices? The ship has, so to speak, in its belly, an imprisoned thunderstorm, striving to escape; something like a thunderbolt rumbling above an earthquake.


  In an instant the whole crew was on foot. It was the fault of the gun captain, who had neglected to fasten the screw-nut of the mooring-chain, and had insecurely clogged the four wheels of the gun carriage; this gave play to the sole and the framework, separated the two platforms, and the breeching. The tackle had given way, so that the cannon was no longer firm on its carriage. The stationary breeching, which prevents recoil, was not in use at this time. A heavy sea struck the port, the carronade, insecurely fastened had recoiled and broken its chain and began its terrible course over the deck.


  To form an idea of this strange sliding, let one imagine a drop of water running over a glass.


  At the moment when the fastenings gave way, the gunners were in the battery, some in groups, others scattered about, busied with the customary work among sailors getting ready for a signal for action. The carronade, hurled forward by the pitching of the vessel, made a gap in this crowd of men and crushed four at the first blow; then sliding back and shot out again as the ship roiled, it cut in two a fifth unfortunate, and knocked a piece of the battery against the larboard side with such force as to unship it. This caused the cry of distress just heard. All the men rushed to the companion-way. The gun-deck was vacated in a twinkling.


  The enormous gun was left alone. It was given up to itself. It was its own master and master of the ship. It could do what it pleased. This whole crew, accustomed to laugh in time of battle, now trembled. To describe the terror is impossible.


  Captain Boisberthelot and Lieutenant la Vieuville, although both dauntless men, stopped at the head of the companion-way and, dumb, pale, and hesitating, looked down on the deck below. Some one elbowed past and went down.


  It was their passenger, the peasant, the man of whom they had just been speaking a moment before.


  Reaching the foot of the companion-way, he stopped.


  The cannon was rushing back and forth on the deck. One might have supposed it to be the living chariot of the Apocalypse. The marine lantern swinging overhead added a dizzy shifting of light and shade to the picture. The form of the cannon disappeared in the violence of its course, and it looked now black in the light now mysteriously white in the darkness.


  It went on in its destructive work. It had already shattered four other guns and made two gaps in the side of the ship, fortunately above the water-line, but where the water would come in, in case of heavy weather. It rushed frantically against the framework; the strong timbers withstood the shock; the curved shape of the wood gave them great power of resistance; but they creaked beneath the blows of this huge club, beating on all sides at once, with a strange sort of ubiquity. The percussions of a grain of shot shaken in a bottle are not swifter or more senseless. The four wheels passed back and forth over the dead men, cutting them, carving them, slashing them, till the five corpses were a score of stumps rolling across the deck; the heads of the dead men seemed to cry out; streams of blood curled over the deck with the rolling of the vessel; the planks, damaged in several places, began to gape open. The whole ship was filled with the horrid noise and confusion.


  The captain promptly recovered his presence of mind and ordered everything that could check and impede the cannon’s mad course to be thrown through the hatchway down on the gun-deck-mattresses, hammocks, spare sails, rolls of cordage, bags belonging to the crew, and bales of counterfeit assignats, of which the corvette carried a large quantity – a characteristic piece of English villainy regarded as legitimate warfare.


  But what could these rags do? As nobody dared to go below to dispose of them properly, they were reduced to lint in a few minutes.


  There was just sea enough to make the accident as bad as possible. A tempest would have been desirable, for it might have upset the cannon, and with its four wheels once in the air there would be some hope of getting it under control. Meanwhile, the havoc increased.


  There were splits and fractures in the masts, which are set into the framework of the keel and rise above the decks of ships like great, round pillars. The convulsive blows of the cannon had cracked the mizzenmast, and had cut into the mainmast.


  The battery was being ruined. Ten pieces out of thirty were disabled; the breaches in the side of the vessel were increasing, and the corvette was beginning to leak.


  The old passenger having gone down to the gun-deck, stood like a man of stone at the foot of the steps. He cast a stern glance over this scene of devastation. He did not move. It seemed impossible to take a step forward. Every movement of the loose carronade threatened the ship’s destruction. A few moments more and shipwreck would be inevitable.


  They must perish or put a speedy end to the disaster; some course must be decided on; but what? What an opponent was this carronade! Something must be done to stop this terrible madness-to capture this lightning-to overthrow this thunderbolt.


  Boisberthelot said to La Vieuville:


  ‘Do you believe in God, chevalier?’


  La Vieuville replied:


  ‘Yes-no. Sometimes.’


  ‘During a tempest?’


  ‘Yes, and in moments like this.’


  ‘God alone can save us from this,’ said Boisberthelot.


  Everybody was silent, letting the carronade continue its horrible din.


  Outside, the waves beating against the ship responded with their blows to the shocks of the cannon. It was like two hammers alternating.


  Suddenly, in the midst of this inaccessible ring, where the escaped cannon was leaping, a man was seen to appear, with an iron bar in his hand. He was the author of the catastrophe, the captain of the gun, guilty of criminal carelessness, and the cause of the accident, the master of the carronade. Having done the mischief, he was anxious to repair it. He had seized the iron bar in one hand, a tiller-rope with a slip-noose in the other, and jumped, down the hatchway to the gun-deck.


  Then began an awful sight; a Titanic scene; the contest between gun and gunner; the battle of matter and intelligence; the duel between man and the inanimate.


  The man stationed himself in a corner, and, with bar and rope in his two hands, he leaned against one of the riders, braced himself on his legs, which seemed two steel posts; and livid, calm, tragic, as if rooted to the deck, he waited.


  He waited for the cannon to pass by him.


  The gunner knew his gun, and it seemed to him as if the gun ought to know him. He had lived long with it. How many times he had thrust his hand into its mouth! It was his own familiar monster. He began to speak to it as if it were his dog.


  ‘Come!’ he said. Perhaps he loved it.


  He seemed to wish it to come to him.


  But to come to him was to come upon him. And then he would be lost. How could he avoid being crushed? That was the question. All looked on in terror.


  Not a breast breathed freely, unless perhaps that of the old man, who was alone in the battery with the two contestants, a stern witness.


  He might be crushed himself by the cannon. He did not stir.


  Beneath them the sea blindly directed the contest.


  At the moment when the gunner, accepting this frightful hand-to-hand conflict, challenged the cannon, some chance rocking of the sea caused the carronade to remain for an instant motionless and as if stupefied. ‘Come, now!’ said the man.


  It seemed to listen.


  Suddenly it leaped toward him. The man dodged the blow.


  The battle began. Battle unprecedented. Frailty struggling against the invulnerable. The gladiator of flesh attacking the beast of brass. On one side, brute force; on the other, a human soul.


  All this was taking place in semi-darkness. It was like the shadowy vision of a miracle.


  A soul-strange to say, one would have thought the cannon also had a soul; but a soul full of hatred and rage. This sightless thing seemed to have eyes. The monster appeared to lie in wait for the man. One would have at least believed that there was craft in this mass. It also chose its time. It was a strange, gigantic insect of metal, having or seeming to have the will of a demon. For a moment this colossal locust would beat against the low ceiling overhead, then it would come down on its four wheels like a tiger on its four paws, and begin to run at the man. He, supple, nimble, expert, writhed away like an adder from all these lightning movements. He avoided a collision, but the blows which he parried fell against the, vessel, and continued their work of destruction.


  An end of broken chain was left hanging to the carronade. This chain had in some strange way become twisted about the screw of the cascabel. One end of the chain was fastened to the gun-carriage. The other, left loose, whirled desperately about the cannon, making all its blows more dangerous.


  The screw held it in a firm grip, adding a thong to a battering-ram, making a terrible whirlwind around the cannon, an iron lash in a brazen hand. This chain complicated the contest.


  However, the man went on fighting. Occasionally, it was the man who attacked the cannon; he would creep along the side of the vessel, bar and rope in hand: and the cannon, as if it understood, and as though suspecting some snare, would flee away. The man, bent on victory, pursued it.


  Such things can not long continue. The cannon seemed to say to itself, all of a sudden, ‘Come, now! Make an end of it!’ and it stopped. One felt that the crisis was at hand. The cannon, as if in suspense, seemed to have, or really had-for to all it was a living being – a ferocious malice prepense. It made a sudden, quick dash at the gunner. The gunner sprang out of the way, let it pass by, and cried out to it with a laugh, ‘Try it again!’ The cannon, as if enraged, smashed a carronade on the port side; then, again seized by the invisible sling which controlled it, it was hurled to the starboard side at the man, who made his escape.


  Three carronades gave way under the blows of the cannon; then, as if blind and not knowing what more to do, it turned its back on the man, rolled from stern to bow, injured the stern and made a breach in the planking of the prow. The man took refuge at the foot of the steps, not far from the old man who was looking on. The gunner held his iron bar in rest. The cannon seemed to notice it, and without taking the trouble to turn around, slid back on the man, swift as the blow of an axe. The man, driven against the side of the ship, was lost. The whole crew cried out with horror.


  But the old passenger, till this moment motionless, darted forth more quickly than any of this wildly swift rapidity. He seized a package of counterfeit assignats, and, at the risk of being crushed succeeded in throwing it between the wheels of the carronade This decisive and perilous movement could not have been made with more exactness and precision by a man trained in all the exercises described in Durosel’s ‘Manual of Gun Practice at Sea.’


  The package had the effect of a clog. A pebble may stop a log, the branch of a tree turn aside an avalanche. The carronade stumbled. The gunner, taking advantage of this critical opportunity, plunged his iron bar between the spokes of one of the hind wheels. The cannon stopped. It leaned forward The man using the bar as a lever, held it in equilibrium The heavy mass was overthrown, with the crash of a falling bell and the man rushing with all his might, dripping with perspiration passed the slipnoose around the bronze neck of the subdued monster.


  It was ended. The man had conquered. The ant had control over the mastodon; the pygmy had taken the thunderbolt prisoner.


  The mariners and sailors clapped their hands.


  The whole crew rushed forward with cables and chains, and in an instant the cannon was secured.


  The gunner saluted the passenger.


  ‘Sir,’ he said, ‘you have saved my life.’


  The old man had resumed his impassive attitude, and made no reply.


  The man had conquered, but the cannon might be said to have conquered as well. Immediate shipwreck had been avoided, but the corvette was not saved. The damage to the vessel seemed beyond repair. There were five breaches in her sides, one, very large, in the bow; twenty of the thirty carronades lay useless in their frames. The one which had just been captured and chained again was disabled; the screw of the cascabel was sprung, and consequently leveling the gun made impossible. The battery was reduced to nine pieces. The ship was leaking. It was necessary to repair the damages at once, and to work the pumps.


  The gun-deck, now that one could look over it, was frightful to behold. The inside of an infuriated elephant’s cage would not be more completely demolished.


  However great might be the necessity of escaping observation, the necessity of immediate safety was still more imperative to the corvette. They had been obliged to light up the deck with lanterns hung here and there on the sides.


  However, all the while this tragic play was going on, the crew were absorbed by a question of life and death, and they were wholly ignorant of what was taking place outside the vessel. The fog had grown thicker; the weather had changed; the wind had worked its pleasure with the ship; they were out of their course, with Jersey and Guernsey close at hand, further to the south than they ought to have been, and in the midst of a heavy sea. Great billows kissed the gaping wounds of the vessel-kisses full of danger. The rocking of the sea threatened destruction. The breeze had become a gale A squall, a tempest, perhaps, was brewing It was impossible to see four waves ahead.


  While the crew were hastily repairing the damages to the gun-deck, stopping the leaks, and putting in place the guns which had been uninjured in the disaster, the old passenger had gone on deck again.


  He stood with his back against the mainmast.


  He had not noticed a proceeding which had taken place on the vessel. The Chevalier de la Vieuville had drawn up the marines in line on both sides of the mainmast, and at the sound of the boatswain’s whistle the sailors formed in line, standing on the yards.


  The Count de Boisberthelot approached the passenger.


  Behind the captain walked a man, haggard, out of breath, his dress disordered, but still with a look of satisfaction on his face.


  It was the gunner who had just shown himself so skilful in subduing monsters, and who had gained the mastery over the cannon.


  The count gave the military salute to the old man in peasant’s dress, and said to him:


  ‘General, there is the man.’


  The gunner remained standing, with downcast eyes, in military attitude.


  The Count de Boisberthelot continued:


  ‘General, in consideration of what this man has done, do you not think there is something due him from his commander?’


  ‘I think so,’ said the old man.


  ‘Please give your orders,’ replied Boisberthelot.


  ‘It is for you to give them, you are the captain.’


  ‘But you are the general,’ replied Boisberthelot.


  The old man looked at the gunner.


  ‘Come forward,’ he said.


  The gunner approached.


  The old man turned toward the Count de Boisberthelot, took off the cross of Saint-Louis from the captain’s coat and fastened it on the gunner’s jacket.


  ‘Hurrah!’ cried the sailors.


  The mariners presented arms.


  And the old passenger, pointing to the dazzled gunner, added:


  ‘Now, have this man shot.’


  Dismay succeeded the cheering.


  Then in the midst of the death-like stillness, the old man raised his voice and said:


  ‘Carelessness has compromised this vessel. At this very hour it is perhaps lost. To be at sea is to be in front of the enemy. A ship making a voyage is an army waging war. The tempest is concealed, but it is at hand. The whole sea is an ambuscade. Death is the penalty of any misdemeanor committed in the face of the enemy. No fault is reparable. Courage should be rewarded, and negligence punished.’


  These words fell one after another, slowly, solemnly, in a sort of inexorable metre, like the blows of an axe upon an oak.


  And the man, looking at the soldiers, added:


  ‘Let it be done.’


  The man on whose jacket hung the shining cross of Saint-Louis bowed his head.


  At a signal from Count de Boisberthelot, two sailors went below and came back bringing the hammock-shroud; the chaplain, who since they sailed had been at prayer in the officers’ quarters, accompanied the two sailors; a sergeant detached twelve marines from the line and arranged them in two files, six by six; the gunner, without uttering a word, placed himself between the two files. The chaplain, crucifix in hand, advanced and stood beside him. ‘March,’ said the sergeant. The platoon marched with slow steps to the bow of the vessel. The two sailors, carrying the shroud, followed. A gloomy silence fell over the vessel. A hurricane howled in the distance.


  A few moments later, a light flashed, a report sounded through the darkness, then all was still, and the sound of a body falling into the sea was heard.


  The old passenger, still leaning against the mainmast, had crossed his arms, and was buried in thought.


  Boisberthelot pointed to him with the forefinger of his left hand, and said to La Vieuville in a low voice:


  ‘La Vendée has a head.’


  A Lodging For the Night


  By Robert Louis Stevenson


  It was late in November, 1456. The snow fell over Paris with rigorous, relentless persistence; sometimes the wind made a sally and scattered it in flying vortices; sometimes there was a lull and flake after flake descended out of the black night air silent circuitous interminable To poor people looking up under moist eyebrows, it seemed a wonder where it all came from Master Francis Villon had propounded an alternative that afternoon at a tavern window was it only pagan Jupiter plucking geese upon Olympus? or were the holy angels moulting? He was only a poor Master of Arts he went on; and as the question somewhat touched upon divinity, he durst not venture to conclude A silly old priest from Montargis who was among the company treated the young rascal to a bottle of wine in honour of the jest and grimaces with which it was accompanied and swore on his own white beard that he had been just such another irreverent dog when he was Villon’s age.


  The air was raw and pointed, but not far below freezing; and the flakes were large, damp, and adhesive. The whole city was sheeted up. An army might have marched from end to end and not a footfall given the alarm. If there were any belated birds in heaven they saw the island like a large white patch and the bridges like slim white spars on the black ground of the river High up overhead the snow settled among the tracery of the cathedral towers Many a niche was drifted full: many a statue wore a long white bonnet on its grotesque or sainted head. The gargoyles had been transformed into great false noses, drooping toward the point. The crockets were like upright pillows swollen on one side. In the intervals of the wind there was a dull sound dripping about the precincts of the church.


  The cemetery of St.John had taken its own share of the snow. All the graves were decently covered; tall white housetops stood around in grave array; worthy burghers were long ago in bed, be-nightcapped like their domiciles; there was no light in all the neighbourhood but a little peep from a lamp that hung swinging in the church choir, and tossed the shadows to and fro in time to its oscillations. The clock was hard on ten when the patrol went by with halberds and a lantern, beating their hands; and they saw nothing suspicious about the cemetery of St.John.


  Yet there was a small house, backed up against the cemetery wall, which was still awake, and awake to evil purpose, in that snoring district. There was not much to betray it from without; only a stream of warm vapour from the chimney-top, a patch where the snow melted on the roof, and a few half-obliterated footprints at the door. But within, behind the shuttered windows, Master Francis Villon, the poet, and some of the thievish crew with whom he consorted, were keeping the night alive and passing round the bottle.


  A great pile of living embers diffused a strong and ruddy glow from the arched chimney. Before this straddled Dom Nicolas, the Picardy monk, with his skirts picked up and his fat legs bared to the comfortable warmth. His dilated shadow cut the room in half; and the firelight only escaped on either side of his broad person, and in a little pool between his outspread feet. His face had the beery, bruised appearance of the continual drinker’s; it was covered with a network of congested veins, purple in ordinary circumstances, but now pale violet, for even with his back to the fire the cold pinched him on the other side. His cowl had half fallen back, and made a strange excrescence on either side of his bull-neck. So he straddled, grumbling, and cut the room in half with the shadow of his portly frame.


  On the right, Villon and Guy Tabary were huddled together over a scrap of parchment; Villon making a ballade which he was to call the ‘Ballade of Roast Fish,’ and Tabary sputtering admiration at his shoulder. The poet was a rag of a man, dark, little, and lean, with hollow cheeks and thin black locks. He carried his four and twenty years with feverish animation. Greed had made folds about his eyes, evil smiles had puckered his mouth. The wolf and pig struggled together in his face. It was an eloquent, sharp, ugly, earthly countenance. His hands were small and prehensile, with fingers knotted like a cord; and they were continually flickering in front of him in violent and expressive pantomime. As for Tabary, a broad, complacent, admiring imbecility breathed from his squash nose and slobbering lips; he had become a thief, just as he might have become the most decent of burgesses, by the imperious chance that rules the lives of human geese and human donkeys.


  At the monk’s other hand, Montigny and Thevenin Pensete played a game of chance. About the first there clung some flavour of good birth and training, as about a fallen angel; something long, lithe, and courtly in the person; something aquiline and darkling in the face. Thevenin, poor soul, was in great feather; he had done a good stroke of knavery that afternoon in the Faubourg St.Jacques, and all night he had been gaining from Montigny A flat smile illuminated his face; his bald head shone rosily in a garland of red curls; his little protuberant stomach shook with silent chucklings as he swept in his gains.


  ‘Doubles or quits?’ said Thevenin.


  Montigny nodded grimly.


  ‘Some may prefer to dine in state,’ wrote Villon, ‘on bread and cheese on silver plate. Or, or-help me out, Guido!’


  Tabary giggled.


  ‘Or parsley on a golden dish,’ scribbled the poet.


  The wind was freshening without; it drove the snow before it, and sometimes raised its voice in a victorious whoop, and made sepulchral grumblings in the chimney. The cold was growing sharper as the night went on. Villon, protruding his lips, imitated the gust with something between a whistle and a groan. It was an eerie, uncomfortable talent of the poet’s, much detested by the Picardy monk.


  ‘Can’t you hear it rattle in the gibbet?’ said Villon. ‘They are all dancing the devil’s jig on nothing, up there. You may dance, my gallants; you’ll be none the warmer. Whew, what a gust! Down went somebody just now! A medlar the fewer on the three-legged medlar-tree! I say, Dom Nicolas, it’ll be cold to-night on the St.Denis Road?’ he asked.


  Dom Nicholas winked both his big eyes, and seemed to choke upon his Adam’s apple. Montfaucon, the great, grisly Paris gibbet, stood hard by the St.Denis Road, and the pleasantry touched him on the raw. As for Tabary, he laughed immoderately over the medlars; he had never heard anything more light-hearted; and he held his sides and crowed. Villon fetched him a fillip on the nose, which turned his mirth into an attack of coughing.


  ‘Oh, stop that row,’ said Villon, ‘and think of rhymes to ‘fish’!’


  ‘Doubles or quits? Said Montigny, doggedly.


  ‘With all my heart,’ quoth Thevenin.


  ‘Is there any more in that bottle?’ asked the monk.


  ‘Open another,’ said Villon. ‘How do you ever hope to fill that big hogshead, your body, with little things like bottles? And how do you expect to get to heaven? How many angels, do you fancy, can be spared to carry up a single monk from Picardy? Or do you think yourself another Elias-and they’ll send the coach for you?’


  ‘Hominibus impossible,’ replied the monk, as he filled his glass.


  Tabary was in ecstasies.


  Villon filliped his nose again.


  ‘Laugh at my jokes, if you like,’ he said.


  Villon made a face at him. ‘Think of rhymes to ‘fish’,’ he said. ‘What have you to do with Latin? You’ll wish you knew none of it at the great assizes, when the devil calls for Guido Tabary, clericus – the devil with the humpback and red-hot fingernails. Talking of the devil,’ he added, in a whisper, ‘look at Montigny!’


  All three peered covertly at the gamester. He did not seem to be enjoying his luck. His mouth was a little to a side; one nostril nearly shut, and the other much inflated. The black dog was on his back, as people say, in terrifying nursery metaphor; and he breathed hard under the gruesome burden.


  ‘He looks as if he could knife him,’ whispered Tabary, with round eyes.


  The monk shuddered, and turned his face and spread his open hands to the red embers. It was the cold that thus affected Dom Nicolas, and not any excess of moral sensibility.


  ‘Come now,’ said Villon –‘about this ballade. How does it run so far?’ And beating time with his hand, he read it aloud to Tabary.


  They were interrupted at the fourth rhyme by a brief and fatal movement among the gamesters. The round was completed, and Thevenin was just opening his mouth to claim another victory, when Montigny leaped up, swift as an adder, and stabbed him to the heart. The blow took effect before he had time to utter a cry before he had time to move. A tremor or two convulsed his frame; his hands opened and shut his heels rattled on the floor; then his head rolled backward over one shoulder with eyes wide open; and Thevenin Pensete’s spirit had returned to Him who made it.


  Every one sprang to his feet; but the business was over in two twos. The four living fellows looked at each other in rather a ghastly fashion, the dead man contemplating a corner of the roof with a singular and ugly leer.


  ‘My God!’ said Tabary, and he began to pray in Latin.


  Villon broke out into hysterical laughter. He came a step forward and ducked a ridiculous bow at Thevenin, and laughed still louder. Then he sat down suddenly, all of a heap, upon a stool, and continued laughing bitterly, as though he would shake himself to pieces.


  Montigny recovered his composure first.


  ‘Let’s see what he has about him,’ he remarked; and he picked the dead man’s pockets with a practised hand, and divided the money into four equal portions on the table. ‘There’s for you,’ he said.


  The monk received his share with a deep sigh, and a single stealthy glance at the dead Thevenin, who was beginning to sink into himself and topple sideways off the chair.


  ‘We’re all in for it,’ cried Villon, swallowing his mirth. ‘It’s a hanging job for every man Jack of us that’s here – not to speak of those who aren’t.’ He made a shocking gesture in the air with his raised right hand, and put out his tongue and threw his head on one side, so as to counterfeit the appearance of one who has been hanged. Then he pocketed his share of the spoil, and executed a shuffle with his feet as if to restore the circulation.


  Tabary was the last to help himself; he made a dash at the money, and retired to the other end of the apartment.


  Montigny stuck Thevenin upright in the chair, and drew out the dagger, which was followed by a jet of blood.


  ‘You fellows had better be moving,’ he said, as he wiped the blade on his victim’s doublet.


  ‘I think we had,’ returned Villon, with a gulp. ‘Damn his fat head!’ he broke out. ‘It sticks in my throat like phlegm. What right has a man to have red hair when he is dead?’ And he fell all of a heap again upon the stool, and fairly covered his face with his hands.


  Montigny and Dom Nicolas laughed aloud, even Tabary feebly chiming in.


  ‘Cry-baby!’ said the monk.


  ‘I always said he was a woman,’ added Montigny, with a sneer. ‘Sit up, can’t you?’ he went on, giving another shake to the murdered body. ‘Tread out that fire, Nick!’


  But Nick was better employed; he was quietly taking Villon’s purse, as the poet sat, limp and trembling, on the stool where he had been making a ballade not three minutes before. Montigny and Tabary dumbly demanded a share of the booty, which the monk silently promised as he passed the little bag into the bosom of his gown. In many ways an artistic nature unfits a man for practical existence.


  No sooner had the theft been accomplished than Villon shook himself, jumped to his feet, and began helping to scatter and extinguish the embers. Meanwhile Montigny opened the door and cautiously peered into the street. The coast was clear; there was no meddlesome patrol in sight. Still it was judged wiser to slip out severally; and as Villon was himself in a hurry to escape from the neighbourhood of the dead Thevenin, and the rest were in a still greater hurry to get rid of him before he should discover the loss of his money, he was the first by general consent to issue forth into the street.


  The wind had triumphed and swept all the clouds from heaven Only a few vapours, as thin as moonlight, fleeted rapidly across the stars. It was bitter cold; and, by a common optical effect things seemed almost more definite than in the broadest daylight, The sleeping city was absolutely still; a company of white hoods a field full of little alps below the twinkling stars Villon cursed his fortune Would it were still snowing! Now wherever he went he left an indelible trail behind him on the glittering streets; wherever he went he was still tethered to the house by the cemetery of StJohn; wherever he went he must weave with his own plodding feet the rope that bound him to the crime and would bind him to the gallows The leer of the dead man came back to him with new significance He snapped his fingers as if to pluck up his own spirits and choosing a street at random stepped boldly forward in the snow.


  Two things preoccupied him as he went: the aspect of the gallows at Montfaucon in this bright, windy phase of the night’s existence, for one; and for another, the look of the dead man with his bald head and garland of red curls. Both struck cold upon his heart, and he kept quickening his pace as if he could escape from unpleasant thoughts by mere fleetness of foot. Sometimes he looked back over his shoulder with a sudden nervous jerk; but he was the only moving thing in the white streets except when the wind swooped round a corner and threw up the snow, which was beginning to freeze, in spouts of glittering dust.


  Suddenly he saw, a long way before him, a black clump and a couple of lanterns. The clump was in motion, and the lanterns swung as though carried by men walking. It was a patrol. And though it was merely crossing his line of march he judged it wiser to get out of eyeshot as speedily as he could. He was not in the humour to be challenged, and he was conscious of making a very conspicuous mark upon the snow. Just on his left hand there stood a great hotel, with some turrets and a large porch before the door; it was half ruinous, he remembered, and had long stood empty; and so he made three steps of it, and jumped into the shelter of the porch.


  It was pretty dark inside, after the glimmer of the snowy streets, and he was groping forward with outspread hands, when he stumbled over some substance which offered an indescribable mixture of resistances, hard and soft, firm and loose. His heart gave a leap, and he sprang two steps back and stared dreadfully at the obstacle. Then he gave a little laugh of relief. It was only a woman, and she dead. He knelt beside her to make sure upon this latter point. She was freezing cold, and rigid like a stick. A little ragged finery fluttered in the wind about her hair, and her cheeks had been heavily rouged that same afternoon. Her pockets were quite empty; but in her stocking underneath the garter Villon found two of the small coins that went by the name of whites It was little enough but it was always something; and the poet was moved with a deep sense of pathos that she should have died before she had spent her money That seemed to him a dark and pitiable mystery; and he looked from the coins in his hand to the dead woman and back again to the coins shaking his head over the riddle of man’s life.


  Henry V. of England, dying at Vincennes just after he had conquered France, and this poor jade cut off by a cold draught in a great man’s doorway before she had time to spend her couple of whites – it seemed a cruel way to carry on the world. Two whites would have taken such a little while to squander; and yet it would have been one more good taste in the mouth, one more smack of the lips, before the devil got the soul, and the body was left to birds and vermin. He would like to use all his tallow before the light was blown out and the lantern broken.


  While these thoughts were passing through his mind, he was feeling, half mechanically, for his purse. Suddenly his heart stopped beating; a feeling of cold scales passed up the back of his legs, and a cold blow seemed to fall upon his scalp. He stood petrified for a moment; then he felt again with one feverish movement; then his loss burst upon him, and he was covered at once with perspiration. To spendthrifts money is so living and actual – it is such a thin veil between them and their pleasures! There is only one limit to their fortune-that of time; and a spendthrift with only a few crowns is the Emperor of Rome until they are spent. For such a person to lose his money is to suffer the most shocking reverse, and fall from heaven to hell, from all to nothing, in a breath.


  And all the more if he has put his head in the halter for it; if he may be hanged tomorrow for that same purse, so dearly earned, so foolishly departed! Villon stood and cursed; he threw the two whites into the street; he shook his fist at heaven; he stamped, and was not horrified to find himself trampling the poor corpse. Then he began rapidly to retrace his steps toward the house beside the cemetery. He had forgotten all fear of the patrol which was long gone by at any rate, and had no idea but that of his lost purse. It was in vain that he looked right and left upon the snow; nothing was to be seen He had not dropped it in the streets. Had it fallen in the house? He would have liked dearly to go in and see; but the idea of the grisly occupant unmanned him And he saw besides, as he drew near that their efforts to put out the fire had been unsuccessful; on the contrary it had broken into a blaze, and a changeful light played in the chinks of door and window, and revived his terror for the authorities and Paris gibbet.


  He returned to the hotel with the porch, and groped about upon the snow for the money he had thrown away in his childish passion. But he could only find one white; the other had probably struck sideways and sunk deeply in. With a single white in his pocket, all his projects for a rousing night in some wild tavern vanished utterly away. And it was not only pleasure that fled laughing from his grasp; positive discomfort, positive pain, attacked him as he stood ruefully before the porch. His perspiration had dried upon him; and although the wind had now fallen, a binding frost was setting in stronger with every hour, and he felt benumbed and sick at heart. What was to be done? Late as was the hour, improbable as was his success, he would try the house of his adopted father, the chaplain of St.Benoit.


  He ran all the way, and knocked timidly. There was no answer. He knocked again and again, taking heart with every stroke; and at last steps were heard approaching from within. A barred wicket fell open in the iron-studded door, and emitted a gush of yellow light.


  ‘Hold up your face to the wicket,’ said the chaplain from within.


  ‘It’s only me,’ whimpered Villon.


  ‘Oh, its only you, is it?’ returned the chaplain; and he cursed him with foul, unpriestly oaths for disturbing him at such an hour, and bade him be off to hell, where he came from.


  ‘My hands are blue to the wrist,’ pleaded Villon; ‘my feet are dead and full of twinges; my nose aches with the sharp air; the cold lies at my heart. I may be dead before morning. Only this once, father, and, before God, I will never ask again!’


  ‘You should have come earlier,’ said the ecclesiastic, coolly. ‘Young men require a lesson now and then.’ He shut the wicket and retired deliberately into the interior of the house.


  Villon was beside himself; he beat upon the door with his hands and feet, and shouted hoarsely after the chaplain.


  ‘Wormy old fox!’ he cried. ‘If I had my hand under your twist, I would send you flying headlong into the bottomless pit.’


  A door shut in the interior, faintly audible to the poet down long passages. He passed his hand over his mouth with an oath. And then the humour of the situation struck him, and he laughed and looked lightly up to heaven, where the stars seemed to be winking over his discomfiture.


  What was to be done? It looked very like a night in the frosty streets. The idea of the dead woman popped into his imagination, and gave him a hearty fright; what had happened to her in the early night might very well happen to him before morning. And he so young! And with such immense possibilities of disorderly amusement before him! He felt quite pathetic over the notion of his own fate, as if it had been some one else’s, and made a little imaginative vignette of the scene in the morning when they should find his body.


  He passed all his chances under review, turning the white between his thumb and forefinger. Unfortunately he was on bad terms with some old friends who would once have taken pity on him in such a plight. He had lampooned them in verses; he had beaten and cheated them; and yet now, when he was in so close a pinch, he thought there was at least one who might perhaps relent. It was a chance. It was worth trying at least, and he would go and see.


  On the way, two little accidents happened to him which coloured his musings in a very different manner. For, first, he fell in with the track of a patrol, and walked in it for some hundred yards, although it lay out of his direction. And this spirited him up; at least he had confused his trail; for he was still possessed with the idea of people tracking him all about Paris over the snow, and collaring him next morning before he was awake. The other matter affected him quite differently. He passed a street-corner where, not so long before, a woman and her child had been devoured by wolves.


  This was just the kind of weather, he reflected, when wolves might take it into their heads to enter Paris again; and a lone man in these deserted streets would run the chance of something worse than a mere scare. He stopped and looked upon the place with an unpleasant interest – it was a centre where several lanes intersected each other; and he looked down them all, one after another, and held his breath to listen, lest he should detect some galloping black things on the snow or hear the sound of howling between him and the river. He remembered his mother telling him the story and pointing out the spot, while he was yet a child. His mother! If he only knew where she lived, he might make sure at least of shelter. He determined he would inquire upon the morrow; nay, he would go and see her, too, poor old girl! So thinking, he arrived at his destination-his last hope for the night.


  The house was quite dark, like its neighbours; and yet after a few taps he heard a movement overhead, a door opening, and a cautious voice asking who was there. The poet named himself in a loud whisper, and waited, not without some trepidation, the result. Nor had he to wait long. A window was suddenly opened, and a pailful of slops splashed down upon the doorstep. Villon had not been unprepared for something of the sort, and had put himself as much in shelter as the nature of the porch admitted; but for all that he was deplorably drenched below the waist. His hose began to freeze almost at once. Death from cold and exposure stared him in the face; he remembered he was of phthisical tendency, and began coughing tentatively.


  But the gravity of the danger steadied his nerves. He stopped a few hundred yards from the door where he had been so rudely used, and reflected with his finger to his nose. He could only see one way of getting a lodging, and that was to take it. He had noticed a house not far away, which looked as if it might be easily broken into; and thither he betook himself promptly, entertaining himself on the way with the idea of a room still hot, with a table still loaded with the remains of supper, where he might pass the rest of the black hours, and whence he should issue, on the morrow, with an armful of valuable plate. He even considered on what viands and what wines he should prefer; and as he was calling the roll of his favourite dainties roast fish presented itself to his mind with an odd mixture of amusement and horror.


  ‘I shall never finish that ballade,’ he thought to himself; and then, with another shudder at the recollection, ‘Oh, damn his fat head!’ he repeated, fervently, and spat upon the snow.


  The house in question looked dark at first sight; but as Villon made a preliminary inspection in search of the handiest point of attack, a little twinkle of light caught his eye from behind a curtained window.


  ‘The devil!’ he thought. ‘People awake! Some student or some saint, confound the crew! Can’t they get drunk and lie in bed snoring like their neighbours? What’s the good of curfew, and poor devils of bell-ringers jumping at a rope’s end in bell-towers?


  Whafs the use of day, if people sit up all night? The gripes to them!’ He grinned as he saw where his logic was leading him ‘Every man to his business, after all,’ added he, ‘and if they’re awake, by the Lord, I may come by a supper honestly for once and cheat the devil.’


  He went boldly to the door and knocked with an assured hand. On both previous occasions he had knocked timidly and with some dread of attracting notice; but now when he had just discarded the thought of a burglarious entry, knocking at a door seemed a mighty simple and innocent proceeding. The sound of his blows echoed through the house with thin, phantasmal reverberations as though it were quite empty; but these had scarcely died away before a measured tread drew near a couple of bolts were withdrawn, and one wing was opened broadly as though no guile or fear of guile were known to those within.


  A tall figure of a man, muscular and spare, but a little bent confronted Villon. The head was massive in bulk, but finely sculptured; the nose blunt at the bottom, but refining upward to where it joined a pair of strong and honest eyebrows; the mouth and eyes surrounded with delicate markings; and the whole face based upon a thick white beard boldly and squarely trimmed Seen as it was by the light of a flickering hand-lamp it looked perhaps nobler than it had a right to do; but it was a fine face honourable rather than intelligent, strong, simple, and righteous!


  ‘You knock late, sir,’ said the old man, in resonant, courteous tones.


  Villon cringed, and brought up many servile words of apology; at a crisis of this sort, the beggar was uppermost in him, and the man of genius hid his head with confusion.


  ‘You are cold,’ repeated the old man, ‘and hungry? Well, step in.’ And he ordered him into the house with a noble enough gesture.


  ‘Some great seigneur,’ thought Villon, as his host, setting down the lamp on the flagged pavement of the entry, shot the bolts once more into their places.


  ‘You will pardon me if I go in front,’ he said, when this was done; and he preceded the poet upstairs into a large apartment, warmed with a pan of charcoal and lit by a great lamp hanging from the roof. It was very bare of furniture; only some gold plate on a sideboard, some folios, and a stand of armour between the windows. Some smart tapestry hung upon the walls, representing the crucifixion of our Lord in one piece, and in another a scene of shepherds and shepherdesses by a running stream. Over the chimney was a shield of arms.


  ‘Will you seat yourself,’ said the old man, ‘and forgive me if I leave you? I am alone in my house to-night, and if you are to eat I must forage for you myself.’


  No sooner was his host gone than Villon leaped from the chair on which he had just seated himself, and began examining the room with the stealth and passion of a cat. He weighed the gold flagons in his hand, opened all the folios, and investigated the arms upon the shield, and the stuff with which the seats were lined. He raised the window curtains, and saw that the windows were set with rich stained glass in figures, so far as he could see, of martial import. Then he stood in the middle of the room, drew a long breath, and retaining it with puffed cheeks, looked round and round him, turning on his heels, as if to impress every feature of the apartment on his memory.


  ‘Seven pieces of plate,’ he said. ‘If there had been ten, I would have risked it. A fine house, and a fine old master, so help me all the saints!’


  And just then, hearing the old man’s tread returning along the corridor, he stole back to his chair, and began humbly toasting his wet legs before the charcoal pan.


  His entertainer had a plate of meat in one hand and a jug of wine in the other. He set down the plate upon the table, motioning Villon to draw in his chair, and going to the sideboard, brought back two goblets, which he filled.


  ‘I drink your better fortune,’ he said gravely, touching Villon’s cup with his own.


  To our better acquaintance,’ said the poet, growing bold. A mere man of the people would have been awed by the courtesy of the old seigneur, but Villon was hardened in that matter; he had made mirth for great lords before now, and found them as black rascals as himself. And so he devoted himself to the viands with a ravenous gusto, while the old man, leaning backward, watched him with steady, curious eyes.


  ‘You have blood on your shoulder, my man,’ he said.


  Montigny must have laid his wet right hand upon him as he left the house. He cursed Montigny in his heart.


  ‘It was none of my shedding,’ he stammered.


  ‘I had not supposed so,’ returned his host, quietly. ‘A brawl?’


  ‘Well, something of that sort,’ Villon admitted, with a quaver.


  ‘Perhaps a fellow murdered?’


  ‘Oh no, not murdered,’ said the poet, more and more confused. ‘It was all fair play-murdered by accident. I had no hand in it, God strike me dead!’ he added, fervently.


  ‘One rogue the fewer, I dare say,’ observed the master of the house.


  ‘You may dare to say that,’ agreed Villon, infinitely relieved. ‘As big a rogue as there is between here and Jerusalem. He turned up his toes like a lamb. But it was a nasty thing to look at. I dare say you’ve seen dead men in your time, my lord?’ he added, glancing at the armour.


  ‘Many,’ said the old man. ‘I have followed the wars, as you imagine.’


  Villon laid down his knife and fork, which he had just taken up again.


  ‘Were any of them bald?’ he asked.


  ‘Oh yes, and with hair as white as mine.’


  ‘I don’t think I should mind the white so much,’ said Villon. ‘His was red.’ And he had a return of his shuddering and tendency to laughter, which he drowned with a great draught of wine. ‘I’m a little put out when I think of it,’ he went on. ‘I knew him – damn him! And then the cold gives a man fancies – or the fancies give a man cold, I don’t know which.’


  ‘Have you any money?’ asked the old man.


  ‘I have one white,’ returned the poet, laughing. ‘I got it out of a dead jade’s stocking in a porch. She was as dead as Caesar, poor wench, and as cold as a church, with bits of ribbon sticking in her hair. This is a hard winter for wolves and wenches and poor rogues like me.’


  ‘I,’ said the old man, ‘am Enguerrand de la Feuillee, seigneur de Brisetout, bailie du Patatrac. Who and what may you be?’


  Villon rose and made a suitable reverence. ‘1 am called Francis Villon,’ he said, ‘a poor Master of Arts of this university. I know some Latin, and a deal of vice. I can make Chansons, ballades, lais, virelais, and roundels, and I am very fond of wine. I was born in a garret, and I shall not improbably die upon the gallows. I may add, my lord, that from this night forward I am your lordship’s very obsequious servant to command.’


  ‘No servant of mine,’ said the knight. ‘My guest for this evening, and no more.’


  ‘A very grateful guest,’ said Villon, politely, and he drank in dumb show to his entertainer.


  ‘You are shrewd,’ began the old man, tapping his forehead, ‘very shrewd; you have learning; you are a clerk; and yet you take a small piece of money off a dead woman in the street. Is it not a kind of theft?’


  ‘It is a kind of theft much practised in the wars, my lord.’


  ‘The wars are the field of honour,’ returned the old man, proudly. ‘There a man plays his life upon the cast; he fights in the name of his lord the king, his Lord God, and all their lordships the holy saints and angels.’


  ‘Put it,’ said Villon, ‘that I were really a thief, should I not play my life also, and against heavier odds?’


  ‘For gain, but not for honour.’


  ‘Gain?’ repeated Villon, with a shrug. ‘Gain! The poor fellow wants supper, and takes it. So does the soldier in a campaign. Why, what are all these requisitions we hear so much about? If they are not gain to those who take them, they are loss enough to the others. The men-at-arms drink by a good fire, while the burgher bites his nails to buy them wine and wood. I have seen a good many ploughmen swinging on trees about the country; ay, I have seen thirty on one elm, and a very poor figure they made; and when I asked some one how all these came to be hanged, I was told it was because they could not scrape together enough crowns to satisfy the men-at-arms.’


  ‘These things are a necessity of war, which the low-born must endure with constancy. It is true that some captains drive overhard; there are spirits in every rank not easily moved by pity; and indeed many follow arms who are no better than brigands.’


  ‘You see,’ said the poet, ‘you cannot separate the soldier from the brigand; and what is a thief but an isolated brigand with circumspect manners? I steal a couple of mutton-chops, without so much as disturbing people’s sleep; the farmer grumbles a bit, but sups none the less wholesomely on what remains You come up blowing gloriously on a trumpet take away the whole sheep and beat the farmer pitifully into the bargain I have no trumpet; I am only Tom Dick or Harry; I am a rogue and a dog and hanging’s too good for me – with all my heart; but just ask the farmer which of us he prefers just find out which of us he lies awake to curse on cold nights.’


  ‘Look at us two,’ said his lordship. ‘I am old, strong, and honoured. If I were turned from my house tomorrow, hundreds would be proud to shelter me. Poor people would go out and pass the night in the streets with their children, if I merely hinted that I wished to be alone. And I find you up, wandering homeless and picking farthings off dead women by the wayside! I fear no man and nothing; I have seen you tremble and lose countenance at a word I wait God’s summons contentedly in my own house or if it please the king to call me out again upon the field of battle You look for the gallows; a rough swift death without hope or honour. Is there no difference between these two?’


  ‘As far as to the moon,’ Villon acquiesced. ‘But if I had been born lord of Brisetout, and you had been the poor scholar Francis, would the difference have been any the less? Should not I have been warming my knees at this charcoal pan, and would not you have been groping for farthings in the snow? Should not I have been the soldier and you the thief?’


  ‘A thief?’ cried the old man. ‘I a thief! If you understood your words, you would repent them.’


  Villon turned out his hands with a gesture of inimitable impudence. ‘If your lordship had done me the honour to follow my argument!’ he said.


  ‘I do you too much honour in submitting to your presence,’ said the knight. ‘Learn to curb your tongue when you speak with old and honourable men, or some one hastier than I may reprove you in a sharper fashion.’ And he rose and paced the lower end of the apartment, struggling with anger and antipathy. Villon surreptitiously refilled his cup, and settled himself more comfortably in the chair, crossing his knees and leaning his head upon one hand and the elbow against the back of the chair. He was now replete and warm; and he was in no wise frightened for his host, having gauged him as justly as was possible between two such different characters. The night was far spent, and in a very comfortable fashion after all; and he felt morally certain of a safe departure on the morrow.


  ‘Tell me one thing,’ said the old man, pausing in his walk. ‘Are you really a thief?’


  ‘I claim the sacred rights of hospitality,’ returned the poet. ‘My lord, I am.’


  ‘You are very young,’ the knight continued.


  ‘I should never have been so old,’ replied Villon, showing his fingers, ‘if I had not helped myself with these ten talents. They have been my nursing mothers and my nursing fathers.’


  ‘You may still repent and change.’


  ‘I repent daily,’ said the poet. ‘There are few people more given to repentance than poor Francis. As for change, let somebody change my circumstances. A man must continue to eat, if it were only that he may continue to repent.’


  ‘The change must begin in the heart,’ returned the old man, solemnly.


  ‘My dear lord,’ answered Villon, ‘do you really fancy that I steal for pleasure? I hate stealing, like any other piece of work or of danger. My teeth chatter when I see a gallows. But I must eat, I must drink; I must mix in society of some sort. What the devil! Man is not a solitary animal – cui Deus foeminam tradit. Make me king’s pantler, make me Abbot of St.Denis, make me bailie of the Patatrac, and then I shall be changed indeed. But as long as you leave me the poor scholar Francis Villon, without a farthing, why, of course, I remain the same.’


  ‘The grace of God is all powerful.’


  ‘I should be a heretic to question it,’ said Francis. ‘It has made you lord of Brisetout and bailie of the Patatrac; it has given me nothing but the quick wits under my hat and these ten toes upon my hands. May I help myself to wine? I thank you respectfully. By God’s grace, you have a very superior vintage.’


  The lord of Brisetout walked to and fro with his hands behind his back. Perhaps he was not yet quite settled in his mind about the parallel between thieves and soldiers; perhaps Villon had interested him by some cross-thread of sympathy; perhaps his wits were simply muddled by so much unfamiliar reasoning; but whatever the cause, he somehow yearned to convert the young man to a better way of thinking, and could not make up his mind to drive him forth again into the street.


  ‘There is something more than I can understand in this,’ he said at length. Your mouth is full of subtleties, and the devil has led you very far astray; but the devil is only a very weak spirit before God’s truth, and all his subtleties vanish at a word of true honour, like darkness at morning. Listen to me once more. I learned long ago that a gentleman should live chivalrously and lovingly to God and the king and his lady; and though I have seen many strange things done, I have still striven to command my ways upon that rule. It is not only written in all noble histories, but in every man’s heart, if he will take care to read. You speak of food and wine, and I know very well that hunger is a difficult trial to endure; but you do not speak of other wants; you say nothing of honour, of faith to God and other men, of courtesy, of love without reproach. It may be that I am not very wise,-and yet I think I am – but you seem to me like one who has lost his way and made a great error in life.


  You are attending to the little wants, and you have totally forgotten the great and only real ones, like a man who should be doctoring toothache on the judgment day. For such things as honour and love and faith are not only nobler than food and drink, but indeed I think we desire them more, and suffer more sharply for their absence. I speak to you as I think you will most easily understand me. Are you not, while careful to fill your belly, disregarding another appetite in your heart, which spoils the pleasure of your life and keeps you continually wretched?


  Villon was sensibly nettled under all this sermonising. ‘You think I have no sense of honour!’ he cried. ‘I’m poor enough, God knows! It’s hard to see rich people with their gloves, and you blowing in your hands. An empty belly is a bitter thing, although you speak so lightly of it. If you had had as many as I, perhaps you would change your tune. Anyway, I’m a thief-make the most of that – but I’m not a devil from hell, God strike me dead! I would have you to know I’ve an honour of my own as good as yours, though I don’t prate about it all day long as if it was a God’s miracle to have any It seems quite natural to me; I keep it in its box till it’s wanted Why now look you here how long have I been in this room with you? Did you not tell me you were alone in the house? Look at your gold plate! You’re strong if you like, but you’re old and unarmed, and I have my knife.


  What did I want but a jerk of the elbow and here would have been you with the cold steel in your bowels, and there would have been me, linking in the streets, with an armful of golden cups! Did you suppose I hadn’t wit enough to see that? and I scorned the action. There are your damned goblets, as safe as in a church; there are you, with your heart ticking as good as new; and here am I, ready to go out again as poor as I came in, with my one white that you threw in my teeth! And you think I have no sense of honour-God strike me dead!’


  The old man stretched out his right arm. ‘I will tell you what you are,’ he said. ‘You are a rogue, my man, an impudent and black-hearted rogue and vagabond. I have passed an hour with you. Oh, believe me, I feel myself disgraced! And you have eaten and drunk at my table. But now I am sick at your presence; the day has come, and the night-bird should be off to his roost. Will you go before, or after?’


  ‘Which you please,’ returned the poet, rising. ‘I believe you to be strictly honourable.’ He thoughtfully emptied his cup. ‘I wish I could add you were intelligent,’ he went on, knocking on his head with his knuckles. ‘Age! age! the brains stiff and rheumatic.’


  The old man preceded him from a point of self-respect; Villon followed, whistling, with his thumbs in his girdle.


  ‘God pity you,’ said the lord of Brisetout at the door.


  ‘Good-bye, papa,’ returned Villon, with a yawn. ‘Many thanks for the cold mutton.’


  The door closed behind him. The dawn was breaking over the white roofs. A chill, uncomfortable morning ushered in the day. Villon stood and heartily stretched himself in the middle of the road.


  ‘A very dull old gentleman,’ he thought. ‘I wonder what his goblets may be worth?’


  The Three Strangers


  By Thomas Hardy


  Among the few features of agricultural England which retain an appearance but little modified by the lapse of centuries may be reckoned the high, grassy, and furzy downs, coombs, or eweleases, as they are indifferently called, that fill a large area of certain counties in the south and southwest. If any mark of human occupation is met with hereon it usually takes the form of the solitary cottage of some shepherd.


  Fifty years ago such a lonely cottage stood on such a down, and may possibly be standing there now. In spite of its loneliness, however, the spot, by actual measurement, was not more than five miles from a county town. Yet what of that? Five miles of irregular upland, during the long, inimical seasons, with their sleets, snows, rains, and mists, afford withdrawing space enough to isolate a Timon or a Nebuchadnezzar; much less, in fair weather, to please that less repellent tribe the poets philosophers artists, and others who ‘conceive and meditate of pleasant things.’


  Some old earthen camp or barrow, some clump of trees, at least some starved fragment of ancient hedge, is usually taken advantage of in the execution of these forlorn dwellings; but in the present case such a kind of shelter had been disregarded Higher Crowstairs, as the house was called stood quite detached and undefended The only reason for its precise situation seemed to be the crossing of two foot-paths at right angles hard by which may have crossed there and thus for a good five hundred years The house was thus exposed to the elements on all sides. But, though the wind up here blew unmistakably when it did blow, and the rain hit hard whenever it fell, the various weathers of the winter season were not quite so formidable on the coomb as they were imagined to be by dwellers on low ground.


  The raw rimes were not so pernicious as in the hollows, and the frosts were scarcely so severe. When the shepherd and his family who tenanted the house were pitied for their sufferings from the exposure, they said that upon the whole they were less inconvenienced by ‘wuzzes and flames’ (hoarses and phlegms) than when they had lived by the stream of a snug neighbouring valley.


  The night of March 28, 182-, was precisely one of the nights that were wont to call forth these expressions of commiseration. The level rain-storm smote walls, slopes, and hedges like the cloth-yard shafts of Senlac and Crecy. Such sheep and outdoor animals as had no shelter stood with their buttocks to the wind, while the tails of little birds trying to roost on some scraggy thorn were blown inside out like umbrellas. The gable end of the cottage was stained with wet, and the eaves-droppings flapped against the wall. Yet never was commiseration for the shepherd more misplaced. For that cheerful rustic was entertaining a large party in glorification of the christening of his second girl.


  The guests had arrived before the rain began to fall, and they were all now assembled in the chief or living room of the dwelling. A glance into the apartment at eight o’clock on this eventful evening would have resulted in the opinion that it was as cosey and comfortable a nook as could be wished for in boisterous weather. The calling of its inhabitant was proclaimed by a number of highly polished sheep-crooks without stems, that were hung ornamentally over the fireplace, the curl of each shining crook varying, from the antiquated type engraved in the patriarchal pictures of old family Bibles to the most approved fashion of the last local sheep fair. The room was lighted by half a dozen candles, having wicks only a trifle smaller than the grease which enveloped them, in sticks that were never used but at high-days, holy days, and family feasts. The lights were scattered about the room, two of them standing on the chimney-piece. This position of candles was in itself significant. Candles on the chimney-piece always meant a party.


  On the hearth, in front of a back brand to give substance, blazed a fire of thorns, that crackled ‘like the laughter of the fool.’


  Nineteen persons were gathered here. Of these, five women, wearing gowns of various bright hues, sat in chairs along the wall; girls shy and not shy filled the window-bench; four men, including Charley Jake, the hedge-carpenter, Elijah New, the parish clerk, and John Pitcher, a neighbouring dairyman, the shepherd’s father-in-law, lolled in the settle; a young man and maid, who were blushing over tentative pourparlers on a life-companionship, sat beneath the corner cupboard; and an elderly engaged man of fifty or upward moved restlessly about from spots where his betrothed was not to the spot where she was. Enjoyment was pretty general, and so much the more prevailed in being unhampered by conventional restrictions. Absolute confidence in one another’s good opinion begat perfect ease, while the finishing stroke of manner, amounting to a truly princely serenity, was lent to the majority by the absence of any expression or trait denoting that they wished to get on in the world, enlarge their minds, or do any eclipsing thing whatever which nowadays so generally nips the bloom and bonhomie of all except the two extremes of the social scale.


  Shepherd Fennel had married well, his wife being a dairyman’s daughter from the valley below, who brought fifty guineas in her pocket-and kept them there till they should be required for ministering to the needs of a coming family. This frugal woman had been somewhat exercised as to the character that should be given to the gathering. A sit-still party had its advantages; but an undisturbed position of ease in chairs and settles was apt to lead on the men to such an unconscionable deal of toping that they would sometimes fairly drink the house dry.


  A dancing-party was the alternative; but this, while avoiding the foregoing objection on the score of good drink, had a counterbalancing disadvantage in the matter of good victuals, the ravenous appetites engendered by the exercise causing immense havoc in the buttery. Shepherdess Fennel fell back upon the intermediate plan of mingling short dances with short periods of talk and singing, so as to hinder any ungovernable rage in either. But this scheme was entirely confined to her own gentle mind; the shepherd himself was in the mood to exhibit the most reckless phases of hospitality.


  The fiddler was a boy of those parts, about twelve years of age, who had a wonderful dexterity in jigs and reels, though his fingers were so small and short as to necessitate a constant shifting for the high notes, from which he scrambled back to the first position with sounds not of unmixed purity of tone. At seven the shrill ‘tweedledee’ of this youngster had begun, accompanied by a booming ground bass from Elijah New, the parish clerk, who had thoughtfully brought with him his favourite musical instrument, the serpent. Dancing was instantaneous, Mrs. Fennel privately enjoining the players on no account to let the dance exceed the length of a quarter of an hour.


  But Elijah and the boy, in the excitement of their position, quite forgot the injunction. Moreover, Oliver Giles, a man of seventeen, one of the dancers, who was enamoured of his partner, a fair girl of thirty-three rolling years, had recklessly handed a new crown-piece to the musicians as a bribe to keep going as long as they had muscle and wind. Mrs. Fennel, seeing the steam begin to generate on the countenances of her guests, crossed over and touched the fiddlers elbow and put her hand on the serpent’s mouth. But they took no notice, and, fearing she might lose her character of genial hostess if she were to interfere too markedly, she retired and sat down helpless. And so the dance whizzed on with cumulative fury, the performers moving in their planet-like courses direct and retrograde, from apogee to perigee, till the hand of the well-kicked clock at the bottom of the room had travelled over the circumference of an hour.


  While these cheerful events were in course of enactment within Fennels pastoral dwelling, an incident having considerable bearing on the party had occurred in the gloomy night without. Mrs. Fennel’s concern about the growing fierceness of the dance corresponded in point of time with the ascent of a human figure to the solitary hill of Higher Crowstairs from the direction of the distant town. This personage strode on through the rain without a pause, following the little worn path which, farther on in its course, skirted the shepherd’s cottage.


  It was nearly the time of full moon, and on this account, though the sky was lined with a uniform sheet of dripping cloud, ordinary objects out of doors were readily visible. The sad, wan light revealed the lonely pedestrian to be a man of supple frame; His gait suggested that he had somewhat passed the period of perfect and instinctive agility, though not so far as to be otherwise than rapid of motion when occasion required. In point of fact, he might have been about forty years of age. He appeared tall; but a recruiting sergeant, or other person accustomed to the judging of men’s heights by the eye, would have discerned that this was chiefly owing to his gauntness, and that he was not more than five feet eight or nine.


  Notwithstanding the regularity of his tread, there was caution in it, as in that of one who mentally feels his way; and, despite the fact that it was not a black coat nor a dark garment of any sort that he wore, there was something about him which suggested that he naturally belonged to the black-coated tribes of men. His clothes were of fustian and his boots hobnailed, yet in his progress he showed not the mud-accustomed bearing of hobnailed and fustianed peasantry.


  By the time that he had arrived abreast of the shepherd’s premises, the rain came down, or rather came along, with yet more determined violence. The outskirts of the little homestead partially broke the force of wind and rain, and this induced him to stand still. The most salient of the shepherd’s domestic erections was an empty sty at the forward corner of his hedgeless garden, for in these latitudes the principle of masking the homelier features of your establishment by a conventional frontage was unknown. The traveller’s eye was attracted to this small building by the pallid shine of the wet slates that covered it. He turned aside, and, finding it empty, stood under the pentroof for shelter.


  While he stood, the boom of the serpent within and the lesser strains of the fiddler reached the spot, as an accompaniment to the surging hiss of the flying rain on the sod, its louder beating on the cabbage-leaves of the garden, on the eight or ten beehives just discernible by the path, and its dripping from the eaves into a row of buckets and pans that had been placed under the walls of the cottage; for at Higher Crowstairs, as at all such elevated domiciles, the grand difficulty of housekeeping was an insufficiency of water, and a casual rainfall was utilised by turning out as catchers every utensil that the house contained. Some queer stories might be told of the contrivances for economy in suds and dish­waters that are absolutely necessitated in upland habitations during the droughts of summer. But at this season there were no such exigencies; a mere acceptance of what the skies bestowed was sufficient for an abundant store.


  At last the notes of the serpent ceased and the house was silent. This cessation of activity aroused the solitary pedestrian from the reverie into which he had lapsed, and, emerging from the shed, with an apparently new intention, he walked up the path to the house door Arrived here, his first act was to kneel down on a large stone beside the row of vessels and to drink a copious draught from one of them Having quenched his thirst he rose and lifted his hand to knock but paused with his eye upon the panel Since the dark surface of the wood revealed absolutely nothing it was evident that he must be mentally looking through the door as if he wished to measure thereby all the possibilities that a house of this sort might include and how they might bear upon the question of his entry.


  In his indecision he turned and surveyed the scene around. Not a soul was anywhere visible. The garden path stretched downward from his feet, gleaming like the track of a snail; the roof of the little well (mostly dry), the well-cover, the top rail of the garden gate, were varnished with the same dull liquid glaze; while, far away in the vale, a faint whiteness of more than usual extent showed that the rivers were high in the meads. Beyond all this winked a few bleared lamplights through the beating drops, lights that denoted the situation of the county town from which he had appeared to come The absence of all notes of life in that direction seemed to clinch his intentions, and he knocked at the door.


  Within a desultory chat had taken the place of movement and musical sound. The hedge-carpenter was suggesting a song to the company, which nobody just then was inclined to undertake, so that the knock afforded a not unwelcome diversion.


  ‘Walk in!’ said the shepherd, promptly.


  The latch clicked upward, and out of the night our pedestrian appeared upon the doormat. The shepherd arose, snuffed two of the nearest candies, and turned to look at him.


  Their light disclosed that the stranger was dark in complexion and not unprepossessing as to feature. His hat, which for a moment he did not remove, hung low over his eyes, without concealing that they were large, open, and determined, moving with a flash rather than a glance round the room. He seemed pleased with the survey, and, baring his shaggy head, said, in a rich, deep voice, ‘The rain is so heavy, friends, that I ask leave to come in and rest awhile.’


  ‘To be sure, stranger,’ said the shepherd. ‘And, faith, you’ve been lucky in choosing your time, for we are having a bit of a fling for a glad cause-though, to be sure, a man could hardly wish that glad cause to happen more than once a year.’


  ‘Nor less,’ spoke up a woman; ‘for ‘tis best to get your family over and done with as soon as you can, so as to be all the earlier out of the fag o’t.’


  ‘And what may be this glad cause?’ asked the stranger.


  ‘A birth and christening,’ said the shepherd.


  The stranger hoped his host might not be made unhappy either by too many or too few of such episodes, and, being invited by a gesture to a pull at the mug, he readily acquiesced. His manner, which before entering had been so dubious, was now altogether that of a careless and candid man.


  ‘Late to be traipsing athwart this coomb-hey?’ said the engaged man of fifty.


  ‘Late it is, master, as you say. I’ll take a seat in the chimney-corner if you have nothing to urge against it, ma’am, for I am a little moist on the side that was next the rain.’


  Mrs. Shepherd Fennel assented, and made room for the self-invited comer, who, having got completely inside the chimney-corner stretched out his legs and his arms with the expansiveness of a person quite at home.


  ‘Yes, I am rather thin in the vamp,’ he said, freely, seeing that the eyes of the shepherd’s wife fell upon his boots, ‘and I am not well fitted, either. I have had some rough times lately, and have been forced to pick up what I can get in the way of wearing; but I must find a suit better fit for working-days when I reach home.’


  ‘One of hereabouts?’ she inquired.


  ‘Not quite that-farther up the country.’


  ‘I thought so. And so am I; and by your tongue you come from my neighbourhood.’


  ‘But you would hardly have heard of me,’ he said, quickly. ‘My time would be long before yours, ma’am, you see.’


  This testimony to the youthfulness of his hostess had the effect of stopping her cross-examination.


  ‘There is only one thing more wanted to make me happy,’ continued the new-comer; ‘and that is a little ‘baccy, which I am sorry to say I am out of.’


  ‘I’ll fill your pipe,’ said the shepherd.


  ‘I must ask you to lend me a pipe likewise.’


  ‘A smoker, and no pipe about ye?’


  ‘I have dropped it somewhere on the road.’


  The shepherd filled and handed him a new clay pipe, saying as he did so, ‘Hand me your ‘baccy-box; Tll fill that too, now I am about it.’


  The man went through the movement of searching his pockets.


  ‘Lost that too?’ said his entertainer, with some surprise.


  ‘I am afraid so,’ said the man with some confusion ‘Give it to me in a screw of paper.’


  Lighting his pipe at the candle with a suction that drew the whole flame into the bowl, he resettled himself in the corner, and bent his looks upon the faint steam from his damp legs as if he wished say no more.


  Meanwhile the general body of guests had been taking little notice of this visitor by reason of an absorbing discussion in which they were engaged with the band about a tune for the next dance The matter being settled, they were about to stand up when an interruption came in the shape of another knock at the door.


  At sound of the same the man in the chimney-corner took up the poker and began stirring the fire as if doing it thoroughly were the one aim of his existence, and a second time the shepherd said, ‘Walk in!’ In a moment another man stood upon the straw-woven doormat. He too was a stranger.


  This individual was one of a type radically different from the first. There was more of the commonplace in his manner, and a certain jovial cosmopolitanism sat upon his features. He was several years older than the first arrival, his hair being slightly frosted, his eyebrows bristly, and his whiskers cut back from his cheeks. His face was rather full and flabby, and yet it was not altogether a face without power. A few grog-blossoms marked the neighbourhood of his nose. He flung back his long drab greatcoat, revealing that beneath it he wore a suit of cinder-gray shade throughout large heavy seals, of some metal or other that would take a polish dangling from his fob as his only personal ornament. Shaking the water-drops from his low-crowned glazed hat he said ‘I must ask for a few minutes’ shelter, comrades, or I shall be wetted to my skin before I get to Casterbridge.’


  ‘Make yerself at home, master.’ said the shepherd, perhaps a trifle less heartily than on the first occasion. Not that Fennel had the least tinge of niggardliness in his composition, but the room was far from large, spare chairs were not numerous, and damp companions were not altogether comfortable at close quarters for the women and girls in their bright-coloured gowns.


  However, the second comer, after taking off his greatcoat and hanging his hat on a nail in one of the ceiling beams as if he had been specially invited to put it there, advanced, and sat down at the table. This had been pushed so closely into the chimney-corner to give all available room to the dancers that its inner edge grazed the elbow of the man who had ensconced himself by the fire and thus the two strangers were brought into close companionship. They nodded to each other way of breaking the ice of unacquaintance, and the first stranger handed his neighbour the large mug – a huge vessel of brown ware, having its upper edge worn away, like a threshold, by the rub of whole genealogies of thirsty lips that had gone the way of all flesh, and bearing the following inscription burned upon its rotund side in yellow letters:


  The other man, nothing loath, raised the mug to his lips, and drank on and on and on, till a curious blueness overspread the countenance of the shepherd’s wife, who had regarded with no little surprise the first stranger’s free offer to the second of what did not belong to him to dispense.


  ‘I knew it!’ said the toper to the shepherd, with much satisfaction. ‘When I walked up your garden afore coming in, and saw the hives all of a row, I said to myself, ‘Where there’s bees there’s honey, and where there’s honey there’s mead.’ But mead of such a truly comfortable sort as this I really didn’t expect to meet in my older days.’ He took yet another pull at the mug, till it assumed an ominous horizontality.


  ‘Glad you enjoy it!’ said the shepherd, warmly.


  ‘It is goodish mead,’ assented Mrs. Fennel, with an absence of enthusiasm which seemed to say that it was possible to buy praise for one’s cellar at too heavy a price. ‘It is trouble enough to make-and really I hardly think we shall make any more. For honey sells well, and we can make shift with a drop o’ small mead and metheglin for common use from the comb washings.’


  ‘Oh, but you’ll never have the heart!’ reproachfully cried the stranger in cinder gray, after taking up the mug a third time and setting it down empty. ‘I love mead, when ‘t is old like this, as I love to go to church o Sundays or to relieve the needy any day of the week.’


  ‘Ha, ha, ha!’ said the man in the chimney-corner, who, in spite of the taciturnity induced by the pipe of tobacco, could not or would not refrain from this slight testimony to his comrade’s humour.


  Now the old mead of those days, brewed of the purest first-year or maiden honey, four pounds to gallon – with its due complement of whites of eggs, cinnamon, ginger, cloves, mace, rosemary, yeast, and processes of working, bottling, and cellaring-tasted remarkably strong; but it did not taste so strong as it actually was. Hence, presently the stranger in cinder gray at the table, moved by its creeping influence, unbuttoned his waistcoat, threw himself back in his chair, spread his legs, and made his presence felt in various ways.


  ‘Well, well, as I say,’ he resumed, ‘I am going to Casterbridge, and to Casterbridge I must go. I should have been almost there by this time; but the rain drove me in to ye, and I’m not sorry for it.’


  ‘You don’t live in Casterbridge?’ said the shepherd.


  ‘Not as yet, though I shortly mean to move there.’


  ‘Going to set up in trade, perhaps?’


  ‘No, no,’ said the shepherd’s wife; ‘it is easy to see that the gentleman is rich and don’t want to work at anything.’


  The cinder-gray stranger paused, as if to consider whether he would accept that definition of himself. He presently rejected it by answering, ‘Rich is not quite the word for me, dame. I do work, and I must work. And even if I only get to Casterbridge by midnight I must begin work there at eight tomorrow morning. Yes, hot or wet, blow or snow, famine or sword, my day’s work tomorrow must be done.’


  ‘Poor man! Then, in spite o’ seeming, you be worse off than we?’ replied the shepherd’s wife.


  ‘Tis the nature of my trade, men and maidens. ‘Tis the nature of my trade more than my poverty. But really and truly, I must up and off, or I shan’t get a lodging in the town.’


  However, the speaker did not move, and directly added, ‘There’s time for one more draught of friendship before I go, and I’d perform it at once if the mug were not dry.’


  ‘Here’s a mug o’ small,’ said Mrs. Fennel. ‘Small, we call it, though, to be sure, ‘tis only the first wash o’ the combs.’


  ‘No,’ said the stranger, disdainfully; ‘I won’t spoil your first kindness by partaking o’ your second.’


  ‘Certainly not,’ broke in Fennel. ‘We don’t increase and multiply every day, and I’ll fill the mug again.’ He went away to the dark place under the stairs where the barrel stood. The shepherdess followed him.


  ‘Why should you do this?’ she said, reproachfully, as soon as they were alone. ‘He’s emptied it once, though it held enough for ten people; and now he’s not contented wi’ the small, but must needs call for more o’ the strong! And a stranger unbeknown to any of us! For my part, I don’t like the look o’ the man at all.’


  ‘But he’s in the house, my honey, and ‘tis a wet night, and a christening. Daze it, what’s a cup of mead more or less? There’ll be plenty more next bee-burning.’


  ‘Very well-this time, then,’ she answered, looking wistfully at the barrel. ‘But what is the man’s calling, and where is he one of, that he should come in and join us like this?’


  ‘I don’t know. I’ll ask him again.’


  The catastrophe of having the mug drained dry at one pull by the stranger in cinder gray was effectually guarded against this time by Mrs. Fennel. She poured out his allowance in a small cup, keeping the large one at a discreet distance from him. When he had tossed off his portion the shepherd renewed his inquiry about the stranger’s occupation.


  The latter did not immediately reply, and the man in the chimney-corner, with sudden demonstrativeness, said, ‘Anybody may know my trade – I’m a wheelwright.’


  ‘A very good trade for these parts,’ said the shepherd.


  ‘And anybody may know mine-if they’ve the sense to find it out,’ said the stranger in cinder gray.


  ‘You may generally tell what a man is by his claws,’ observed the hedge-carpenter, looking at his hands. ‘My fingers be as full of thorns as an old pincushion is of pins.’


  The hands of the man in the chimney-corner instinctively sought the shade, and he gazed into the fire as he resumed his pipe. The man at the table took up the hedge-carpenter’s remark, and added smartly, ‘True; but the oddity of my trade is that, instead of setting a mark upon me, it sets a mark upon my customers.’


  No observation being offered by anybody in elucidation of this enigma, the shepherd’s wife once more called for a song. The same obstacles presented themselves as at the former time: one had no voice, another had forgotten the first verse. The stranger at the table, whose soul had now risen to a good working temperature, relieved the difficulty by exclaiming that, to start the company, he would sing himself. Thrusting one thumb into the armhole of his waistcoat, he waved the other hand in the air, and, with an extemporising gaze at the shining sheep-crooks above the mantelpiece, began:


  
    ‘Oh, my trade it is the rarest one,


    Simple shepherds all,’


    My trade is a sight to see;


    For my customers I tie, and take them up on high,


    And waft ‘em to a far countree.’

  


  The room was silent when he had finished the verse, with one exception, that of the man in the chimney-corner, who, at the singer’s word, ‘Chorus!’ joined him in a deep bass voice of musical relish:


  ‘And waft ‘em to a far countree.’


  Oliver Giles, John Pitcher, the dairyman, the parish clerk, the engaged man of fifty, the row of young women against the wall, seemed lost in thought not of the gayest kind. The shepherd looked meditatively on the ground; the shepherdess gazed keenly at the singer, and with some suspicion; she was doubting whether this stranger was merely singing an old song from recollection, or composing one there and then for the occasion. All were as perplexed at the obscure revelation as the guests at Belshazzar’s feast, except the man in the chimney-corner who quietly said ‘Second verse, stranger,’ and smoked on.


  The singer thoroughly moistened himself from his lips inward, and went on with the next stanza, as requested:


  
    ‘My tools are but common ones,


    Simple shepherds all,


    My tools are no sight to see:


    A little hempen string, and a post whereon to swing,


    Are implements enough for me.’

  


  Shepherd Fennel glanced round. There was no longer any doubt that the stranger was answering his question rhythmically The guests one and all started back with suppressed exclamations The young woman engaged to the man of fifty fainted half-way and would have proceeded, but, finding him wanting in alacrity for catching her, she sat down trembling.


  ‘Oh, he’s the –’ whispered the people in the background mentioning the name of an ominous public officer. ‘He’s come to do it. T is to be at Casterbridge gaol tomorrow – the man for sheep-stealing – the poor clock-maker we heard of, who used to live away at Anglebury and had no work to do – Timothy Sommers whose family were a-starving, and so he went out of Anglebury by the highroad, and took a sheep in open daylight defying the farmer and the farmer’s wife and the farmer’s man and every man Jack among ‘em He’ (and they nodded toward the stranger of the terrible trade) ‘is come from up the country to do it because there’s not enough to do in his own county town and he’s got the place here now our own county man’s dead; he’s going to live in the same cottage under the prison wall.’


  The stranger in cinder gray took no notice of this whispered string of observations, but again wetted his lips. Seeing that his friend in the chimney-corner was the only one who reciprocated his joviality in any way, he held out his cup toward that appreciative comrade, who also held out his own. They clinked together, the eyes of the rest of the room hanging upon the singer’s actions He parted his lips for the third verse but at that moment another knock was audible upon the door. This time the knock was faint and hesitating.


  The company seemed scared; the shepherd looked with consternation toward the entrance, and it was with some effort that he resisted his alarmed wife’s deprecatory glance, and uttered for the third time the welcoming words, ‘Walk in!’


  The door was gently opened, and another man stood upon the mat. He, like those who had preceded him, was a stranger. This time it was a short, small personage, of fair complexion, and dressed in a decent suit of dark clothes.


  ‘Can you tell me the way to –’ he began; when, gazing round the room to observe the nature of the company among whom he had fallen, his eyes lighted on the stranger in cinder gray. It was just at the instant when the latter, who had thrown his mind into his song with such a will that he scarcely heeded the interruption, silenced all whispers and inquiries by bursting into his third verse:


  
    ‘To-morrow is my working-day,


    Simple shepherds all,


    To-morrow is a working-day for me;


    For the farmer’s sheep is slain,


    and the lad who did it ta’en,


    And on his soul may God ha’ merc-y!’

  


  The stranger in the chimney-corner, waving cup with the singer so heartily that his mead splashed over on the hearth, repeated in his bass voice as before:


  ‘And on his soul may God ha’ mercy!’


  All this time the third stranger had been standing in the doorway. Finding now that he did not come forward or go on speaking, the guests particularly regarded him. They noticed, to their surprise, that he stood before them the picture of abject terror-his knees trembling, his hand shaking so violently that the doorlatch, by which he supported himself, rattled audibly; his white lips were parted, and his eyes fixed on the merry officer of justice in the middle of the room. A moment more, and he had turned, closed the door, and fled.


  ‘What a man can it be?’ said the shepherd.


  The rest, between the awfulness of their late discovery and the odd conduct of this third visitor, looked as if they knew not what to think, and said nothing. Instinctively they withdrew farther and farther from the grim gentleman in their midst, whom some of them seemed to take for the prince of darkness himself, till they formed a remote circle, an empty space of floor being left between them and him.


  ‘Circulus, cujus centrum diabolus.’


  The room was so silent-though there were more than twenty people in it-that nothing could be heard but the patter of the rain against the window-shutters, accompanied by the occasional hiss of a stray drop that fell down the chimney into the fire, and the steady puffing of the man in the corner, who had now resumed his pipe of long clay.


  The stillness was unexpectedly broken. The distant sound of a gun reverberated through the air, apparently from the direction of the county town.


  ‘Be jiggered!’ cried the stranger who had sung the song, jumping up.


  ‘What does that mean?’ asked several.


  ‘A prisoner escaped from the gaol-that ‘s what it means.’


  All listened. The sound was repeated, and none of them spoke but the man in the chimney-corner, who said quietly, ‘I’ve often been told that in this county they fire a gun at such times, but I never heard it till now.’


  ‘I wonder if it is my man?’ murmured personage in cinder gray.


  ‘Surely it is!’ said the shepherd, involuntarily. ‘And surely we’ve seen him! That little man who looked in at the door by now, and quivered like a leaf when he seed ye and heard your song.’


  ‘His teeth chattered, and the breath went out of his body,’ said the dairyman.


  ‘And his heart seemed to sink within him like a stone,’ said Oliver Giles.


  ‘And he bolted as if he’d been shot at,’ said the hedge-carpenter.


  ‘True-his teeth chattered, and his heart seemed to sink, and he bolted as if hed been shot at,’ slowly summed up the man in the chimney-corner.


  ‘1 didn’t notice it.’ remarked the grim songster.


  ‘We were all a-wondering what made him run off in such a fright,’ faltered one of the women against the wall, ‘and now’t is explained.’


  The firing of the alarm-gun went on at intervals, low and sullenly, and their suspicions became a certainty. The sinister gentleman in cinder gray roused himself. ‘Is there a constable here?’ he asked, in thick tones. ‘If so, let him step forward.’


  The engaged man of fifty stepped quavering out of the corner, his betrothed beginning to sob on the back of the chair.


  ‘You are a sworn constable?’


  ‘I be, sir.’


  ‘Then pursue the criminal at once, with assistance, and bring him back here. He can’t have gone far.’


  ‘I will, sir, I will – when I’ve got my staff. I’ll home and get it, and come sharp here, and start in a body.’


  ‘Staff! never mind your staff – the man’ll be gone!’


  ‘But I can’t do nothing without my staff-can I, William, and John, and Charles Jake? No; for there’s the king’s royal crown a-painted on en in yaller and gold, and the lion and the unicorn, so as when I raise en up and hit my prisoner’t is made a lawful blow thereby. I wouldn’t ‘tempt to take up a man without my staff-no, not I. If I hadn’t the law to gie me courage, why, instead o’ my taking him up he might take up me!’


  ‘Now, I’m a king’s man myself, and can give you authority enough for this,’ said the formidable person in cinder gray. ‘Now then, all of ye, be ready. Have ye any lanterns?’


  ‘Yes; have ye any lanterns? I demand it.’ said the constable.


  ‘And the rest of you able-bodied –’


  ‘Able-bodied men – yes – the rest of ye,’ said the constable.


  ‘Have you some good stout staves and pitchforks –’


  ‘Staves and pitchforks-in the name o’ the law. And take ‘em in yer hands and go in quest, and do as we in authority tell ye.’


  Thus aroused, the men prepared to give chase. The evidence was indeed, though circumstantial, so convincing that but little argument was needed to show the shepherd’s guests that, after what they had seen, it would look very much like connivance if they did not instantly pursue the unhappy third stranger who could not as yet have gone more than a few hundred yards over such uneven country.


  A shepherd is always well provided with lanterns; and, lighting these hastily, and with hurdle-staves in their hands, they poured out of the door, taking a direction along the crest of the hill, away from the town, the rain having fortunately a little abated.


  Disturbed by the noise, or possibly by unpleasant dreams of her baptism, the child who had been christened began to cry heartbrokenly in the room overhead. These notes of grief came down through the chinks of the floor to the ears of the women below, who jumped up, one by one and seemed glad of the excuse to ascend and comfort the baby; for the incidents of the last half-hour greatly oppressed them Thus in the space of two or three minutes the room on the ground floor was deserted quite.


  But it was not for long. Hardly had the sound of footsteps died away when a man returned round the corner of the house from the direction the pursuers had taken. Peeping in at the door, and seeing nobody there, he entered leisurely. It was the stranger of the chimney-corner, who had gone out with the rest. The motive of his return was shown by his helping himself to a cut piece of skimmer-cake that lay on a ledge beside where he had sat and which he had apparently forgotten to take with him He also poured out half a cup more mead from the quantity that remained ravenously eating and drinking these as he stood He had not finished when another figure came in just as quietly – the stranger in cinder gray.


  ‘Oh, you here?’ said the latter, smiling. ‘I thought you had gone to help in the capture.’ And this speaker also revealed the object of his return by looking solicitously round for the fascinating mug of old mead.


  ‘And I thought you had gone,’ said the other, continuing his skimmer-cake with some effort.


  ‘Well, on second thoughts, I felt there were enough without me,’ said the first, confidentially, ‘and such a night as it is too.


  Besides, ‘t is the business o’ the government to take care of its criminals, not mine.’


  ‘True, so it is; and I felt as you did-that were enough without me.’


  ‘I don’t want to break my limbs running over the humps and hollows of this wild country.’


  ‘Nor I, either, between you and me.’


  ‘These shepherd people are used to it-simpleminded souls, you know, stirred up to anything a moment. They’ll have him ready for me before the morning, and no trouble to me at all.’


  ‘They’ll have him, and we shall have saved ourselves all labour in the matter.’


  ‘True, true. Well, my way is to Casterbridge, and’t is as much as my legs will do to take me that far. Going the same way?’


  ‘No, I am sorry to’ say. I have to get home over there’ (he nodded indefinitely to the right), ‘and I feel as you do-that it is quite enough for my legs to do before bedtime.’


  The other had by this time finished the mead in the mug, after which, shaking hands at the door and wishing each other well, they went their several ways.


  In the meantime the company of pursuers had reached the end of the hog’s-back elevation which dominated this part of the coomb. They had decided on no particular plan of action, and, finding that the man of the baleful trade was no longer in their company, they seemed quite unable to form any such plan now. They descended in all directions down the hill, and straightway several of the parties fell into the snare set by nature for all misguided midnight ramblers over the lower cretaceous formation. The ‘lynchets,’ or flint slopes, which belted the escarpment at intervals of a dozen yards, took the less cautious ones unawares, and, losing their footing on the rubbly steep, they slid sharply downward, the lanterns rolling from their hands to the bottom, and there lying on their sides till the horn was scorched through.


  When they had again gathered themselves together, the shepherd, as the man who knew the country best, took the lead, and guided them round these treacherous inclines. The lanterns, which seemed rather to dazzle their eyes and warn the fugitive than to assist them in the exploration, were extinguished, due silence was observed, and in this more rational order they plunged into the vale. It was a grassy, briery, moist channel, affording some shelter to any person who had sought it; but the party perambulated it in vain, and ascended on the other side. Here they wandered apart, and after an interval closed together again to report progress. At the second time of closing in they found themselves near a lonely oak, the single tree on this part of the upland, probably sown there by a passing bird some hundred years before; and here, standing a little to one side of the trunk, as motionless as the trunk itself, appeared the man they were in quest of, his outline being well defined against the sky beyond The band noiselessly drew up and faced him.


  ‘Your money or your life!’ said the constable, sternly, to the still figure.


  ‘No, no,’ whispered John Pitcher. ‘Tisn’t our side ought to say that. That’s the doctrine of vagabonds like him, and we be on the side of the law.’


  ‘Well, well,’ replied the constable, impatiently, ‘I must say something, mustn’t I? And if you had all the weight o’ this undertaking upon your mind perhaps you’d say the wrong thing too. Prisoner at the bar, surrender, in the name of the Fath – the crown, I mane!’


  The man under the tree seemed now to notice them for the first time, and, giving them no opportunity whatever for exhibiting their courage, he strolled slowly toward them. He was, indeed, the little man, the third stranger, but his trepidation had in a great measure gone.


  ‘‘Well, travellers,’ he said, ‘did I hear ye speak to me?’


  ‘You did; you’ve got to come and be our prisoner at once,’ said the constable. ‘We arrest ye on the charge of not biding in Casterbridge gaol in a decent, proper manner, to be hung to­morrow morning. Neighbours, do your duty, and seize the culpet!’


  On hearing the charge, the man seemed enlightened, and, saying not another word, resigned himself with preternatural civility to the search-party, who, with their staves in their hands, surrounded him on all sides, and marched him back toward the shepherd’s cottage.


  It was eleven o’clock by the time they arrived. The light shining from the open door, a sound of men’s voices within, proclaimed to them, as they approached the house, that some new events had arisen in their absence. On entering they discovered the shepherd’s living-room to be invaded by officers from Casterbridge gaol and a well-known magistrate who lived at the nearest country-seat, intelligence of the escape having become generally circulated.


  ‘Gentlemen,’ said the constable, ‘I have brought back your man – not without risk and danger, but every one must do his duty. He is inside this circle of abie-bodied persons, who have lent me useful aid, considering their ignorance of crown work. Men, bring forward your prisoner.’ And the third stranger was led to the light.


  ‘Who is this?’ said one of the officials.


  The man,’ said the constable.


  ‘Certainly not,’ said the other turnkey, and the first corroborated his statement.


  ‘But how can it be otherwise?’ asked the constable. ‘Or why was he so terrified at sight o’ the singing instrument of the law?’ Here he related the strange behaviour of the third stranger on entering the house.


  ‘Can’t understand it,’ said the officer, coolly. All I know is that it is not the condemned man. He’s quite a different character from this one; a gauntish fellow, with dark hair and eyes, rather good-looking, and with a musical bass voice that, if you heard it once, you’d never mistake as long as you lived.


  ‘Why, souls, ‘t was the man in the chimney-corner!’


  ‘Hey – what?’ said the magistrate, coming forward after inquiring particulars from the shepherd in the background. ‘Haven’t you got the man after all?’


  ‘Well, sir,’ said the constable, ‘he’s the man we were in search of, that’s true; and yet he’s not the man we were in search of. For the man we were in search of was not the man we wanted, sir.


  ‘If you understand my everyday way; for ‘t was the man in the chimney-corner.’


  ‘A pretty kettle of fish altogether!’ said the magistrate. ‘You had better start for the other man at once.’


  The prisoner now spoke for the first time. The mention of the man in the chimney-corner seemed to have moved him as nothing else could do. ‘Sir,’ he said, stepping forward to the magistrate, ‘take no more trouble about me. The time is come when I may as well speak. I have done nothing; my crime is that the condemned man is my brother. Early this afternoon I left home at Anglebury to tramp it all the way to Casterbridge gaol to bid him farewell. I was benighted, and called here to rest and ask the way. When I opened the door I saw before me the very man, my brother, that I thought to see in the condemned cell at Casterbridge He was in this chimney-corner; and jammed close to him so that he could not have got out if he had tried was the executioner who’d come to take his life singing a song about it and not knowing that it was his victim who was close by joining in to save appearances My brother looked a glance of agony at me and I knew he meant ‘Don’t reveal what you see; my life depends on it’ I was so terror-struck that I could hardly stand and not knowing what I did, I turned and hurried away.’


  The narrator’s manner and tone had the stamp of truth, and his story made a great impression on around.


  ‘And do you know where your brother is at the present time?’ asked the magistrate.


  ‘I do not. I have never seen him since I closed this door.’


  ‘I can testify to that, for we’ve been between ye ever since,’ said the constable.


  Where does he think to fly to? What is his occupation?’


  ‘He’s a watch- and clock-maker, sir.’


  ‘‘A said a was a wheelwright – a wicked rogue,’ said the constable.


  ‘The wheels o’ clocks and watches he meant, no doubt,’ said Shepherd Fennel. ‘I thought his hands were palish for’s trade.’


  ‘Well, it appears to me that nothing can be gained by retaining this poor man in custody,’ the magistrate; ‘your business lies with the other unquestionably.’


  And so the little man was released offhand; but he looked nothing the less sad on that account, it being beyond the power of magistrate or constable to rase out the written troubles in his brain, for they concerned another, whom he regarded with more solicitude than himself. When this was done, and the man had gone his way, the night was found to be so far advanced that it was deemed useless to renew the search before the next morning.


  Next day, accordingly, the quest for the clever sheep-stealer became general and keen-to all appearance, at least. But the intended punishment was cruelly disproportioned to the transgression, and the sympathy of a great many country folk in that district was strongly on the side of the fugitive. Moreover, his marvellous coolness and daring under the unprecedented circumstances of the shepherd’s party won their admiration. So that it may be questioned if all those who ostensibly made themselves so busy in exploring woods and fields and lanes were quite so thorough when it came to the private examination of their own lofts and outhouses. Stories were afloat of a mysterious figure being occasionally seen in some old overgrown trackway or other, remote from turnpike roads; but when a search was instituted in any of these suspected quarters nobody was found Thus the days and weeks passed without tidings.


  In brief, the bass-voiced man of the chimney-corner was never recaptured. Some said that he went across the sea, others that he did not, but buried himself in the depths of a populous city.


  At any rate, the gentleman in cinder gray never did his morning’s work at Casterbridge, nor met anywhere at all for business purposes the comrade with whom he had passed an hour of relaxation in the lonely house on the coomb.


  The grass has long been green on the graves of Shepherd Fennel and his frugal wife; the guests who made up the christening-party have mainly followed their entertainers to the tomb; the baby in whose honour they all had met is a matron in the sear and yellow leaf; but the arrival of the three strangers at the shepherd’s that night and the details connected therewith is a story as well known as ever in the country about Higher Crowstairs.


  A Piece of Bread


  By François Coppee


  The young Due de Hardimont happened to be at Aix in I Savoy, whose waters he hoped would benefit his famous mare, Perichole, who had become wind-broken since the cold she had caught at the last Derby-and was finishing his breakfast while glancing over the morning paper, when he read the news of the disastrous engagement at Reichshoffen.


  He emptied his glass of chartreuse, laid his napkin upon the restaurant table, ordered his valet to pack his trunks, and two hours later took the express to Paris; arriving there, he hastened to the recruiting office and enlisted in a regiment of the line.


  In vain had he led the enervating life of a fashionable swell-that was the word of the time-and had knocked about race­course stables from the age of nineteen to twenty-five. In circumstances like these, he could not forget that Enguerrand de Hardimont died of the plague at Tunis the same day as Saint Louis, that Jean de Hardimont commanded the Free Companies under Du Guesclin, and that François-Henri de Hardimont was killed at Fontenoy with ‘Red’ Maison. Upon learning that France had lost a battle on French soil, the young duke felt the blood mount to his face, giving him a horrible feeling of suffocation.


  And so, early in November, 1870, Henri de Hardimont returned to Paris with his regiment, forming part of Vinoy’s corps, and his company being the advance guard before the redoubt of Hautes Bruyères, a position fortified in haste, and which protected the cannon of Fort Bicêtre.


  It was a gloomy place; a road planted with clusters of broom, and broken up into muddy ruts, traversing the leprous fields of the neighborhood; on the border stood an abandoned tavern, a tavern with arbors, where the soldiers had established their post. They had fallen back here a few days before; the grape-shot had broken down some of the young trees, and all of them bore upon their bark the white scars of bullet wounds. As for the house, its appearance made one shudder; the roof had been torn by a shell, and the walls seemed whitewashed with blood.


  The torn and shattered arbors under their network of twigs, the rolling of an upset cask, the high swing whose wet rope groaned in the damp wind, and the inscriptions over the door, furrowed by bullets; ‘Cabinets de societe – Absinthe – Vermouth – Vin à 60 cent, le litre’ – encircling a dead rabbit painted over two billiard cues tied in a cross by a ribbon, – all this recalled with cruel irony the popular entertainment of former days. And over all. a wretched winter sky, across which rolled heavy leaden clouds, an odious sky, angry and hateful.


  At the door of the tavern stood the young duke, motionless, with his gun in his shoulder-belt, his cap over his eyes, his benumbed hands in the pockets of his red trousers, and shivering in his sheepskin coat. He gave himself up to his sombre thoughts, this defeated soldier, and looked with sorrowful eyes toward a line of hills, lost in the fog, where could be seen each moment, the flash and smoke of a Krupp gun, followed by a report.


  Suddenly he felt hungry.


  Stooping, he drew from his knapsack, which stood near him leaning against the wall, a piece of ammunition bread, and as he had lost his knife, he bit off a morsel and slowly ate it.


  But after a few mouthfuls, he had enough of it; the bread was hard and had a bitter taste. No fresh would be given until the next mornings distribution, so the commissary officer had willed it. This was certainly a very hard life sometimes. The remembrance of former breakfasts came to him, such as he had called ‘hygienic, when, the day after too over-heating a supper, he would seat himself by a window on the ground floor of the Café-Anglais, and be served with a cutlet, or buttered eggs with asparagus tips, and the butler, knowing his tastes, would bring him a fine bottle of old Léoville, lying in its basket, and which he would pour out with the greatest care. The deuce take it! That was a good time, all the same, and he would never become accustomed to this life of wretchedness.


  And, in a moment of impatience, the young man threw the rest of his bread into the mud.


  At the same moment a soldier of the line came from the tavern, stooped and picked up the bread, drew back a few steps, wiped it with his sleeve and began to devour it eagerly.


  Henri de Hardimont was already ashamed of his action, and now with a feeling of pity, watched the poor devil who gave proof of such a good appetite. He was a tall, large young fellow, but badly made; with feverish eyes and a hospital beard, and so thin that his shoulder-blades stood out beneath his well-worn cape.


  ‘You are very hungry?’ he said, approaching the soldier.


  ‘As you see,’ replied the other with his mouth full.


  ‘Excuse me then. For if I had known that you would like the bread, I would not have thrown it away.’


  ‘It does not harm it,’ replied the soldier, ‘I am not dainty.’


  ‘No matter,’ said the gentleman, ‘it was wrong to do so, and I reproach myself. But I do not wish you to have a bad opinion of me, and as I have some old cognac in my can, let us drink a drop together.’


  The man had finished eating. The duke and he drank a mouthful of brandy; the acquaintance was made.


  ‘What is your name?’ asked the soldier of the line.


  ‘Hardimont,’ replied the duke, omitting his title. ‘And yours?’


  ‘Jean-Victor – I have just entered this company – I am just out of the ambulance – I was wounded at Châtillon – oh! but it was good in the ambulance, and in the infirmary they gave me horse bouillon. But I had only a scratch, and the major signed my dismissal. So much the worse tor me! Now I am going to commence to be devoured by hunger again-for, believe me, if you will, comrade, but, such as you see me, I have been hungry all my life.’


  The words were startling, especially to a Sybarite who had just been longing for the kitchen of the Café-Anglais, and the Duc de Hardimont looked at his companion in almost terrified amazement. The soldier smiled sadly, showing his hungry, wolf-like teeth, as white as his sickly face, and, as if understanding that the other expected something further in the way of explanation or confidence:


  ‘Come,’ said he, suddenly ceasing his familiar way of speaking, doubtless divining that his companion belonged to the rich and happy; let us walk along the road to warm our feet, and I will tell you things, which probably you have never heard of-1 am called Jean-Victor, that is all, for I am a foundling, and my only happy remembrance is of my earliest childhood, at the Asylum. The sheets were white on our little beds in the dormitory; we played in a garden under large trees, and a kind Sister took care of us, quite young and as pale as a wax-taper – she died afterwards of lung trouble – I was her favorite, and would rather walk by her than play with the other children, because she used to draw me to her side and lay her warm thin hand on my forehead.


  But when I was twelve years old, after my first communion, there was nothing but poverty. The managers put me as apprentice with a chair mender in Faubourg Saint-Jacques. That is not a trade, you know, it is impossible to earn one’s living at it, and as proof of it, the greater part of the time the master was only able to engage the poor little blind boys from the Blind Asylum. It was there that I began to suffer with hunger. The master and mistress, two old Limousins-afterwards murdered, were terrible misers, and the bread, cut in tiny pieces for each meal, was kept under lock and key the rest of the time.


  You should have seen the mistress at supper time serving the soup, sighing at each ladleful she dished out. The other apprentices, two blind boys, were less unhappy, they were not given more than I, but they could not see the reproachful look the wicked woman used to give me as she handed me my plate. And then unfortunately. I was always so terribly hungry Was it my fault do you think? I served there for three years, in a continual fit of hunger. Three years! And one can learn the work in one month. But the managers could not know everything, and had no suspicion that the children were abused. Ah! you were astonished just now when you saw me take the bread out of the mud? I am used to that for I have picked up enough of it; and crusts from the dust, and when they were too hard and dry, I would soak them all night in my basin. I had windfalls sometimes, such as pieces of bread nibbled at the ends, which the children would take out of their baskets and throw on the sidewalks as they came from school. I used to try to prowl around there when I went on errands.


  At last my time was ended at this trade by which no man can support himself. Well, I did many other things, for I was willing enough to work. I served the masons; I have been shop-boy, floor-polisher, I don’t know what all! But, pshaw; today, work is lacking, another time I lose my place: Briefly, I never have had enough to eat. Heavens! how often have I been crazy with hunger as I have passed the bakeries! Fortunately for me; at these times I have always remembered the good Sister at the Asylum, who so often told me to be honest, and I seemed to feel her warm little hand upon my forehead. At last, when I was eighteen I enlisted; you know as well as I do that the trooper has only just enough Now-1 could almost laugh-here is the siege and famine! You see I did not lie, when I told you, just now that I have always always, been hungry!


  The young duke had a kind heart and was profoundly moved by this terrible story, told him by a man like himself, by a soldier whose uniform made him his equal. It was even fortunate for the phlegm of this dandy, that the night wind dried the tears which dimmed his eyes.


  ‘Jean-Victor,’ said he, ceasing in his turn, by a delicate tact, to speak familiarly to the foundling, ‘if we survive this dreadful war, we will meet again, and I hope that I may be useful to you. But, in the meantime, as there is no bakery but the commissary, and as my ration of bread is twice too large for my delicate appetite – it is understood, is it not? – we will share it like good comrades.’


  It was strong and hearty, the hand-clasp which followed: then, harassed and worn by their frequent watches and alarms, as night fell, they returned to the tavern, where twelve soldiers were sleeping on the straw; and throwing themselves down side by side, they were soon sleeping soundly.


  Toward midnight Jean-Victor awoke, being hungry probably. The wind had scattered the clouds, and a ray of moonlight made its way into the room through a hole in the roof, lighting up the handsome blonde head of the young duke, who was sleeping like an Endymion.


  Still touched by the kindness of his comrade, Jean-Victor was gazing at him with admiration, when the sergeant of the platoon opened the door and called the five men who were to relieve the sentinels of the out-posts. The duke was of the number, but he did not waken when his name was called.


  ‘Hardimont, stand up!’ repeated the non-commissioned officer.


  ‘If you are willing, sergeant,’ said Jean-Victor rising, ‘I will take his duty, he is sleeping so soundly-and he is my comrade.’


  ‘As you please.’


  The five men left, and the snoring recommenced.


  But half an hour later the noise of near and rapid firing burst upon the night. In an instant every man was on his feet, and each with his hand on the chamber of his gun, stepped cautiously out, looking earnestly along the road, lying white in the moonlight.


  ‘What time is it?’ asked the duke. ‘I was to go on duty to­night.’


  ‘Jean-Victor went in your place.’


  At that moment a soldier was seen running toward them along the road.


  ‘What is it?’ they cried as he stopped, out of breath.


  ‘The Prussians have attacked us, let us fall back to the redoubt.’


  ‘And your comrades?’


  ‘They are coming-all but poor Jean-Victor.’


  ‘Where is he?’ cried the duke.


  ‘Shot through the head with a bullet-died without a word! – ough!’


  One night last winter, the Due de Hardimont left his club about two o’clock in the morning, with his neighbor, Count de Saulnes; the duke had lost some hundred louis, and had a slight headache.


  ‘If you are willing, André,’ he said to his companion, ‘we will go home on foot – I need the air.’


  ‘Just as you please, I am willing, although the walking may he bad.’


  They dismissed their coupés, turned up the collars of their overcoats, and set off toward the Madeleine. Suddenly an object rolled before the duke which he had struck with the toe of his boot; it was a large piece of bread spattered with mud.


  Then to his amazement, Monsieur de Saulnes saw the Due de Hardimont pick up the piece of bread, wipe it carefully with his handkerchief embroidered with his armorial bearings, and place it on a bench, in full view under the gaslight.


  ‘What did you do that for?’ asked the count, laughing heartily, ‘are you crazy?’


  ‘It is in memory of a poor fellow who died for me,’ replied the duke in a voice which trembled slightly, ‘do not laugh, my friend, it offends me.’


  The Age For Love


  By Paul Bourget


  When I submitted the plan of my Inquiry Upon the Age for Love to the editor-in-chief of the Boulevard, the highest type of French literary paper, he seemed astonished that an idea so journalistic-that was his word-should have been evolved from the brain of his most recent acquisition. I had been with him two weeks and it was my first contribution. ‘Give me some details, my dear Labarthe,’ he said, in a somewhat less insolent manner than was his wont After listening to me for a few moments he continued: ‘That is good You will go and interview certain men and women first upon the age at which one loves the most next upon the age when one is most loved? Is that your idea? And now to whom will you go first?’


  ‘I have prepared a list,’ I replied, and took from my pocket a sheet of paper. I had jotted down the names of a number of celebrities whom I proposed to interview on this all-important question, and I began to read over my list. It contained two ex-government officials, a general, a Dominican father, four actresses, two café-concert singers, four actors, two financiers, two lawyers, a surgeon and a lot of literary celebrities. At some of the names my chief would nod his approval, at others he would say curtly, with an affectation of American manners, ‘Bad; strike it off,’ until I came to the name I had kept for the last, that of Pierre Fauchery the famous novelist.


  ‘Strike that off,’ he said, shrugging his shoulders. ‘He is not on good terms with us.’


  ‘And yet.’ I suggested, ‘is there any one whose opinion would be of greater interest to reading men as well as to women? I had even thought of beginning with him.’


  ‘The devil you had!’ interrupted the editor-in-chief. ‘It is one of Fauchery’s principles not to see any reporters. I have sent him ten if I have one, and he has shown them all the door. The Boulevard does not relish such treatment, so we have given him some pretty hard hits.’


  ‘Nevertheless, I will have an interview with Fauchery for the Boulevard,’ was my reply. ‘I am sure of it.’


  ‘If you succeed,’ he replied, ‘I’ll raise your salary. That man makes me tired with his scorn of newspaper notoriety. He must take his share of it, like the rest. But you will not succeed. What makes you think you can?’


  ‘Permit me to tell you my reason later. In forty-eight hours you will see whether I have succeeded or not.’


  ‘Go and do not spare the fellow.’


  Decidedly. I had made some progress as a journalist, even in my two weeks’ apprenticeship, if I could permit Pascal to speak in this way of the man I most admired among living writers. Since that not far-distant time when, tired of being poor, I had made up my mind to cast my lot with the multitude in Paris, I had tried to lay aside my old self, as lizards do their skins, and I had almost succeeded. In a former time, a former time that was but yesterday, I knew-for in a drawer full of poems, dramas and half-finished tales I had proof of it-that there had once existed a certain Jules Labarthe who had come to Paris with the hope of becoming a great man. That person believed in Literature with a capital ‘L’ in the Ideal, another capital; in Glory, a third capital He was now dead and buried.


  Would he some day, his position assured, begin to write once more from pure love of his art: ‘Possibly, but for the moment I knew only the energetic, practical Labarthe, who had joined the procession with the idea of getting into the front rank, and of obtaining as soon as possible an income of thirty thousand francs a year. What would it matter to this second individual if that vile Pascal should boast of having stolen a march on the most delicate, the most powerful of the heirs of Balzac, since I, the new Labarthe, was capable of looking forward to an operation which required about as much delicacy as some of the performances of my editor-in-chief? I had, as a matter of fact, a sure means of obtaining the interview. It was this: When I was young and simple I had sent some verses and stories to Pierre Fauchery, the same verses and stories the refusal of which by four editors had finally made me decide to enter the field of journalism.


  The great writer was traveling at this time, but he had replied to me. I had responded by a letter to which he again replied, this time with an invitation to call upon him. I went I did not find him. I went again. I did not find him that time. Then a sort of timidity prevented my returning to the charge. So I had never met him. He knew me only as the young Elia of my two epistles. This is what I counted upon to extort from him the favor of an interview which he certainly would refuse to a mere newspaper man.


  My plan was simple; to present myself at his house, to be received, to conceal my real occupation, to sketch vaguely a subject for a novel in which there should occur a discussion upon the Age for Love, to make him talk and then when he should discover his conversation in print-here I began to feel some remorse. But I stifled it with the terrible phrase, ‘the struggle for life,’ and also by the recollection of numerous examples culled from the firm with which I now had the honor of being connected.


  The morning after I had had this very literary conversation with my honorable director, I rang at the door of the small house in the Rue Desbordes-Valmore where Pierre Fauchery lived, in a retired corner of Passy. Having taken up my pen to tell a plain unvarnished tale I do not see how I can conceal the wretched feeling of pleasure which, as I rang the bell, warmed my heart at the thought of the good joke I was about to play on the owner of this peaceful abode.


  Even after making up one’s mind to the sacrifices I had decided upon, there is always left a trace of envy for those who have triumphed in the melancholy struggle for literary supremacy. It was a real disappointment to me when the servant replied, ill-humoredly, that M. Fauchery was not in Paris. I asked when he would return. The servant did not know. I asked for his address. The servant did not know that. Poor lion, who thought he had secured anonymity for his holiday! A half-hour later I had discovered that he was staying for the present at the Château de Proby, near Nemours. I had merely had to make inquiries of his publisher. Two hours later I bought my ticket at the Gare de Lyon for the little town chosen by Balzac as the scene for his delicious story of Ursule Mirouet. I took a traveling bag and was prepared to spend the night there. In case I failed to see the master that afternoon I had decided to make sure of him the next morning.


  Exactly seven hours after the servant, faithful to his trust had declared that he did not know where his master was staying I was standing in the hall of the château waiting for my card to be sent up. I had taken care to write on it a reminder of our conversation of the year before, and this time after a ten-minute wait in the hall, during which I noticed with singular curiosity and malice two very elegant and very pretty young women going out for a walk I was admitted to his presence ‘Aha,’ I said to myself –‘this then is the secret of his exile; the interview promises well!’


  The novelist received me in a cosy little room, with a window opening onto the park, already beginning to turn yellow with the advancing autumn. A wood fire burned in the fireplace and lighted up the walls which were hung with flowered cretonne and on which could be distinguished several colored English prints representing cross-country rides and the jumping of hedges Here was the worldly environment with which Fauchery is so often reproached But the books and papers that littered the table bore witness that the present occupant of this charming retreat remained a substantial man of letters His habit of constant work was still further attested by his face which I admit gave me all at once a feeling of remorse for the trick I was about to play him If I had found him the snobbish pretender whom the weekly newspapers were in the habit of ridiculing it would have been a delight to outwit his diplomacy.


  But no! I saw, as he put down his pen to receive me. a man about fifty-seven years old, with a face that bore the marks of reflection, eyes tired from sleeplessness, a brow heavy with thought, who said as he pointed to an easy chair, ‘You will excuse me, my dear confrère, for keeping you waiting.’ I, his dear confrère! Ah! if he had known! ‘You see,’ and he pointed to the page still wet with ink, ‘that man cannot be free from the slavery of furnishing copy. One has less facility at my age than at yours. Now, let us speak of yourself. How do you happen to be at Nemours? What have you been doing since the story and the verses you were kind enough to send me?


  It is vain to try to sacrifice once for all one’s youthful ideals. When a man has loved literature as I loved it at twenty, he cannot be satisfied at twenty-six to give up his early passion, even at the bidding of implacable necessity. So Pierre Fauchery remembered my poor verses! He had actually read my story! His allusion proved it. Could I tell him at such a moment that since the creation of those first works I had despaired of myself, and that I had changed my gun to the other shoulder? The image of the Boulevard office rose suddenly before me. I heard the voice of the editor-in-chief saying, ‘Interview Fauchery? You will never accomplish that; so, faithful to my self-imposed rôle, I replied, ‘I have retired to Nemours to work upon a novel called The Age for Love, and it is on this subject that I wished to consult you, my dear master.’


  It seemed to me – it may possibly have been an illusion – that at the announcement of the so-called title of my so-called novel, a smile and a shadow flitted over Fauchery’s eyes and mouth. A vision of the two young women I had met in the hall came back to me. Was the author of so many great masterpieces of analysis about to live a new book before writing it? I had no time to answer this question, for, with a glance at an onyx vase containing some cigarettes of Turkish tobacco, he offered me one, lighted one himself and began first to question, then to reply to me. I listened while he thought aloud and had almost forgotten my Machiavellian combination, so keen was my relish of the joyous intimacy of this communion with a mind I had passionately loved in his works.


  He was the first of the great writers of our day whom I had thus approached on something like terms of intimacy. As we talked I observed the strange similarity between his spoken and his written words. I admired the charming simplicity with which he abandoned himself to the pleasures of imagination, his superabundant intelligence the liveliness of his impressions and his total absence of arrogance and of pose.


  ‘There is no such thing as an age for love,’ he said in substance, because the man capable of loving-in the complex and modern sense of love as a sort of ideal exaltation-never ceases to love. I will go further; he never ceases to’love the same person. You know the experiment that a contemporary physiologist tried with a series of portraits to determine in what the indefinable resemblances called family likeness consisted? He took photographs of twenty persons of the same blood, then he photographed these photographs on the same plate, one over the other.


  In this way he discovered the common features which determined the type. Well, I am convinced that if we could try a similar experiment and photograph one upon another the pictures of the different women whom the same man has loved or thought he had loved in the course of his life we should discover that all these women resembled one another. The most inconsistent have cherished one and the same being through five or six or even twenty different embodiments. The main point is to find out at what age they have met the woman who approaches nearest to the one whose image they have constantly borne within themselves. For them that would be the age for love.


  ‘The age for being loved?’ he continued. The deepest of all the passions I have ever known a man to inspire was in the case of one of my masters, a poet, and he was sixty years old at the time. It is true that he still held himself as erect as a young man, he came and went with a step as light as yours, he conversed like Rivarol, he composed verses as beautiful as De Vigny’s. He was besides very poor, very lonely and very unhappy, having lost one after another, his wife and his children. You remember the words of Shakespeare’s Moor: ‘She loved me for the dangers I had passed, and I loved her that she did pity them.’


  So it was that this great artist inspired in a beautiful, noble and wealthy young Russian woman, a devotion so passionate that because of him she never married. She found a way to take care of him, day and night, in spite of his family, during his last illness, and at the present time, having bought from his heirs all of the poet’s personal belongings, she keeps the apartment where he lived just as it was at the time of his death. That was years ago. In her case she found in a man three times her own age the person who corresponded to a certain ideal which she carried in her heart.


  Look at Goethe, at Lamartine and at many others! To depict feelings on this high plane, you must give up the process of minute and insignificant observation which is the bane of the artists of today. In order that a sixty-year-old lover should appear neither ridiculous nor odious you must apply to him what the elder Corneille so proudly said of himself in his lines to the marquise:


  
    ‘’Cependant, j’ai quelques charmes


    Qui sont assez éclatants


    Pour n’avoir pas trop d’alarmes


    De ces ravages du temps.’

  


  ‘Have the courage to analyze great emotions to create characters who shall be lofty and true. The whole art of the analytical novel lies there.’


  As he spoke the master had such a light of intellectual certainty in his eyes that to me he seemed the embodiment of one of those great characters he had been urging me to describe. It made me feel that the theory of this man, himself almost a sexagenarian, that at any age one may inspire love, was not unreasonable] The contrast between the world of ideas in which he moved ancf the atmosphere of the literary shop in which for the last few months I had been stifling was too strong. The dreams of my youth were realized in this man whose gifts remained unimpaired after the production of thirty volumes and whose face, growing old, was a living illustration of the beautiful saying: ‘Since we must wear out let us wear out nobly.’


  His slender figure bespoke the austerity of long hours of work; his firm mouth showed his decision of character; his brow, with its deep furrows, had the paleness of the paper over which he so often bent; and yet, the refinement of his hands, so well cared for, the sober elegance of his dress and an aristocratic air that was natural to him showed that the finer professional virtues had been cultivated in the midst of a life of frivolous temptations. These temptations had been no more of a disturbance to his ethical and spiritual nature than the academic honors, the financial successes, the numerous editions that had been his. Withal he was an awfully good fellow, for, after having talked at great length with me, he ended by saying, ‘Since you are staying in Nemours I hope to see you often, and today I cannot let you go without presenting you to my hostess.’


  What could I say? This was the way in which a mere reporter on the Boulevard found himself installed at a five-o’clock tea-table in the salon of a château, where surely no newspaper man had ever before set foot and was presented as a young poet and novelist of the future to the old Marquise de Proby, whose guest the master was. This amiable white-haired dowager questioned me upon my alleged work and I replied equivocally, with blushes which the good lady must have attributed to bashful timidity Then, as though some evil genius had conspired to multiply the witnesses of my bad conduct, the two young women whom I had seen going out, returned in the midst of my unlooked-for visit.


  Ah, my interview with this student of femininity upon the Age for Love was about to have a living commentary! How it would illumine his words to hear him conversing with these new arrivals! One was a young girl of possibly twenty – a Russian if I rightly understood the name. She was rather tall, with a long face lighted up by two very gentle black eyes, singular in their fire and intensity. She bore a striking resemblance to the portrait attributed to Froncia in the Salon Carré of the Louvre which goes by the name of the ‘Man in Black,’ because the color of his clothes and his mantle. About her mouth and nostrils was that same subdued nervousness, that same restrained feverishness which gives to the portrait its striking qualities.


  1 had not been there a quarter of an hour before I had guessed from the way she watched and listened to Fauchery what a passionate interest the old master inspired in her. When he spoke she paid rapt attention. When she spoke to him, I felt her voice shiver, if I may use the word, and he, he glorious writer, surfeited with triumphs, exhausted by his labors, seemed, as soon as he felt the radiance of her glance of ingenuous idolatry, to recover that vivacity, that elasticity of impression, which is the sovereign grace of youthful lovers.


  ‘I understand now why he cited Goethe and the young girl of Marienbad,’ said I to myself with a laugh, as my hired carriage sped on toward Nemours. ‘He was thinking of himself. He is in love with that child, and she is in love with him. We shall hear of his marrying her. There’s a wedding that will call forth copy, and when Pascal hears that I witnessed the courtship – but just now I must think of my interview. Won’t Fauchery be surprised to read it day after tomorrow in his paper? But does he read the papers? It may not be right but what harm will it do him? Besides, it’s a part of the struggle for life.’


  It was by such reasoning, I remember, the reasoning of a man determined to arrive that I tried to lull to sleep the inward voice that cried, ‘You have no right to put on paper, to give to the public what this noble writer said to you, supposing that he was receiving a poet, not a reporter.’ But I heard also the voice of my chief saying ‘You will never succeed.’ And this second voice, I am ashamed to confess, triumphed over the other with all the more ease because I was obliged to do something to kill time. I reached Nemours too late for the train which would have brought me back to Paris about dinner time At the old inn they gave me a room which was clean and quiet a good place to write so I spent the evening until bedtime composing the first of the articles which were to form my inquiry I scribbled away under the vivid impressions of the afternoon my powers as well as my nerves spurred by a touch of remorse.


  Yes, I scribbled four pages which would have been no disgrace to the Journal des Goncourts, that exquisite manual of the perfect reporter. It was all there, my journey, my arrival at the château, a sketch of the quaint eighteenth century building, with its fringe of trees and its well-kept walks, the master’s room, the master himself and his conversation; the tea at the end and the smile of the old novelist in the midst of a circle of admirers, old and young. It lacked only a few closing lines. ‘I will add these in the morning,’ I thought, and went to bed with a feeling of duty performed, such is the nature of a writer. Under the form of an interview I had done, and I knew it, the best work of my life.


  What happens while we sleep? Is there, unknown to us, a secret and irresistible ferment of ideas while our senses are closed to the impressions of the outside world? Certain it is that on awakening I am apt to find myself in a state of mind very different from that in which I went to sleep. I had not been awake ten minutes before the image of Pierre Fauchery came up before me and at the same time the thought that I had taken a base advantage of the kindness of his reception of me became quite unbearable.


  I felt a passionate longing to see him again, to ask his pardon for my deception. I wished to tell him who I was, with what purpose I had gone to him and that I regretted it. But there was no need of a confession. It would be enough to destroy the pages I had written the night before. With this idea I arose. Before tearing them up, I reread them. And then-any writer will understand me-and then they seemed to me so brilliant that I did not tear them up. Fauchery is so intelligent, so generous, was the thought that crossed my mind. What is there in this interview after all, to offend him? Nothing, absolutely nothing.


  Even if I should go to him again this very morning, tell him my story and that upon the success of my little inquiry my whole future as a journalist might depend? When he found that I had had five years of poverty and hard work without accomplishing anything, and that I had had to go onto a paper in order to earn the very bread I ate, he would pardon me, he would pity me and he would say, ‘Publish your interview.’ Yes, but what if he should forbid my publishing it? But no, he would not do that.


  I passed the morning in considering my latest plan. A certain shyness made it very painful to me. But it might at the same time conciliate my delicate scruples, my ‘amour-propre’ as an ambitious chronicler, and the interests of my pocket-book. I knew that Pascal had the name of being very generous with an interview article if it pleased him. And besides, had he not promised me a reward if I succeeded with Fauchery? In short, I had decided to try my experiment, when, after a hasty breakfast, I saw, on stepping into the carriage I had had the night before, a victoria with coat-of-arms drive rapidly past and was stunned at recognizing Fauchery himself, apparently lost in a gloomy revery that was in singular contrast to his high spirits of the night before.


  A small trunk on the coachman’s seat was a sufficient indication that he was going to the station. The train for Paris left in twelve minutes, time enough for me to pack my things pell-mell into my valise and hurriedly to pay my bill. The same carriage which was to have taken me to the Château de Proby carried me to the station at full speed, and when the train left I was seated in an empty compartment opposite the famous writer, who was saying to me, ‘You, too, deserting Nemours? Like me, you work best in Paris.’


  The conversation begun in this way, might easily have led to the confession I had resolved to make. But in the presence of my unexpected companion I was seized with an unconquerable shyness, moreover he inspired me with a curiosity which was quite equal to my shyness. Any number of circumstances, from a telegram from a sick relative to the most commonplace matter of business, might have explained his sudden departure from the château where I had left him so comfortably installed the night before.


  But that the expression of his face should have changed as it had, that in eighteen hours he should have become the careworn, discouraged being he now seemed, when I had left him so pleased with life, so happy, so assiduous in his attentions to that pretty girl. Mademoiselle de Russaie, who loved him and whom he seemed to love, was a mystery which took complete possession of me, this time without any underlying professional motive. He was to give me the key before we reached Paris. At any rate I shall always believe that part of his conversation was in an indirect way a confidence. He was still unstrung by the unexpected incident which had caused both his hasty departure and the sudden metamorphosis in what he himself, if he had been writing, would have called his ‘intimate heaven.’ The story he told me was ‘per sfogarsi,’ as Bayle loved to say; his idea was that I would not discover the real hero.


  1 shall always believe that it was his own story under another name, and I love to believe it because it was so exactly his way of looking at things. It was apropos of the supposed subject of my novel – oh, irony! – apropos of the real subject of my interview that he began.


  ‘I have been thinking about our conversation and about your book, and I am afraid that I expressed myself badly yesterday. When I said that one may love and be loved at any age I ought to have added that sometimes this love comes too late. It comes when one no longer has the right to prove to the loved one how much she is loved, except by love’s sacrifice. I should like to share with you a human document, as they say today, which is in itself a drama with a dénouement. But I must ask you not to use it for the secret is not my own’ With the assurance of my discretion he went on: I had a friend, a companion of my own age who when he was twentv had loved a young girl He was poor she was rich Her family separated them.


  The girl married some one else and almost immediately afterward she died. My friend lived. Some day you will know for yourself that it is almost as true to say that one recovers from all things as that there is nothing which does not leave its scar. I had been the confidant of his serious passion, and I became the confidant of the various affairs that followed that first ineffaceable disappointment. He felt, he inspired, other loves. He tasted other joys. He endured other sorrows, and yet when we were alone and when we touched upon those confidences that come from the heart’s depths, the girl who was the ideal of his twentieth year reappeared in his words. How many times he has said to me, ‘In others I have always looked for her and as I have never found her, I have never truly loved any one but her.’


  ‘And had she loved him?’ I interrupted.


  ‘He did not think so, replied Fauchery. ‘At least she had never told him so. Well, you must now imagine my friend at my age or almost there. You must picture him growing gray, tired of life and convinced that he had at last discovered the secret of peace. At this time he met, while visiting some relatives in a country house, a mere girl of twenty, who was the image, the haunting image of her whom he had hoped to marry thirty years before. It was one of those strange resemblances which extend from the color of the eyes to the ‘timbre of the voice, from the smile to the thought, from the gestures to the finest feelings of the heart. I could not, in a few disjointed phrases describe to you the strange emotions of my friend.


  It would take pages and pages to make you understand the tenderness, both present and at the same time retrospective, for the dead through the living; the hypnotic condition of the soul which does not know where dreams and memories end and present feeling begins; the daily commingling of the most unreal thing in the world, the phantom of a lost love, with the freshest, the most actual, the most irresistibly naïve and spontaneous thing in it, a young girl. She comes, she goes, she laughs, she sings, you go about with her in the intimacy of country life, and at her side walks one long dead.


  After two weeks of almost careless abandon to the dangerous delights of this inward agitation imagine my friend entering by chance one morning one of the less frequented rooms of the house, a gallery, where, among other pictures, hung a portrait of himself, painted when he was twenty-five. He approaches the portrait abstractedly. There had been a fire in the room, so that a slight moisture dimmed the glass which protected the pastel, and on this glass, because of this moisture, he sees distinctly the trace of two lips which had been placed upon the eyes of the portrait, two small delicate lips, the sight of which makes his heart beat. He leaves the gallery, questions a servant, who tells him that no one but the young woman he has in mind has been in the room that morning.’


  ‘What then? I asked, as he paused.


  ‘My friend returned to the gallery, looked once more at the adorable imprint of the most innocent, the most passionate of caresses. A mirror hung near by, where he could compare his present with his former face, the man he was with the man he had been. He never told me and I never asked what his feelings were at that moment. Did he feel that he was too culpable to have inspired a passion in a young girl whom he would have been a fool, almost a criminal, to marry? Did he comprehend that through his age which was so apparent, it was his youth which this child loved? Did he remember, with a keenness that was all too sad, that other, who had never given him a kiss like that at a time when he might have returned it? I only know that he left the same day, determined never again to see one whom he could no longer love as he had loved the other, with the hope, the purity, the soul of a man of twenty.’


  A few hours after this conversation, I found myself once more in the office of the Boulevard, seated in Pascal’s den, and he was saying, ‘Already? Have you accomplished your interview with Pierre Fauchery?’


  ‘He would not even receive me,’ I replied, boldly.


  ‘What did I tell you?’ he sneered, shrugging his big shoulders. ‘We’ll get even with him on his next volume. But you know, Labarthe, as long as you continue to have that innocent look about you, you can’t expect to succeed in newspaper work.’


  1 bore with the ill-humor of my chief. What would he have said if he had known that I had in my pocket an interview and in my head an anecdote which were material for a most successful story? And he has never had either the interview or the story. Since then I have made my way in the line where he said I should fail. I have lost my innocent look and I earn my thirty thousand francs a year, and more. I have never had the same pleasure in the printing of the most profitable, the most brilliant article that I had in consigning to oblivion the sheets relating my visit to Nemours.


  1 often think that I have not served the cause of letters as I wanted to since, with all my laborious work I have never written a book. And yet when I recall the irresistible impulse of respect which prevented me from committing toward a dearly loved master a most profitable but infamous indiscretion, I say to myself, ‘If you have not served the cause of letters, you have not betrayed it.’ And this is the reason, now that Fauchery is no longer of this world, that it seems to me that the time has come for me to relate my first interview There is none of which I am more proud.


  A Forest Betrothal


  By Erckmann-Chatrian


  One day in the month of June, 1845. Master Zacharias’ fishing-basket was so full of salmon-trout, about three o’clock in the afternoon, that the good man was loath to take any more; for, as Pathfinder says: ‘We must leave some for tomorrow!’ After having washed his in a stream and carefully covered them with field-sorrel and rowell to keep them fresh; after having wound up his line and bathed his hands and face; a sense of drowsiness tempted him to take a nap in the heather The heat was so excessive that he preferred to wait until the shadows lengthened before reclimbing the steep ascent of Bigelberg.


  Breaking his crust of bread and wetting his lips with a draught of Rikevir, he climbed down fifteen or twenty steps from the path and stretched himself on the moss-covered ground, under the shade of the pine-trees; his eyelids heavy with sleep.


  A thousand animate creatures had lived their long life of an hour, when the judge was wakened by the whistle of a bird, which sounded strange to him. He sat up to look around, and judge his surprise; the so-called bird was a young girl of seventeen or eighteen years of age; fresh, with rosy cheeks and vermilion lips, brown hair, which hung in two long tresses behind her. A short poppy-colored skirt, with a tightly-laced bodice, completed her costume. She was a young peasant, who was rapidly descending the sandy path down the side of Bigelberg, a basket poised on her head, and her arms a little sunburned, but plump, were gracefully resting on her hips.


  ‘Oh, what a charming bird; but she whistles well and her pretty chin, round like a peach, is sweet to look upon.’


  Mr. Zacharias was all emotion – a rush of hot blood, which made his heart beat, as it did at twenty, coursed through his veins. Blushing, he arose to his feet.


  ‘Good-day, my pretty one!’ he said.


  The young girl stopped short – opened her big eyes and recognized him (for who did not know the dear old Judge Zacharias in that part of the country?).


  ‘Ah!’ she said, with a bright smile, ‘it is Mr. Zacharias Seiler!’


  The old man approached her – he tried to speak – but all he could do was to stammer a few unintelligible words, just like a very young man – his embarrassment was so great that he completely disconcerted the young girl. At last he managed to say:


  ‘Where are you going through the forest at this hour, my dear child?’


  She stretched out her hand and showed him, way at the end of the valley, a forester’s house.


  ‘I am returning to my father’s house, the Corporal Yeri Foerster. You know him, without doubt, Monsieur le Juge.’


  ‘What, are you our brave Yen’s daughter? Ah, do I know him? A very worthy man. Then you are little Charlotte of whom he has often spoken to me when he came with his official reports?’


  ‘Yes, Monsieur; I have just come from the town and am returning home.’


  ‘That is a very pretty bunch of Alpine berries you have’,’ exclaimed the old man.


  She detached the bouquet from her belt and tendered it to him.


  ‘If it would please you, Monsieur Seiler.’


  Zacharias was touched.


  ‘Yes, indeed,’ he said, ‘I will accept it, and I will accompany you home. I am anxious to see this brave Foerster again. He must be getting old by now.’


  ‘He is about your age, Monsieur le Juge,’ said Charlotte innocently, ‘between fifty-five and sixty years of age.’


  This simple speech recalled the good man to his senses, and as he walked beside her be became pensive.


  What was he thinking of? Nobody could tell; but how many times, how many times has it happened that a brave and worthy man, thinking that he had fulfilled all his duties, finds that he has neglected the greatest, the most sacred, the most beautiful of ail-that of love. And what it costs him to think of it when it is too late.


  Soon Mr. Zacharias and Charlotte came to the turn of the valley where the path spanned a little pond by means of a rustic bridge, and led straight to the corporal’s house. They could now see Yeri Foerster his large felt hat decorated with a twig of heather, his calm eyes his brown cheeks and grayish hair seated on the stone bench near his doorway; two beautiful hunting dogs with reddish-brown coats lay at his feet and the high vine arbor behind him rose to the peak of the gable roof.


  The shadows on Romelstein were lengthening and the setting sun spread its purple fringe behind the high fir-trees on Alpnach.


  The old corporal, whose eyes were as piercing as an eagle’s, recognized Monsieur Zacharias and his daughter from afar. He came toward them, lifting his felt hat respectfully.


  ‘Welcome, Monsieur le Juge,’ he said in the frank and cordial voice of a mountaineer; ‘what happy circumstance has procured me the honor of a visit?’


  ‘Master Yeri,’ replied the good man, ‘I am belated in your mountains. Have you a vacant corner at your table and a bed at the disposition of a friend?’


  ‘Ah!’ cried the corporal, ‘if there were but one bed in the house, should it not be at the service of the best, the most honored of our ex-magistrates of Stantz? Monsieur Seiler, what an honor you confer on Yeri Foerster’s humble home.’


  ‘Christine, Christine! Monsieur le Juge Zacharias Seiler wishes to sleep under our roof to-night.’


  Then a little old woman, her face wrinkled like a vine leaf, but still fresh and laughing, her head crowned by a cap with wide black ribbons, appeared on the threshold and disappeared again, murmuring:


  ‘What? Is it possible? Monsieur le Juge!’


  ‘My good people,’ said Mr. Zacharias, ‘truly you do me too much honor – I hope –’


  ‘Monsieur le Juge, if you forget the favors you have done to others, they remember them.’


  Charlotte placed her basket on the table, feeling very proud at having been the means of bringing so distinguished a visitor to the house. She took out the sugar, the coffee and all the little odds and ends of household provisions which she had purchased in the town. And Zacharias, gazing at her pretty profile, felt himself agitated once more, his poor old heart beat more quickly in his bosom and seemed to say to him: ‘This is love, Zacharias! This is love! This is love!’


  To tell you the truth, my dear friends, Mr. Seiler spent the evening with the Head Forester, Yeri Foerster, perfectly oblivious to the fact of Therese’s uneasiness, to his promise to return before seven o’clock, to all his old habits of order and submission.


  Picture to yourself the large room, the time-browned rafters of the ceiling, the windows opened on the silent valley, the round table in the middle of the room, covered with a white cloth, with red stripes running through it; the light from the lamp, bringing out more clearly the grave faces of Zacharias and Yeri, the rosy, laughing features of Charlotte, and Dame Christines little cap, with long fluttering streamers. Picture to yourself the soup-tureen, with gayly-flowered bowl, from which arose an appetising odor, the dish of trout garnished with parsley, the plates filled with fruits and little meal cakes as yellow as gold; then worthy Father Zacharias, handing first one and then the other of the plates of fruit and cakes to Charlotte, who lowered her eyes, frightened at the old mans compliments and tender speeches.


  Yeri was quite puffed up at his praise, but Dame Christine said: ‘Ah. Monsieur le Juge! You are too good. You do not know how much trouble this little girl gives us, or how headstrong she is when she wants anything. You will spoil her with so many compliments.’


  To which speech Mr. Zacharias made reply:


  ‘Dame Christine, you possess a treasure! Mademoiselle Charlotte merits all the good I have said of her.’


  Then Master Yeri, raising his glass, cried out: ‘Let us drink to the health of our good and venerated Judge Zacharias Seiler!’


  The toast was drunk with a will.


  Just then the clock, in its hoarse voice, struck the hour of eleven. Out of doors there was the great silence of the forest, the grasshopper’s last cry, the vague murmur of the river. As the hour sounded, they rose, preparatory to retiring. How fresh and agile he felt! With what ardor, had he dared, would he not have pressed a kiss upon Charlotte’s little hand! Oh, but he must not think of that now! Later on, perhaps!


  ‘Come, Master Yeri,’ he said, ‘it is bedtime. Good-night, and many thanks for your hospitality.’


  ‘At what hour do you wish to rise. Monsieur?’ asked Christine.


  ‘Oh!’ he replied gazing at Charlotte, ‘1 am an early bird. I do not feel my age, though perhaps you might not think so. I rise at five o’clock.’


  ‘Like me, Monsieur Seiler,’ cried the Head Forester. I rise before daybreak; but I must confess it is tiresome all the same – we are no longer young. Ha! Ha!’


  ‘Bah! I have never had anything ail me, Master Forester; I have never been more vigorous or more nimble.’


  And suiting his actions to his words, he ran briskly up the steep steps of the staircase. Really Mr. Zacharias was no more than twenty; but his twenty years lasted about twenty minutes, and once nestled in the large canopied bed, with the covers drawn up to his chin and his handkerchief tied around his head, in lieu of a nightcap, he said to himself:


  ‘Sleep Zacharias! Sleep! You have great need of rest; you are very tired.’


  And the good man slept until nine o’clock. The forester returning from his rounds, uneasy at his non-appearance, went up to his room and wished him good morning. Then seeing the sun high in the heavens, hearing the birds warbling in the foliage, the Judge, ashamed of his boastfulness of the previous night, arose, alleging as an excuse for his prolonged slumbers, the fatigue of fishing and the length of the supper of the evening before.


  ‘Ah, Monsieur Seiler,’ said the forester, ‘it is perfectly natural; I would love dearly myself to sleep in the mornings, but I must always be on the go. What I want is a son-in-law, a strong youth to replace me; I would voluntarily give him my gun and my hunting pouch.’


  Zacharias could not restrain a feeling of great uneasiness at these words. Being dressed, he descended in silence. Christine was waiting with his breakfast; Charlotte had gone to the hay field.


  The breakfast was short, and Mr. Seiler having thanked these good people for their hospitality, turned his face toward Stantz; he became pensive, as he thought of the worry to which Mademoiselle There had been subjected; yet he was not able to tear his hopes from his heart, nor the thousand charming illusions, which came to him like a latecomer in a nest of warblers.


  By Autumn he had fallen so into the habit of going to the forester’s house that he was oftener there than at his own; and the Head Forester, not knowing to what love of fishing to attribute these visits, often found himself embarrassed at being obliged to refuse the multiplicity of presents which the worthy ex-magistrate (he himself being very much at home) begged of him to accept in compensation for his daily hospitality.


  Besides, Mr. Seiler wished to share all his occupations, following him in his rounds in the Grinderwald and Entilbach.


  Yeri Foerster often shook his head, saying: ‘I never knew a more honest or better judge than Mr. Zacharias Seiler When I used to bring my reports to him formerly he always praised me and it is to him that I owe my raise to the rank of Head Forester But’ he added to his wife ‘1 am afraid the poor man is a little out of his head Did he not help Charlotte in the hay field to the infinite enjoyment of the peasants? Truly, Christine, it is not right; but then I dare not say so to him, he is so much above us. Now he wants me to accept a pension-and such a pension – one hundred florins a month. And that silk dress he gave Charlotte on her birthday. Do young girls wear silk dresses in our valley? Is a silk dress the thing for a foresters daughter?’


  ‘Leave him alone,’ said the wife. ‘He is contented with a little milk and meal. He likes to be with us; it is a change from his lonesome city life, with no one to talk to but his old governess; whilst here the little one looks after him. He likes to talk to her. Who knows but he may end by adopting her and leave her something in his will?’


  The Head Forester, not knowing what to say, shrugged his shoulders; his good judgment told him there was some mystery, but he never dreamed of suspecting the good man’s whole folly.


  One fine morning a wagon slowly wended its way down the sides of Bigelberg loaded with three casks of old Rikevir wine. Of all the presents that could be given to him this was the most acceptable, for Yeri Foerster loved, above everything else, a good glass of wine.


  ‘That warms one up,’ he would say, laughing. And when he had tasted this wine he could not help saying:


  ‘Mr. Zacharias is really the best man in the world. Has he not filled my cellar for me? Charlotte, go and gather the prettiest flowers in the garden; cut all the roses and the jasmine, make them into a bouquet, and when he comes you will present them to him yourself. Charlotte! Charlotte! Hurry up, here he comes with his long pole.’


  At this moment the old man appeared descending the hillside in the shade of the pines with a brisk step.


  As far off as Yeri could make himself heard, he called out, his glass in his hand:


  ‘Here is to the best man I know! Here is to our benefactor.’


  And Zacharias smiled. Dame Christine had already commenced preparations for dinner; a rabbit was turning at the spit and the savory odor of the soup whetted Mr. Seilers appetite.


  The old Judge’s eyes brightened when he saw Charlotte in her short poppy-colored skirt, her arms bare to the elbow, running here and there in the garden paths gathering the flowers, and when he saw her approaching him with her huge bouquet, which she humbly presented to him with downcast eyes.


  ‘Monsieur le Juge, will you deign to accept this bouquet from your little friend Charlotte?’


  A sudden blush overspread his venerable cheeks, and as she stooped to kiss his hand, he said:


  ‘No, no, my dear child; accept rather from your old friend, your best friend, a more tender embrace.’


  He kissed both her burning cheeks. The Head Forester laughing heartily, cried out:


  ‘Monsieur Seiler, come and sit down under the acacia tree and drink some of your own wine. Ah, my wife is right when she calls you our benefactor.’


  Mr. Zacharias seated himself at the little round table, placing his pole behind him; Charlotte sat facing him, Yeri Foerster was on his right; then dinner was served and Mr. Seiler started to speak of his plans for the future.


  He was wealthy and had inherited a fine fortune from his parents. He wished to buy some few hundred acres of forest land in the valley, and build in the midst a forester’s lodge. ‘We would always be together,’ he said turning to Yeri Foerster, ‘sometimes you at my house, sometimes I at yours.’


  Christine gave her advice, and they chatted, planning now one thing, then another. Charlotte seemed perfectly contented, and Zacharias imagined that these simple people understood him.


  Thus the time passed, and when night had fallen and they had had a surfeit of Rikevir, of rabbit and of Dame Christine’s ‘koechten’ sprinkled with cinnamon. Mr. Seiler, happy and contented, full of joyous hope, ascended to his room, putting off until tomorrow his declaration, not doubting for a moment but that it would be accepted.


  About this time of the year the mountaineers from Harberg, Kusnacht and the surrounding hamlets descend from their mountains about one o’clock in the morning and commence to mow the high grass in the valleys. One can hear their monotonous songs in the middle of the night keeping time to the circular movement of the scythes, the jingle of the cattle bells, and the young men’s and girls’ voices laughing afar in the silence of the night. It is a strange harmony, especially when the night is clear and there is a bright moon, and the heavy dew failing makes a pitter-patter on the leaves of the great forest trees.


  Mr. Zacharias heard nothing of all this, for he was sleeping soundly; but the noise of a handful of peas being thrown against the window waked him suddenly. He listened and heard outside at the bottom of the wall, a ‘scit! sat!’ so softly whispered that you might almost think it the cry of some bird. Nevertheless, the good man’s heart fluttered.


  ‘What is that?’ he cried.


  After a few seconds’ silence a soft voice replied:


  ‘Charlotte, Charlotte – it is I!’


  Zacharias trembled; and as he listened with ears on the alert for each sound, the foliage on the trellis struck against the window and a figure climbed up quietly – oh so quietly – then stopped and stared into the room.


  The old man being indignant at this, rose and opened the window, upon which the stranger climbed through noiselessly.


  ‘Do not be frightened, Charlotte,’ he said, ‘I have come to tell you some good news. My father will be here tomorrow.’


  He received no response, for the reason that Zacharias was trying to light the lamp.


  ‘Where are you, Charlotte?’


  ‘Here I am,’ cried the old man turning with a livid face and gazing fiercely at his rival.


  The young man who stood before him was tall and slender, with large, frank, black eyes, brown cheeks, rosy lips, just covered with a little moustache, and a large brown, felt hat tilted a little to one side.


  The apparition of Zacharias stunned him to immovability. But as the Judge was about to cry out, he exclaimed:


  ‘In the name of Heaven, do not call. I am no robber – I love Charlotte!’


  ‘And-she-she?’ stammered Zacharias.


  ‘She loves me also! Oh, you need have no fear if you are one of her relations. We were betrothed at the Kusnacht feast. The fiancés of the Grinderwald and the Entilbach have the right to visit in the night. It is a custom of Unterwald. All the Swiss know that.’


  ‘Yen Foerster-Yeri, Charlotte’s father, never told me.’


  ‘No, he does not know of our betrothal yet,’ said the other, in a lower tone of voice; ‘when I asked his permission last year he told me to wait-that his daughter was too young yet – we were betrothed secretly. Only as I had not the Forester’s consent, I did not come in the night-time. This is the first time. I saw Charlotte in the town; but the time seemed so long to us both that I ended by confessing all to my father, and he has promised to see Yeri tomorrow. Ah, Monsieur, I knew it would give such pleasure to Charlotte that I could not help coming to announce my good news.’


  The poor old man fell back in his chair and covered his face with his hands. Oh, how he suffered! What bitter thoughts passed through his brain; what a sad awakening after so many sweet and joyous dreams.


  And the young mountaineer was not a whit more comfortable, as he stood leaning against a corner of the wall, his arms crossed over his breast, and the following thoughts running through his head:


  ‘If old Foerster, who does not know of our betrothal, finds me here, he will kill me without listening to one word of explanation. That is certain.’


  And he gazed anxiously at the door, his ear on the alert for the least sound.


  A few moments afterward, Zacharias lifting his head, as though awakening from a dream, asked him:


  ‘What is your name?’


  ‘Karl Imnant, Monsieur.’


  ‘What is your business?’


  ‘My father hopes to obtain the position of a forester in the Grinderwald for me.’


  There was a long silence and Zacharias looked at the young man with an envious eye.


  ‘And she loves you?’ he asked in a broken voice.


  ‘Oh, yes, Monsieur; we love each other devotedly.’


  And Zacharias, letting his eyes fall on his thin legs and his hands wrinkled and veined, murmured:


  ‘Yes, she ought to love him; he is young and handsome.’


  And his head fell on his breast again. All at once he arose, trembling in every limb, and opened the window.


  ‘Young man, you have done very wrong; you will never know how much wrong you have really done. You must obtain Mr. Foerster’s consent – but go-go – you will hear from me soon.’


  The young mountaineer did not wait for a second invitation; with one bound he jumped to the path below and disappeared behind the grand old trees.


  ‘Poor, poor Zacharias,’ the old Judge murmured, ‘all your illusions are fled.’


  At seven o’clock, having regained his usual calmness of demeanor, he descended to the room below, where Charlotte, Dame Christine and Yeri were already waiting breakfast for him. The old man, turning his eyes from the young girl, advanced to the Head Forester, saying:


  ‘My friend, I have a favor to ask of you. You know the son of the forester of the Grinderwald, do you not?’


  ‘Karl Imnant, why yes, sir!’


  ‘He is a worthy young man, and well behaved, I believe.’


  ‘I think so, Monsieur.’


  ‘Is he capable of succeeding his father?’


  ‘Yes, he is twenty-one years old; he knows all about tree-clipping, which is the most necessary thing of all – he knows how to read and how to write; but that is not all; he must have influence.’


  ‘Well, Master Yeri, I still have some influence in the Department of Forests and Rivers. This day fortnight, or three weeks at the latest, Karl Imnant shall be Assistant Forester of the Grinderwald, and I ask the hand of your daughter Charlotte for this brave young man.’


  At this request, Charlotte, who had blushed and trembled with fear, uttered a cry and fell back into her mother’s arms.


  Her father looking at her severely, said: ‘What is the matter, Charlotte? Do you refuse?’


  ‘Oh, no, no, father-no!’


  ‘That is as it should be! As for myself, I should never have refused any request of Mr. Zacharias Seiler’s! Come here and embrace your benefactor.’


  Charlotte ran toward him and the old man pressed her to his heart, gazing long and earnestly at her, with eyes filled with tears. Then pleading business he started home, with only a crust of bread in his basket for breakfast.


  Fifteen days afterward, Karl Imnant received the appointment of forester, taking his father’s place. Eight days later, he and Charlotte were married.


  The guests drank the rich Rikevir wine, so highly esteemed by Yeri Foerster, and which seemed to him to have arrived so opportunely for the feast.


  Mr. Zacharias Seiler was not present that day at the wedding, being ill at home. Since then he rarely goes fishing-and then, always to the Brünnen-toward the lake – on the other side of the mountain.


  The Golden Ingot


  By Fitzjames O’Brien


  I had just retired to rest, with my eyes almost blind with the study of a new work on physiology by M. Brown-Sequard, when the night bell was pulled violently.


  It was winter, and I confess I grumbled as I rose and went downstairs to open the door. Twice that week I had been aroused long after midnight for the most trivial causes. Once, to attend upon the son and heir of a wealthy family, who had cut his thumb with a penknife, which, it seems, he insisted on taking to bed with him; and once, to restore a young gentleman to consciousness who had been found by his horrified parent stretched insensible on the staircase Diachylon in the one case and ammonia in the other were all that my patients required; and I had a faint suspicion that the present summons was perhaps occasioned by no case more necessitous than those I have quoted I was too young in my profession however to neglect opportunities It is only when a physician rises to a very large practice that he can afford to be inconsiderate I was on the first step of the ladder so I humbly opened my door.


  A woman was standing ankle deep in the snow that lay upon the stoop. I caught but a dim glimpse of her form, for the night was cloudy; but I could hear her teeth rattling like castanets, and as the sharp wind blew her clothes close to her form. I could discern from the sharpness of the outlines that she was very scantily supplied with raiment.


  ‘Come in, come in, my good woman,’ I said hastily, for the wind seemed to catch eagerly at the opportunity of making itself at home in my hall, and was rapidly forcing an entrance through the half-open door. ‘Come in, you can tell me all you have to communicate inside.’


  She slipped in like a ghost, and I closed the door. While I was striking a light in my office, I could hear her teeth still clicking out in the dark hall, till it seemed as if some skeleton was chattering. As soon as I obtained a light I begged her to enter the room, and, without occupying myself particularly about her appearance, asked her abruptly what her business was.


  ‘My father has met with a severe accident,’ she said, ‘and requires instant surgical aid. I entreat you to come to him immediately.’


  The freshness and the melody of her voice startled me. Such voices rarely, if ever, issue from any but beautiful forms. I looked at her attentively, but, owing to a nondescript species of shawl in which her head was wrapped, I could discern nothing beyond what seemed to be a pale, thin face and large eyes. Her dress was lamentable. An old silk, of a color now unrecognizable, clung to her figure in those limp folds which are so eloquent of misery. The creases where it had been folded were worn nearly through, and the edges of the skirt had decayed into a species of irregular fringe which was clotted and discolored with mud. Her shoes – which were but half concealed by this scanty garment – were shapeless and soft with moisture Her hands were hidden under the ends of the shawl which covered her head and hung down over a bust the outlines of which although angular seemed to possess grace Poverty when partially shrouded seldom fails to interest: witness the statue of the Veiled Beggar, by Monti.


  ‘in what manner was your father hurt?’ I asked, in a tone considerably softened from the one in which I put my first question.


  ‘He blew himself up, sir, and is terribly wounded.’


  ‘Ah! He is in some factory, then?’


  ‘No, sir, he is a chemist.’


  ‘A chemist? Why, he is a brother professional. Wait an instant, and I will slip on my coat and go with you. Do you live far from here?’


  ‘In the Seventh Avenue, not more than two blocks from the end of this street.’


  ‘So much the better. We will be with him in a few minutes. Did you leave anyone in attendance on him?’


  ‘No, sir. He will allow no one but myself to enter his laboratory. And, injured as he is, I could not induce him to quit it.’


  ‘Indeed! He is engaged in some great research, perhaps? I have known such cases.’


  We were passing under a lamp-post, and the woman suddenly turned and glared at me with a look of such wild terror that for an instant I involuntarily glanced round me under the impression that some terrible peril, unseen by me, was menacing us both.


  ‘Don’t-don’t ask me any questions,’ she said breathlessly. ‘He will tell you all. But do, oh, do hasten! Good God! he may be dead by this time!’


  I made no reply, but allowed her to grasp my hand, which she did with a bony, nervous clutch, and endeavored with some difficulty to keep pace with the long strides – I might well call them bounds, for they seemed the springs of a wild animal rather than the paces of a young girl – with which she covered the ground. Not a word more was uttered until we stopped before a shabby, old-fashioned tenement house in the Seventh Avenue, not far above Twenty-third Street. She pushed the door open with a convulsive pressure, and, still retaining hold of my hand, literally dragged me upstairs to what seemed to be a back offshoot from the main building, as high, perhaps, as the fourth story. In a moment more I found myself in a moderate-sized chamber, lit by a single lamp. In one corner, stretched motionless on a wretched pallet bed, I beheld what I supposed to be the figure of my patient.


  ‘He is there,’ said the girl; ‘go to him. See if he is dead – I dare not look.’


  I made my way as well as I could through the numberless dilapidated chemical instruments with which the room was littered.


  A French chafing dish supported on an iron tripod had been overturned, and was lying across the floor, while the charcoal, still warm, was scattered around in various directions. Crucibles, alembics, and retorts were confusedly piled in various corners, and on a small table I saw distributed in separate bottles a number of mineral and metallic substances, which I recognized as antimony, mercury, plumbago, arsenic, borax, etc. It was veritably the apartment of a poor chemist. All the apparatus had the air of being second-hand. There was no luster of exquisitely annealed glass and highly polished metals, such as dazzles one in the laboratory of the prosperous analyst. The makeshifts of poverty were everywhere visible. The crucibles were broken, or gallipots were used instead of crucibles. The colored tests were not in the usual transparent vials, but were placed in ordinary black bottles. There is nothing more melancholy than to behold science or art in distress. A threadbare scholar, a tattered book, or a battered violin is a mute appeal to our sympathy.


  I approached the wretched pallet bed on which the victim of chemistry was lying. He breathed heavily, and had his head turned toward the wall. I lifted his arm gently to arouse his attention. ‘How goes it, my poor friend?’ I asked him. ‘Where are you hurt?’


  In a moment, as if startled by the sound of my voice, he sprang up in his bed, and cowered against the wall like a wild animal driven to bay. ‘Who are you? I don’t know you. Who brought you here? You are a stranger. How dare you come into my private rooms to spy upon me?’


  And as he uttered this rapidly with a frightful nervous energy. I beheld a pale distorted face, draped with long gray hair, glaring at me with a mingled expression of fury and terror.


  ‘I am no spy,’ I answered mildly. ‘I heard that you had met with an accident, and have come to cure you. I am Dr. Luxor, and here is my card.’


  The old man took the card, and scanned it eagerly. ‘You are a physician?’ he inquired distrustfully.


  ‘And surgeon also.’


  ‘You are bound by oath not to reveal the secrets of your patients.’


  ‘Undoubtedly.’


  ‘I am afraid that I am hurt,’ he continued faintly, half sinking back in the bed.


  I seized the opportunity to make a brief examination of his body. I found that the arms, a part of the chest, and a part of the face were terribly scorched; but it seemed to me that there was nothing to be apprehended but pain.


  ‘You will not reveal anything that you may learn here?’ said the old man, feebly fixing his eyes on my face while I was applying a soothing ointment to the burns. ‘You will promise me.’


  I nodded assent.


  ‘Then I will trust you. Cure me – I will pay you well.’


  I could scarce help smiling. If Lorenzo de’ Medici, conscious of millions of ducats in his coffers, had been addressing some leech of the period, he could not have spoken with a loftier air than this inhabitant of the fourth story of a tenement house in the Seventh Avenue.


  ‘You must keep quiet,’ I answered. ‘Let nothing irritate you. I will leave a composing draught with your daughter, which she will give you immediately. I will see you in the morning. You will be well in a week.’


  ‘Thank God!’ came in a murmur from a dusk corner near the door. I turned, and beheld the dim outline of the girl, standing with clasped hands in the gloom of the dim chamber.


  ‘My daughter!’ screamed the old man, once more leaping up in the bed with renewed vitality. ‘You have seen her, then? When? Where? Oh, may a thousand cur –’


  ‘Father! father! Anything-anything but that. Don’t, don’t curse me!’ And the poor girl, rushing in, flung herself sobbing on her knees beside his pallet.


  ‘Ah, brigand! You are there, are you? Sir,’ said he, turning to me. ‘I am the most unhappy man in the world. Talk of Sisyphus rolling the ever-recoiling stone – of Prometheus gnawed by the vulture since the birth of time. The fables yet live. There is my rock, forever crushing me back! there is my eternal vulture, feeding upon my heart! There! there! there!’ And, with an awful gesture of malediction and hatred, he pointed with his wounded hand, swathed and shapeless with bandages, at the cowering, sobbing, wordless woman by his side.


  I was too much horror-stricken to attempt even to soothe him. The anger of blood against blood has an electric power which paralyzes bystanders.


  ‘Listen to me, sir,’ he continued, ‘while I skin this painted viper. I have your oath; you will not reveal. I am an alchemist, sir. Since I was twenty-two years old, I have pursued the wonderful and subtle secret. Yes, to unfold the mysterious Rose guarded with such terrible thorns; to decipher the wondrous Table of Emerald; to accomplish the mystic nuptials of the Red King and the White Queen; to marry them soul to soul and body to body, forever and ever, in the exact proportions of land and water-such has been my sublime aim, such has been the splendid feat that I have accomplished.’


  I recognized at a glance, in this incomprehensible farrago, the argot of the true alchemist. Ripley, Flamel, and others have supplied the world, in their works, with the melancholy spectacle of a scientific bedlam.


  ‘Two years since,’ continued the poor man, growing more and more excited with every word that he uttered –‘two years since, I succeeded in solving the great problem – in transmuting the baser metals into gold. None but myself, that girl, and God knows the privations I had suffered up to that time. Food, clothing, air, exercise, everything but shelter, was sacrificed toward the one great end. Success at last crowned my labors. That which Nicholas Flamel did in 1382, that which George Ripley did at Rhodes in 1460, that which Alexander Sethon and Michael Scudivogius did in the seventeenth century, I did in 1856.


  I made gold! I said to myself, I will astonish New York more than Flamel did Paris.’ He was a poor copyist, and suddenly launched into magnificence. I had scarce a rag to my back: I would rival the Medicis. I made gold every day. I toiled night and morning;


  for I must tell you that I never was able to make more than a certain quantity at a time, and that by a process almost entirely dissimilar to those hinted at in those books of alchemy I had hitherto consulted. But I had no doubt that facility would come with experience, and that ere long I should be able to eclipse in wealth the richest sovereigns of the earth.


  ‘So I toiled on. Day after day I gave to this girl here what gold I succeeded in fabricating, telling her to store it away after supplying our necessities. I was astonished to perceive that we lived as poorly as ever. I reflected, however, that it was perhaps a commendable piece of prudence on the part of my daughter. Doubtless. I said, she argues that the less we spend the sooner we shall accumulate a capital wherewith to live at ease; so, thinking her course a wise one I did not reproach her with her niggardliness but toiled on, amid want, with closed lips.


  ‘The gold which I fabricated was, as I said before, of an invariable size, namely, a little ingot worth perhaps thirty or forty-five dollars. In two years I calculated that I had made five hundred of these ingots, which, rated at an average of thirty dollars apiece, would amount to the gross sum of fifteen thousand dollars. After deducting our slight expenses for two years, we ought to have had nearly fourteen thousand dollars left. It was time, I thought, to indemnify myself for my years of suffering, and surround my child and myself with such moderate comforts as our means allowed I went to my daughter and explained to her that I desired to make an encroachment upon our little hoard.


  To my utter amazement, she burst into tears, and told me that she had not got a dollar-that all of our wealth had been stolen from her. Almost overwhelmed by this new misfortune, I in vain endeavored to discover from her in what manner our savings had been plundered. She could afford me no explanation beyond what I might gather from an abundance of sobs and a copious flow of tears.


  ‘It was a bitter blow, doctor, but nil desperandum was my motto, so I went to work at my crucible again, with redoubled energy, and made an ingot nearly every second day. I determined this time to put them in some secure place myself; but the very first day I set my apparatus in order for the projection, the girl Marion-that is my daughter’s name-came weeping to me and implored me to allow her to take care of our treasure. I refused decisively, saying that, having found her already incapable of filling the trust, I could place no faith in her again. But she persisted, clung to my neck, threatened to abandon me; in short, used so many of the bad but irresistible arguments known to women that I had not the heart to refuse her. She has since that time continued to take the ingots.


  ‘Yet you behold,’ continued the old alchemist, casting an inexpressibly mournful glance around the wretched apartment, ‘the way we live. Our food is insufficient and of bad quality; we never buy clothes; the rent of this hole is a mere nothing. What am I to think of the wretched girl who plunges me into this misery? Is she a miser, think you? – or a female gamester? – or – or – does she squander it riotously in places I know not of? O Doctor, Doctor! do not blame me if I heap imprecations on her head for I have suffered bitterly!’ The poor man here closed his eyes and sank back groaning on his bed.


  This singular narrative excited in me the strangest emotions. I glanced at the girl Marion, who had been a patient listener to these horrible accusations of cupidity, and never did I behold a more angelic air of resignation than beamed over her countenance. It was impossible that anyone with those pure, limpid eyes; that calm, broad forehead; that childlike mouth, could be such a monster of avarice or deceit as the old man represented. The truth was plain enough: the alchemist was mad – what alchemist was there ever who was not?-and his insanity had taken this terrible shape. I felt an inexpressible pity move my heart for this poor girl, whose youth was burdened with such an awful sorrow.


  ‘What is your name?’ I asked the old man, taking his tremulous, fevered hand in mine.


  ‘William Blakelock,’ he answered. ‘I come of an old Saxon stock, sir, that bred true men and women in former days. God! how did it ever come to pass that such a one as that girl ever sprung from our line?’ The glance of loathing and contempt that he cast at her made me shudder.


  ‘May you not be mistaken in your daughter?’ I said, very mildly. ‘Delusions with regard to alchemy are, or have been, very common.’


  ‘What, sir?’ cried the old man, bounding in his bed. ‘What? Do you doubt that gold can be made? Do you know, sir, that M.C. Theodore Tiffereau made gold at Paris in the year 1854 in the presence of M. Levol, the assayer of the Imperial Mint, and the result of the experiments was read before the Academy of Sciences on the sixteenth of October of the same year? But stay; you shall have better proof yet. I will pay you with one of my ingots, and you shall attend me until I am well. Get me an ingot!’


  This last command was addressed to Marion, who was still kneeling close to her father’s bedside. I observed her with some curiosity as this mandate was issued. She became very pale, clasped her hands convulsively, but neither moved nor made any reply.


  ‘Get me an ingot, I say!’ reiterated the alchemist passionately.


  She fixed her large eyes imploringly upon him. Her lips quivered, and two huge tears rolled slowly down her white cheeks.


  ‘Obey me, wretched girl,’ cried the old man in an agitated voice, ‘or I swear, by all that I reverence in heaven and earth, that I will lay my curse upon you forever!’


  I felt for an instant that I ought perhaps to interfere, and spare the girl the anguish that she was so evidently suffering; but a powerful curiosity to see how this strange scene would terminate withheld me.


  The last threat of her father, uttered as it was with a terrible vehemence, seemed to appall Marion. She rose with a sudden leap, as if a serpent had stung her, and, rushing into an inner apartment, returned with a small object which she placed in my hand, and then flung herself in a chair in a distant corner of the room, weeping bitterly.


  ‘You see-you see,’ said the old man sarcastically, ‘how reluctantly she parts with it. Take it, sir; it is yours.’


  It was a small bar of metal. I examined it carefully, poised it in my hand – the color, weight, everything, announced that it really was gold.


  ‘You doubt its genuineness, perhaps,’ continued the alchemist. ‘There are acids on yonder table-test it.’


  I confess that I DID doubt its genuineness; but after I had acted upon the old man’s suggestion, ail further suspicion was rendered impossible. It was gold of the highest purity. I was astounded. Was then, after all, this man’s tale a truth? Was his daughter, that fair, angelic-looking creature, a demon of avarice, or a slave to worse passions? I felt bewildered. I had never met with anything so incomprehensible. I looked from father to daughter in the blankest amazement. I suppose that my countenance betrayed my astonishment, for the old man said: ‘I perceive that you are surprised Well that is natural. You had a right to think me mad until I proved myself sane.’


  ‘But, Mr. Blakelock,’ I said, ‘I really cannot take this gold. I have no right to it. I cannot in justice charge so large a fee.’


  ‘Take it-take it,’ he answered impatiently; ‘your fee will amount to that before I am well. Besides,’ he added mysteriously, ‘I wish to secure your friendship. I wish that you should protect me from her,’ and he pointed his poor, bandaged hand at Marion.


  My eyes followed his gesture, and I caught the glance that replied- a glance of horror, distrust, despair. The beautiful face was distorted into positive ugliness.


  ‘It’s all true,’ I thought; ‘she is the demon that her father represents her.’


  I now rose to go. This domestic tragedy sickened me. This treachery of blood against blood was too horrible to witness. I wrote a prescription for the old man, left directions as to the renewal of the dressings upon his burns, and, bidding him good night, hastened toward the door.


  While I was fumbling on the dark, crazy landing for the staircase, I felt a hand laid on my arm.


  ‘Doctor,’ whispered a voice that I recognized as Marion Blakelock’s, ‘Doctor, have you any compassion in your heart?’


  ‘I hope so.’ I answered shortly, shaking off her hand; her touch filled me with loathing.


  ‘Hush! don’t talk so loud. If you have any pity in your nature, give me back, I entreat of you, that gold ingot which my father gave you this evening.’


  ‘Great heaven!’ said I, ‘can it be possible that so fair a woman can be such a mercenary, shameless wretch?’


  ‘Ah! you know not – I cannot tell you! Do not judge me harshly. I call God to witness that I am not what you deem me. Some day or other you will know. But,’ she added, interrupting herself, ‘the ingot – where is it? I must have it. My life depends on your giving it to me.’


  ‘Take it, impostor!’ I cried, placing it in her hand, that closed on it with a horrible eagerness. ‘I never intended to keep it. Gold made under the same roof that covers such as you must be accursed.’


  So saying, heedless of the nervous effort she made to detain me, I stumbled down the stairs and walked hastily home.


  The next morning, while I was in my office, smoking my matutinal cigar, and speculating over the singular character of my acquaintances of last night, the door opened, and Marion Blakelock entered. She had the same look of terror that I had observed the evening before, and she panted as if she had been running fast.


  ‘Father has got out of bed,’ she gasped out, ‘and insists on going on with his alchemy. Will it kill him?’


  ‘Not exactly,’ I answered coldly. ‘It were better that he kept quiet, so as to avoid the chance of inflammation. However, you need not be alarmed; his burns are not at all dangerous, although painful.’


  ‘Thank God! thank God!’ she cried, in the most impassioned accents; and, before I was aware of what she was doing, she seized my hand and kissed it.


  ‘There, that will do,’ I said, withdrawing my hand; ‘you are under no obligations to me. You had better go back to your father.’


  ‘I can’t go.’ she answered. ‘You despise me-is it not so9’


  I made no reply.


  ‘You think me a monster – a criminal. When you went home last night, you were wonderstruck that so vile a creature as I should have so fair a face.’


  ‘You embarrass me, madam,’ I said, in a most chilling tone. ‘Pray relieve me from this unpleasant position.’


  ‘Wait. I cannot bear that you should think ill of me. You are good and kind, and I desire to possess your esteem. You little know how I love my father.’


  I could not restrain a bitter smile.


  ‘You do not believe that? Well, I will convince you. I have had a hard struggle all last night with myself, but am now resolved. This life of deceit must continue no longer. Will you hear my vindication?’


  I assented. The wonderful melody of her voice and the purity of her features were charming me once more. I half believed in her innocence already.


  ‘My father has told you a portion of his history. But he did not tell you that his continued failures in his search after the secret of metallic transmutation nearly killed him. Two years ago he was on the verge of the grave, working every day at his mad pursuit, and every day growing weaker and more emaciated. I saw that if his mind was not relieved in some way he would die. The thought was madness to me, for I loved him – I love him still, as a daughter never loved a father before. During all these years of poverty I had supported the house with my needle; it was hard work, but I did it – I do it still!’


  ‘What?’ I cried, startled, ‘does not –’


  ‘Patience. Hear me out. My father was dying of disappointment. I must save him. By incredible exertions, working night and day, I saved about thirty-five dollars in notes. These I exchanged for gold, and one day, when my father was not looking, I cast them into the crucible in which he was making one of his vain attempts at transmutation. God, I am sure, will pardon the deception. I never anticipated the misery it would lead to.


  ‘I never beheld anything like the joy of my poor father, when, after emptying his crucible, he found a deposit of pure gold at the bottom. He wept, and danced, and sang, and built such castles in the air, that my brain was dizzy to hear him. He gave me the ingot to keep, and went to work at his alchemy with renewed vigor. The same thing occurred. He always found the same quantity of gold in his crucible. I alone knew the secret. He was happy, poor man, for nearly two years, in the belief that he was amassing a fortune. I all the while plied my needle for our daily bread.’


  When he asked me for the savings, the first stroke fell upon me. Then it was that I recognized the folly of my conduct. I could give him no money. I never had any – while he believed that I had fourteen thousand dollars. My heart was nearly broken when I found that he had conceived the most injurious suspicions against me. Yet I could not blame him. I could give no account of the treasure I had permitted him to believe was in my possession. I must suffer the penalty of my fault, for to undeceive him would be, I felt, to kill him. I remained silent then, and suffered.


  ‘You know the rest. You now know why it was that I was reluctant to give you that ingot – why it was that I degraded myself so far as to ask it back. It was the only means I had of continuing a deception on which I believed my father’s life depended. But that delusion has been dispelled. I can live this life of hypocrisy no longer. I cannot exist and hear my father, whom I love so, wither me daily with his curses. I will undeceive him this very day. Will you come with me, for I fear the effect on his enfeebled frame?’


  ‘Willingly,’ I answered, taking her by the hand; ‘and I think that no absolute danger need be apprehended. Now, Marion,’ I added, ‘let me ask forgiveness for having even for a moment wounded so noble a heart. You are truly as great a martyr as any of those whose sufferings the Church perpetuates in altar-pieces.’


  ‘I knew you would do me justice when you knew all,’ she sobbed, pressing my hand; ‘but come. I am on fire. Let us hasten to my father, and break this terror to him.’


  When we reached the old alchemist’s room, we found him busily engaged over a crucible which was placed on a small furnace, and in which some indescribable mixture was boiling. He looked up as we entered.


  ‘No fear of me, doctor,’ he said, with a ghastly smile, ‘no fear: I must not allow a little physical pain to interrupt my great work, you know. By the way, you are just in time. In a few moments the marriage of the Red King and White Queen will be accomplished, as George Ripley calls the great act, in his book entitled The Twelve Gates.’ Yes, doctor, in less than ten minutes you will see me make pure, red, shining gold!’ And the poor old man smiled triumphantly, and stirred his foolish mixture with a long rod, which he held with difficulty in his bandaged hands. It was a grievous sight for a man of any feeling to witness.


  ‘Father,’ said Marion, in a low, broken voice, advancing a little toward the poor old dupe, ‘I want your forgiveness.’


  ‘Ah, hypocrite! for what? Are you going to give me back my gold?’


  ‘No, father, but for the deception that I have been practicing on you for two years –’


  ‘I knew it! I knew it!’ shouted the old man, with a radiant countenance. ‘She has concealed my fourteen thousand dollars all this time, and now comes to restore them. I will forgive her. Where are they, Marion?’


  ‘Father – it must come out. You never made any gold. It was I who saved up thirty-five dollars, and I used to slip them into your crucible when your back was turned-and I did it only because I saw that you were dying of disappointment. It was wrong, I know – but, father, I meant well. You’ll forgive me, won’t you?’ And the poor girl advanced a step toward the alchemist.


  He grew deathly pale, and staggered as if about to fall. The next instant, though, he recovered himself, and burst into a horrible sardonic laugh. Then he said, in tones full of the bitterest irony: ‘A conspiracy is it? Well done, doctor! You think to reconcile me with this wretched girl by trumping up this story that I have been for two years a dupe of her filial pity. It’s clumsy, doctor, and is a total failure. Try again.’


  ‘But I assure you, Mr. Blakelock,’ I said as earnestly as I could, ‘I believe your daughter’s statement to be perfectly true. You will find it to be so, as she has got the ingot in her possession which so often deceived you into the belief that you made gold, and you will certainly find that no transmutation has taken place in your crucible.’


  ‘Doctor,’ said the old man, in tones of the most settled conviction, ‘you are a fool. The girl has wheedled you. In less than a minute I will turn you out a piece of gold purer than any the earth produces. Will that convince you?’


  ‘That will convince me,’ I answered. By a gesture I imposed silence on Marion, who was about to speak. I thought it better to allow the old man to be his own undeceiver-and we awaited the coming crisis.


  The old man, still smiling with anticipated triumph, kept bending eagerly over his crucible, stirring the mixture with his rod, and muttering to himself all the time. ‘Now,’ I heard him say, ‘it changes. There – there’s the scum. And now the green and bronze shades flit across it. Oh, the beautiful green! the precursor of the golden-red hue that tells of the end attained! Ah! now the golden-red is coming-slowly-slowly! It deepens, it shines, it is dazzling! Ah, I have it!’ So saying, he caught up his crucible in a chemist’s tongs, and bore it slowly toward the table on which stood a brass vessel.


  ‘Now, incredulous doctor!’ he cried, ‘come and be convinced,’ and immediately began carefully pouring the contents of the crucible into the brass vessel. When the crucible was quite empty he turned it up and called me again. ‘Come, doctor, come and be convinced. See for yourself.’


  ‘See first if there is any gold in your crucible,’ I answered, without moving.


  He laughed, shook his head derisively, and looked into the crucible. In a moment he grew pale as death.


  ‘Nothing!’ he cried. ‘Oh, a jest, a jest! There must be gold somewhere. Marion!’


  ‘The gold is here, father,’ said Marion, drawing the ingot from her pocket; ‘it is all we ever had.’


  ‘Ah!’ shrieked the poor old man, as he let the empty crucible fall, and staggered toward the ingot which Marion held out to him. He made three steps, and then fell on his face. Marion rushed toward him, and tried to lift him, but could not I put her aside gently, and placed my hand on his heart.


  ‘Marion,’ said I, ‘it is perhaps better as it is. He is dead!’


  My Wife’s Tempter


  By Fitzjames O’Brien


  1: A Predestined Marriage


  Elsie and I were to be married in less than a week. It was rather a strange match, and I knew that some of our neighbors shook their heads over it and said that no good would come. The way it came to pass was thus.


  I loved Elsie Burns for two years, during which time she refused me three times. I could no more help asking her to have me, when the chance offered, than I could help breathing or living. To love her seemed natural to me as existence. I felt no shame, only sorrow, when she rejected me; I felt no shame either when I renewed my suit. The neighbors called me mean-spirited to take up with any girl that had refused me as often as Elsie Burns had done; but what cared I about the neighbors? If it is black weather and the sun is under a cloud every day for a month, is that any reason why the poor farmer should not hope for the blue sky and the plentiful burst of warm light when the dark month is over? I never entirely lost heart.


  Do not, however, mistake me. I did not mope, and moan, and grow pale, after the manner of poetical lovers. No such thing. I went bravely about my business, ate and drank as usual, laughed when the laugh went round, and slept soundly, and woke refreshed.


  Yet all this time I loved-desperately loved-Elsie Burns. I went wherever I hoped to meet her, but did not haunt her with my attentions. I behaved to her as any friendly young man would have behaved: I met her and parted from her cheerfully. She was a good girl, too, and behaved well. She had me in her power- how a woman in Elsie’s situation could have mortified a man in mine! – but she never took the slightest advantage of it. She danced with me when I asked her, and had no foolish fears of allowing me to see her home of nights, after a ball was over, or of wandering with me through the pleasant New England fields when the wild flowers made the paths like roads in fairyland.


  On the several disastrous occasions when I presented my suit I did it simply and manfully, telling her that I loved her very much, and would do everything to make her happy if she would be my wife. I made no fulsome protestations, and did not once allude to suicide. She, on the other hand, calmly and gravely thanked me for my good opinion, but with the same calm gravity rejected me. I used to tell her that I was grieved; that I would not press her; that I would wait and hope for some change in her feelings. She had an esteem for me, she would say, but could not marry me. I never asked her for any reasons. I hold it to be an insult to a woman of sense to demand her reasons on such an occasion. Enough for me that she did not then wish to be my wife; so that the old intercourse went on – she cordial and polite as ever, I never for one moment doubting that the day would come when my roof tree would shelter her, and we should smile together over our fireside at my long and indefatigable wooing.


  I will confess that at times I felt a little jealous-jealous of a man named Hammond Brake, who lived in our village. He was a weird, saturnine fellow, who made no friends among the young men of the neighborhood, but who loved to go alone, with his books and his own thoughts for company. He was a studious and, I believe, a learned young man, and there was no avoiding the fact that he possessed considerable influence over Elsie. She liked to talk with him in corners, or in secluded nooks of the forest, when we all went out blackberry gathering or picnicking.


  She read books that he gave her, and whenever a discussion arose relative to any topic higher than those ordinary ones we usually canvassed, Elsie appealed to Brake for his opinion, as a disciple consulting a beloved master. I confess that for a time I feared this man as a rival. A little closer observation, however, convinced me that my suspicions were unfounded. The relations between Elsie and Hammond Brake were purely intellectual. She reverenced his talents and acquirements, but she did not love him. His influence over her, nevertheless, was none the less decided.


  In time-as I thought all along-Elsie yielded. I was what was considered a most eligible match, being tolerably rich, and Elsie’s parents were most anxious to have me for a son-in-law. I was good- looking and well educated enough, and the old people, I believe, pertinaciously dinned all my advantages into my little girl’s ears. She battled against the marriage for a long time with a strange persistence-all the more strange because she never alleged the slightest personal dislike to me; but after a vigorous cannonading from her own garrison (in which, I am proud to say, I did not in any way join), she hoisted the white flag and surrendered.


  I was very happy. I had no fear about being able to gain Elsie’s heart. I think-indeed I know-that she had liked me all along, and that her refusals were dictated by other feelings than those of a personal nature. I only guessed as much then. It was some time before I knew all.


  As the day approached for our wedding Elsie did not appear at all stricken with woe. The village gossips had not the smallest opportunity for establishing a romance, with a compulsory bride for the heroine. Yet to me it seemed as if there was something strange about her. A vague terror appeared to beset her. Even in her most loving moments, when resting in my arms, she would shrink away from me, and shudder as if some cold wind had suddenly struck upon her. That it was caused by no aversion to me was evident, for she would the moment after, as if to make amends, give me one of those voluntary kisses that are sweeter than all others.


  Once only did she show any emotion. When the solemn question was put to her, the answer to which was to decide her destiny, I felt her hand – which was in mine-tremble. As she gasped out a convulsive ‘Yes,’ she gave one brief, imploring glance at the gallery on the right. I placed the ring upon her finger, and looked in the direction in which she gazed. Hammond Brakes dark countenance was visible looking over the railings, and his eyes were bent sternly on Elsie. I turned quickly round to my bride, but her brief emotion, of whatever nature, had vanished. She was looking at me anxiously, and smiling – somewhat sadly – through her maiden’s tears.


  The months went by quickly, and we were very happy. I learned that Elsie really loved me, and of my love for her she had proof long ago. I will not say that there was no cloud upon our little horizon. There was one, but it was so small, and appeared so seldom, that I scarcely feared it. The old vague terror seemed still to attack my wife. If I did not know her to be pure as heaven’s snow, I would have said it was a REMORSE. At times she scarcely appeared to hear what I said, so deep would be her reverie. Nor did those moods seem pleasant ones. When rapt in such, her sweet features would contract, as if in a hopeless effort to solve some mysterious problem.


  A sad pain, as it were, quivered in her white, drooped eyelids. One thing I particularly remarked: SHE SPENT HOURS AT A TIME GAZING AT THE WEST. There was a small room in our house whose windows, every evening, flamed with the red light of the setting sun. Here Elsie would sit and gaze westward, so motionless and entranced that it seemed as if her soul was going down with the day. Her conduct to me was curiously varied. She apparently loved me very much, yet there were times when she absolutely avoided me. I have seen her strolling through the fields, and left the house with the intention of joining her, but the moment she caught sight of me approaching she has fled into the neighboring copse, with so evident a wish to avoid me that it would have been absolutely cruel to follow.


  Once or twice the old jealousy of Hammond Brake crossed my mind, but I was obliged to dismiss it as a frivolous suspicion. Nothing in my wife’s conduct justified any such theory. Brake visited us once or twice a week-in fact, when I returned from my business in the village, I used to find him seated in the parlor with Elsie, reading some favorite author, or conversing on some novel literary topic; but there was no disposition to avoid my scrutiny. Brake seemed to come as a matter of right; and the perfect unconsciousness of furnishing any grounds for suspicion with which he acted was a sufficient answer to my mind for any wild doubts that my heart may have suggested.


  Still I could not but remark that Brake’s visits were in some manner connected with Elsie’s melancholy. On the days when he had appeared and departed, the gloom seemed to hang more thickly than ever over her head. She sat, on such occasions, all the evening at the western window, silently gazing at the cleft in the hills through which the sun passed to his repose.


  At last I made up my mind to speak to her. It seemed to me to be my duty, if she had a sorrow, to partake of it. I approached her on the matter with the most perfect confidence that I had nothing to learn beyond the existence of some girlish grief, which a confession and a few loving kisses would exorcise forever.


  ‘Elsie,’ I said to her one night, as she sat, according to her custom, gazing westward, like those maidens of the old ballads of chivalry watching for the knights that never came –‘Elsie, what is the matter with you, darling? I have noticed a strange melancholy in you for some time past. Tell me all about it.’


  She turned quickly round and gazed at me with eyes wide open and face filled with a sudden fear. ‘Why do you ask me that, Mark?’ she answered. ‘I have nothing to tell.’


  From the strange, startled manner in which this reply was given, I felt convinced that she had something to tell, and instantly formed a determination to discover what it was. A pang shot through my heart as I thought that the woman whom I held dearer than anything on earth hesitated to trust me with a petty secret.


  I believed I understood. I was tolerably rich. I knew it could not be any secret over milliners’ bills or women’s usual money troubles. God help me! I felt sad enough at the moment, though I kissed her back and ceased to question her. I felt sad, because my instinct told me that she deceived me; and it is very hard to be deceived, even in trifles, by those we love. I left her sitting at her favorite window, and walked out into the fields. I wanted to think.


  I remained out until I saw lights in the parlor shining through the dusky evening; then I returned slowly. As I passed the windows – which were near the ground, our house being cottage-built – I looked in. Hammond Brake was sitting with my wife. She was sitting in a rocking chair opposite to him, holding a small volume open on her lap. Brake was talking to her very earnestly, and she was listening to him with an expression I had never before seen on her countenance. Awe, fear, and admiration were all blent together in those dilating eyes.


  She seemed absorbed, body and soul, in what this man said. I shuddered at the sight. A vague terror seized upon me; I hastened into the house. As I entered the room rather suddenly, my wife started and hastily concealed the little volume that lay on her lap in one of her wide pockets. As she did so, a loose leaf escaped from the volume and slowly fluttered to the floor unobserved by either her or her companion. But I had my eye upon it. I felt that it was a clew.


  ‘What new novel or philosophical wonder have you both been poring over?’ I asked quite gayly, stealthily watching at the same time the telltale embarrassment under which Elsie was laboring.


  Brake, who was not in the least discomposed, replied. ‘That,’ said he, ‘is a secret which must be kept from you. It is an advance copy, and is not to be shown to anyone except your wife.’


  ‘Ha!’ cried I, ‘I know what it is. It is your volume of poems that Ticknor is publishing. Well, I can wait until it is regularly for sale.’


  I knew that Brake had a volume in the hands of the publishing house I mentioned, with a vague promise of publication some time in the present century. Hammond smiled significantly, but did not reply. He evidently wished to cultivate this supposed impression of mine. Elsie looked relieved and heaved a deep sigh. I felt more than ever convinced that a secret was beneath all this So I drew my chair over the fallen leaf that lay unnoticed on the carpet and talked and laughed with Hammond Brake gayly as if nothing was on my mind, while all the time a great load of suspicion lay heavily at my heart.


  At length Hammond Brake rose to go. I wished him good night, but did not offer to accompany him to the door. My wife supplied this omitted courtesy, as I had expected. The moment I was alone I picked up the book leaf from the floor. It was NOT the leaf of a volume of poems. Beyond that, however, I learned nothing. It contained a string of paragraphs printed in the biblical fashion, and the language was biblical in style. It seemed to be a portion of some religious book. Was it possible that my wife was being converted to the Romish faith? Yes that was it. Brake was a Jesuit in disguise – I had heard of such things-and had stolen into the bosom of my family to plant there his destructive errors There could be no longer any doubt of it This was some portion of a Romish book – some infamous Popish publication Fool that I was not to see it all before! But there was yet time I would forbid him the house.


  I had just formed this resolution when my wife entered. I put the strange leaf in my pocket and took my hat.


  ‘Why, you are not going out, surely?’ cried Elsie, surprised.


  ‘I have a headache,’ I answered. ‘I will take a short walk.’


  Esie looked at me with a peculiar air of distrust. Her woman’s instinct told her that there was something wrong. Before she could question me, however, I had left the room and was walking rapidly on Hammond Brake’s track.


  He heard the footsteps, and I saw his figure, black against the sky, stop and peer back through the dusk to see who was following him.


  ‘It is I, Brake,’ I called out. ‘Stop; I wish to speak with you.’


  He stopped, and in a minute or so we were walking side by side along the road. My fingers itched at that moment to be on his throat. I commenced the conversation.


  ‘Brake,’ I said, ‘I’m a very plain sort of man, and I never say anything without good reason. What I came after you to tell you is, that I don’t wish you to come to my house any more, or to speak with Elsie any farther than the ordinary salutations go. It’s no joke. I’m quite in earnest.’


  Brake started, and, stopping short, faced me suddenly in the road. ‘What have I done?’ he asked. ‘You surely are too sensible a man to be jealous, Dayton.’


  ‘Oh,’ I answered scornfully, ‘not jealous in the ordinary sense of the word, a bit. But I don’t think your company good company for my wife, Brake. If you WILL have it out of me. I suspect you of being a Roman Catholic, and of trying to convert my wife.’


  A smile shot across his face, and I saw his sharp white teeth gleam for an instant in the dusk.


  ‘Well, what if I am a Papist?’ he said, with a strange tone of triumph in his voice. ‘The faith is not criminal. Besides, what proof have you that I was attempting to proselyte your wife?’


  ‘This,’ said I, pulling the leaf from my pocket –‘this leaf from one of those devilish Papist books you and she were reading this evening. I picked it up from the floor. Proof enough, I think!’


  In an instant Brake had snatched the leaf from my hand and torn it into atoms.


  ‘You shall be obeyed,’ he said. ‘I will not speak with Elsie as long as she is your wife. Good night. You think I’m a Papist, then, Dayton? You’re a clever fellow!’


  And with rather a sneering chuckle he marched on along the road and vanished into the darkness.


  2: The Secret Discovered


  Drake came no more. I said nothing to Elsie about his Dprohibition, and his name was never mentioned. It seemed strange to me that she should not speak of his absence, and I was very much puzzled by her silence. Her moodiness seemed to have increased and what was most remarkable in proportion as she grew more and more reserved the intenser were the bursts of affection which she exhibited for me She would strain me to her bosom and kiss me as if she and I were about to be parted forever. Then for hours she would remain sitting at her window, silently gazing, with that terrible, wistful gaze of hers, at the west.


  I will confess to having watched my wife at this time. I could not help it. That some mystery hung about her I felt convinced. I must fathom it or die. Her honor I never for a moment doubted; yet there seemed to weigh continually upon me the prophecy of some awful domestic calamity. This time the prophecy was not in vain.


  About three weeks after I had forbidden Brake my house, I was strolling over my farm in the evening apparently inspecting my agriculture, but in reality speculating on that topic which latterly was ever present to me.


  There was a little knoll covered with evergreen oaks at the end of the lawn. It was a picturesque spot, for on one side the bank went off into a sheer precipice of about eighty feet in depth, at the bottom of which a pretty pool lay, that in the summer time was fringed with white water-lilies. I had thought of building a summer-house in this spot, and now my steps mechanically directed themselves toward the place. As I approached I heard voices. I stopped and listened eagerly.


  A few seconds enabled me to ascertain that Hammond Brake and my wife were in the copse talking together. She still followed him, then; and he, scoundrel that he was, had broken his promise. A fury seemed to fill my veins as I made this discovery. I felt the impulse strong upon me to rush into the grove, and then and there strangle the villain who was poisoning my peace. But with a powerful effort I restrained myself. It was necessary that I should overhear what was said. I threw myself flat on the grass, and so glided silently into the copse until I was completely within earshot. This was what I heard.


  My wife was sobbing. ‘So soon – so soon? I – Hammond, give me a little time!’


  ‘I cannot, Elsie. My chief orders me to join him. You must prepare to accompany me.’


  ‘No, no!’ murmured Elsie. ‘He loves me so! And I love him. Our child, too-how can I rob him of our unborn babe?’


  ‘Another sheep for our flock,’ answered Brake solemnly. ‘Elsie, do you forget your oath? Are you one of us, or are you a common hypocrite, who will be of us until the hour of self-sacrifice, and then fly like a coward? Elsie, you must leave to-night.’


  ‘Ah! my husband, my husband!’ sobbed the unhappy woman.


  ‘You have no husband, woman,’ cried Brake harshly. ‘I promised Dayton not to speak to you as long as you were his wife, but the vow was annulled before it was made. Your husband in God yet awaits you. You will yet be blessed with the true spouse.’


  ‘I feel as if I were going to die,’ cried Elsie. ‘How can I ever forsake him – he who was so good to me?’


  ‘Nonsense! no weakness. He is not worthy of you. Go home and prepare for your journey. You know where to meet me. I will have everything ready, and by daybreak there shall be no trace of us left. Beware of permitting your husband to suspect anything. He is not very shrewd at such things – he thought I was a Jesuit in disguise – but we had better be careful. Now go. You have been too long here already. Bless you, sister.’


  A few faint sobs, a rustling of leaves, and I knew that Brake was alone. I rose, and stepped silently into the open space in which he stood. His back was toward me. His arms were lifted high over his head with an exultant gesture, and I could see his profile, as it slightly turned toward me, illuminated with a smile of scornful triumph. I put my hand suddenly on his throat from behind, and flung him on the ground before he could utter a cry.


  ‘Not a word,’ I said, unclasping a short-bladed knife which I carried; ‘answer my questions, or, by heaven, I will cut your throat from ear to ear!’


  He looked up into my face with an unflinching eye, and set his lips as if resolved to suffer all.


  ‘What are you? Who are you? What object have you in the seduction of my wife?’


  He smiled, but was silent.


  ‘Ah! you won’t answer. We’ll see.’


  I pressed the knife slowly against his throat. His face contracted spasmodically, but although a thin red thread of blood sprang out along the edge of the blade, Brake remained mute. An idea suddenly seized me. This sort of death had no terrors for him. I would try another. There was the precipice. I was twice as powerful as he was, so I seized him in my arms, and in a moment transported him to the margin of the steep, smooth cliff the edge of which was garnished with the tough stems of the wild vine.


  He seemed to feel it was useless to struggle with me, so allowed me passively to roll him over the edge. When he was suspended in the air, I gave him a vine stem to cling to and let him go. He swung at a height of eighty feet, with face upturned and pale. He dared not look down. I seated myself on the edge of the cliff, and with my knife began to cut into the thick vine a foot or two above the place of his grasp. I was correct in my calculation. This terror was too much for him As he saw the notch in the vine getting deeper and deeper, his determination gave way.


  ‘I’ll answer you,’ he gasped out, gazing at me with starting eyeballs; ‘what do you ask?’


  ‘What are you?’ was my question, as I ceased cutting at the stem.


  ‘A Mormon,’ was the answer, uttered with a groan. ‘Take me up. My hands are slipping. Quick!’


  ‘And you wanted my wife to follow you to that infernal Salt Lake, City, I suppose?’


  ‘For God’s sake, release me! I’ll quit the place, never to come back. Do help me up, Dayton – I’m falling!’


  I felt mightily inclined to let the villain drop; but it did not suit my purpose to be hung for murder, so I swung him back again on the sward, where he fell panting and exhausted.


  ‘Will you quit the place to-night?’ I said. ‘You’d better. By heaven, if you don’t, I’ll tell all the men in the village, and we’ll lynch you, as sure as your name is Brake.’


  ‘I’ll go – I’ll go,’ he groaned. ‘I swear never to trouble you again.’


  ‘You ought to be hanged, you villain. Be off!’


  He slunk away through the trees like a beaten dog; and I went home in a state bordering on despair. I found Elsie crying. She was sitting by the window as of old. I knew now why she gazed so constantly at the west. It was her Mecca. Something in my face, I suppose, told her that I was laboring under great excitement. She rose startled as soon as I entered the room.


  ‘Elsie,’ said I, ‘I am come to take you home.’


  ‘Home? Why, I am at home, am I not? What do you mean?’


  ‘No. This is no longer your home. You have deceived me. You are a Mormon. I know all. You have become a convert to that apostle of hell, Brigham Young, and you cannot live with me. I love you still, Elsie, dearly; but-you must go and live with your father.’


  The Minister’s Black Veil


  By Nathaniel Hawthorne


  A PARABLE[1]


  [1] Another clergyman in New England, Mr. Joseph Moody, of York, Maine, made himself remarkable by the same eccentricity that is here related of the Reverend Mr. Hooper. In his case, however, the symbol had a different import. In early life he had accidentally killed a beloved friend, and from that day till the hour of his own death, he hid his face from men.


  The sexton stood in the porch of Milford meeting-house, pulling busily at the bell-rope. The old people of the village came stooping along the street. Children, with bright faces, tripped merrily beside their parents, or mimicked a graver gait, in the conscious dignity of their Sunday clothes. Spruce bachelors looked sidelong at the pretty maidens, and fancied that the Sabbath sunshine made them prettier than on week days. When the throng had mostly streamed into the porch, the sexton began to toll the bell, keeping his eye on the Reverend Mr. Hooper’s door. The first glimpse of the clergyman’s figure was the signal for the bell to cease its summons.


  ‘But what has good Parson Hooper got upon his face?’ cried the sexton in astonishment.


  All within hearing immediately turned about, and beheld the semblance of Mr. Hooper, pacing slowly his meditative way towards the meetinghouse. With one accord they started, expressing more wonder than if some strange minister were coming to dust the cushions of Mr. Hooper’s pulpit.


  ‘Are you sure it is our parson?’ inquired Goodman Gray of the sexton.


  ‘Of a certainty it is good Mr. Hooper,’ replied the sexton. ‘He was to have exchanged pulpits with Parson Shute, of Westbury; but Parson Shute sent to excuse himself yesterday, being to preach a funeral sermon.’


  The cause of so much amazement may appear sufficiently slight. Mr. Hooper, a gentlemanly person, of about thirty, though still a bachelor, was dressed with due clerical neatness, as if a careful wife had starched his band, and brushed the weekly dust from his Sunday’s garb. There was but one thing remarkable in his appearance. Swathed about his forehead, and hanging down over his face, so low as to be shaken by his breath, Mr. Hooper had on a black veil. On a nearer view it seemed to consist of two folds of crape, which entirely concealed his features, except the mouth and chin, but probably did not intercept his sight, further than to give a darkened aspect to all living and inanimate things With this gloomy shade before him good Mr Hooper walked onward at a slow and quiet pace stooping somewhat and looking on the ground as is customary with abstracted men yet nodding kindly to those of his parishioners who still waited on the meeting­house steps But so wonder-struck were they that his greeting hardly met with a return.


  ‘I can’t really feel as if good Mr. Hooper’s face was behind that piece of crape,’ said the sexton.


  ‘I don’t like it,’ muttered an old woman, as she hobbled into the meeting-house. ‘He has changed himself into something awful, only by hiding his face.’


  ‘Our parson has gone mad!’ cried Goodman Gray, following him across the threshold.


  A rumor of some unaccountable phenomenon had preceded Mr. Hooper into the meeting-house, and set all the congregation astir. Few could refrain from twisting their heads towards the door; many stood upright, and turned directly about; while several little boys clambered upon the seats, and came down again with a terrible racket There was a general bustle a rustling of the women’s gowns and shuffling of the men’s feet, greatly at variance with that hushed repose which should attend the entrance of the minister. But Mr. Hooper appeared not to notice the perturbation of his people. He entered with an almost noiseless step, bent his head mildly to the pews on each side, and bowed as he passed his oldest parishioner a white-haired great grandsire who occupied an arm-chair in the centre of the aisle.


  It was strange to observe how slowly this venerable man became conscious of something singular in the appearance of his pastor. He seemed not fully to partake of the prevailing wonder, till Mr. Hooper had ascended the stairs, and showed himself in the pulpit, face to face with his congregation, except for the black veil. That mysterious emblem was never once withdrawn. It shook with his measured breath, as he gave out the psalm; it threw its obscurity between him and the holy page, as he read the Scriptures; and while he prayed, the veil lay heavily on his uplifted countenance. Did he seek to hide it from the dread Being whom he was addressing?


  Such was the effect of this simple piece of crape, that more than one woman of delicate nerves was forced to leave the meeting­house. Yet perhaps the pale-faced congregation was almost as fearful a sight to the minister, as his black veil to them.


  Mr. Hooper had the reputation of a good preacher, but not an energetic one: he strove to win his people heavenward by mild, persuasive influences, rather than to drive them thither by the thunders of the Word. The sermon which he now delivered was marked by the same characteristics of style and manner as the general series of his pulpit oratory. But there was something, either in the sentiment of the discourse itself, or in the imagination of the auditors, which made it greatly the most powerful effort that they had ever heard from their pastor’s lips. It was tinged, rather more darkly than usual, with the gentle gloom of Mr. Hooper’s temperament. The subject had reference to secret sin, and those sad mysteries which we hide from our nearest and dearest, and would fain conceal from our own consciousness, even forgetting that the Omniscient can detect them. A subtle power was breathed into his words.


  Each member of the congregation, the most innocent girl, and the man of hardened breast, felt as if the preacher had crept upon them, behind his awful veil, and discovered their hoarded iniquity of deed or thought. Many spread their clasped hands on their bosoms. There was nothing terrible in what Mr. Hooper said, at least, no violence; and yet, with every tremor of his melancholy voice, the hearers quaked. An unsought pathos came hand in hand with awe. So sensible were the audience of some unwonted attribute in their minister, that they longed for a breath of wind to blow aside the veil, almost believing that a stranger’s visage would be discovered, though the form, gesture, and voice were those of Mr. Hooper.


  At the close of the services, the people hurried out with indecorous confusion, eager to communicate their pent-up amazement, and conscious of lighter spirits the moment they lost sight of the black veil. Some gathered in little circles, huddled closely together, with their mouths all whispering in the centre; some went homeward alone, wrapt in silent meditation; some talked loudly, and profaned the Sabbath day with ostentatious laughter.


  A few shook their sagacious heads, intimating that they could penetrate the mystery; while one or two affirmed that there was no mystery at all, but only that Mr. Hooper’s eyes were so weakened by the midnight lamp, as to require a shade. After a brief interval, forth came good Mr. Hooper also, in the rear of his flock. Turning his veiled face from one group to another, he paid due reverence to the hoary heads, saluted the middle aged with kind dignity as their friend and spiritual guide, greeted the young with mingled authority and love, and laid his hands on the little children’s heads to bless them.


  Such was always his custom on the Sabbath day. Strange and bewildered looks repaid him for his courtesy. None, as on former occasions, aspired to the honor of walking by their pastor’s side. Old Squire Saunders, doubtless by an accidental lapse of memory, neglected to invite Mr. Hooper to his table, where the good clergyman had been wont to bless the food, almost every Sunday since his settlement He returned therefore, to the parsonage and, at the moment of closing the door, was observed to look back upon the people, all of whom had their eyes fixed upon the minister. A sad smile gleamed faintly from beneath the black veil, and flickered about his mouth, glimmering as he disappeared.


  ‘How strange,’ said a lady, ‘that a simple black veil, such as any woman might wear on her bonnet, should become such a terrible thing on Mr. Hooper’s face!’


  ‘Something must surely be amiss with Mr. Hooper’s intellects,’ observed her husband, the physician of the village. ‘But the strangest part of the affair is the effect of this vagary, even on a sober-minded man like myself. The black veil, though it covers only our pastor’s face, throws its influence over his whole person, and makes him ghostlike from head to foot. Do you not feel it so?’


  ‘Truly do I,’ replied the lady; ‘and I would not be alone with him for the world. I wonder he is not afraid to be alone with himself!’


  ‘Men sometimes are so,’ said her husband.


  The afternoon service was attended with similar circumstances. At its conclusion, the bell tolled for the funeral of a young lady. The relatives and friends were assembled in the house, and the more distant acquaintances stood about the door, speaking of the good qualities of the deceased, when their talk was interrupted by the appearance of Mr. Hooper, still covered with his black veil. It was now an appropriate emblem. The clergyman stepped into the room where the corpse was laid, and bent over the coffin, to take a last farewell of his deceased parishioner.


  As he stooped, the veil hung straight down from his forehead, so that, if her eyelids had not been closed forever, the dead maiden might have seen his face. Could Mr. Hooper be fearful of her glance, that he so hastily caught back the black veil? A person who watched the interview between the dead and living, scrupled not to affirm, that, at the instant when the clergyman’s features were disclosed, the corpse had slightly shuddered, rustling the shroud and muslin cap, though the countenance retained the composure of death. A superstitious old woman was the only witness of this prodigy. From the coffin Mr. Hooper passed into the chamber of the mourners, and thence to the head of the staircase, to make the funeral prayer.


  It was a tender and heart-dissolving prayer, full of sorrow, yet so imbued with celestial hopes, that the music of a heavenly harp, swept by the fingers of the dead, seemed faintly to be heard among the saddest accents of the minister. The people trembled, though they but darkly understood him when he prayed that they, and himself, and all of mortal race, might be ready, as he trusted this young maiden had been, for the dreadful hour that should snatch the veil from their faces. The bearers went heavily forth, and the mourners followed, saddening all the street, with the dead before them, and Mr. Hooper in his black veil behind.


  ‘Why do you look back?’ said one in the procession to his partner.


  ‘I had a fancy,’ replied she, ‘that the minister and the maiden’s spirit were walking hand in hand.’


  ‘And so had I, at the same moment,’ said the other.


  That night, the handsomest couple in Milford village were to be joined in wedlock. Though reckoned a melancholy man, Mr. Hooper had a placid cheerfulness for such occasions, which often excited a sympathetic smile where livelier merriment would have been thrown away. There was no quality of his disposition which made him more beloved than this. The company at the wedding awaited his arrival with impatience, trusting that the strange awe, which had gathered over him throughout the day, would now be dispelled. But such was not the result.


  When Mr. Hooper came, the first thing that their eyes rested on was the same horrible black veil, which had added deeper gloom to the funeral, and could portend nothing but evil to the wedding. Such was its immediate effect on the guests that a cloud seemed to have rolled duskily from beneath the black crape, and dimmed the light of the candles. The bridal pair stood up before the minister. But the bride’s cold fingers quivered in the tremulous hand of the bridegroom, and her deathlike paleness caused a whisper that the maiden who had been buried a few hours before was come from her grave to be married. If ever another wedding were so dismal, it was that famous one where they tolled the wedding knell.


  After performing the ceremony, Mr. Hooper raised a glass of wine to his lips, wishing happiness to the new-married couple in a strain of mild pleasantry that ought to have brightened the features of the guests, like a cheerful gleam from the hearth. At that instant, catching a glimpse of his figure in the looking-glass, the black veil involved his own spirit in the horror with which it overwhelmed all others. His frame shuddered, his lips grew white, he spilt the untasted wine upon the carpet, and rushed forth into the darkness. For the Earth, too, had on her Black Veil.


  The next day, the whole village of Milford talked of little else than Parson Hooper’s black veil. That, and the mystery concealed behind it, supplied a topic for discussion between acquaintances meeting in the street, and good women gossiping at their open windows. It was the first item of news that the tavern-keeper told to his guests. The children babbled of it on their way to school. One imitative little imp covered his face with an old black handkerchief, thereby so affrighting his playmates that the panic seized himself, and he well-nigh lost his wits by his own waggery.


  It was remarkable that all of the busybodies and impertinent people in the parish, not one ventured to put the plain question to Mr. Hooper, wherefore he did this thing. Hitherto, whenever there appeared the slightest call for such interference, he had never lacked advisers, nor shown himself averse to be guided by their judgment. If he erred at all, it was by so painful a degree of self-distrust, that even the mildest censure would lead him to consider an indifferent action as a crime. Yet, though so well acquainted with this amiable weakness, no individual among his parishioners chose to make the black veil a subject of friendly remonstrance.


  There was a feeling of dread, neither plainly confessed nor carefully concealed, which caused each to shift the responsibility upon another, till at length it was found expedient to send a deputation of the church, in order to deal with Mr. Hooper about the mystery, before it should grow into a scandal. Never did an embassy so ill discharge its duties. The minister received then with friendly courtesy, but became silent, after they were seated, leaving to his visitors the whole burden of introducing their important business. The topic, it might be supposed, was obvious enough. There was the black veil swathed round Mr. Hooper’s forehead, and concealing every feature above his placid mouth on which at times they could perceive the glimmering of a melancholy smile.


  But that piece of crape, to their imagination, seemed to hang down before his heart, the symbol of a fearful secret between him and them. Were the veil but cast aside, they might speak freely of it, but not till then. Thus they sat a considerable time, speechless, confused, and shrinking uneasily from Mr. Hooper’s eye, which they felt to be fixed upon them with an invisible glance Finally the deputies returned abashed to their constituents pronouncing the matter too weighty to be handled except by a council of the churches, if, indeed, it might not require a general synod.


  But there was one person in the village unappalled by the awe with which the black veil had impressed all beside herself. When the deputies returned without an explanation, or even venturing to demand one, she, with the calm energy of her character, determined to chase away the strange cloud that appeared to be settling round Mr. Hooper, every moment more darkly than before As his plighted wife it should be her privilege to know what the black veil concealed At the minister’s first visit therefore she entered upon the subject with a direct simplicity which made the task easier both for him and her After he had seated himself she fixed her eyes steadfastly upon the veil but could discern nothing of the dreadful gloom that had so overawed the multitude: it was but a double fold of crape hanging down from his forehead to his mouth, and slightly stirring with his breath.


  ‘No,’ said she aloud, and smiling, ‘there is nothing terrible in this piece of crape, except that it hides a face which I am always glad to look upon. Come, good sir, let the sun shine from behind the cloud. First lay aside your black veil: then tell me why you put it on.’


  Mr. Hooper’s smile glimmered faintly.


  ‘There is an hour to come,’ said he, ‘when all of us shall cast aside our veils. Take it not amiss, beloved friend, if I wear this piece of crape till then.’


  ‘Your words are a mystery, too,’ returned the young lady. ‘Take away the veil from them, at least.’


  ‘Elizabeth, I will,’ said he, ‘so far as my vow may suffer me. Know, then, this veil is a type and a symbol, and I am bound to wear it ever, both in light and darkness, in solitude and before the gaze of multitudes, and as with strangers, so with my familiar friends. No mortal eye will see it withdrawn. This dismal shade must separate me from the world: even you, Elizabeth, can never come behind it!’


  ‘What grievous affliction hath befallen you,’ she earnestly inquired, ‘that you should thus darken your eyes forever?’


  ‘If it be a sign of mourning,’ replied Mr. Hooper, ‘I, perhaps, like most other mortals, have sorrows dark enough to be typified by a black veil.’


  ‘But what if the world will not believe that it is the type of an innocent sorrow?’ urged Elizabeth. ‘Beloved and respected as you are, there may be whispers that you hide your face under the consciousness of secret sin. For the sake of your holy office, do away this scandal!’


  The color rose into her cheeks as she intimated the nature of the rumors that were already abroad in the village. But Mr. Hooper’s mildness did not forsake him. He even smiled again-that same sad smile, which always appeared like a faint glimmering of light, proceeding from the obscurity beneath the veil.


  ‘If I hide my face for sorrow, there is cause enough,’ he merely replied; ‘and if I cover it for secret sin, what mortal might not do the same?’


  And with this gentle, but unconquerable obstinacy did he resist all her entreaties. At length Elizabeth sat silent. For a few moments she appeared lost in thought, considering, probably, what new methods might be tried to withdraw her lover from so dark a fantasy, which, if it had no other meaning, was perhaps a symptom of mental disease. Though of a firmer character than his own, the tears rolled down her cheeks. But, in an instant, as it were, a new feeling took the place of sorrow: her eyes were fixed insensibly on the black veil, when, like a sudden twilight in the air, its terrors fell around her. She arose, and stood trembling before him.


  And do you feel it then, at last?’ said he mournfully.


  She made no reply, but covered her eyes with her hand, and turned to leave the room. He rushed forward and caught her arm.


  ‘Have patience with me, Elizabeth!’ cried he, passionately. ‘Do not desert me, though this veil must be between us here on earth. Be mine, and hereafter there shall be no veil over my face, no darkness between our souls! It is but a mortal veil – it is not for eternity! O! you know not how lonely I am, and how frightened, to be alone behind my black veil. Do not leave me in this miserable obscurity forever!’


  ‘Lift the veil but once, and look me in the face,’ said she.


  ‘Never! It cannot be!’ replied Mr. Hooper.


  ‘Then farewell!’ said Elizabeth.


  She withdrew her arm from his grasp, and slowly departed, pausing at the door, to give one long shuddering gaze, that seemed almost to penetrate the mystery of the black veil. But, even amid his grief, Mr. Hooper smiled to think that only a material emblem had separated him from happiness, though the horrors, which it shadowed forth, must be drawn darkly between the fondest of lovers.


  From that time no attempts were made to remove Mr. Hooper’s black veil, or, by a direct appeal, to discover the secret which it was supposed to hide. By persons who claimed a superiority to popular prejudice, it was reckoned merely an eccentric whim, such as often mingles with the sober actions of men otherwise rational, and tinges them all with its own semblance of insanity. But with the multitude, good Mr. Hooper was irreparably a bugbear He could not walk the street with any peace of mind so conscious was he that the gentle and timid would turn aside to avoid him and that others would make it a point of hardihood to throw themselves in his way.


  The impertinence of the latter class compelled him to give up his customary walk at sunset to the burial ground; for when he leaned pensively over the gate, there would always be faces behind the gravestones, peeping at his black veil.


  A fable went the rounds that the stare of the dead people drove him thence. It grieved him, to the very depth of his kind heart, to observe how the children fled from his approach, breaking up their merriest sports, while his melancholy figure was yet afar off. Their instinctive dread caused him to feel more strongly than aught else, that a preternatural horror was interwoven with the threads of the black crape. In truth, his own antipathy to the veil was known to be so great, that he never willingly passed before a mirror, nor stooped to drink at a still fountain lest in its peaceful bosom he should be affrighted by himself.


  This was what gave plausibility to the whispers, that Mr. Hooper’s conscience tortured him for some great crime too horrible to be entirely concealed, or otherwise than so obscurely intimated. Thus, from beneath the black veil, there rolled a cloud into the sunshine, an ambiguity of sin or sorrow, which enveloped the poor minister, so that love or sympathy could never reach him. It was said that ghost and fiend consorted with him there.


  With self-shudderings and outward terrors, he walked continually in its shadow, groping darkly within his own soul, or gazing through a medium that saddened the whole world. Even the lawless wind, it was believed, respected his dreadful secret, and never blew aside the veil. But still good Mr. Hooper sadly smiled at the pale visages of the worldly throng as he passed by.


  Among all its bad influences, the black veil had the one desirable effect, of making its wearer a very efficient clergyman. By the aid of his mysterious emblem – for there was no other apparent cause – he became a man of awful power over souls that were in agony for sin. His converts always regarded him with a dread peculiar to themselves, affirming, though but figuratively, that, before he brought them to celestial light, they had been with him behind the black veil. Its gloom, indeed, enabled him to sympathize with all dark affections.


  Dying sinners cried aloud for Mr. Hooper, and would not yield their breath till he appeared; though ever, as he stooped to whisper consolation, they shuddered at the veiled face so near their own. Such were the terrors of the black veil, even when Death had bared his visage! Strangers came long distances to attend service at his church, with the mere idle purpose of gazing at his figure, because it was forbidden them to behold his face.


  But many were made to quake ere they departed! Once, during Governor Belcher’s administration, Mr. Hooper was appointed to preach the election sermon. Covered with his black veil, he stood before the chief magistrate, the council, and the representatives, and wrought so deep an impression, that the legislative measures of that year were characterized by all the gloom and piety of our earliest ancestral sway.


  In this manner Mr. Hooper spent a long life, irreproachable in outward act, yet shrouded in dismal suspicions; kind and loving, though unloved, and dimly feared; a man apart from men, shunned in their health and joy, but ever summoned to their aid in mortal anguish. As years wore on, shedding their snows above his sable veil, he acquired a name throughout the New England churches, and they called him Father Hooper. Nearly all his parishioners, who were of mature age when he was settled had been borne away by many a funeral: he had one congregation in the church and’a more crowded one in the churchyard; and having wrought so late into the evening and done his work so well it was now good Father Hooper’s turn to rest.


  Several persons were visible by the shaded candlelight, in the death chamber of the old clergyman. Natural connections he had none. But there was the decorously grave, though unmoved physician, seeking only to mitigate the last pangs of the patient whom he could not save. There were the deacons, and other eminently pious members of his church. There, also, was the Reverend Mr. Clark, of Westbury, a young and zealous divine who had ridden in haste to pray by the bedside of the expiring minister. There was the nurse, no hired handmaiden of death but one whose calm affection had endured thus long in secrecy in solitude, amid the chill of age, and would not perish, even at the dying hour.


  Who, but Elizabeth! And there lay the hoary head of good Father Hooper upon the death pillow, with the black veil still swathed about his brow, and reaching down over his face, so that each more difficult gasp of his faint breath caused it to stir. All through life that piece of crape had hung between him and the world: it had separated him from cheerful brotherhood and woman’s love, and kept him in that saddest of all prisons, his own heart; and still it lay upon his face, as if to deepen the gloom of his darksome chamber and shade him from the sunshine of eternity.


  For some time previous, his mind had been confused, wavering doubtfully between the past and the present, and hovering forward, as it were, at intervals, into the indistinctness of the world to come. There had been feverish turns, which tossed him from side to side, and wore away what little strength he had. But in his most convulsive struggles and in the wildest vagaries of his intellect, when no other thought retained its sober influence, he still showed an awful solicitude lest the black veil should slip aside.


  Even if his bewildered soul could have forgotten, there was a faithful woman at this pillow, who, with averted eyes, would have covered that aged face, which she had last beheld in the comeliness of manhood. At length the death-stricken old man lay quietly in the torpor of mental and bodily exhaustion, with an imperceptible pulse and breath that grew fainter and fainter, except when a long deep and irregular inspiration seemed to prelude the flight of his spirit.


  The minister of Westbury approached the bedside.


  ‘Venerable Father Hooper,’ said he, ‘the moment of your release is at hand. Are you ready for the lifting of the veil that shuts in time from eternity?’


  Father Hooper at first replied merely by a feeble motion of his head; then, apprehensive, perhaps, that his meaning might be doubted, he exerted himself to speak.


  ‘Yea,’ said he, in faint accents, ‘my soul hath a patient weariness until that veil be lifted.’


  ‘And is it fitting,’ resumed the Reverend Mr. Clark, ‘that a man so given to prayer, of such a blameless example, holy in deed and thought, so far as mortal judgment may pronounce; is it fitting that a father in the church should leave a shadow on his memory, that may seem to blacken a life so pure? I pray you, my venerable brother, let not this thing be! Suffer us to be gladdened by your triumphant aspect as you go to your reward. Before the veil of eternity be lifted, let me cast aside this black veil from your face!’


  And thus speaking, the Reverend Mr. Clark bent forward to reveal the mystery of so many years. But, exerting a sudden energy, that made all the beholders stand aghast, Father Hooper snatched both his hands from beneath the bedclothes, and pressed them strongly on the black veil, resolute to struggle, if the minister of Westbury would contend with a dying man.


  ‘Never!’ cried the veiled clergyman. ‘On earth, never!’


  ‘Dark old man!’ exclaimed the affrighted minister, ‘with what horrible crime upon your soul are you now passing to the judgment?’


  Father Hooper’s breath heaved; it rattled in his throat; but, with a mighty effort, grasping forward with his hands, he caught hold of life, and held it back till he should speak. He even raised himself in bed; and there he sat, shivering with the arms of death around him, while the black veil hung down, awful, at that last moment, in the gathered terrors of a lifetime. And yet the faint, sad smile, so often there now seemed to glimmer from its obscurity and linger on Father Hooper’s lips.


  ‘Why do you tremble at me alone?’ cried he, turning his veiled face round the circle of pale spectators. ‘Tremble also at each other! Have men avoided me, and women shown no pity, and children screamed and fled, only for my black veil? What, but the mystery which it obscurely typifies, has made this piece of crape so awful? When the friend shows his inmost heart to his friend; the lover to his best beloved; when man does not vainly shrink from the eye of his Creator, loathsomely treasuring up the secret of his sin; then deem me a monster, for the symbol beneath which I have lived, and die! I look around me, and, lo! on every visage a Black Veil!’


  While his auditors shrank from one another, in mutual affright, Father Hooper fell back upon his pillow, a veiled corpse, with a faint smile lingering on the lips. Still veiled, they laid him in his coffin, and a veiled corpse they bore him to the grave. The grass of many years has sprung up and withered on that grave, the burial stone is moss-grown, and good Mr. Hoopers face is dust; but awful is still the thought that it mouldered beneath the Black Veil!


  Letter To Sura


  By Pliny, The Younger


  Our leisure furnishes me with the opportunity of learning from you, and you with that of instructing me. Accordingly, I particularly wish to know whether you think there exist such things as phantoms, possessing an appearance peculiar to themselves, and a certain supernatural power, or that mere empty delusions receive a shape from our fears. For my part, I am led to believe in their existence, especially by what I hear happened to Curtius Rufus. While still in humble circumstances and obscure, he was a hanger-on in the suite of the Governor of Africa. While pacing the colonnade one afternoon, there appeared to him a female form of superhuman size and beauty. She informed the terrified man that she was ‘Africa’ and had come to foretell future events; for that he would go to Rome would fill offices of state there and would even return to that same province with the highest powers, and die in it.


  All which things were fulfilled. Moreover, as he touched at Carthage, and was disembarking from his ship, the same form is said to have presented itself to him on the shore. It is certain that, being seized with illness, and auguring the future from the past and misfortune from his previous prosperity, he himself abandoned all hope of life, though none of those about him despaired.


  Is not the following story again still more appalling and not less marvelous? I will relate it as it was received by me:


  There was at Athens a mansion, spacious and commodious, but of evil repute and dangerous to health. In the dead of night there was a noise as of iron, and, if you listened more closely, a clanking of chains was heard, first of all from a distance, and afterwards hard by. Presently a specter used to appear, an ancient man sinking with emaciation and squalor, with a long beard and bristly hair, wearing shackles on his legs and fetters on his hands, and shaking them. Hence the inmates, by reason of their fears, passed miserable and horrible nights in sleeplessness. This want of sleep was followed by disease, and, their terrors increasing, by death. For in the daytime as well, though the apparition had departed, yet a reminiscence of it flitted before their eyes, and their dread outlived its cause.


  The mansion was accordingly deserted, and, condemned to solitude, was entirely abandoned to the dreadful ghost. However, it was advertised, on the chance of some one, ignorant of the fearful curse attached to it, being willing to buy or to rent it. Athenodorus, the philosopher, came to Athens and read the advertisement. When he had been informed of the terms, which were so low as to appear suspicious, he made inquiries, and learned the whole of the particulars. Yet none the less on that account, nay, all the more readily, did he rent the house As evening began to draw on, he ordered a sofa to be set for himself in the front part of the house, and called for his notebooks, writing implements, and a light. The whole of his servants he dismissed to the interior apartments and for himself applied his soul eyes and hand to composition, that his mind might not from want of occupation picture to itself the phantoms of which he had heard, or any empty terrors.


  At the commencement there was the universal silence of night. Soon the shaking of irons and the clanking of chains was heard, yet he never raised his eyes nor slackened his pen, but hardened his soul and deadened his ears by its help. The noise grew and approached: now it seemed to be heard at the door, and next inside the door. He looked round, beheld and recognized the figure he had been told of. It was standing and signaling to him with its finger, as though inviting him. He, in reply, made a sign with his hand that it should wait a moment, and applied himself afresh to his tablets and pen. Upon this the figure kept rattling its chains over his head as he wrote.


  On looking round again, he saw it making the same signal as before, and without delay took up a light and followed it. It moved with a slow step, as though oppressed by its chains, and, after turning into the courtyard of the house, vanished suddenly and left his company. On being thus left to himself, he marked the spot with some grass and leaves which he plucked. Next day he applied to the magistrates, and urged them to have the spot in question dug up. There were found there some bones attached to and intermingled with fetters; the body to which they had belonged, rotted away by time and the soil, had abandoned them thus naked and corroded to the chains. They were collected and interred at the public expense, and the house was ever afterwards free from the spirit, which had obtained due sepulture.


  The above story I believe on the strength of those who affirm it. What follows I am myself in a position to affirm to others. I have a freedman, who is not without some knowledge of letters. A younger brother of his was sleeping with him in the same bed. The latter dreamed he saw some one sitting on the couch, who approached a pair of scissors to his head, and even cut the hair from the crown of it. When day dawned he was found to be cropped round the crown, and his locks were discovered lying about. A very short time afterwards a fresh occurrence of the same kind confirmed the truth of the former one. A lad of mine was sleeping, in company with several others, in the pages’ apartment.


  There came through the windows (so he tells the story) two figures in white tunics, who cut his hair as he lay, and departed the way they came. In his case, too, daylight exhibited him shorn, and his locks scattered around. Nothing remarkable followed, excep., perhaps, this, that I was not brought under accusation, as I should have been, if Domitian (in whose reign these events happened) had lived longer. For in his desk was found an information against me which had been presented by Carus; from which circumstance it may be conjectured-inasmuch as it is the custom of accused persons to let their hair grow-that the cutting off of my slaves’ hair was a sign of the danger which threatened me being averted.


  I beg, then, that you will apply your great learning to this subject. The matter is one which deserves long and deep consideration on your part; nor am I, for my part, undeserving of having the fruits of your wisdom imparted to me. You may even argue on both sides (as your way is), provided you argue more forcibly on one side than the other, so as not to dismiss me in suspense and anxiety, when the very cause of my consulting you has been to have my doubts put an end to.
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