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The Absence of M d ass

THE consul ting-roons of Dr Orion Hood, the em nent crim nol ogist

and specialist in certain noral disorders, lay along the sea-front

at Scarborough, in a series of very large and well-lighted french w ndows,
whi ch showed the North Sea |ike one endl ess outer wall of blue-green narble
In such a place the sea had something of the nonotony of a bl ue-green dado:
for the chanmbers thensel ves were ruled throughout by a terrible tidiness
not unlike the terrible tidiness of the sea. It nust not be supposed

that Dr Hood's apartnents excluded | uxury, or even poetry.

These things were there, in their place; but one felt that

they were never allowed out of their place. Luxury was there:

there stood upon a special table eight or ten boxes of the best cigars;
but they were built upon a plan so that the strongest were al ways

nearest the wall and the m|dest nearest the wi ndow. A tantalus
containing three kinds of spirit, all of a liqueur excellence,

stood always on this table of luxury; but the fanciful have asserted

t hat the whisky, brandy, and rum seened always to stand at the sane |evel
Poetry was there: the left-hand corner of the roomwas lined with

as conplete a set of English classics as the right hand could show

of English and foreign physiologists. But if one took a vol unme

of Chaucer or Shelley fromthat rank, its absence irritated the mnd

like a gap in a man's front teeth. One could not say the books

were never read; probably they were, but there was a sense of their

being chained to their places, like the Bibles in the old churches.

Dr Hood treated his private book-shelf as if it were a public library.

And if this strict scientific intangibility steeped even the shel ves
laden with Iyrics and ballads and the tables |aden with drink and tobacco,
it goes without saying that yet nore of such heathen holiness

protected the other shelves that held the specialist's library,



and the other tables that sustained the frail and even fairylike
i nstruments of chem stry or nechanics.

Dr Hood paced the length of his string of apartnents, bounded--
as the boys' geographies say--on the east by the North Sea and on the west
by the serried ranks of his sociological and crimnologist |ibrary.
He was clad in an artist's velvet, but with none of an artist's negligence;
his hair was heavily shot with grey, but growi ng thick and healthy;
his face was | ean, but sangui ne and expectant. Everything about him
and his roomindicated sonething at once rigid and restl| ess,
like that great northern sea by which (on pure principles of hygiene)
he had built his hone.

Fate, being in a funny nood, pushed the door open and
i ntroduced into those long, strict, sea-flanked apartnents
one who was perhaps the nost startling opposite of themand their master
In answer to a curt but civil sumons, the door opened inwards
and there shanbled into the rooma shapeless little figure,
whi ch seened to find its own hat and unbrella as unmanageabl e as
a nmass of luggage. The unbrella was a black and prosai c bundl e
| ong past repair; the hat was a broad-curved black hat, clerica
but not common in England; the man was the very enbodi ment of al
that is honely and hel pl ess.

The doctor regarded the new comer with a restrai ned astoni shnent,
not unlike that he woul d have shown if sone huge but obviously
harm ess sea-beast had craw ed into his room The new comner
regarded the doctor with that beam ng but breathless geniality
whi ch characterizes a corpul ent charwoman who has just managed
to stuff herself into an omibus. It is a rich confusion of
soci al self-congratulation and bodily disarray. His hat tunbled
to the carpet, his heavy unbrella slipped between his knees with a thud,
he reached after the one and ducked after the other, but with
an uninpaired smle on his round face spoke sinultaneously as foll ows:

"My name is Brown. Pray excuse ne. |'ve cone about
t hat busi ness of the MacNabs. | have heard, you often hel p people
out of such troubles. Pray excuse ne if | amwong."

By this tinme he had sprawlingly recovered the hat, and nade
an odd little bobbing bow over it, as if setting everything quite right.

"I hardly understand you," replied the scientist, with
a cold intensity of manner. "I fear you have m staken the chanbers.
I am Dr Hood, and nmy work is alnost entirely literary and educati onal
It is true that | have soneti mes been consulted by the police
in cases of peculiar difficulty and inportance, but--"

"Ch, this is of the greatest inportance,” broke in the little nman
called Brown. "Wy, her nother won't | et them get engaged.”
And he | eaned back in his chair in radiant rationality.

The brows of Dr Hood were drawn down darkly, but the eyes
under them were bright with sonething that m ght be anger or
m ght be anmusenent. "And still," he said, "I do not quite understand."”

"You see, they want to get married," said the man with the
clerical hat. "Maggie MacNab and young Todhunter want to get married
Now, what can be nore inportant than that?"



The great Orion Hood's scientific triunphs had deprived him
of many things--sone said of his health, others of his God;
but they had not wholly despoiled himof his sense of the absurd.
At the last plea of the ingenuous priest a chuckle broke out of him
frominside, and he threw hinself into an armchair in an ironical attitude
of the consulting physician.

"M Brown," he said gravely, "it is quite fourteen and a half years
since | was personally asked to test a personal problem then it was
the case of an attenpt to poison the French President at

a Lord Mayor's Banquet. It is now, | understand, a question of whether
some friend of yours called Maggie is a suitable fiancee for sonme friend
of hers called Todhunter. WlIl, M Brown, | ama sportsman.

I will take it on. | will give the MacNab fanmily ny best advice,

as good as | gave the French Republic and the King of England--no, better
fourteen years better. | have nothing else to do this afternoon

Tell me your story."

The little clergyman called Brown thanked himwth
unquestionable warnmth, but still with a queer kind of sinplicity.
It was rather as if he were thanking a stranger in a snoking-room
for sone trouble in passing the matches, than as if he were (as he was)
practically thanking the Curator of Kew Gardens for coming with him
into a field to find a four-leaved clover. Wth scarcely a seni-colon
after his hearty thanks, the little man began his recital

"I told you ny name was Brown; well, that's the fact,
and |'mthe priest of the little Catholic Church | dare say you've seen
beyond those straggly streets, where the town ends towards the north.
In the last and straggliest of those streets which runs al ong the sea
like a sea-wall there is a very honest but rather sharp-tenpered
menber of ny flock, a wi dow called MacNab. She has one daughter
and she lets | odgings, and between her and the daughter,
and between her and the |odgers--well, | dare say there is a great dea
to be said on both sides. At present she has only one | odger
t he young man cal |l ed Todhunter; but he has given nore trouble
than all the rest, for he wants to marry the young woman of the house."

"And the young worman of the house," asked Dr Hood, with huge and
sil ent anusenent, "what does she want?"

"Why, she wants to marry him" cried Father Brown, sitting up eagerly.
"That is just the awful conplication.”

"I't is indeed a hideous enigm," said Dr Hood
"This young Janmes Todhunter," continued the cleric,
"is a very decent man so far as | know, but then nobody knows very rmuch.

He is a bright, brownish little fellow, agile |like a nonkey,

cl ean-shaven |ike an actor, and obliging |ike a born courtier

He seens to have quite a pocketful of noney, but nobody knows what

his trade is. Ms MacNab, therefore (being of a pessimistic turn),

is quite sure it is sonething dreadful, and probably connected with dynanite.
The dynamite nmust be of a shy and noisel ess sort, for the poor fellow

only shuts hinself up for several hours of the day and studi es sonething
behind a | ocked door. He declares his privacy is tenporary and justified,
and prom ses to explain before the wedding. That is all that anyone knows
for certain, but Ms MacNab will tell you a great deal nore than

even she is certain of. You know how the tales grow |like grass on

such a patch of ignorance as that. There are tales of two voices



heard tal king in the room though, when the door is opened,

Todhunter is always found al one. There are tales of a nysterious

tall man in a silk hat, who once cane out of the sea-mists and
apparently out of the sea, stepping softly across the sandy fields and

t hrough the small back garden at twilight, till he was heard
talking to the | odger at his open wi ndow. The colloquy seened to end
in a quarrel. Todhunter dashed down his wi ndow with violence,

and the man in the high hat nelted into the sea-fog again.

This story is told by the family with the fiercest nystification

but | really think Ms MacNab prefers her own original tale:

that the Gther Man (or whatever it is) crawls out every night fromthe
big box in the corner, which is kept |ocked all day. You see,
therefore, how this seal ed door of Todhunter's is treated as the gate
of all the fancies and nonstrosities of the “Thousand and One N ghts'
And yet there is the little fellowin his respectable black jacket,

as punctual and innocent as a parlour clock. He pays his rent to the tick
he is practically a teetotaller; he is tirelessly kind with

t he younger children, and can keep them anused for a day on end; and,

| ast and nost urgent of all, he has nade hinmsel f equally popular with
t he el dest daughter, who is ready to go to church with himtonorrow "

A man warmy concerned with any | arge theories has al ways
arelish for applying themto any triviality. The great specialist
havi ng condescended to the priest's sinplicity, condescended expansively.
He settled hinself with confort in his armchair and began to talk in
the tone of a sonewhat absent-ninded |ecturer

"Even in a minute instance, it is best to look first to
the main tendencies of Nature. A particular flower may not be dead
inearly winter, but the flowers are dying; a particular pebble
may never be wetted with the tide, but the tide is conmng in
To the scientific eye all human history is a series of collective nmovenents,
destructions or nmigrations, like the massacre of flies in winter
or the return of birds in spring. Now the root fact in all history is Race.
Race produces religion; Race produces |egal and ethical wars.
There is no stronger case than that of the wild, unworldly and
peri shing stock which we comonly call the Celts, of whom your friends
t he MacNabs are specinens. Small, swarthy, and of this dreamy and
drifting blood, they accept easily the superstitious explanation of
any incidents, just as they still accept (you will excuse me for saying)
t hat superstitious explanation of all incidents which you
and your Church represent. It is not remarkable that such people,
with the sea noani ng behind them and the Church (excuse ne agai n)
droning in front of them should put fantastic features into what are
probably plain events. You, with your snmall parochial responsibilities,
see only this particular Ms MacNab, terrified with this particular tale
of two voices and a tall man out of the sea. But the man with
the scientific imagination sees, as it were, the whole clans of MacNab
scattered over the whole world, inits ultimte average as uniform
as a tribe of birds. He sees thousands of Ms MacNabs,
i n thousands of houses, dropping their little drop of norbidity
in the tea-cups of their friends; he sees--"

Before the scientist could conclude his sentence, another and
nore inpatient sunmmons sounded from wi thout; someone with sw shing skirts
was marshalled hurriedly down the corridor, and the door opened on
a young girl, decently dressed but disordered and red-hot with haste.
She had sea-bl own bl onde hair, and woul d have been entirely beautifu
i f her cheek-bones had not been, in the Scotch manner, a little
high in relief as well as in colour. Her apology was al nbost as abrupt



as a conmand.

"I"'msorry to interrupt you, sir," she said, "but I had to foll ow
Father Brown at once; it's nothing less than |life or death."

Fat her Brown began to get to his feet in sone disorder.
"Why, what has happened, Maggi e?" he said.

"Janes has been nmurdered, for all | can make out,"
answered the girl, still breathing hard fromher rush. "That man d ass
has been with himagain; | heard themtal king through the door quite plain.

Two separate voices: for James speaks low, with a burr,
and the other voice was high and quavery."

"That man d ass?" repeated the priest in sone perplexity.
"I know his nanme is dass,"” answered the girl, in great inpatience.
"I heard it through the door. They were quarrelling--about nobney,

| think--for | heard Janes say again and again, “That's right, M d ass,
or "No, M Gass,' and then, "Two or three, M Gass.' But we're talking
too nuch; you nmust cone at once, and there nay be tinme yet."

"But tine for what?" asked Dr Hood, who had been studying
the young lady with marked interest. "Wat is there about M d ass
and his noney troubles that should inpel such urgency?"

"I tried to break down the door and couldn't,"” answered the girl shortly,
"Then | ran to the back-yard, and managed to clinb on to the w ndow sil
that |1 ooks into the room It was an dim and seened to be enpty,
but | swear | saw James |lying huddled up in a corner, as if he were
drugged or strangled."

"This is very serious," said Father Brown, gathering his errant hat
and unbrella and standing up; "in point of fact | was just putting
your case before this gentleman, and his view-"

"Has been largely altered,"” said the scientist gravely.
"I do not think this young lady is so Celtic as | had supposed.
As | have nothing else to do, | will put on ny hat and strol
down town with you."

In a few mnutes all three were approaching the dreary tail of
the MacNabs' street: the girl with the stern and breathless stride
of the nountaineer, the crininologist with a |ounging grace (which was
not without a certain |eopard-like swiftness), and the priest at an
energetic trot entirely devoid of distinction. The aspect of this
edge of the town was not entirely wthout justification for
the doctor's hints about desol ate npods and environnents.
The scattered houses stood farther and farther apart in a broken string
al ong the seashore; the afternoon was closing with a premature and
partly lurid twilight; the sea was of an inky purple and murnuring om nously.
In the scrappy back garden of the MacNabs which ran down towards the sand,
two bl ack, barren-looking trees stood up |ike denon hands held up
in astonishment, and as Ms MacNab ran down the street to nmeet them
with lean hands simlarly spread, and her fierce face i n shadow,
she was a little like a denpn herself. The doctor and the priest
made scant reply to her shrill reiterations of her daughter's story,
with nmore disturbing details of her own, to the divided vows of vengeance
against M dass for nurdering, and agai nst M Todhunter for being murdered,
or against the latter for having dared to want to marry her daughter



and for not having lived to do it. They passed through the narrow passage
in the front of the house until they cane to the |odger's door at the back
and there Dr Hood, with the trick of an old detective, put his shoul der
sharply to the panel and burst in the door.

It opened on a scene of silent catastrophe. No one seeing it,
even for a flash, could doubt that the room had been the theatre
of some thrilling collision between two, or perhaps nore, persons.
Playing-cards lay littered across the table or fluttered about
the floor as if a gane had been interrupted. Two wi ne gl asses stood
ready for wine on a side-table, but a third | ay smashed
in a star of crystal upon the carpet. A few feet fromit |ay
what | ooked like a long knife or short sword, straight,
but with an ornanental and pictured handle, its dull blade just caught
a grey glint fromthe dreary w ndow behi nd, which showed the black trees
agai nst the | eaden | evel of the sea. Towards the opposite corner
of the roomwas rolled a gentleman's silk top hat, as if it had
just been knocked off his head; so rmuch so, indeed, that one al nost | ooked
to see it still rolling. And in the corner behind it, thrown |ike a sack
of potatoes, but corded |like a railway trunk, lay M James Todhunter
with a scarf across his nouth, and six or seven ropes knotted round
his el bows and ankles. Hi s brown eyes were alive and shifted alertly.

Dr Orion Hood paused for one instant on the doormat and drank in
t he whol e scene of voiceless violence. Then he stepped swiftly
across the carpet, picked up the tall silk hat, and gravely put it
upon the head of the yet pinioned Todhunter. It was so much too |arge
for himthat it alnost slipped down on to his shoul ders.

"M dass's hat," said the doctor, returning with it and peering
into the inside with a pocket lens. "How to explain the absence
of M dass and the presence of M dass's hat? For M dass is not a
careless man with his clothes. That hat is of a stylish shape and
systematically brushed and burni shed, though not very new.
An ol d dandy, | should think."

"But, good heavens!" called out Mss MacNab, "aren't you going to
untie the man first?"

"I say "old wth intention, though not with certainty"
continued the expositor; "nmy reason for it mght seema little far-fetched.
The hair of human beings falls out in very varying degrees,
but al nost always falls out slightly, and with the lens | should see
the tiny hairs in a hat recently worn. 1t has none, which | eads ne
to guess that M dass is bald. Now when this is taken with
t he hi gh-pitched and querul ous voi ce which M ss MacNab descri bed
so vividly (patience, ny dear |ady, patience), when we take
the hairl ess head together with the tone conmon in senile anger,
| should think we may deduce sone advance in years. Nevertheless,
he was probably vigorous, and he was al nbst certainly tall
I mght rely in some degree on the story of his previous appearance
at the window, as a tall man in a silk hat, but | think |I have
nore exact indication. This w neglass has been snmashed all over the place,
but one of its splinters lies on the high bracket beside the nantel piece.
No such fragnent could have fallen there if the vessel had been snmashed
in the hand of a conparatively short man |i ke M Todhunter."

"By the way," said Father Brown, "might it not be as well
to untie M Todhunter?"



"Qur |l esson fromthe drinking-vessels does not end here,"
proceeded the specialist. "I nmay say at once that it is possible
that the man @ ass was bald or nervous through dissipation rather than age.
M Todhunter, as has been remarked, is a quiet thrifty gentleman
essentially an abstainer. These cards and wi ne-cups are no part
of his nornmal habit; they have been produced for a particul ar conpanion
But, as it happens, we may go farther. M Todhunter nay or may not
possess this wi ne-service, but there is no appearance of his
possessing any wine. \Wat, then, were these vessels to contain?
I would at once suggest sone brandy or whi sky, perhaps of a |uxurious sort,
froma flask in the pocket of M dass. W have thus sonething |ike
a picture of the man, or at least of the type: tall, elderly, fashionable,
but somewhat frayed, certainly fond of play and strong waters,
perhaps rather too fond of themM dass is a gentleman not unknown
on the fringes of society."

"Look here," cried the young wormman, "if you don't let ne pass to
untie himI'Ill run outside and screamfor the police."

"I should not advise you, Mss MacNab," said Dr Hood gravely,
"to be in any hurry to fetch the police. Father Brown,
| seriously ask you to conpose your flock, for their sakes, not for mne
Well, we have seen something of the figure and quality of M d ass;
what are the chief facts known of M Todhunter? They are substantially three:
that he is economical, that he is nore or |ess wealthy, and that
he has a secret. Now, surely it is obvious that there are
the three chief marks of the kind of man who is blackmailed
And surely it is equally obvious that the faded finery,
the profligate habits, and the shrill irritation of M d ass
are the unm stakable marks of the kind of man who bl ackmails him
We have the two typical figures of a tragedy of hush noney:
on the one hand, the respectable man with a mystery; on the other,
the West-end vulture with a scent for a nystery. These two nen
have net here today and have quarrelled, using blows and a bare weapon."”

"Are you going to take those ropes off?" asked the girl stubbornly.

Dr Hood replaced the silk hat carefully on the side table,
and went across to the captive. He studied himintently,
even noving hima little and hal f-turning himround by the shoul ders,
but he only answered:

"No; | think these ropes will do very well till your friends
the police bring the handcuffs."

Fat her Brown, who had been | ooking dully at the carpet,
lifted his round face and said: "Wat do you nean?"

The man of science had picked up the peculiar dagger-sword
fromthe carpet and was exanmining it intently as he answered:
"Because you find M Todhunter tied up," he said, "you all junp
to the conclusion that M d ass had tied himup; and then, | suppose
escaped. There are four objections to this: First, why should a gentl enan
so dressy as our friend 3 ass |eave his hat behind him if he left
of his own free will? Second," he continued, noving towards the w ndow,
"this is the only exit, and it is |locked on the inside. Third, this
bl ade here has a tiny touch of blood at the point, but there is
no wound on M Todhunter. M d ass took that wound away with him
dead or alive. Add to all this primary probability.



It is nuch nore likely that the blacknail ed person would try to kil
his incubus, rather than that the blacknailer would try to kil

t he goose that |ays his golden egg. There, | think, we have

a pretty conplete story."

"But the ropes?" inquired the priest, whose eyes had renmi ned
open with a rather vacant adnmiration
"Ah, the ropes,"” said the expert with a singular intonation
"M ss MacNab very nuch wanted to know why | did not set M Todhunter
free fromhis ropes. Well, | will tell her. 1 did not do it because
M Todhunter can set hinmself free fromthemat any minute he chooses.”

"What ?" cried the audience on quite different notes of astonishnent.

"l have | ooked at all the knots on M Todhunter," reiterated Hood
quietly. "I happen to know sonethi ng about knots; they are quite
a branch of crimnal science. Every one of those knots he has
made hi msel f and coul d | ocosen hinmsel f; not one of them would have been nade
by an eneny really trying to pinion him The whole of this affair
of the ropes is a clever fake, to make us think himthe victim of
the struggle instead of the wetched d ass, whose corpse nay be hidden
in the garden or stuffed up the chimey."

There was a rather depressed silence; the roomwas darkeni ng,
t he sea-blighted boughs of the garden trees |ooked | eaner and
bl acker than ever, yet they seened to have come nearer to the w ndow.
One coul d al nost fancy they were sea-nonsters |ike krakens or cuttlefish
writhing polypi who had craw ed up fromthe sea to see the end
of this tragedy, even as he, the villain and victimof it,
the terrible man in the tall hat, had once craw ed up fromthe sea.
For the whole air was dense with the norbidity of blackmail, which is
t he nost norbid of human things, because it is a crinme concealing a crineg;
a black plaster on a bl acker wound.

The face of the little Catholic priest, which was commonly conpl acent
and even comic, had suddenly become knotted with a curious frown.
It was not the blank curiosity of his first innocence. It was rather
that creative curiosity which cones when a nan has the begi nni ngs of
an idea. "Say it again, please," he said in a sinple, bothered manner
"do you nmean that Todhunter can tie hinself up all al one and
untie hinself all al one?”

"That is what | nean," said the doctor

"Jerusalem " ejacul ated Brown suddenly, "I wonder if it could
possibly be that!"

He scuttled across the roomrather like a rabbit, and peered with
quite a new i npul siveness into the partially-covered face of the captive.
Then he turned his own rather fatuous face to the conpany.

"Yes, that's it!" he cried in a certain excitenent. "Can't you see it
inthe man's face? Wy, look at his eyes!”

Both the Professor and the girl followed the direction of his glance.
And t hough the broad bl ack scarf conpletely masked the | ower half
of Todhunter's visage, they did grow conscious of sonething struggling
and i ntense about the upper part of it.

"Hi s eyes do | ook queer," cried the young woman, strongly noved.



"You brutes; | believe it's hurting him"
"Not that, | think," said Dr Hood; "the eyes have certainly

a singul ar expression. But | should interpret those transverse

wri nkl es as expressing rather such slight psychol ogi cal abnormality--"
"Ch, bosh!" cried Father Brown: "can't you see he's |aughi ng?"

"Laughi ng!" repeated the doctor, with a start; "but what on earth
can he be | aughi ng at?"

"Well," replied the Reverend Brown apol ogetically,
"not to put too fine a point onit, |I think he is laughing at you
And indeed, I'ma little inclined to | augh at nyself, now | know about it."

"Now you know about what?" asked Hood, in some exasperation
"Now | know," replied the priest, "the profession of M Todhunter.

He shuffled about the room |ooking at one object after another
with what seened to be a vacant stare, and then invariably bursting
into an equally vacant |augh, a highly irritating process for those
who had to watch it. He |aughed very much over the hat,
still nore uproariously over the broken glass, but the blood on
the sword point sent himinto nortal convul sions of anusenent.

Then he turned to the fumi ng specialist.

"Dr Hood," he cried enthusiastically, "you are a great poet!
You have called an uncreated being out of the void. How nuch nore godlike
that is than if you had only ferreted out the nmere facts!
I ndeed, the nere facts are rather comonpl ace and comic by conparison."

"I have no notion what you are tal ki ng about," said Dr Hood
rather haughtily; "ny facts are all inevitable, though necessarily inconplete.
A place may be permitted to intuition, perhaps (or poetry if you
prefer the tern), but only because the correspondi ng details cannot
as yet be ascertained. In the absence of M d ass--"

"That's it, that's it," said the little priest, nodding quite eagerly,
"that's the first idea to get fixed; the absence of M d ass.
He is so extrenely absent. | suppose,” he added reflectively,
"that there was never anybody so absent as M d ass."

"Do you nean he is absent fromthe town?" denanded the doctor

"I mean he is absent from everywhere," answered Father Brown;
"he is absent fromthe Nature of Things, so to speak."

"Do you seriously nean," said the specialist with a snile,
"that there is no such person?"

The priest made a sign of assent. "It does seema pity," he said.
Orion Hood broke into a contenptuous |augh. "Well," he said,
"before we go on to the hundred and one ot her evidences, |et us take
the first proof we found; the first fact we fell over when we fel
into this room |If there is no M d ass, whose hat is this?"

"It is M Todhunter's," replied Father Brown.



"But it doesn't fit him" cried Hood inpatiently. "He couldn't
possibly wear it!"

Fat her Brown shook his head with ineffable ml dness.
"l never said he could wear it," he answered. "l said it was his hat.
O, if you insist on a shade of difference, a hat that is his."

"And what is the shade of difference?" asked the crini nol ogi st
with a slight sneer.

"My good sir," cried the mld Ilittle man, with his first novenent
akin to inmpatience, "if you will walk down the street to the nearest
hatter's shop, you will see that there is, in commopn speech,

a difference between a man's hat and the hats that are his.”

"But a hatter," protested Hood, "can get nobney out of his
stock of new hats. What could Todhunter get out of this one old hat?"

"Rabbits," replied Father Brown pronptly.

"What ?" cried Dr Hood.

"Rabbits, ribbons, sweetneats, goldfish, rolls of col oured paper,"”
said the reverend gentleman with rapidity. "Didn't you see it all

when you found out the faked ropes? It's just the sane with the sword.
M Todhunter hasn't got a scratch on him as you say; but he's got

a scratch in him if you follow ne."

"Do you mean inside M Todhunter's clothes?" inquired
M's MacNab sternly.

"l do not nean inside M Todhunter's clothes," said Father Brown.

"I nmean inside M Todhunter."
"Well, what in the nane of Bedlam do you nean?"

"M Todhunter," explained Father Brown placidly, "is |earning
to be a professional conjurer, as well as juggler, ventriloquist,
and expert in the rope trick. The conjuring explains the hat.
It is without traces of hair, not because it is worn by
the prematurely bald M d ass, but because it has never been worn
by anybody. The juggling explains the three glasses, which Todhunter
was teaching hinmself to throw up and catch in rotation
But, being only at the stage of practice, he smashed one gl ass
against the ceiling. And the juggling al so explains the sword,
which it was M Todhunter's professional pride and duty to swall ow
But, again, being at the stage of practice, he very slightly grazed
the inside of his throat with the weapon. Hence he has a wound
inside him which | amsure (fromthe expression on his face)
is not a serious one. He was also practising the trick of
a release fromropes, |like the Davenport Brothers, and he was just about
to free hinmself when we all burst into the room The cards, of course,
are for card tricks, and they are scattered on the floor because
he had just been practising one of those dodges of sending them
flying through the air. He nmerely kept his trade secret,
because he had to keep his tricks secret, |ike any other conjurer
But the nere fact of an idler in a top hat having once | ooked in
at his back wi ndow, and been driven away by himwi th great indignation
was enough to set us all on a wong track of romance, and make us inagine
his whole |life overshadowed by the silk-hatted spectre of M d ass."



"But What about the two voices?" asked Maggie, staring

"Have you never heard a ventril oqui st?" asked Father Brown.
"Don't you know they speak first in their natural voice, and then
answer thenselves in just that shrill, squeaky, unnatural voice
t hat you heard?"

There was a long silence, and Dr Hood regarded the little man
who had spoken with a dark and attentive snle. "You are certainly
a very ingenious person," he said; "it could not have been done better
in a book. But there is just one part of M G ass you have not succeeded
in explaining anay, and that is his name. M ss MacNab distinctly
heard hi m so addressed by M Todhunter."

The Rev. M Brown broke into a rather childish giggle
"Well, that," he said, "that's the silliest part of the whole silly story.
VWhen our juggling friend here threw up the three glasses in turn
he counted them al oud as he caught them and al so conmented al oud
when he failed to catch them \Wat he really said was: “One, two
and three--m ssed a glass one, two--mssed a glass.' And so on."

There was a second of stillness in the room and then everyone
with one accord burst out laughing. As they did so the figure
in the corner conplacently uncoiled all the ropes and let themfal
with a flourish. Then, advancing into the nmddle of the roomw th a bow,
he produced fromhis pocket a big bill printed in blue and red,
whi ch announced that ZALADIN, the Wrld' s G eatest Conjurer
Contortionist, Ventriloquist and Human Kangar oo woul d be ready
with an entirely new series of Tricks at the Enpire Pavilion
Scar bor ough, on Mnday next at eight o'clock precisely.

TWD

The Par adi se of Thi eves

THE great Muscari, nost original of the young Tuscan poets,

wal ked swiftly into his favourite restaurant, which overl ooked

the Mediterranean, was covered by an awning and fenced by little | enon
and orange trees. Wiiters in white aprons were already |aying out

on white tables the insignia of an early and el egant |unch

and this seenmed to increase a satisfaction that already touched

the top of swagger. Muscari had an eagle nose |ike Dante;

his hair and neckerchief were dark and flowi ng; he carried a black cloak
and m ght al nost have carried a black nask, so much did he bear with him
a sort of Venetian nelodranma. He acted as if a troubadour had stil

a definite social office, like a bishop. He went as near as

his century pernmitted to walking the world literally Iike Don Juan

with rapier and guitar.

For he never travelled wi thout a case of swords, with which
he had fought many brilliant duels, or w thout a correspondi ng case
for his mandolin, with which he had actually serenaded M ss Ethel Harrogate,
the highly conventional daughter of a Yorkshire banker on a holiday.
Yet he was neither a charlatan nor a child; but a hot, logical Latin
who liked a certain thing and was it. Hi s poetry was as strai ghtforward



as anyone else's prose. He desired fane or wi ne or the beauty of wonen
with a torrid directness inconceivable anong the cloudy ideals

or cloudy conpronises of the north; to vaguer races his intensity

snelt of danger or even crinme. Like fire or the sea, he was too sinmple
to be trusted.

The banker and his beautiful English daughter were staying
at the hotel attached to Muscari's restaurant; that was why it was
his favourite restaurant. A glance flashed around the room
told himat once, however, that the English party had not descended.
The restaurant was glittering, but still conparatively enpty.
Two priests were talking at a table in a corner, but Miscari
(an ardent Catholic) took no nore notice of themthan of a couple of crows.
But froma yet farther seat, partly conceal ed behind a dwarf tree
gol den with oranges, there rose and advanced towards the poet a person
whose costune was the npbst aggressively opposite to his own.

This figure was clad in tweeds of a piebald check, with a pink tie,
a sharp collar and protuberant yellow boots. He contrived,
inthe true tradition of 'Arry at Margate, to | ook at once startling
and commonpl ace. But as the Cockney apparition drew nearer
Muscari was astounded to observe that the head was distinctly

different fromthe body. It was an Italian head: fuzzy, swarthy and
very vivaci ous, that rose abruptly out of the standing collar
i ke cardboard and the conmic pink tie. In fact it was a head he knew.

He recogni zed it, above all the dire erection of English holiday array,
as the face of an old but forgotten friend name Ezza. This youth

had been a prodigy at college, and European fame was promni sed him

when he was barely fifteen; but when he appeared in the world he fail ed,
first publicly as a dramati st and a denagogue, and then privately

for years on end as an actor, a traveller, a comm ssion agent

or a journalist. Miscari had known himlast behind the footlights;

he was but too well attuned to the excitenents of that profession

and it was believed that sone noral calamty had swal |l owed hi mup

"Ezza!" cried the poet, rising and shaking hands in
a pl easant astonishnment. "Well, |'ve seen you in many costunes
in the green room but | never expected to see you dressed up
as an Englishman."

"This," answered Ezza gravely, "is not the costune of an Engli shman,
but of the Italian of the future."

"I'n that case," remarked Muscari, "I confess | prefer
the Italian of the past."

"That is your old m stake, Muscari," said the man in tweeds,
shaki ng his head; "and the mistake of Italy. 1In the sixteenth century
we Tuscans nmade the norning: we had the newest steel, the newest carving,
t he newest chemistry. Wy should we not now have the newest factories,
the newest notors, the newest finance--the newest clothes?"

"Because they are not worth having," answered Miscari .
"You cannot meke ltalians really progressive; they are too intelligent.
Men who see the short cut to good living will never go by
t he new el aborate roads."

"Well, to ne Marconi, or D Annunzio, is the star of Italy"
said the other. "That is why | have becone a Futurist--and a courier."”



"A courier!" cried Muscari, laughing. "Is that the |ast of your
list of trades? And whom are you conducti ng?"

"Ch, a man of the name of Harrogate, and his fanmly, | believe."

"Not the banker in this hotel?" inquired the poet,
wi th sone eagerness.

"That's the man," answered the courier.
"Does it pay well?" asked the troubadour innocently.

“I't will pay nme," said Ezza, with a very enigmatic snile
"But | ama rather curious sort of courier.” Then, as if
changi ng the subject, he said abruptly: "He has a daughter--and a son."

"The daughter is divine," affirmed Muscari, "the father and son are,
| suppose, human. But granted his harm ess qualities doesn't that banker
strike you as a splendid instance of ny argunment? Harrogate has nmillions
in his safes, and | have--the hole in ny pocket. But you daren't say--
you can't say--that he's cleverer than I, or bolder than |, or even
nore energetic. He's not clever, he's got eyes |like blue buttons;
he's not energetic, he moves fromchair to chair like a paral ytic.

He's a conscientious, kindly old bl ockhead; but he's got noney sinmply
because he collects noney, as a boy collects stanps.

You're too strong-ninded for business, Ezza. You won't get on

To be clever enough to get all that noney, one rmust be stupid enough

to want it."

"I"mstupid enough for that," said Ezza gloom|ly. "But | should
suggest a suspension of your critique of the banker, for here he cones.”

M Harrogate, the great financier, did indeed enter the room
but nobody | ooked at him He was a nassive elderly man with
a boiled blue eye and faded grey-sandy noustaches; but for
hi s heavy stoop he m ght have been a colonel. He carried severa
unopened letters in his hand. His son Frank was a really fine |ad,
curly-haired, sun-burnt and strenuous; but nobody | ooked at himeither.
Al eyes, as usual, were riveted, for the nonent at |east,
upon Ethel Harrogate, whose gol den G eek head and col our of the dawn
seened set purposely above that sapphire sea, |ike a goddess's.
The poet Miuscari drew a deep breath as if he were drinking sonething,
as indeed he was. He was drinking the O assic; which his fathers nmade.
Ezza studied her with a gaze equally intense and far nore baffling.

M ss Harrogate was specially radiant and ready for conversation
on this occasion; and her famly had fallen into the easier
Continental habit, allow ng the stranger Miscari and even
the courier Ezza to share their table and their talk. |In Ethel Harrogate
conventionality crowned itself with a perfection and spl endour of its own.
Proud of her father's prosperity, fond of fashionable pleasures,
a fond daughter but an arrant flirt, she was all these things with
a sort of golden good-nature that made her very pride pleasing
and her worldly respectability a fresh and hearty thing.

They were in an eddy of excitenment about sonme all eged peri
in the mountain path they were to attenpt that week. The danger was
not fromrock and aval anche, but from something yet nore romantic.
Et hel had been earnestly assured that brigands, the true cut-throats
of the nodern | egend, still haunted that ridge and held that pass



of the Apenni nes.

"They say," she cried, with the awful relish of a schoolgirl,
“"that all that country isn't ruled by the King of Italy, but by
the King of Thieves. Wo is the King of Thieves?"

"A great man," replied Muscari, "worthy to rank with
your own Robin Hood, signorina. Montano, the King of Thieves,
was first heard of in the nountains some ten years ago, when people
said brigands were extinct. But his wild authority spread with
the swiftness of a silent revolution. Men found his fierce proclamations
nailed in every nountain village; his sentinels, gun in hand,
in every mountain ravine. Six tines the Italian Governnent
tried to dislodge him and was defeated in six pitched battles
as if by Napol eon."

"Now that sort of thing," observed the banker weightily,
"woul d never be allowed in England; perhaps, after all, we had better
choose another route. But the courier thought it perfectly safe.”

"It is perfectly safe,"” said the courier contenptuously.
"I have been over it twenty tines. There nmay have been sone ol d
jailbird called a King in the time of our grandnothers;
but he belongs to history if not to fable. Brigandage is utterly
st anped out."

"It can never be utterly stanped out," Miscari answered;
"because armed revolt is a recreation natural to southerners.
Qur peasants are like their mountains, rich in grace and green gaiety,
but with the fires beneath. There is a point of hunman despair where
the northern poor take to drink--and our own poor take to daggers."

"A poet is privileged," replied Ezza, with a sneer
"I'f Signor Muscari were English be would still be | ooking
for hi ghwaynmen in Wandsworth. Believe ne, there is no nore danger
of being captured in Italy than of being scal ped in Boston."

"Then you propose to attenpt it?" asked M Harrogate, frowning.

"Ch, it sounds rather dreadful,” cried the girl, turning her

gl orious eyes on Muscari. "Do you really think the pass is dangerous?"
Muscari threw back his black mane. "I know it is dangerous:"
he said. "I amcrossing it tonorrow "

The young Harrogate was | eft behind for a noment enptying a gl ass of
white wine and lighting a cigarette, as the beauty retired with the banker
the courier and the poet, distributing peals of silvery satire.

At about the same instant the two priests in the corner rose;

the taller, a white-haired Italian, taking his |leave. The shorter priest
turned and wal ked towards the banker's son, and the latter was astoni shed
to realize that though a Roman priest the man was an Engli shman

He vaguely renenbered neeting himat the social crushes of sone of

his Catholic friends. But the man spoke before his nenories could
col l ect thensel ves.

"M Frank Harrogate, | think," he said. "I have had an introduction
but I do not nean to presune on it. The odd thing | have to say
will conme far better froma stranger. M Harrogate, | say one word and go

take care of your sister in her great sorrow "



Even for Frank's truly fraternal indifference the radiance
and derision of his sister still seemed to sparkle and ring;
he coul d hear her laughter still fromthe garden of the hotel
and he stared at his sonbre adviser in puzzledom

"Do you nean the brigands?" he asked; and then, renenbering
a vague fear of his own, "or can you be thinking of Muscari ?"

"One is never thinking of the real sorrow," said the strange priest.
"One can only be kind when it cones.”

And he passed pronptly fromthe room |eaving the other al nost
with his nouth open

A day or two afterwards a coach containing the conpany was
really crawl i ng and staggering up the spurs of the nmenaci ng nountain range.
Bet ween Ezza's cheery denial of the danger and Muscari's boi sterous
defiance of it, the financial famly were firmin their original purpose;
and Muscari made his nobuntain journey coincide with theirs.
A nore surprising feature was the appearance at the coast-town station
of the little priest of the restaurant; he alleged nerely
that business led himalso to cross the nountains of the nm dl and.
But young Harrogate coul d not but connect his presence with
the nystical fears and warni ngs of yesterday.

The coach was a kind of conmodi ous wagonette, invented by
t he noderni st talent of the courier, who doninated the expedition
with his scientific activity and breezy wit. The theory of danger from
t hi eves was bani shed from t hought and speech; though so far conceded
in formal act that some slight protection was enployed. The courier
and the young banker carried | oaded revol vers, and Miscari
(with much boyish gratification) buckled on a kind of cutlass
under his bl ack cl oak

He had planted his person at a flying leap next to
the lovely Englishwoman; on the other side of her sat the priest,
whose nanme was Brown and who was fortunately a silent individual
the courier and the father and son were on the banc behind.
Muscari was in towering spirits, seriously believing in the peril
and his talk to Ethel m ght well have nade her think hima maniac.
But there was sonething in the crazy and gorgeous ascent,
ami d crags |ike peaks | oaded with woods |ike orchards, that dragged
her spirit up alone with his into purple preposterous heavens
wi th wheeling suns. The white road clinbed |ike a white cat;
it spanned sunless chasns like a tight-rope; it was flung round
far-off headl ands |ike a | asso.

And yet, however high they went, the desert still bl ossoned
like the rose. The fields were burnished in sun and w nd
with the col our of kingfisher and parrot and humm ng- bird,
the hues of a hundred flowering flowers. There are no |ovelier neadows
and woodl ands than the English, no nobler crests or chasms than
t hose of Snowdon and d encoe. But Ethel Harrogate had never before
seen the southern parks tilted on the splintered northern peaks;
the gorge of @ encoe laden with the fruits of Kent. There was nothing here
of that chill and desolation that in Britain one associates with
high and wild scenery. It was rather |ike a npbsaic pal ace,
rent with earthquakes; or like a Dutch tulip garden blown to the stars
with dynamte.



"I't's like Kew Gardens on Beachy Head," said Ethel
"It is our secret," answered he, "the secret of the vol cano;

that is also the secret of the revolution--that a thing can be viol ent
and yet fruitful.'

"You are rather violent yourself," and she smled at him
"And yet rather fruitless," he admtted; "if | die tonight
| die unmarried and a fool ."

"It is not nmy fault if you have come," she said after
adifficult silence.

"It is never your fault,"”
that Troy fell."

answered Miuscari; "it was not your fault

As they spoke they came under overwhelming cliffs that spread
al nost |i ke wings above a corner of peculiar peril. Shocked by the
bi g shadow on the narrow | edge, the horses stirred doubtfully.
The driver leapt to the earth to hold their heads, and they
becarme ungovernable. One horse reared up to his full height--
the titanic and terrifying height of a horse when he becones a bi ped.
It was just enough to alter the equilibrium the whole coach
heel ed over like a ship and crashed through the fringe of bushes
over the cliff. Miscari threw an armround Ethel, who clung to him
and shouted aloud. It was for such nonents that he |ived.

At the nmonent when the gorgeous nountain walls went round
the poet's head like a purple windm |l a thing happened whi ch was
superficially even nore startling. The elderly and |ethargic banker
sprang erect in the coach and | eapt over the precipice before
the tilted vehicle could take himthere. 1In the first flash
it looked as wild as suicide; but in the second it was as sensible as
a safe investnent. The Yorkshirenman had evidently nore pronptitude,
as well as nmore sagacity, than Muscari had given himcredit for;
for he landed in a lap of |and which m ght have been specially padded
with turf and clover to receive him As it happened, indeed,
t he whol e conpany were equally lucky, if less dignified in their
formof ejection. |Imediately under this abrupt turn of the road
was a grassy and flowery hollow |ike a sunken neadow, a sort of
green vel vet pocket in the long, green, trailing garnents of the hills.
Into this they were all tipped or tunbled with little damage,
save that their snall est baggage and even the contents of their pockets
were scattered in the grass around them The wecked coach stil
hung above, entangled in the tough hedge, and the horses plunged
painfully down the slope. The first to sit up was the little priest,
who scratched his head with a face of foolish wonder. Frank Harrogate
heard himsay to hinself: "Now why on earth have we fallen just here?"

He blinked at the litter around him and recovered his own
very clunmsy unbrella. Beyond it lay the broad sonbrero fallen from
the head of Muscari, and beside it a seal ed business letter which
after a glance at the address, he returned to the el der Harrogate.
On the other side of himthe grass partly hid Mss Ethel's sunshade,
and just beyond it lay a curious little glass bottle hardly two inches I|ong.
The priest picked it up; in a quick, unobtrusive manner he uncorked
and sniffed it, and his heavy face turned the col our of clay.



"Heaven deliver us!" he nuttered; "it can't be hers!
Has her sorrow conme on her already?" He slipped it into his own
wai st coat pocket. "I think I'"'mjustified," he said, "till | know
alittle nore."

He gazed painfully at the girl, at that nonent being rai sed out of
the flowers by Miuscari, who was saying: "W have fallen into heaven
it is asign. Mrtals clinb up and they fall down; but it is only
gods and goddesses who can fall upwards."

And indeed she rose out of the sea of colours so beautiful and
happy a vision that the priest felt his suspicion shaken and shifted.
"After all," he thought, "perhaps the poison isn't hers; perhaps it's
one of Miscari's nelodramatic tricks."

Muscari set the lady lightly on her feet, made her an absurdly
theatrical bow, and then, drawi ng his cutlass, hacked hard at
the taut reins of the horses, so that they scranbled to their feet
and stood in the grass trenbling. Wen he had done so,
a nost remarkable thing occurred. A very quiet man, very poorly dressed
and extrenely sunburnt, came out of the bushes and took hold of
the horses' heads. He had a queer-shaped knife, very broad and crooked,
buckl ed on his belt; there was nothing el se remarkabl e about him
except his sudden and sil ent appearance. The poet asked hi m who he was,
and he did not answer.

Looki ng around himat the confused and startled group in the holl ow,
Muscari then perceived that another tanned and tattered man
with a short gun under his arm was |ooking at themfrom
the | edge just below, |eaning his el bows on the edge of the turf.
Then he | ooked up at the road from which they had fallen and saw,
| ooki ng down on them the nmuzzles of four other carbines and
four other brown faces with bright but quite notionless eyes.

"The brigands!" cried Muscari, with a kind of nonstrous gaiety.
"This was a trap. Ezza, if you will oblige nme by shooting the
coachman first, we can cut our way out yet. There are only six of them"
"The coachnan," said Ezza, who was standing grimy with his hands
in his pockets, "happens to be a servant of M Harrogate's."

"Then shoot himall the nore," cried the poet inpatiently;
"he was bribed to upset his master. Then put the lady in the mddle,
and we will break the line up there--with a rush."

And, wading in wild grass and flowers, he advanced fearlessly
on the four carbines; but finding that no one foll owed except
young Harrogate, he turned, brandishing his cutlass to wave the others on
He beheld the courier still standing slightly astride in the centre of
the grassy ring, his hands in his pockets; and his lean, ironica
Italian face seened to grow | onger and |longer in the evening light.

"You thought, Miscari, | was the failure anmong our school fellows,"
he said, "and you thought you were the success. But | have succeeded
nore than you and fill a bigger place in history. | have been

acting epics while you have been witing them"

"Come on, | tell you!" thundered Muscari from above.
"WIl you stand there tal ki ng nonsense about yourself with a wonan
to save and three strong nen to help you? Wat do you call yoursel f?"



"I call nyself Montano," cried the strange courier in a voice
equally loud and full. "I amthe King of Thieves, and | wel comre you al
to nmy sumer pal ace.”

And even as he spoke five nore silent nen with weapons ready
came out of the bushes, and | ooked towards him for their orders.
One of themheld a | arge paper in his hand.

"This pretty little nest where we are all picnicking,"
went on the courier-brigand, with the sane easy yet sinister snile,
"is, together with sone caves underneath it, known by the nane of
t he Paradi se of Thieves. It is ny principal stronghold on these hills;
for (as you have doubtless noticed) the eyrie is invisible both from
the road above and fromthe valley below It is sonething better
than inpregnable; it is unnoticeable. Here | nostly live, and here
| shall certainly die, if the gendarmes ever track nme here.
I amnot the kind of crimnal that “reserves his defence,"’
but the better kind that reserves his last bullet."

Al'l were staring at himthunderstruck and still, except Father Brown,
who heaved a huge sigh as of relief and fingered the little phial
in his pocket. "Thank God!" he nmuttered; "that's nuch nore probable.
The poi son belongs to this robber-chief, of course. He carries it
so that he may never be captured, |like Cato."

The King of Thieves was, however, continuing his address wth

t he sane kind of dangerous politeness. "It only remains for ne,"
he said, "to explain to nmy guests the social conditions upon which
| have the pleasure of entertaining them | need not expound

the quaint old ritual of ransom which it is incunbent upon ne

to keep up; and even this only applies to a part of the conpany.

The Reverend Fat her Brown and the cel ebrated Signor Miscari

| shall release tonorrow at dawn and escort to ny outposts.

Poets and priests, if you will pardon ny sinplicity of speech

never have any noney. And so (since it is inpossible to get anything
out of then), let us, seize the opportunity to show our adnmiration for
classic literature and our reverence for Holy Church."

He paused with an unpleasing smle; and Father Brown
blinked repeatedly at him and seenmed suddenly to be |istening
with great attention. The brigand captain took the |arge paper from
t he attendant brigand and, gl ancing over it, continued:
"My other intentions are clearly set forth in this public docunent,
which | will hand round in a nmonment; and which after that will be
posted on a tree by every village in the valley, and every cross-road
inthe hills. | will not weary you with the verbalism since you
will be able to check it; the substance of my proclamation is this:
I announce first that | have captured the English mllionaire,
t he col ossus of finance, M Sanuel Harrogate. | next announce
that | have found on his person notes and bonds for two thousand pounds,
whi ch he has given up to ne. Now since it would be really i mora
to announce such a thing to a credulous public if it had not occurred,
| suggest it should occur without further delay. | suggest that
M Harrogate senior should now give ne the two thousand pounds
in his pocket."

The banker | ooked at hi munder |owering brows, red-faced and sul ky,
but seemingly cowed. That leap fromthe failing carriage seened
to have used up his last virility. He had held back in a hang-dog style



when his son and Muscari had nmade a bol d nmovenent to break out of

the brigand trap. And now his red and trenbling hand went reluctantly
to his breast-pocket, and passed a bundl e of papers and envel opes

to the brigand.

"Excellent!" cried that outlaw gaily; "so far we are all cosy.
I resune the points of ny proclamation, so soon to be published
to all Italy. The third itemis that of ransom | am asking
fromthe friends of the Harrogate fanmily a ransom of three thousand pounds,
which | amsure is alnpost insulting to that famly in its noderate estinate
of their inportance. W would not pay triple this sumfor another day's
association with such a domestic circle? | will not conceal from you
that the document ends with certain | egal phrases about
t he unpl easant things that may happen if the noney is not paid;
but neanwhile, ladies and gentlenen, |let ne assure you that
I am confortably off here for acconmodati on, wine and cigars
and bid you for the present a sportsman-like welcome to the |uxuries
of the Paradi se of Thieves."

Al'l the time that he had been speaki ng, the dubious-1ooking nen
with carbines and dirty slouch hats had been gathering silently
i n such preponderating nunbers that even Miuscari was conpell ed
to recognize his sally with the sword as hopel ess. He gl anced around him
but the girl had already gone over to soothe and confort her father
for her natural affection for his person was as strong or stronger than
her somewhat snobbish pride in his success. Muiscari, with the illogicality
of a lover, adnmired this filial devotion, and yet was irritated by it.
He sl apped his sword back in the scabbard and went and flung hinsel f
somewhat sulkily on one of the green banks. The priest sat down
within a yard or two, and Muscari turned his aquiline nose on him
in an instantaneous irritation.

"Well," said the poet tartly, "do people still think me too romantic?
Are there, | wonder, any brigands left in the nmountains?"

"There nay be," said Father Brown agnostically.
"What do you nean?" asked the other sharply.

"I mean | ampuzzled," replied the priest. "I am puzzl ed about
Ezza or Montano, or whatever his nane is. He seenms to me much nore
i nexplicable as a brigand even than he was as a courier."

"But in what way?" persisted his conpanion. "Santa Mari al
| should have thought the brigand was pl ai n enough.”

"I find three curious difficulties," said the priest in a quiet voice.
"I should like to have your opinion on them First of al
I rmust tell you | was lunching in that restaurant at the seaside.
As four of you left the room you and M ss Harrogate went ahead,
tal ki ng and | aughi ng; the banker and the courier cane behind,
speaki ng sparely and rather low. But | could not help hearing Ezza

say these words--"Well, let her have a little fun; you know t he bl ow
may smash her any minute.' M Harrogate answered nothing;

so the words must have had sone neaning. On the inpul se of the nonment
| warned her brother that she might be in peril; | said nothing

of its nature, for | did not know But if it neant this capture

inthe hills, the thing is nonsense. Wy should the brigand-courier

warn his patron, even by a hint, when it was his whol e purpose to lure him
into the nountain-nmousetrap? It could not have neant that.



But if not, what is this disaster, known both to courier and banker
whi ch hangs over M ss Harrogate's head?"

"Di saster to Mss Harrogate!" ejacul ated the poet, sitting up
with sone ferocity. "Explain yourself; go on."

"Al'l my riddles, however, revolve round our bandit chief,"
resurmed the priest reflectively. "And here is the second of them
Why did he put so prominently in his demand for ransomthe fact that
he had taken two thousand pounds fromhis victimon the spot?
It had no faintest tendency to evoke the ransom Quite the other way,
in fact. Harrogate's friends would be far likelier to fear for his fate
if they thought the thieves were poor and desperate. Yet the spoliation
on the spot was enphasi zed and even put first in the demand.
Why shoul d Ezza Montano want so specially to tell all Europe that
he had picked the pocket before he levied the bl acknail ?"

"I cannot inmagine," said Miuscari, rubbing up his black hair

for once with an unaffected gesture. "You may think you enlighten ne,
but you are | eading nme deeper in the dark. Wat may be the third
objection to the King of the Thieves?'" "The third objection,”

said Father Brown, still in meditation, "is this bank we are sitting on

Wiy does our brigand-courier call this his chief fortress and
t he Paradi se of Thieves? It is certainly a soft spot to fall on

and a sweet spot to look at. It is also quite true, as he says,
that it is invisible fromvalley and peak, and is therefore a hiding-place.
But it is not a fortress. |t never could be a fortress.

| think it would be the worst fortress in the world. For it is actually
conmanded from above by the conmmon hi gh-road across the nountai ns--

the very place where the police would nost probably pass.

Wy, five shabby short guns held us hel pl ess here about half an hour ago.
The quarter of a conmpany of any kind of soldiers could have bl own us

over the precipice. Watever is the nmeaning of this odd little nook

of grass and flowers, it is not an entrenched position

It is sonmething else; it has sone other strange sort of inportance;

some val ue that | do not understand. It is nore |like an accidental theatre
or a natural green-room it is like the scene for sone ronmantic conedy;
it islike...."

As the little priest's words | engthened and | ost thensel ves
in a dull and dreamny sincerity, Miscari, whose ani nal senses were alert
and inpatient, heard a new noise in the nmountains. Even for him
the sound was as yet very small and faint; but he could have sworn
the evening breeze bore with it sonething |like the pul sation of
horses' hoofs and a di stant hal |l ooi ng.

At the sane nonent, and |ong before the vibration had touched
t he | ess-experienced English ears, Montano the brigand ran up
t he bank above them and stood in the broken hedge, steadying hinself
against a tree and peering down the road. He was a strange figure
as he stood there, for he had assuned a fl apped fantastic hat and
swi nging baldric and cutlass in his capacity of bandit king,
but the bright prosaic tweed of the courier showed through in patches
all over him

The next noment he turned his olive, sneering face and nmade
a novenent with his hand. The brigands scattered at the signal,
not in confusion, but in what was evidently a kind of guerrilla discipline.
I nstead of occupying the road along the ridge, they sprinkled thensel ves
along the side of it behind the trees and the hedge, as if watching unseen



for an eneny. The noise beyond grew stronger, beginning to shake

the nountain road, and a voice could be clearly heard calling out orders.
The brigands swayed and huddl ed, cursing and whi speri ng,

and the evening air was full of little nmetallic noises as they

cocked their pistols, or |oosened their knives, or trailed their scabbards
over the stones. Then the noises fromboth quarters seened to neet

on the road above; branches broke, horses nei ghed, nen cried out.

"A rescue!" cried Muscari, springing to his feet and waving his hat;
"the gendarnmes are on theml Now for freedomand a blow for it!
Now to be rebel s agai nst robbers! Cone, don't let us |eave everything
to the police; that is so dreadfully nodern. Fall on the rear
of these ruffians. The gendarnes are rescuing us; cone, friends,
| et us rescue the gendarnes!"”

And throwing his hat over the trees, he drew his cutlass once nore
and began to escal ade the slope up to the road. Frank Harrogate
junped up and ran across to help him revolver in hand, but was astounded
to hear hinmself inperatively recalled by the raucous voice of his father,
who seened to be in great agitation.
"I won't have it," said the banker in a choking voice;
"I conmmand you not to interfere.”

"But, father," said Frank very warmy, "an Italian gentlenan has
led the way. You wouldn't have it said that the English hung back."
"It is useless,"” said the older man, who was trenbling violently,
"it is useless. W nust subnmit to our lot."

Fat her Brown | ooked at the banker; then he put his hand instinctively
as if on his heart, but really on the little bottle of poison
and a great light came into his face like the light of the revel ation
of death.

Muscari neanwhil e, without waiting for support, had crested the bank
up to the road, and struck the brigand king heavily on the shoul der
causing himto stagger and swi ng round. Mntano al so had
his cutlass unsheathed, and Muscari, w thout further speech
sent a slash at his head which he was conpelled to catch and parry.

But even as the two short bl ades crossed and cl ashed the King of Thieves
del i berately dropped his point and | aughed.

"What's the good, old man?" he said in spirited Italian slang;
"this dammed farce will soon be over."

"What do you nean, you shuffler?" panted the fire-eating poet.
"I's your courage a shamas well as your honesty?"

"Everything about ne is a sham" responded t he ex-courier
in conplete good hunpur. "I aman actor; and if | ever had
a private character, | have forgotten it. | amno nore a genui ne brigand
than | am a genuine courier. | amonly a bundle of masks,
and you can't fight a duel with that." And he | aughed w th boyi sh pl easure
and fell into his old straddling attitude, with his back to the skirmsh
up the road.

Dar kness was deepeni ng under the nountain walls, and it was not easy
to discern much of the progress of the struggle, save that tall nen
were pushing their horses' nuzzles through a clinging crowd of brigands,



who seenmed nore inclined to harass and hustle the invaders

than to kill them It was nore like a town crowd preventing

t he passage of the police than anything the poet had ever pictured

as the |l ast stand of dooned and outl awed nmen of blood. Just as he was
rolling his eyes in bewildernent he felt a touch on his el bow,

and found the odd little priest standing there Iike a snall Noah

with a large hat, and requesting the favour of a word or two.

"Signor Muscari," said the cleric, "in this queer crisis
personalities nmay be pardoned. | may tell you wi thout offence

of a way in which you will do nore good than by hel ping the gendarnes,
who are bound to break through in any case. You will permt ne

the inpertinent intimcy, but do you care about that girl?

Care enough to marry her and make her a good husband, | mean?"

"Yes," said the poet quite sinply.

"Does she care about you?"
"I think so," was the equally grave reply.

"Then go over there and offer yourself," said the priest:
"of fer her everything you can; offer her heaven and earth
if you've got them The tine is short."

"Why?" asked the astoni shed man of letters.

"Because," said Father Brown, "her Doomis comng up the road."

"Nothing is comng up the road," argued Miscari, "except the rescue.

"Well, you go over there," said his adviser, "and be ready
to rescue her fromthe rescue."

Al nost as he spoke the hedges were broken all along the ridge
by a rush of the escaping brigands. They dived into bushes
and thick grass |ike defeated nen pursued; and the great cocked hats
of the nounted gendarnerie were seen passing al ong above the broken hedge.
Anot her order was given; there was a noi se of disnounting,
and a tall officer with cocked hat, a grey inperial, and a paper in his hand
appeared in the gap that was the gate of the Paradi se of Thieves.
There was a nonmentary silence, broken in an extraordi nary way by the banker
who cried out in a hoarse and strangl ed voice: "Robbed! |'ve been robbed!"

"Why, that was hours ago,"” cried his son in astonishnent:
"when you were robbed of two thousand pounds."

"Not of two thousand pounds," said the financier, with an abrupt
and terrible conposure, "only of a snmall bottle."

The policeman with the grey inperial was striding across
the green hollow Encountering the King of the Thieves in his path,
he cl apped hi mon the shoul der with sonethi ng between a caress
and a buffet and gave hima push that sent him staggering away.
"You'll get into trouble, too," he said, "if you play these tricks."

Again to Miuscari's artistic eye it seemed scarcely I|ike
the capture of a great outlaw at bay. Passing on, the policeman halted
before the Harrogate group and said: "Sanuel Harrogate, | arrest you
in the nane of the |aw for enbezzl ement of the funds of the Hull and



Hudder sfi el d Bank."

The great banker nodded with an odd air of business assent,
seenmed to reflect a noment, and before they could interpose took
a half turn and a step that brought himto the edge of the outer
nountain wall. Then, flinging up his hands, he | eapt exactly as he | eapt
out of the coach. But this time he did not fall into a little nmeadow
just beneath; he fell a thousand feet below, to becone a weck of bones
in the valley.

The anger of the Italian policeman, which he expressed vol ubly
to Father Brown, was largely mxed with admration. "It was like him
to escape us at last," he said. "He was a great brigand if you like.
This last trick of his | believe to be absolutely unprecedented.
He fled with the conpany's noney to Italy, and actually got hinself
captured by sham brigands in his own pay, so as to explain both the
di sappearance of the noney and the di sappearance of hinself.
That demand for ransomwas really taken seriously by nost of the police.
But for years he's been doing things as good as that, quite as good
as that. He will be a serious loss to his famly."

Muscari was | eadi ng away the unhappy daughter, who held hard to him
as she did for many a year after. But even in that tragic weck
he could not help having a snile and a hand of hal f-nocking friendship
for the indefensible Ezza Montano. "And where are you goi ng next?"
he asked hi mover his shoul der

"Bi rmi ngham " answered the actor, puffing a cigarette.

"Didn't | tell you |l was a Futurist? | really do believe in those things
if I believe in anything. Change, bustle and new things every norning.
| am going to Manchester, Liverpool, Leeds, Hull, Huddersfield,

d asgow, Chicago--in short, to enlightened, energetic, civilized society!"

"In short,"” said Muscari, "to the real Paradi se of Thieves."

THREE

The Duel of Dr Hirsch

M MAURI CE BRUN and M Arnmand Armagnac were crossing the sunlit
Chanps Elysee with a kind of vivacious respectability.

They were both short, brisk and bold. They both had bl ack beards
that did not seemto belong to their faces, after the strange French fashion
whi ch nakes real hair look like artificial. M Brun had

a dark wedge of beard apparently affixed under his lower lip

M Armagnac, by way of a change, had two beards; one sticking out
from each corner of his enphatic chin. They were both young.
They were both atheists, with a depressing fixity of outl ook

but great mobility of exposition. They were both pupils of

the great Dr Hirsch, scientist, publicist and noralist.

M Brun had becone prom nent by his proposal that the conmon
expression "Adi eu" should be obliterated fromall the French classics,

and a slight fine inposed for its use in private life. "Then," he said,
"the very name of your inmagined God will have echoed for the last tine
in the ear of man." M Arnmgnac specialized rather in a resistance

to mlitarism and w shed the chorus of the Marseillaise altered from



"Aux arnes, citoyens" to "Aux greves, citoyens". But his antimlitarism
was of a peculiar and Gallic sort. An emnent and very wealthy

Engl i sh Quaker, who had conme to see himto arrange for the di sarmanent

of the whol e planet, was rather distressed by Armagnac's proposa

that (by way of beginning) the soldiers should shoot their officers.

And indeed it was in this regard that the two nmen differed nost
fromtheir | eader and father in philosophy. Dr Hirsch
t hough born in France and covered with the nost triunphant favours
of French education, was tenperanentally of another type--mld, dreany,
humane; and, despite his sceptical system not devoid of transcendentalism
He was, in short, nore like a German than a Frenchman; and much as they
admred him sonething in the subconsci ousness of these Gaul s was
irritated at his pleading for peace in so peaceful a manner.
To their party throughout Europe, however, Paul Hirsch was
a saint of science. H s large and daring cosmc theories
advertised his austere life and innocent, if somewhat frigid, norality;
he hel d something of the position of Darwin doubled with the position
of Tolstoy. But he was neither an anarchi st nor an antipatriot;
his views on di sarmanent were noderate and evol utionary--
t he Republican Gover nment put consi derabl e confidence in him
as to various chemnical inprovenents. He had lately even discovered
a noi sel ess expl osive, the secret of which the Governnment was
careful |l y guarding.

Hi s house stood in a handsone street near the El ysee--
a street which in that strong sumer seemed al nost as full of foliage
as the park itself; a row of chestnuts shattered the sunshi ne,
interrupted only in one place where a large cafe ran out into the street.
Al nost opposite to this were the white and green blinds of
the great scientist's house, an iron bal cony, also painted green
running along in front of the first-floor wi ndows. Beneath this was
the entrance into a kind of court, gay with shrubs and tiles,
into which the two Frenchnen passed in aninmated tal k.

The door was opened to them by the doctor's old servant, Sinon,
who m ght very well have passed for a doctor hinself, having a strict
suit of black, spectacles, grey hair, and a confidential nanner.

In fact, he was a far nore presentable man of science than his master,
Dr Hirsch, who was a forked radish of a fellow, with just enough

bulb of a head to make his body insignificant. Wth all the gravity
of a great physician handling a prescription, Sinmon handed a letter
to M Armagnac. That gentleman ripped it up with a racial inpatience,
and rapidly read the foll ow ng:

I cannot cone down to speak to you. There is a man in this house
whom | refuse to neet. He is a Chauvinist officer, Dubosc.
He is sitting on the stairs. He has been kicking the furniture about
in all the other roons; | have | ocked nyself in nmy study,
opposite that cafe. If you love me, go over to the cafe and wait
at one of the tables outside. | will try to send himover to you
I want you to answer himand deal with him | cannot neet himnyself.
| cannot: | will not.

There is going to be another Dreyfus case.

P. H RSCH



M Armagnac | ooked at M Brun. M Brun borrowed the letter
read it, and |l ooked at M Arnagnac. Then both betook thensel ves briskly
to one of the little tables under the chestnuts opposite,
where they procured two tall glasses of horrible green absinthe,
whi ch they could drink apparently in any weather and at any tine.
O herwi se the cafe seenmed enpty, except for one soldier drinking coffee
at one table, and at another a large man drinking a snmall syrup and
a priest drinking nothing.

Maurice Brun cleared his throat and said: "O course we nust help
the naster in every way, but--"

There was an abrupt silence, and Armagnac said: "He nay have
excel l ent reasons for not meeting the nan hinsel f, but--"

Before either could conplete a sentence, it was evident that
t he i nvader had been expelled fromthe house opposite. The shrubs under
t he archway swayed and burst apart, as that unwel cone guest was
shot out of themlike a cannon-ball.

He was a sturdy figure in a snmall and tilted Tyrolean felt hat,
a figure that had i ndeed sonething generally Tyrol ean about it.
The man's shoul ders were big and broad, but his | egs were neat and active
i n knee-breeches and knitted stockings. H s face was brown |ike a nut;
he had very bright and restless brown eyes; his dark hair was brushed back
stiffly in front and cropped cl ose behind, outlining a square and
power ful skull; and he had a huge bl ack nmoustache |ike the horns of a bison
Such a substantial head is generally based on a bull neck; but this was
hi dden by a big coloured scarf, swathed round up the man's ears
and falling in front inside his jacket |like a sort of fancy wai stcoat.
It was a scarf of strong dead colours, dark red and old gold and purple,
probably of Oriental fabrication. Al together the nman had sonet hing
a shade barbaric about him nore Iike a Hungarian squire than
an ordinary French officer. His French, however, was obviously
that of a native; and his French patrioti smwas so inpul sive
as to be slightly absurd. His first act when he burst out of the archway
was to call in a clarion voice down the street: "Are there any
Frenchmen here?" as if he were calling for Christians in Mecca.

Armagnac and Brun instantly stood up; but they were too |ate.
Men were already running fromthe street corners; there was a snal
but ever-clustering cromd. Wth the pronmpt French instinct for
the politics of the street, the man with the bl ack noustache had al ready
run across to a corner of the cafe, sprung on one of the tables,
and seizing a branch of chestnut to steady hinmself, shouted
as Canille Desnoulins once shouted when he scattered the oak-I|eaves
among the popul ace.

"Frenchnen!" he volleyed; "I cannot speak! God help nme, that is why
| am speaking! The fellows in their filthy parlianents who |earn
to speak also learn to be silent--silent as that spy cowering
in the house opposite! Silent as he is when | beat on his bedroom door!
Silent as he is now, though he hears ny voice across this street
and shakes where he sits! Ch, they can be silent eloquently--
the politicians! But the tinme has cone when we that cannot speak
must speak. You are betrayed to the Prussians. Betrayed at this nonent.
Betrayed by that man. | am Jul es Dubosc, Colonel of Artillery, Belfort.
We caught a German spy in the Vosges yesterday, and a paper was found
on him-a paper | hold in nmy hand. ©Ch, they tried to hush it up
but | took it direct to the man who wote it--the man in that house!



It isinhis hand. It is signed with his initials. It is a direction
for finding the secret of this new Noi sel ess Powder. Hirsch invented it;
Hirsch wote this note about it. This note is in German, and was found
in a German's pocket. “Tell the man the fornula for powder is in

grey envelope in first drawer to the left of Secretary's desk

War Office, inred ink. He nust be careful. P.H""

He rattled short sentences like a quick-firing gun, but he was plainly
the sort of man who is either mad or right. The mass of the crowd
was Nationalist, and already in threatening uproar; and a mnority
of equally angry Intellectuals, |led by Armagnac and Brun, only nade
the majority nmore nmilitant.

"If thisis amlitary secret," shouted Brun, "why do you yel
about it in the street?"

“I will tell you why | do!" roared Dubosc above the roaring crowd.
"I went to this man in straight and civil style. |If he had any expl anation
it could have been given in conplete confidence. He refuses to explain.
He refers me to two strangers in a cafe as to two flunkeys.
He has thrown nme out of the house, but | am going back into it,
with the people of Paris behind nme!"

A shout seened to shake the very facade of mansions and
two stones flew, one breaking a wi ndow above the bal cony.
The i ndi gnant Col onel plunged once nore under the archway and was heard
crying and thundering inside. Every instant the human sea grew w der
and wider; it surged up against the rails and steps of the traitor's house;
it was already certain that the place would be burst into |ike
the Bastille, when the broken french wi ndow opened and Dr Hirsch cane out
on the balcony. For an instant the fury half turned to |aughter
for he was an absurd figure in such a scene. Hi s |long bare neck and
sl opi ng shoul ders were the shape of a champagne bottle, but that was
the only festive thing about him His coat hung on himas on a peg;
he wore his carrot-coloured hair |ong and weedy; his cheeks and chin
were fully fringed with one of those irritating beards that begin
far fromthe mouth. He was very pale, and he wore bl ue spectacles.

Livid as he was, he spoke with a sort of primdecision
so that the nob fell silent in the niddle of his third sentence.

“...only two things to say to you now. The first is to ny foes,
the second to ny friends. To my foes | say: It is true |l will not
neet M Dubosc, though he is stormng outside this very room
It is true | have asked two other nmen to confront himfor ne.

And | will tell you why! Because | will not and nust not see him-
because it would be against all rules of dignity and honour to see him
Before | amtriunphantly cleared before a court, there is

another arbitration this gentlenman owes me as a gentl eman,

and in referring himto ny seconds | amstrictly--"

Armagnac and Brun were waving their hats wildly, and even
the Doctor's enemni es roared appl ause at this unexpected defiance.
Once nore a few sentences were inaudible, but they could hear him say:
"To ny friends--1 nyself should always prefer weapons purely intellectual
and to these an evolved humanity will certainly confine itself.
But our own nost precious truth is the fundanental force of matter
and heredity. M books are successful; nmy theories are unrefuted;
but | suffer in politics froma prejudice al nost physical in the French
| cannot speak |ike C enenceau and Deroul ede, for their words are like



echoes of their pistols. The French ask for a duellist as the English
ask for a sportsnan. Well, | give ny proofs: | wll pay
this barbaric bribe, and then go back to reason for the rest of ny life."

Two nmen were instantly found in the crowd itself to offer
their services to Col onel Dubosc, who cane out presently, satisfied.
One was the common soldier with the coffee, who said sinply:
"I will act for you, sir. | amthe Duc de Val ognes." The other was
the big man, whom his friend the priest sought at first to di ssuade;
and then wal ked away al one.

In the early evening a light dinner was spread at the back of
t he Cafe Charl enagne. Though unroofed by any glass or gilt plaster
the guests were nearly all under a delicate and irregular roof of |eaves;
for the ornanental trees stood so thick around and anong the tables
as to give sonething of the dimess and the dazzle of a small orchard
At one of the central tables a very stunpy little priest sat
in conplete solitude, and applied hinself to a pile of whitebait
with the gravest sort of enjoyment. His daily living being very plain,
he had a peculiar taste for sudden and isol ated |uxuries; he was
an abstem ous epicure. He did not |ift his eyes fromhis plate,
round which red pepper, |enons, brown bread and butter, etc.
were rigidly ranked, until a tall shadow fell across the table,
and his friend Fl anbeau sat down opposite. Flanbeau was gl oony.

"I"'mafraid |I nmust chuck this business,"” said he heavily.
“I"'mall on the side of the French soldiers Iike Dubosc,
and I'mall against the French atheists like Hirsch; but it seenms to nme
in this case we've nade a ni stake. The Duke and | thought it as wel
to investigate the charge, and | nust say I'mglad we did."

"I's the paper a forgery, then?" asked the priest

"That's just the odd thing," replied Flanbeau. "It's exactly |ike
Hirsch's witing, and nobody can point out any mistake in it.
But it wasn't written by Hirsch. |If he's a French patri ot
he didn't wite it, because it gives information to Gernany.
And if he's a Gernman spy he didn't wite it, well--because it doesn't
give information to Gernany."

"You nmean the information is wong?" asked Father Brown.

"Wong," replied the other, "and wong exactly where Dr Hirsch
woul d have been right--about the hiding-place of his own secret fornula
in his own official departnent. By favour of Hirsch and the authorities,
the Duke and | have actually been allowed to inspect the secret drawer
at the War O fice where the Hirsch fornula is kept. W are the only people
who have ever known it, except the inventor hinmself and the M nister
for War; but the Mnister pernmtted it to save Hirsch fromfighting.
After that we really can't support Dubosc if his revelation
is amre's nest."

"And it is?" asked Father Brown.
"It is," said his friend gloomly. "It is a clumsy forgery

by sonebody who knew nothing of the real hiding-place. It says the paper
is in the cupboard on the right of the Secretary's desk. As a fact

the cupboard with the secret drawer is some way to the left of the desk
It says the grey envel ope contains a | ong docunent witten in red ink.

It isn't witten in red ink, but in ordinary black ink



It's mani festly absurd to say that H rsch can have nade a m stake
about a paper that nobody knew of but hinmself; or can have tried

to help a foreign thief by telling himto funble in the wong drawer.
I think we nust chuck it up and apol ogize to old Carrots."

Fat her Brown seened to cogitate; he lifted a little whitebait

on his fork. "You are sure the grey envel ope was in the |eft cupboard?"
he asked.
"Positive," replied Fl anbeau. "The grey envel ope--

it was a white envelope really--was--"

Fat her Brown put down the small silver fish and the fork and
stared across at his conpanion. "Wat?" he asked, in an altered voice.

"Wel |, what?" repeated Fl anbeau, eating heartily.

"It was not grey," said the priest. "Flanbeau, you frighten nme."

"What the deuce are you frightened of ?"

"I'"'mfrightened of a white envel ope,"” said the other seriously,
“If it had only just been grey! Hang it all, it mght as well

have been grey. But if it was white, the whole business is black
The Doctor has been dabbling in sone of the old brinstone after all.

"But | tell you he couldn't have witten such a note!"
cried Fl ambeau. "The note is utterly wong about the facts.
And innocent or guilty, Dr Hirsch knew all about the facts."

"The man who wote that note knew all about the facts,"”

said his clerical conpanion soberly. "He could never have
got 'em so wong w thout knowi ng about 'em You have to know
an awful lot to be wong on every subject--like the devil."

"Do you nean--?"

"I mean a man telling lies on chance would have told sonme of the truth,"
said his friend firmy. "Suppose soneone sent you to find a house
with a green door and a blue blind, with a front garden but no back garden
with a dog but no cat, and where they drank coffee but not tea.
You woul d say if you found no such house that it was all nade up
But | say no. | say if you found a house where the door was bl ue and
the blind green, where there was a back garden and no front garden
where cats were common and dogs instantly shot, where tea was drunk
in quarts and cof fee forbidden--then you woul d know you had
found the house. The man nust have known that particul ar house
to be so accurately inaccurate.”

"But what could it nean?" dermanded the di ner opposite.

"I can't conceive," said Brown; "I don't understand this Hi rsch
affair at all. As long as it was only the left drawer instead of
the right, and red ink instead of black, | thought it nust be the
chance blunders of a forger, as you say. But three is a nystical nunber;
it finishes things. It finishes this. That the direction about
the drawer, the colour of ink, the colour of envel ope, should none of
them be right by accident, that can't be a coincidence. It wasn't."

"What was it, then? Treason?" asked Fl anbeau, resum ng his dinner



"l don't know that either,"” answered Brown, with a face

of blank bewi | derment. "The only thing | can think of....

VWell, | never understood that Dreyfus case. | can always grasp

noral evidence easier than the other sorts. | go by a nan's eyes and voi ce,
don't you know, and whether his fanmly seens happy, and by what

subj ects he chooses--and avoids. Wll, | was puzzled in the Dreyfus case.
Not by the horrible things inputed both ways; | know (though it's not
nodern to say so) that human nature in the highest places is still capable
of being Cenci or Borgia. No--, what puzzled ne was the sincerity

of both parties. | don't nean the political parties; the rank and file
are always roughly honest, and often duped. | mean the persons

of the play. | nean the conspirators, if they were conspirators.

| mean the traitor, if he was a traitor. | nean the nen who nust have

known the truth. Now Dreyfus went on |like a man who knew he was

a wonged nan. And yet the French statesnmen and sol diers went on

as if they knew he wasn't a wonged man but sinply a wong 'un.

| don't nmean they behaved well; | nean they behaved as if they were sure.
| can't describe these things; | know what | nean.”

"I wish 1l did," said his friend. "And what has it to do
with old Hirsch?"

"Suppose a person in a position of trust," went on the priest,
"began to give the eneny infornation because it was fal se information
Suppose he even thought he was saving his country by m sleading the foreigner
Suppose this brought himinto spy circles, and little | oans were nade to him
and little ties tied on to him Suppose he kept up his contradictory
position in a confused way by never telling the foreign spies the truth,
but letting it nore and nore be guessed. The better part of him
(what was left of it) would still say: I have not hel ped the eneny;
| said it was the left drawer.' The neaner part of himwould already
be saying: “But they may have the sense to see that means the right.'

I think it is psychologically possible--in an enlightened age, you know. "

"I't may be psychol ogically possible," answered Fl anbeau,
"and it certainly would explain Dreyfus being certain he was w onged
and his judges being sure he was guilty. But it won't wash historically,
because Dreyfus's docunent (if it was his docunment) was literally correct.”
"I wasn't thinking of Dreyfus,"” said Father Brown.

Sil ence had sunk around themw th the enptying of the tables;

it was already late, though the sunlight still clung to everything,

as if accidentally entangled in the trees. 1In the stillness Flanbeau
shifted his seat sharply--naking an isolated and echoi ng noi se- -

and threw his el bow over the angle of it. "Well," he said, rather harshly,

"if Hirsch is not better than a timd treason-nonger..."

"You nmustn't be too hard on them" said Father Brown gently.
"I't's not entirely their fault; but they have no instincts.
| mean those things that nake a wonan refuse to dance with a nman
or a man to touch an investnent. They've been taught that
it's all a matter of degree.”

"Anyhow, " cried Flanmbeau inpatiently, "he's not a patch
on ny principal; and I shall go through with it. dd Dubosc may be
a bit mad, but he's a sort of patriot after all."

Fat her Brown continued to consune whitebait.



Sonething in the stolid way he did so caused Fl anbeau' s
fierce black eyes to ranble over his conmpanion afresh. "Wat's the matter
wi th you?" Flanbeau demanded. "Dubosc's all right in that way.
You don't doubt hin®"

"My friend," said the small priest, laying down his knife and fork

in a kind of cold despair, "I doubt everything. Everything, | mean,
t hat has happened today. | doubt the whole story, though it has been
acted before ny face. | doubt every sight that ny eyes have seen

since norning. There is something in this business quite different
fromthe ordinary police nystery where one man is nore or less lying
and the other man nore or less telling the truth. Here both men...
Vll! 1've told you the only theory | can think of that could
satisfy anybody. It doesn't satisfy ne."

“"Nor me either," replied Flanbeau frowning, while the other

went on eating fish with an air of entire resignation. "If all you
can suggest is that notion of a message conveyed by contraries,
| call it uncomonly clever, but...well, what would you call it?"

"I should call it thin," said the priest pronptly.
"I should call it uncomonly thin. But that's the queer thing
about the whol e business. The lie is |like a school boy's.
There are only three versions, Dubosc's and Hirsch's and that fancy of nine
Either that note was witten by a French officer to ruin a French official
or it was witten by the French official to help German officers;
or it was witten by the French official to mslead German of ficers.
Very well. You'd expect a secret paper passing between such people,
officials or officers, to look quite different fromthat.
You' d expect, probably a cipher, certainly abbreviations;
nost certainly scientific and strictly professional terns.
But this thing' s elaborately sinple, |ike a penny dreadful
“In the purple grotto you will find the golden casket.' It looks as if...
as if it were neant to be seen through at once."

Al nost before they could take it in a short figure in French uniform
had wal ked up to their table like the wind, and sat down
with a sort of thunp.

"I have extraordinary news," said the Duc de Val ognes.
"I have just conme fromthis Colonel of ours. He is packing up
to |l eave the country, and he asks us to nake his excuses sur le terrain."

"What ?" cried Flanmbeau, with an incredulity quite frightful--
"apol ogi ze?"

"Yes," said the Duke gruffly; "then and there--before everybody--
when the swords are drawn. And you and | have to do it while
he is | eaving the country."”

"But what can this nmean?" cried Flanbeau. "He can't be afraid of
that little Hrsch! Confound it!" he cried, in a kind of rational rage;
"nobody could be afraid of H rsch!"

"I believe it's sone plot!" snapped Val ognes--"sone pl ot of
the Jews and Freemasons. |It's neant to work up glory for Hirsch..."

The face of Father Brown was commonpl ace, but curiously contented;
it could shine with ignorance as well as wi th know edge.



But there was al ways one flash when the foolish mask fell,

and the wise nask fitted itself in its place; and Fl anbeau,

who knew his friend, knew that his friend had suddenly understood.
Brown said nothing, but finished his plate of fish.

"Where did you | ast see our precious Col onel ?" asked Fl anbeau,
irritably.

"He's round at the Hotel Saint Louis by the Elysee,
where we drove with him He's packing up, | tell you."

"WIl he be there still, do you think?" asked Fl anbeau,
frowning at the table.

"I don't think he can get away yet," replied the Duke;
"he's packing to go a long journey..."

"No," said Father Brown, quite sinply, but suddenly standing up,
"for a very short journey. For one of the shortest, in fact.
But we may still be in tine to catch himif we go there in a notor-cab."

Not hi ng nore could be got out of himuntil the cab swept
round the corner by the Hotel Saint Louis, where they got out,
and he led the party up a side |lane already in deep shadow with
the growi ng dusk. Once, when the Duke inpatiently asked whet her
Hirsch was guilty of treason or not, he answered rather absently:
"No; only of ambition--like Caesar." Then he somewhat inconsequently added:
"He lives a very lonely life; he has had to do everything for hinself."

"Well, if he's anmbitious, he ought to be satisfied now "
sai d Flanbeau rather bitterly. "Al Paris will cheer him
now our cursed Col onel has turned tail."

"Don't talk so loud," said Father Brown, |owering his voice,
"your cursed Colonel is just in front."

The other two started and shrank farther back into the shadow
of the wall, for the sturdy figure of their runaway principa
coul d i ndeed be seen shuffling along in the twilight in front,
a bag in each hand. He |ooked nmuch the sanme as when they first saw him
except that he had changed his picturesque nountaineering knickers
for a conventional pair of trousers. It was clear he was already
escapi ng fromthe hotel.

The | ane down whi ch they followed himwas one of those that
seemto be at the back of things, and | ook Iike the wong side
of the stage scenery. A colourless, continuous wall ran down
one flank of it, interrupted at intervals by dull-hued and
dirt-stained doors, all shut fast and featurel ess save for
the chal k scribbl es of sone passing gamn. The tops of trees,
nostly rather depressing evergreens, showed at intervals over
the top of the wall, and beyond themin the grey and purple gl oam ng
could be seen the back of some long terrace of tall Parisian houses,
really conparatively close, but somehow | ooki ng as i naccessible
as a range of marble nountains. On the other side of the |ane ran
the high gilt railings of a gloony park.

Fl anbeau was | ooking round himin rather a weird way.
"Do you know," he said, "there is sonmething about this place that--"



"Hul l o!" called out the Duke sharply; "that fell ow s di sappeared
Vani shed, like a blasted fairy!"

"He has a key," explained their clerical friend. "He's only gone
into one of these garden doors," and as he spoke they heard one of
the dull wooden doors close again with a click in front of them

Fl anbeau strode up to the door thus shut alnost in his face,
and stood in front of it for a nmonment, biting his black nmoustache
ina fury of curiosity. Then he threw up his long arns and
swung hinself aloft |ike a nonkey and stood on the top of the wall,
hi s enornous figure dark against the purple sky, like the dark tree-tops.

The Duke | ooked at the priest. "Dubosc's escape is
nore el aborate than we thought,"” he said; "but | suppose he is
escapi ng from France."

"He is escaping fromeverywhere," answered Father Brown.

Val ognes's eyes brightened, but his voice sank. "Do you nean
sui ci de?" he asked.

"You will not find his body," replied the other.

A kind of cry cane from Fl anbeau on the wall above.
"My God," he exclained in French, "I know what this place is now
Wy, it's the back of the street where old Hirsch lives. | thought
I could recognize the back of a house as well as the back of a man."

"And Dubosc's gone in there!" cried the Duke, snmiting his hip.
"Way, they'll neet after all!" And with sudden Gallic vivacity
he hopped up on the wall beside Fl anbeau and sat there positively
kicking his legs with excitenent. The priest al one remai ned bel ow,
| eani ng against the wall, with his back to the whole theatre of events,
and | ooking wistfully across to the park palings and the tw nkling,
twilit trees.

The Duke, however stimulated, had the instincts of an aristocrat,
and desired rather to stare at the house than to spy on it;
but Fl ambeau, who had the instincts of a burglar (and a detective),
had al ready swung hinself fromthe wall into the fork of a straggling tree
from which he could crawl quite close to the only illum nated w ndow
in the back of the high dark house. A red blind had been pulled down
over the light, but pulled crookedly, so that it gaped on one side,
and by risking his neck along a branch that | ooked as treacherous
as a twig, Flanbeau could just see Col onel Dubosc wal ki ng about
inabrilliantly-lighted and |uxurious bedroom But close as Fl anbeau was
to the house, he heard the words of his colleagues by the wall
and repeated themin a | ow voi ce.

"Yes, they will neet now after all!"
"They will never neet," said Father Brown. "Hirsch was right

when he said that in such an affair the principals nust not neet.

Have you read a queer psychol ogical story by Henry Janes,

of two persons who so perpetually missed neeting each other by accident
that they began to feel quite frightened of each other, and to think

it was fate? This is something of the kind, but nore curious."”

"There are people in Paris who will cure them of such norbid fancies,"



sai d Val ognes vindictively. "They will jolly well have to neet
if we capture themand force themto fight."

"They will not neet on the Day of Judgenent," said the priest.
"I'f God Alm ghty held the truncheon of the lists, if St Mchae
bl ew the trunpet for the swords to cross--even then, if one of them
stood ready, the other would not cone.”

"Ch, what does all this nysticismmean?" cried the Duc de Val ognes,
i mpatiently; "why on earth shouldn't they neet |ike other people?"

"They are the opposite of each other," said Father Brown,
with a queer kind of smle. "They contradict each other.
They cancel out, so to speak.”

He continued to gaze at the darkening trees opposite, but Val ognes
turned his head sharply at a suppressed exclamation from Fl anbeau
That investigator, peering into the lighted room had just seen
the Col onel, after a pace or two, proceed to take his coat off.
Fl anbeau's first thought was that this really |ooked Iike a fight;
but he soon dropped the thought for another. The solidity and
squar eness of Dubosc's chest and shoul ders was all a powerful piece
of padding and cane off with his coat. In his shirt and trousers
he was a conparatively slimgentleman, who wal ked across the bedroomto
the bathroomw th no nore pugnaci ous purpose than that of washing hinself.
He bent over a basin, dried his dripping hands and face on a towel,
and turned again so that the strong light fell on his face.
Hi s brown conpl exi on had gone, his big black nmoustache had gone;
he--was cl ean-shaven and very pate. Nothing renai ned of the Col one
but his bright, hawk-1like, brown eyes. Under the wall Father Brown
was going on in heavy neditation, as if to hinself.

"It is all just like what | was saying to Fl anbeau
These opposites won't do. They don't work. They don't fight.
If it's white instead of black, and solid instead of I|iquid,
and so on all along the line--then there's sonething wong, Mnsieur,
there's sonething wong. One of these nmen is fair and the other dark,
one stout and the other slim one strong and the other weak.
One has a noustache and no beard, so you can't see his nouth;
the other has a beard and no nobustache, so you can't see his chin.
One has hair cropped to his skull, but a scarf to hide his neck
the other has low shirt-collars, but long hair to bide his skull
It's all too neat and correct, Mnsieur, and there's sonething wong.
Thi ngs nade so opposite are things that cannot quarrel
Wher ever the one sticks out the other sinks in. Like a face and a nask,
like a lock and a key..."

Fl anbeau was peering into the house with a visage as white as a sheet.
The occupant of the roomwas standing with his back to him
but in front of a | ooking-glass, and had already fitted round his face
a sort of franmework of rank red hair, hanging disordered fromthe head and
clinging round the jaws and chin while | eaving the nocking nouth uncovered.
Seen thus in the glass the white face | ooked like the face of Judas
| aughing horribly and surrounded by capering flanmes of hell
For a spasm Fl anbeau saw the fierce, red-brown eyes dancing,
then they were covered with a pair of blue spectacles. Slipping on
a | oose black coat, the figure vanished towards the front of the house.
A few nonents |ater a roar of popul ar applause fromthe street beyond
announced that Dr Hirsch had once nore appeared upon the bal cony.



FOUR

The Man in the Passage

TWO nen appeared sinultaneously at the two ends of a sort of passage
running al ong the side of the Apollo Theatre in the Adel phi

The evening daylight in the streets was | arge and | um nous,

opal escent and enpty. The passage was conparatively |long and dark

so each man could see the other as a nere black silhouette at the other end.
Nevert hel ess, each nan knew the other, even in that inky outline;

for they were both nen of striking appearance and they hated each ot her

The covered passage opened at one end on one of the steep streets
of the Adel phi, and at the other on a terrace overl ooki ng
the sunset-coloured river. One side of the passage was a bl ank wall
for the building it supported was an ol d unsuccessful theatre restaurant,
now shut up. The other side of the passage contained two doors,
one at each end. Neither was what was commonly called the stage door
they were a sort of special and private stage doors used by
very special performers, and in this case by the star actor
and actress in the Shakespearean performance of the day.
Persons of that emi nence often |like to have such private exits
and entrances, for neeting friends or avoiding them

The two men in question were certainly two such friends,
men who evidently knew the doors and counted on their opening,
for each approached the door at the upper end with equal cool ness
and confidence. Not, however, with equal speed; but the nan
who wal ked fast was the man fromthe other end of the tunnel
so they both arrived before the secret stage door al nost at
the sane instant. They saluted each other with civility,
and wai ted a nonment before one of them the sharper wal ker
who seened to have the shorter patience, knocked at the door.

In this and everything el se each man was opposite and neither
could be called inferior. As private persons both were handsoneg,
capabl e and popular. As public persons, both were in the first public rank
But everything about them fromtheir glory to their good | ooks,
was of a diverse and inconparable kind. Sir WIson Seymour was
the ki nd of man whose inportance is known to everybody who knows.
The nore you mxed with the innernost ring in every polity or profession
the nore often you net Sir WIlson Seynmour. He was the one intelligent man
on twenty unintelligent comittees--on every sort of subject,
fromthe reformof the Royal Acadeny to the project of bimetallism
for Greater Britain. |In the Arts especially he was omi potent.
He was so uni que that nobody could quite decide whether he was
a great aristocrat who had taken up Art, or a great artist whom
the aristocrats had taken up. But you could not nmeet himfor five mnutes
wi thout realizing that you had really been ruled by himall your life.

H s appearance was "distinguished" in exactly the same sense;
it was at once conventional and unique. Fashion could have found no fault
with his high silk hat--, yet it was unlike anyone el se's hat--
alittle higher, perhaps, and addi ng sonmething to his natural height.
His tall, slender figure had a slight stoop yet it |ooked



the reverse of feeble. H's hair was silver-grey, but he did not |ook old;
it was worn |l onger than the comobn yet he did not |ook effem nate;

it was curly but it did not ook curled. H's carefully pointed beard
made him | ook nore nmanly and militant than otherwi se, as it does in those
old admirals of Velazquez with whose dark portraits his house was hung.
His grey gloves were a shade bluer, his silver-knobbed cane a shade | onger
than scores of such gloves and canes fl apped and fl ouri shed about

the theatres and the restaurants.

The other nman was not so tall, yet would have struck nobody as short,
but nerely as strong and handsome. His hair also was curly,
but fair and cropped close to a strong, mmssive head--the sort of head
you break a door with, as Chaucer said of the MIller's.
Hs mlitary noustache and the carriage of his shoul ders
showed hima soldier, but he had a pair of those peculiar frank
and piercing blue eyes which are nore comon in sailors.
H s face was sonmewhat square, his jaw was square, his shoul ders
were square, even his jacket was square. Indeed, in the wild schoo
of caricature then current, M Max Beerbohm had represented him as
a proposition in the fourth book of Euclid.

For he al so was a public nman, though with quite another
sort of success. You did not have to be in the best society
to have heard of Captain Cutler, of the siege of Hong-Kong,
and the great march across China. You could not get away from
hearing of hi mwherever you were; his portrait was on every other postcard;
his maps and battles in every other illustrated paper; songs in his honour
in every other nusic-hall turn or on every other barrel-organ
H s fame, though probably nore tenporary, was ten tines nore w de
popul ar and spontaneous than the other man's. |In thousands of
Engl i sh hormes he appeared enornous above Engl and, |ike Nel son
Yet he had infinitely | ess power in England than Sir WIson Seynour

The door was opened to them by an aged servant or "dresser"
whose broken-down face and figure and bl ack shabby coat and trousers
contrasted queerly with the glittering interior of the great actress's
dressing-room It was fitted and filled wi th |ooking-glasses
at every angle of refraction, so that they | ooked like the hundred facets
of one huge dianond--if one could get inside a dianond.
The other features of luxury, a few flowers, a few col oured cushi ons,
a few scraps of stage costune, were nultiplied by all the mrrors into
t he madness of the Arabian Nights, and danced and changed pl aces
perpetually as the shuffling attendant shifted a mrror outwards
or shot one back against the wall.

They both spoke to the dingy dresser by nane, calling hi mParkinson
and asking for the lady as Mss Aurora Rome. Parkinson said she was
in the other room but he would go and tell her. A shade crossed the brow
of both visitors; for the other roomwas the private room of
the great actor with whom M ss Aurora was perform ng, and she was
of the kind that does not inflanme admration wi thout inflam ng jeal ousy.
In about half a minute, however, the inner door opened, and she entered
as she always did, even in private life, so that the very silence
seened to be a roar of applause, and one wel | -deserved.
She was clad in a somewhat strange garb of peacock green and
peacock blue satins, that gleaned |ike blue and green netal s,
such as delight children and aesthetes, and her heavy, hot brown hair
framed one of those magic faces which are dangerous to all nen,
but especially to boys and to nen growing grey. In conmpany with
her nal e col |l eague, the great American actor, |sidore Bruno,



she was producing a particularly poetical and fantastic interpretation
of Mdsumrer Night's Dream in which the artistic prom nence was given
to Cberon and Titania, or in other words to Bruno and hersel f.

Set in dreamy and exquisite scenery, and noving in nystical dances,

the green costune, |ike burnished beetle-w ngs, expressed all the
elusive individuality of an elfin queen. But when personally confronted
in what was still broad daylight, a nan | ooked only at the wonan's face.

She greeted both men with the beam ng and baffling snmle
whi ch kept so many mal es at the sane just dangerous distance from her.
She accepted sone flowers fromCutler, which were as tropical and expensive
as his victories; and another sort of present fromSir WIson Seynour,
of fered | ater on and nore nonchal antly by that gentleman
For it was against his breeding to show eagerness, and against his
conventional unconventionality to give anything so obvious as flowers.
He had picked up a trifle, he said, which was rather a curiosity,
it was an anci ent G eek dagger of the Mycenaean Epoch, and mi ght wel

have been worn in the tinme of Theseus and Hi ppolyta. It was nmade of brass
like all the Heroic weapons, but, oddly enough, sharp enough
to prick anyone still. He had really been attracted to it by

the leaf-like shape; it was as perfect as a Greek vase.
If it was of any interest to Mss Rone or could cone in anywhere
in the play, he hoped she woul d--

The inner door burst open and a big figure appeared, who was
nore of a contrast to the explanatory Seynour than even Captain Cutler
Nearly six-foot-six, and of nore than theatrical thews and mnuscles,
| sidore Bruno, in the gorgeous |eopard skin and gol den-brown garnents
of (beron, |ooked |like a barbaric god. He |eaned on a sort of
hunti ng- spear, which across a theatre |ooked a slight, silvery wand,
but which in the snmall and conparatively crowded room | ooked as plain as
a pike-staff--and as nenacing. Hi s vivid black eyes rolled vol canically,
his bronzed face, handsonme as it was, showed at that nonent
a conbi nation of high cheekbones with set white teeth, which recalled
certain American conjectures about his origin in the Southern plantations.

"Aurora," he began, in that deep voice like a drum of passion
that had noved so nmany audi ences, "wll you--"

He stopped indecisively because a sixth figure had suddenly
presented itself just inside the doorway--a figure so i ncongruous
in the scene as to be alnost comic. It was a very short man in
t he bl ack uniform of the Roman secul ar cl ergy, and | ooking
(especially in such a presence as Bruno's and Aurora's) rather |ike
t he wooden Noah out of an ark. He did not, however, seem conscious
of any contrast, but said with dull civility: "I believe Mss Rone
sent for ne."

A shrewd observer m ght have renmarked that the enotional tenperature
rather rose at so unenotional an interruption. The detachnent of
a professional celibate seened to reveal to the others that they
stood round the wonan as a ring of anorous rivals; just as a stranger
coming in with frost on his coat will reveal that a roomis |like a furnace.
The presence of the one man who did not care about her
i ncreased M ss Rone's sense that everybody else was in |ove with her
and each in a sonewhat dangerous way: the actor with all the appetite
of a savage and a spoilt child; the soldier with all the sinple selfishness
of a man of will rather than mind; Sir Wlson with that daily hardening
concentration with which old Hedonists take to a hobby; nay,
even the abject Parkinson, who had known her before her triunphs,



and who foll owed her about the roomw th eyes or feet,
with the dunb fascination of a dog.

A shrewd person might also have noted a yet odder thing.
The nman |ike a black wooden Noah (who was not wholly without shrewdness)
noted it with a considerable but contained amusement. |t was evident
that the great Aurora, though by no neans indifferent to the adniration
of the other sex, wanted at this nmonent to get rid of all the nen
who adnired her and be left alone with the man who did not--
did not admire her in that sense at least; for the little priest
did adnmire and even enjoy the firmfem nine diplomacy with which
she set about her task. There was, perhaps, only one thing
that Aurora Rome was cl ever about, and that was one half of humanity--
the other half. The little priest watched, |ike a Napol eonic canpaign
the swift precision of her policy for expelling all while banishing none.
Bruno, the big actor, was so babyish that it was easy to send him off
in brute sulks, banging the door. Cutler, the British officer,
was pachydermatous to ideas, but punctilious about behavi our.
He woul d ignore all hints, but he would die rather than
ignore a definite commission froma lady. As to old Seynour,
he had to be treated differently; he had to be left to the |ast.
The only way to nmove himwas to appeal to himin confidence as an old
friend, to let himinto the secret of the clearance. The priest did
really admire Mss Rome as she achieved all these three objects
in one selected action.

She went across to Captain Cutler and said in her sweetest nmanner:
"I shall value all these flowers, because they must be your
favourite flowers. But they won't be conplete, you know,
wi thout ny favourite flower. Do go over to that shop round the corner
and get me sone lilies-of-the-valley, and then it will be quite lovely."

The first object of her diplomacy, the exit of the enraged Bruno,
was at once achieved. He had already handed his spear in a lordly style,
like a sceptre, to the piteous Parkinson, and was about to assune
one of the cushioned seats |like a throne. But at this open appeal to
his rival there glowed in his opal eyeballs all the sensitive insolence
of the slave; he knotted his enormous brown fists for an instant,
and then, dashing open the door, disappeared into his own apartnents beyond.
But neanwhile Mss Ronme's experinment in nmobilizing the British Arny
had not succeeded so sinply as seened probable. Cutler had indeed
risen stiffly and suddenly, and wal ked towards the door, hatless,
as if at a word of command. But perhaps there was sonet hing
ostentatiously el egant about the languid figure of Seynour |eaning agai nst
one of the | ooking-glasses that brought himup short at the entrance,
turning his head this way and that |ike a bew | dered bull dog.

"I must show this stupid man where to go," said Aurora
in a whisper to Seynour, and ran out to the threshold to speed
the parting guest.

Seymour seened to be |istening, el egant and unconsci ous
as was his posture, and he seened relieved when he heard the | ady call out
sonme last instructions to the Captain, and then turn sharply
and run | aughi ng down the passage towards the other end,
the end on the terrace above the Thanmes. Yet a second or two after
Seynour's brow darkened again. A man in his position has so many rivals,
and he remenbered that at the other end of the passage was
the corresponding entrance to Bruno's private room He did not
|l ose his dignity; he said sone civil words to Father Brown



about the revival of Byzantine architecture in the Wstninster Cathedral
and then, quite naturally, strolled out hinself into the upper end

of the passage. Father Brown and Parkinson were |l eft al one,

and they were neither of themnen with a taste for superfluous conversation
The dresser went round the room pulling out |ooking-glasses

and pushing themin again, his dingy dark coat and trousers | ooking

all the nore disnal since he was still holding the festive fairy spear
of King Oberon. Every time he pulled out the frane of a new gl ass,

a new bl ack figure of Father Brown appeared; the absurd gl ass chanber
was full of Father Browns, upside down in the air |ike angels,

turning somersaults |like acrobats, turning their backs to everybody
like very rude persons.

Fat her Brown seemed quite unconscious of this cloud of wtnesses,
but followed Parkinson with an idly attentive eye till he took hinself
and his absurd spear into the farther roomof Bruno. Then he abandoned
hinsel f to such abstract neditations as al ways anused hi m -
calculating the angles of the mirrors, the angles of each refraction,
the angle at which each nmust fit into the wall...when he heard
a strong but strangled cry.

He sprang to his feet and stood rigidly |istening.
At the sane instant Sir WIson Seynour burst back into the room
white as ivory. "Wo's that man in the passage?" he cried.
"Where's that dagger of nine?"

Bef ore Father Brown could turn in his heavy boots Seynour was
pl ungi ng about the room | ooking for the weapon. And before he could
possibly find that weapon or any other, a brisk running of feet
br oke upon the pavenent outside, and the square face of Cutler
was thrust into the sane doorway. He was still grotesquely grasping
a bunch of lilies-of-the-valley. "Wat's this?" he cried.
"What's that creature down the passage? Is this some of your tricks?"

"My tricks!" hissed his pale rival, and nade a stride towards him

In the instant of time in which all this happened Father Brown
stepped out into the top of the passage, |ooked down it,
and at once wal ked briskly towards what he saw.

At this the other two men dropped their quarrel and darted after him
Cutler calling out: "Wat are you doing? Wo are you?"

"My name is Brown," said the priest sadly, as he bent over sonething
and strai ghtened hinself again. "M ss Rone sent for ne,
and | came as quickly as | could. | have conme too late."

The three men | ooked down, and in one of them at |east
the life died in that late light of afternoon. 1t ran along
the passage |like a path of gold, and in the mdst of it Aurora Rone |ay
lustrous in her robes of green and gold, with her dead face
turned upwards. Her dress was torn away as in a struggle,
| eaving the right shoul der bare, but the wound from which
the bl ood was welling was on the other side. The brass dagger
lay flat and gleam ng a yard or so away.

There was a blank stillness for a neasurable time, so that
they could hear far off a flower-girl's laugh outside Charing Cross,
and soneone whistling furiously for a taxicab in one of the streets
off the Strand. Then the Captain, with a novenent so sudden that it



m ght have been passion or play-acting, took Sir WIson Seynour by the
t hroat .

Seynmour | ooked at himsteadily without either fight or fear
"You need not kill me," he said in a voice quite cold; "I shall do
that on nmy own account."”

The Captain's hand hesitated and dropped; and the other added
with the sane icy candour: "If | find | haven't the nerve
to do it with that dagger | can do it in a nonth with drink."

"Drink isn't good enough for ne," replied Cutler, "but 1'll have
bl ood for this before | die. Not yours--but | think |I know whose."

And before the others could appreciate his intention
he snatched up the dagger, sprang at the other door at the | ower end
of the passage, burst it open, bolt and all, and confronted Bruno
in his dressing-room As he did so, old Parkinson tottered
in his wavering way out of the door and caught sight of the corpse
lying in the passage. He noved shakily towards it; |ooked at it weakly
with a working face; then noved shakily back into the dressing-room again,
and sat down suddenly on one of the richly cushioned chairs.
Father Brown instantly ran across to him taking no notice of Cutler
and the col ossal actor, though the roomalready rang with their bl ows
and they began to struggle for the dagger. Seynour, who retained sone
practical sense, was whistling for the police at the end of the passage.

When the police arrived it was to tear the two nen
froman al nost ape-like grapple; and, after a few formal inquiries,
to arrest Isidore Bruno upon a charge of nurder, brought against him
by his furious opponent. The idea that the great national hero of the hour
had arrested a wongdoer with his own hand doubtl ess had its weight
with the police, who are not without elenments of the journalist.
They treated Cutler with a certain solem attention, and pointed out
that he had got a slight slash on the hand. Even as Cutler
bore hi m back across tilted chair and table, Bruno had twi sted
t he dagger out of his grasp and di sabl ed himjust bel ow the wist.
The injury was really slight, but till he was renoved fromthe room
t he hal f-savage prisoner stared at the running blood with a steady snile.

"Looks a canni bal sort of chap, don't he?" said the constable
confidentially to Cutler.

Cutl er made no answer, but said sharply a nonent after:
"W nust attend to the...the death..." and his voice escaped
fromarticul ation.

"The two deaths,"” came in the voice of the priest from
the farther side of the room "This poor fellow was gone
when | got across to him" And he stood | ooki ng down at ol d Parki nson,
who sat in a black huddl e on the gorgeous chair. He also had
paid his tribute, not w thout el oquence, to the wonan who had di ed.

The silence was first broken by Cutler, who seenmed not untouched
by a rough tenderness. "I wish | was him" he said huskily.
"I remenber he used to watch her wherever she wal ked nore than--anybody.
She was his air, and he's dried up. He's just dead."

"W are all dead," said Seynour in a strange voi ce,
| ooki ng down the road.



They took | eave of Father Brown at the corner of the road,
wi th some random apol ogi es for any rudeness they ni ght have shown.
Both their faces were tragic, but also cryptic.

The mind of the little priest was al ways a rabbit-warren
of wild thoughts that junped too quickly for himto catch them
Like the white tail of a rabbit he had the vani shing thought that
he was certain of their grief, but not so certain of their innocence.

"W had better all be going," said Seynour heavily; "we have done
all we can to help."

"WI1l you understand ny notives," asked Father Brown quietly,
"if | say you have done all you can to hurt?"

They both started as if guiltily, and Cutler said sharply:
"To hurt whon?"

"To hurt yourselves," answered the priest. "I would not
add to your troubles if it weren't comon justice to warn you
You' ve done nearly everything you could do to hang yoursel ves,
if this actor should be acquitted. They'll be sure to subpoena ne;
| shall be bound to say that after the cry was heard each of you
rushed into the roomin a wild state and began quarrelling about a dagger
As far as my words on oath can go, you m ght either of you have done it.
You hurt yourselves with that; and then Captain Cutler nust have
hurt himself with the dagger."

"Hurt nyself!" exclained the Captain, with contenpt.
"Asilly little scratch."

"Which drew blood," replied the priest, nodding. "W know there's
bl ood on the brass now. And so we shall never know whether there was
bl ood on it before."

There was a silence; and then Seynmour said, with an enphasis
quite alien to his daily accent: "But | saw a man in the passage."

"I know you did," answered the cleric Brown with a face of wood,
"so did Captain Cutler. That's what seems so inprobable."

Before either could nake sufficient sense of it even to answer,
Fat her Brown had politely excused hinself and gone stunping
up the road with his stunpy old unbrella.

As nodern newspapers are conducted, the npst honest
and nost inportant news is the police news. |If it be true that
in the twentieth century nore space is given to nurder than to politics,
it is for the excellent reason that nurder is a nore serious subject.
But even this would hardly explain the enornmous omi presence and
widely distributed detail of "The Bruno Case," or "The Passage Mystery,'
in the Press of London and the provinces. So vast was the excitement
that for some weeks the Press really told the truth; and the reports
of exami nation and cross-exanination, if interm nable,
even if intolerable are at least reliable. The true reason,
of course, was the coincidence of persons. The victimwas
a popul ar actress; the accused was a popular actor; and the accused
had been caught red-handed, as it were, by the nost popul ar sol dier
of the patriotic season. |In those extraordinary circunstances



the Press was paralysed into probity and accuracy; and the rest of this
somewhat singul ar business can practically be recorded fromreports
of Bruno's trial

The trial was presided over by M Justice Mnkhouse,
one of those who are jeered at as hunorous judges, but who are generally
much nore serious than the serious judges, for their levity cones from
a living inpatience of professional solemity; while the serious judge
isreally filled with frivolity, because he is filled with vanity.
Al the chief actors being of a worldly inportance, the barristers
were wel |l bal anced; the prosecutor for the Crown was Sir Walter Cowdray,
a heavy, but weighty advocate of the sort that knows how to seem
English and trustworthy, and how to be rhetorical wth rel uctance.
The prisoner was defended by M Patrick Butler, K C, who was m staken
for a nere flaneur by those who m sunderstood the Irish character--
and those who had not been exam ned by him The nedical evidence
i nvol ved no contradictions, the doctor, whom Seynour had summoned
on the spot, agreeing with the em nent surgeon who had | ater
examnmi ned the body. Aurora Rone had been stabbed with some sharp instrunent
such as a knife or dagger; sone instrument, at |east, of which
t he bl ade was short. The wound was just over the heart, and she had
died instantly. Wen the doctor first saw her she could hardly
have been dead for twenty minutes. Therefore when Father Brown
found her she could hardly have been dead for three.

Sone official detective evidence foll owed, chiefly concerned with
t he presence or absence of any proof of a struggle; the only suggestion
of this was the tearing of the dress at the shoulder, and this did not seem
to fit in particularly well with the direction and finality of the bl ow
When these details had been supplied, though not explained,
the first of the inportant w tnesses was call ed.

Sir WIson Seynour gave evidence as he did everything el se
that he did at all--not only well, but perfectly. Though hinself
much nore of a public nman than the judge, he conveyed exactly
the fine shade of self-effacenent before the King' s justice;
and t hough everyone | ooked at himas they would at the Prime M nister
or the Archbi shop of Canterbury, they could have said nothing
of his part init but that it was that of a private gentleman,
with an accent on the noun. He was also refreshingly lucid,
as he was on the conmittees. He had been calling on Mss Rone
at the theatre; he had met Captain Cutler there; they had been joi ned
for a short time by the accused, who had then returned to his
own dressing-roon they had then been joined by a Ronan Catholic priest,
who asked for the deceased |ady and said his name was Brown.
M ss Rome had then gone just outside the theatre to the entrance
of the passage, in order to point out to Captain Cutler a flower-shop
at which he was to buy her some nore flowers; and the witness
had remained in the room exchanging a few words with the priest.
He had then distinctly heard the deceased, having sent the Captain
on his errand, turn round | aughing and run down the passage
towards its other end, where was the prisoner's dressing-room
Inidle curiosity as to the rapid novenent of his friends,
he had strolled out to the head of the passage hinself and | ooked down it
towards the prisoner's door. Did he see anything in the passage?
Yes; he saw sonething in the passage.

Sir Walter Cowdray all owed an inpressive interval
during which the witness | ooked down, and for all his usual conposure
seened to have nore than his usual pallor. Then the barrister said



in a |lower voice, which seenmed at once synpathetic and creepy:
"Did you see it distinctly?"

Sir WIson Seynour, however noved, had his excellent brains
in full working-order. "Very distinctly as regards its outline,
but quite indistinctly, indeed not at all, as regards the details
i nside the outline. The passage is of such Iength that anyone in
the middle of it appears quite black against the light at the other end."
The witness | owered his steady eyes once nore and added:
"I had noticed the fact before, when Captain Cutler first entered it."
There was another silence, and the judge |eaned forward and nmade a note.

"Well," said Sir Walter patiently, "what was the outline Iike?
Was it, for instance, like the figure of the nurdered wonan?"

"Not in the least," answered Seynour quietly.
"What did it ook like to you?"
"It looked to ne," replied the witness, "like a tall man."

Everyone in court kept his eyes riveted on his pen,
or his unbrella-handl e, or his book, or his boots or whatever
he happened to be | ooking at. They seened to be holding their eyes
away fromthe prisoner by main force; but they felt his figure in the dock
and they felt it as gigantic. Tall as Bruno was to the eye,
he seenmed to swell taller and taller when an eyes had been
torn away from him

Cowdray was resuming his seat with his solem face,
snmoot hing his black silk robes, and white silk whiskers.
Sir Wlson was | eaving the w tness-box, after a few final particulars
to which there were many other witnesses, when the counsel for the defence
sprang up and stopped him

"I shall only detain you a nonent," said M Butler
who was a rustic-looking person with red eyebrows and an expression
of partial slunmber. "WII you tell his |ordship how you knew
it was a man?"

A faint, refined smle seened to pass over Seynour's features.
“I"'mafraid it is the vulgar test of trousers," he said.
"When | saw daylight between the long legs | was sure it was a nman
after all."

Butler's sl eepy eyes opened as suddenly as sone silent expl osion
"After all!" he repeated slowy. "So you did think at first
it was a wonan?"

Seynour | ooked troubled for the first tine. "It is hardly
a point of fact," he said, "but if his lordship would |ike ne
to answer for my inpression, of course | shall do so. There was sonething
about the thing that was not exactly a woman and yet was not quite a man;
sonmehow the curves were different. And it had sonething that |ooked |ike
long hair."

"Thank you," said M Butler, K C., and sat down suddenly,
as if he had got what he wanted.

Captain Cutler was a far | ess plausible and conposed wi t ness



than Sir Wlson, but his account of the opening incidents was

solidly the same. He described the return of Bruno to his dressing-room
t he di spatching of hinmself to buy a bunch of lilies-of-the-valley,

his return to the upper end of the passage, the thing he saw

in the passage, his suspicion of Seynour, and his struggle with Bruno

But he could give little artistic assistance about the black figure

that he and Seynour had seen. Asked about its outline, he said he

was no art critic--with a sonewhat too obvi ous sneer at Seynour.

Asked if it was a man or a woman, he said it |ooked nore |ike a beast--
with a too obvious snarl at the prisoner. But the nman was plainly shaken
with sorrow and sincere anger, and Cowdray qui ckly excused him
fromconfirmng facts that were already fairly clear.

The defendi ng counsel also was again brief in his cross-exani nation
al t hough (as was his custom even in being brief, he seenmed to take
a long time about it. "You used a rather remarkabl e expression,” he said
| ooking at Cutler sleepily. "What do you nean by saying that
it |ooked nmore like a beast than a man or a woman?"

Cutl er seened seriously agitated. "Perhaps | oughtn't to have
said that," he said; "but when the brute has huge hunped shoul ders
i ke a chinmpanzee, and bristles sticking out of its head like a pig--"

M Butler cut short his curious inpatience in the niddle.

"Never mnd whether its hair was like a pig's," he said,
"was it |like a woman' s?"
"A woman's!" cried the soldier. "Geat Scott, no!"

"The last witness said it was," conmented the counsel
wi th unscrupul ous swiftness. "And did the figure have any of those
serpentine and sem -feminine curves to which el oquent all usion
has been made? No? No femi nine curves? The figure, if | understand you
was rat her heavy and square than otherw se?"

"He may have been bending forward," said Cutler, in a hoarse
and rather faint voice

"Or again, he may not," said M Butler, and sat down suddenly
for the second tine.

The third, witness called by Sir Walter Cowdray was
the little Catholic clergyman, so little, conpared with the others,
that his head seened hardly to cone above the box, so that it was |ike
cross-examning a child. But unfortunately Sir Walter had sonmehow
got it into his head (nostly by sone rami fications of his fanmily's religion)
t hat Fat her Brown was on the side of the prisoner, because the prisoner
was wi cked and foreign and even partly black. Therefore he
t ook Fat her Brown up sharply whenever that proud pontiff tried
to explain anything; and told himto answer yes or no, and tell
the plain facts without any jesuitry. Wen Father Brown began
in his sinmplicity, to say who he thought the man in the passage was,
the barrister told himthat he did not want his theories.

"A bl ack shape was seen in the passage. And you say you saw
t he bl ack shape. Well, what shape was it?"

Fat her Brown blinked as under rebuke; but he had | ong known
the literal nature of obedience. "The shape," he said, "was short
and thick, but had two sharp, black projections curved upwards



on each side of the head or top, rather like horns, and--"

"Ch! the devil with horns, no doubt," ejacul ated Cowdray,
sitting down in triunphant jocularity. "It was the devil come
to eat Protestants.”

"No," said the priest dispassionately; "I know who it was."

Those in court had been wought up to an irrational
but real sense of some nonstrosity. They had forgotten the figure
in the dock and thought only of the figure in the passage.
And the figure in the passage, described by three capable
and respectable nmen who had all seen it, was a shifting nightmare:
one called it a woman, and the other a beast, and the other a devil....

The judge was | ooking at Father Brown with | evel and piercing eyes.
"You are a nmpbst extraordinary witness," he said; "but there is sonething
about you that makes ne think you are trying to tell the truth.
Wl l, who was the man you saw in the passage?"

"He was nysel f," said Father Brown.

Butler, K C., sprang to his feet in an extraordinary stillness,

and said quite calmy: "Your lordship will allow me to cross-exam ne?"
And then, w thout stopping, he shot at Brown the apparently
di sconnected question: "You have heard about this dagger

you know t he experts say the crime was committed with a short bl ade?"

"A short blade," assented Brown, nodding solemly like an ow,
"but a very long hilt."

Bef ore the audience could quite dismiss the idea that the priest
had really seen hinself doing nurder with a short dagger with a long hilt
(whi ch seenmed sonehow to nake it nore horrible), he had hinself
hurried on to explain.

"I mean daggers aren't the only things with short bl ades.
Spears have short bl ades. And spears catch at the end of the stee
just like daggers, if they're that sort of fancy spear they had
in theatres; like the spear poor old Parkinson killed his wife with,
just when she'd sent for ne to settle their famly troubl es--
and | canme just too late, God forgive ne! But he died penitent--
he just died of being penitent. He couldn't bear what he'd done."

The general inpression in court was that the little priest,
who was gobbling away, had literally gone nad in the box.
But the judge still | ooked at himw th bright and steady eyes of interest;
and the counsel for the defence went on with his questions unperturbed.
"If Parkinson did it with that pantom ne spear," said Butler
"he nust have thrust fromfour yards away. How do you account for
signs of struggle, like the dress dragged off the shoul der?" He had
slipped into treating his nere witness as an expert; but no one
noticed it now

"The poor lady's dress was torn," said the witness,
"because it was caught in a panel that slid to just behind her.
She struggled to free herself, and as she did so Parki nson canme out
of the prisoner's roomand |unged with the spear."



"A panel ?" repeated the barrister in a curious vaoice.

"It was a | ooking-glass on the other side," explained Father Brown.
"When | was in the dressing-room | noticed that sonme of them
coul d probably be slid out into the passage.”

There was anot her vast and unnatural silence, and this time
it was the judge who spoke. "So you really nean that when you
| ooked down that passage, the man you saw was yourself--in a mrror?"

"Yes, nmy lord; that was what | was trying to say," said Brown,
"but they asked ne for the shape; and our hats have corners
just like horns, and so I--"

The judge | eaned forward, his old eyes yet nore brilliant,
and said in specially distinct tones: "Do you really nean to say that
when Sir W son Seymour saw that wild what-you-call-himw th curves
and a woman's hair and a man's trousers, what he saw was
Sir WIson Seynour?"

"Yes, nmy lord," said Father Brown.

"And you nmean to say that when Captain Cutler saw that chinpanzee
wi t h hunped shoul ders and hog's bristles, he sinply saw hinsel f?"

"Yes, nmy lord."

The judge | eaned back in his chair with a [uxuriance in which
it was hard to separate the cynicismand the adnmiration
"And can you tell us why," he asked, "you should know your own figure
in a |ooking-glass, when two such distingui shed nen don't?"

Fat her Brown blinked even nore painfully than before;
then he stamered: "Really, ny lord, | don't know unless it's because
| don't look at it so often.”

FI VE

The M stake of the Machi ne

FLAMBEAU and his friend the priest were sitting in the Tenple Gardens
about sunset; and their nei ghbourhood or sone such accidental influence
had turned their talk to matters of |egal process. Fromthe problem

of the licence in cross-exam nation, their talk strayed to Roman and
nedi aeval torture, to the exam ning nagistrate in France and

the Third Degree in Anerica

"I've been reading," said Flanbeau, "of this new psychometric nethod
they tal k about so nuch, especially in Anerica. You know what | nean;
they put a pul soneter on a man's wist and judge by how his heart goes
at the pronunciation of certain words. What do you think of it?"

"I think it very interesting," replied Father Brown;
"it reminds me of that interesting idea in the Dark Ages that bl ood
would flow froma corpse if the nmurderer touched it."



"Do you really nean," denanded his friend, "that you think
the two net hods equal Iy val uabl e?"

"I think themequally valueless," replied Brown. "Blood flows,
fast or slow, in dead folk or living, for so nany nore mllion reasons
than we can ever know. Blood will have to flow very funnily;
bl ood will have to flow up the Matterhorn, before I will take it
as a sign that | amto shed it."

"The nmet hod," remarked the other, "has been guaranteed
by sone of the greatest Anerican nen of science."

"What sentinentalists nmen of science are!" exclained Fat her Brown,
"and how much nore sentinental must American men of science be!
Who but a Yankee woul d think of proving anything from heart-throbs?
Wy, they nmust be as sentinental as a man who thinks a woman
isinlove with himif she blushes. That's a test from
the circul ation of the blood, discovered by the imortal Harvey;
and a jolly rotten test, too."

"But surely," insisted Flanbeau, "it mght point pretty straight
at sonething or other."

"There's a disadvantage in a stick pointing straight,"”

answered the other. "Wat is it? Wy, the other end of the stick
al ways points the opposite way. |t depends whether you
get hold of the stick by the right end. | saw the thing done once

and |'ve never believed in it since." And he proceeded to tel
the story of his disillusionment.

It happened nearly twenty years before, when he was chapl ain
to his co-religionists in a prison in Chicago--where the Irish popul ation
di spl ayed a capacity both for crime and penitence which kept him
tol erably busy. The official second-in-comand under the Governor
was an ex-detective naned G eywood Usher, a cadaverous, careful -spoken
Yankee phil osopher, occasionally varying a very rigid visage
with an odd apol ogetic grimace. He |liked Father Brown in
a slightly patronizing way; and Father Brown |iked him
t hough he heartily disliked his theories. His theories were
extrenely conplicated and were held with extrene sinplicity.

One evening he had sent for the priest, who, according to his custom
took a seat in silence at a table piled and littered with papers,
and waited. The official selected fromthe papers a scrap of
newspaper cutting, which he handed across to the cleric,
who read it gravely. It appeared to be an extract from one of
t he pi nkest of American Society papers, and ran as foll ows:

"Society's brightest widower is once nore on the Freak D nner stunt.
Al'l our exclusive citizens will recall the Peranbul ator Parade D nner
in which Last-Trick Todd, at his palatial hone at Pilgrims Pond,
caused so nmany of our prom nent debutantes to | ook even younger
than their years. Equally elegant and nore m scel |l aneous and
| arge-hearted in social outlook was Last-Trick's show the year previous,
t he popul ar Canni bal Crush Lunch, at which the confections handed round
were sarcastically moulded in the forms of human arms and | egs,
and during which nore than one of our gayest mental gymmasts was heard
offering to eat his partner. The witticismwhich will inspire
this evening is as yet in M Todd's pretty reticent intellect,



or locked in the jewell ed bosons of our city's gayest |eaders;

but there is talk of a pretty parody of the sinple manners and custons

at the other end of Society's scale. This would be all the nore telling,

as hospitable Todd is entertaining in Lord Fal conroy, the fanous traveller
a true-bl ooded aristocrat fresh from Engl and' s oak-groves.

Lord Fal conroy's travels began before his ancient feudal title

was resurrected, he was in the Republic in his youth, and fashion murnurs
a sly reason for his return. Mss Etta Todd is one of our

deep-soul ed New Yorkers, and conmes into an income of nearly

twel ve hundred nmillion dollars."

"Well," asked Usher, "does that interest you?"
"Why, words rather fail ne," answered Father Brown.
"I cannot think at this noment of anything in this world that would
interest me less. And, unless the just anger of the Republic is

at last going to electrocute journalists for witing |ike that,

| don't quite see why it should interest you either."

"Ah!" said M Usher dryly, and handi ng across anot her
scrap of newspaper. "Well, does that interest you?"

The paragraph was headed "Savage Murder of a \Warder
Convi ct Escapes," and ran: "Just before dawn this norning
a shout for help was heard in the Convict Settlenment at Sequah
inthis State. The authorities, hurrying in the direction of the cry,
found the corpse of the warder who patrols the top of the north wall
of the prison, the steepest and nost difficult exit, for which one man
has al ways been found sufficient. The unfortunate officer had,
however, been hurled fromthe high wall, his brains beaten out
as with a club, and his gun was mssing. Further inquiries showed that
one of the cells was enpty; it had been occupied by a rather sullen ruffian
giving his nane as Oscar Rian. He was only tenporarily detained
for sone conparatively trivial assault; but he gave everyone the inpression
of a man with a black past and a dangerous future. Finally,
when daylight bad fully reveal ed the scene of murder, it was found
that he had witten on the wall above the body a fragmentary sentence,
apparently with a finger dipped in blood: “This was sel f-defence and
he had the gun. | neant no harmto himor any nan but one.
| am keeping the bullet for Pilgrims Pond--O R ' A nman nust have used
nost fiendish treachery or nobst savage and anazi ng bodily daring
to have storned such a wall in spite of an arnmed man."

"Well, the literary style is sonewhat inproved,"” admtted the priest

cheerfully, "but still | don't see what | can do for you
| should cut a poor figure, with my short |egs, running about this State
after an athletic assassin of that sort. | doubt whether

anybody could find him The convict settlenent at Sequah
is thirty miles fromhere; the country between is wild and tangl ed enough
and the country beyond, where he will surely have the sense to go,
is a perfect no-man's land tunbling away to the prairies.
He may be in any hole or up any tree."
"He isn't in any hole," said the governor; "he isn't up any tree."
"Way, how do you know?" asked Father Brown, blinking.
"Wul d you like to speak to hin?" inquired Usher.

Fat her Brown opened his innocent eyes wide. "He is here?"



he exclained. "Wy, how did your nmen get hold of hinf"

"I got hold of himnmyself," drawl ed the American, rising and
lazily stretching his lanky I egs before the fire. "I got hold of him
with the crooked end of a wal king-stick. Don't |ook so surprised.
| really did. You know | sonetinmes take a turn in the country |anes
outside this disnmal place; well, | was wal king early this evening
up a steep lane with dark hedges and grey-I|ooki ng pl oughed fiel ds
on both sides; and a young nobon was up and silvering the road.
By the light of it I saw a man running across the field towards the road;
running with his body bent and at a good nmile-race trot.
He appeared to be much exhausted; but when he came to the thick black hedge
he went through it as if it were nade of spiders' webs; --or rather
(for I heard the strong branches breaki ng and snapping |ike bayonets)
as if he himself were made of stone. In the instant in which
he appeared up agai nst the noon, crossing the road, | slung ny hooked cane
at his legs, tripping himand bringing hi mdow. Then | blew ny whistle
long and | oud, and our fellows cane running up to secure him"

"I't would have been rather awkward," remarked Brown,
"if you had found he was a popular athlete practising a mle race.”

"He was not," said Usher grimy. "W soon found out who he was;
but I had guessed it with the first glint of the moon on him"

"You thought it was the runaway convict," observed the priest sinply,
"because you had read in the newspaper cutting that norning that
a convict had run away."

"I had sonewhat better grounds,” replied the governor coolly.
"I pass over the first as too sinple to be enphasi zed- -
| mean that fashionable athletes do not run across ploughed fields
or scratch their eyes out in branble hedges. Nor do they run
all doubled up like a crouching dog. There were nore decisive details
to a fairly well-trained eye. The nman was clad in coarse
and ragged cl othes, but they were sonmething nore than nerely
coarse and ragged. They were so ill-fitting as to be quite grotesque;
even as he appeared in black outline against the noonrise,
the coat-collar in which his head was buried made hi m| ook
i ke a hunchback, and the | ong | oose sleeves | ooked as if he had no hands.
It at once occurred to ne that he had somehow managed to change
his convict clothes for some confederate's clothes which did not fit him
Second, there was a pretty stiff w nd agai nst which he was running;
so that | must have seen the streaky | ook of blowing hair, if the hair
had not been very short. Then | renenbered that beyond these
pl oughed fields he was crossing lay Pilgrims Pond, for which
(you will remenber) the convict was keeping his bullet;
and | sent my wal ki ng-stick flying."

"A brilliant piece of rapid deduction,"” said Father Brown;
"but had he got a gun?"

As Usher stopped abruptly in his walk the priest added apol ogetically:
“l've been told a bullet is not half so useful without it."

"He had no gun," said the other gravely; "but that was doubtl ess
due to some very natural mschance or change of plans. Probably the
same policy that made hi m change the cl ot hes nade himdrop the gun
he began to repent the coat he had |l eft behind himin the bl ood
of his victim"



"Well, that is possible enough,” answered the priest.

"And it's hardly worth speculating on," said Usher
turning to some other papers, "for we knowit's the man by this tine."

H's clerical friend asked faintly: "But how?" And G eywood Usher
t hrew down the newspapers and took up the two press-cuttings again.

"Well, since you are so obstinate," he said, "let's begin
at the beginning. You will notice that these two cuttings have only
one thing in comon, which is the mention of Pilgrims Pond,
the estate, as you know, of the nmillionaire Ireton Todd.
You al so know that he is a remarkabl e character; one of those
that rose on stepping-stones--"

"Of our dead selves to higher things,"
"Yes; | know that. Petroleum 1| think."

assent ed hi s conpani on.

"Anyhow, " said Usher, "Last-Trick Todd counts for a great dea
inthis rumaffair."”

He stretched hinmself once nore before the fire and continued talking
in his expansive, radiantly expl anatory style.

"To begin with, on the face of it, there is no nystery here at all
It is not nmysterious, it is not even odd, that a jailbird should
take his gun to Pilgrims Pond. Qur people aren't |like the English,
who will forgive a man for being rich if he throws away nobney
on hospitals or horses. Last-Trick Todd has made hinself big
by his own considerable abilities; and there's no doubt that
many of those on whom he has shown his abilities would like to
show theirs on himwith a shot-gun. Todd m ght easily get dropped
by sone nan he'd never even heard of; sonme |abourer he'd | ocked out,
or some clerk in a business he'd busted. Last-Trick is a nan
of nmental endownents and a high public character; but in this country
the rel ations of enployers and enpl oyed are considerably strained.

"That's how the whol e thing | ooks supposing this R an
made for Pilgrims Pond to kill Todd. So it |ooked to ne,
till another little discovery woke up what | have of the detective in ne.
VWhen | had ny prisoner safe, | picked up nmy cane again and strolled down
the two or three turns of country road that brought me to one of
the side entrances of Todd's grounds, the one nearest to the poo
or lake after which the place is naned. It was sone two hours ago,
about seven by this time; the noonlight was nore | um nous,
and | could see the long white streaks of it lying on the mysterious nere
with its grey, greasy, half-liquid shores in which they say
our fathers used to make witches wal k until they sank
I'd forgotten the exact tale; but you know the place | mean
it lies north of Todd's house towards the w | derness, and has two queer
winkled trees, so dismal that they |ook nmore |ike huge fungoids
than decent foliage. As | stood peering at this m sty pool
| fancied | saw the faint figure of a man noving fromthe house towards it,
but it was all too dimand distant for one to be certain of the fact,
and still less of the details. Besides, my attention was very sharply
arrested by somet hing much closer. | crouched behind the fence
whi ch ran not nore than two hundred yards from one w ng of
the great mansion, and which was fortunately split in places,
as if specially for the application of a cautious eye. A door had opened



in the dark bulk of the left wing, and a figure appeared bl ack agai nst

the illumnated interior--a nuffled figure bending forward,

evidently peering out into the night. It closed the door behind it,

and | saw it was carrying a lantern, which threw a patch of inperfect |ight
on the dress and figure of the wearer. It seened to be

the figure of a wonan, w apped up in a ragged cl oak and

evidently disguised to avoid notice; there was sonething very strange
bot h about the rags and the furtiveness in a person com ng out of

those roons lined with gold. She took cautiously the curved garden path
whi ch brought her within half a hundred yards of ne--, then she stood up
for an instant on the terrace of turf that | ooks towards the sliny |ake,
and hol ding her flam ng | antern above her head she deliberately swing it
three times to and fro as for a signal. As she swng it the second tine
a flicker of its light fell for a nonment on her own face,

a face that | knew. She was unnaturally pale, and her head was bundl ed
in her borrowed pl ebeian shawl; but | amcertain it was Etta Todd,

the nmillionaire' s daughter

"She retraced her steps in equal secrecy and the door
cl osed behind her again. | was about to clinb the fence and foll ow,
when | realized that the detective fever that had |ured nme
into the adventure was rather undignified; and that in a nore
authoritative capacity | already held all the cards in ny hand.
| was just turning away when a new noi se broke on the night.
A wi ndow was thrown up in one of the upper floors, but just round
the corner of the house so that | could not see it; and a voice
of terrible distinctness was heard shouting across the dark garden
to know where Lord Fal conroy was, for he was m ssing fromevery room
in the house. There was no nistaking that voice. | have
heard it on many a political platformor neeting of directors;
it was Ireton Todd hinmself. Some of the others seened to have gone
to the I ower windows or on to the steps, and were calling up to him
t hat Fal conroy had gone for a stroll down to the Pilgrims Pond
an hour before, and could not be traced since. Then Todd cried
"M ghty Murder!' and shut down the wi ndow violently; and I could hear him
pl ungi ng down the stairs inside. Repossessing nyself of ny forner
and wi ser purpose, | whipped out of the way of the general search
that rmust follow, and returned here not |ater than eight o'clock

"I now ask you to recall that little Society paragraph
whi ch seened to you so painfully lacking in interest. |[|f the convict
was not keeping the shot for Todd, as he evidently wasn't,
it is most likely that he was keeping it for Lord Fal conroy;
and it looks as if he had delivered the goods. No nore handy pl ace
to shoot a man than in the curious geol ogi cal surroundi ngs of that pool
where a body thrown down woul d sink through thick sline to a depth
practically unknown. Let us suppose, then, that our friend
with the cropped hair canme to kill Fal conroy and not Todd.
But, as | have pointed out, there are many reasons why people in Anerica
m ght want to kill Todd. There is no reason why anybody in Anerica
should want to kill an English lord newy |anded, except for the one reason
mentioned in the pink paper--that the lord is paying his attentions
to the nmllionaire' s daughter. Qur crop-haired friend,
despite his ill-fitting clothes, nmust be an aspiring |over.

"I know the notion will seemto you jarring and even conic
but that's because you are English. It sounds to you like saying
t he Archbi shop of Canterbury's daughter will be married in
St George's, Hanover Square, to a crossing-sweeper on ticket-of-I|eave.
You don't do justice to the clinbing and aspiring power of our



nore remarkabl e citizens. You see a good-|ooking grey-haired nan

in evening-dress with a sort of authority about him you know he is

a pillar of the State, and you fancy he had a father. You are in error.
You do not realize that a conparatively few years ago he nay have been
in a tenement or (quite likely) inajail. You don't allow for our

nati onal buoyancy and uplift. Many of our nost influential citizens
have not only risen recently, but risen conparatively late in life.
Todd' s daughter was fully ei ghteen when her father first made his pile;
so there isn't really anything inpossible in her having a hanger-on
inlowlife; or even in her hanging on to him as | think

she nust be doing, to judge by the lantern business. |If so,
the hand that held the lantern may not be unconnected wi th the hand
that held the gun. This case, sir, will rmake a noise."

"Well," said the priest patiently, "and what did you do next?"

"I reckon you'll be shocked," replied G eywod Usher
"as | know you don't cotton to the march of science in these matters.
I am given a good deal of discretion here, and perhaps take a little nore
than I'mgiven; and | thought it was an excellent opportunity to test
that Psychonetric Machine | told you about. Now, in ny opinion
that machine can't lie."

"No machine can lie," said Father Brown; "nor can it tell the truth."
"It didinthis case, as |I'll show you," went on Usher positively.
"I sat the man in the ill-fitting clothes in a confortable chair,

and sinply wote words on a bl ackboard; and the machine sinply

recorded the variations of his pulse; and | sinply observed his manner.
The trick is to introduce some word connected with the supposed crine
inalist of words connected with sonething quite different,

yet a list in which it occurs quite naturally. Thus | wote “heron' and
“eagle' and "owl', and when | wote “falcon' he was trenendously agitated;
and when | began to make an "r' at the end of the word,

that nmachi ne just bounded. Who else in this republic has any reason

to junp at the name of a newy-arrived Englishman |ike Fal conroy

except the man who's shot hin? Isn't that better evidence than

a lot of gabble from w tnesses--if the evidence of a reliable machine?"

"You al ways forget," observed his conpanion, "that the reliable machine
al ways has to be worked by an unreliable nmachine."

"Why, what do you nean?" asked the detective.

"I mean Man," said Father Brown, "the nobst unreliable nachine
I know of. | don't want to be rude; and | don't think you will consider
Man to be an offensive or inaccurate description of yourself.
You say you observed his manner; but how do you know you observed it right?
You say the words have to conme in a natural way; but how do you know
that you did it naturally? How do you know, if you cone to that,
that he did not observe your nanner? Wo is to prove that you were not
tremendously agitated? There was no nachine tied on to your pulse.”

"I tell you," cried the Anerican in the utnost excitenent,
"I was as cool as a cucunber."

"Crimnals al so can be as cool as cucunbers," said Brown

with a smle. "And al nost as cool as you."

"Well, this one wasn't," said Usher, throw ng the papers about.



"Ch, you nmake me tired!"

"“I"'msorry," said the other. "I only point out what seens
a reasonable possibility. If you could tell by his nmanner when
the word that m ght hang himhad come, why shouldn't he tell
fromyour manner that the word that m ght hang hi mwas com ng?
| should ask for nore than words nyself before I hanged anybody."

Usher snote the table and rose in a sort of angry triunph.

"And that," he cried, "is just what |'mgoing to give you
| tried the machine first just in order to test the thing in other ways
afterwards and the machine, sir, is right."

He paused a nonent and resunmed with | ess excitenent.
"l rather want to insist, if it conmes to that, that so far
| had very little to go on except the scientific experinment.
There was really nothing against the nan at all. His clothes were
ill-fitting, as |I've said, but they were rather better, if anything,
than those of the subnerged class to which he evidently bel onged.
Mor eover, under all the stains of his plunging through pl oughed fields
or bursting through dusty hedges, the nan was conparatively clean
This m ght mean, of course, that he had only just broken prison
but it rem nded ne nore of the desperate decency of the conparatively
respectabl e poor. H's deneanour was, | am bound to confess,
quite in accordance with theirs. He was silent and dignified as they are;
he seenmed to have a big, but buried, grievance, as they do.
He professed total ignorance of the crine and the whol e question
and showed not hing but a sullen inpatience for sonething sensible
that might come to take himout of his neaningl ess scrape.
He asked ne nore than once if he could tel ephone for a | awer
who had helped hima long tine ago in a trade dispute, and in every sense
acted as you woul d expect an innocent nman to act. There was not hing
against himin the world except that little finger on the dial
that pointed to the change of his pulse.

"Then, sir, the machine was on its trial; and the machine was right.
By the time | cane with himout of the private roominto the vestibule
where all sorts of other people were awaiting exam nation
I think he had already nore or |ess nmade up his mnd to clear things up
by sonething like a confession. He turned to ne and began to say
inalowvoice: “Ch, | can't stick this any nmore. |If you nust know
all about ne--'

"At the sane instant one of the poor wonmen sitting on the | ong bench
stood up, scream ng aloud and pointing at himw th her finger
| have never in ny life heard anything nore denoniacally distinct.
Her lean finger seened to pick himout as if it were a pea-shooter
Though the word was a nere howl, every syllable was as cl ear
as a separate stroke on the clock

" Drugger Davis!' she shouted. "~They've got Drugger Davis!'

"Anmong the wetched wonen, nostly thieves and streetwal kers,
twenty faces were turned, gaping with glee and hate. |If | had never
heard the words, | should have known by the very shock upon his features
that the so-called Oscar Rian had heard his real nane. But |I'mnot quite
so ignorant, you may be surprised to hear. Drugger Davis was
one of the nost terrible and depraved criminals that ever
baffled our police. It is certain he had done nurder nore than once



I ong before his last exploit with the warder. But he was never entirely
fixed for it, curiously enough because he did it in the same manner

as those mlder--or meaner--crimes for which he was fixed pretty often.

He was a handsone, well-bred-1ooking brute, as he still is, to some extent;
and he used nostly to go about with barmaids or shop-girls and do them

out of their nobney. Very often, though, he went a good deal farther

and they were found drugged with cigarettes or chocol ates and

their whole property mssing. Then canme one case where the girl

was found dead; but deliberation could not quite be proved, and,

what was nore practical still, the crimnal could not be found.

| heard a runour of his having reappeared somewhere in the opposite
character this time, |ending noney instead of borrowing it;

but still to such poor wi dows as he night personally fascinate,

but still with the same bad result for them \Well, there is

your innocent man, and there is his innocent record. Even, since then

four crimnals and three warders have identified himand confirnmed the story.
Now what have you got to say to nmy poor little machine after that?

Hasn't the nmachi ne done for hin?P O do you prefer to say that the wonan
and | have done for hinP"

"As to what you've done for him" replied Father Brown,
rising and shaking hinmself in a floppy way, "you've saved himfrom

the electrical chair. | don't think they can kill Drugger Davis
on that old vague story of the poison; and as for the convict
who killed the warder, | suppose it's obvious that you haven't got him

M Davis is innocent of that crinme, at any rate."

"What do you nean?" demanded the other. "Wy should he be
i nnocent of that crime?"

"Way, bless us all!" cried the small man in one of his rare
nmonent s of ani mati on, "why, because he's guilty of the other crines!
| don't know what you people are made of. You seemto think that
all sins are kept together in a bag. You talk as if a m ser on Monday
were always a spendthrift on Tuesday. You tell ne this nan you have here
spent weeks and nonths wheedl i ng needy wonen out of snmall suns of noney;
that he used a drug at the best, and a poison at the worst;
that he turned up afterwards as the | owest kind of nobneyl ender,
and cheat ed nobst poor people in the sane patient and pacific style.
Let it be granted--let us adnmit, for the sake of argunent,
that he did all this. |If that is so, | will tell you what he didn't do.
He didn't storma spiked wall against a man with a | oaded gun
didn't wite on the wall with his own hand, to say he had done it.
didn't stop to state that his justification was self-defence
didn't explain that he had no quarrel with the poor warder
didn't nane the house of the rich man to which he was going with the gun
He didn't wite his own, initials in a man's blood. Saints alive!
Can't you see the whole character is different, in good and evil ?
Wiy, you don't seemto be like | ama bit. One would think
you' d never had any vices of your own."

He
He
He
He

The amazed Anerican had already parted his |ips in protest
when the door of his private and official roomwas hanmered
and rattled in an uncerenonious way to which he was totally unaccust oned.

The door flew open. The nmoment before G eywood Usher had been
conmng to the conclusion that Father Brown nmight possibly be nad.
The nonent after he began to think he was nad hinsel f.
There burst and fell into his private rooma nan in the filthiest rags,
with a greasy squash hat still askew on his head, and a shabby green shade



shoved up fromone of his eyes, both of which were glaring like a tiger's.
The rest of his face was al nbost undi scoverabl e, being nasked with

a matted beard and whi skers through which the nose could barely

thrust itself, and further buried in a squalid red scarf or handkerchief.
M Usher prided hinmself on having seen nost of the roughest specinens

in the State, but he thought he had never seen such a baboon dressed

as a scarecrow as this. But, above all, he had never in all his

placid scientific existence heard a nan |ike that speak to himfirst.

"See here, old man Usher," shouted the being in the red handkerchief,
"I"'mgetting tired. Don't you try any of your hide-and-seek on ne;

| don't get fooled any. Leave go of ny guests, and I'Il let up
on the fancy cl ockwork. Keep himhere for a split instant and you'l
feel pretty nean. | reckon I'mnot a man with no pull."

The em nent Usher was regardi ng the bell owi ng nonster
with an amazenment which had dried up all other sentinments.
The nere shock to his eyes had rendered his ears, al nbst usel ess.
At last he rang a bell with a hand of violence. While the bell was
still strong and pealing, the voice of Father Brown fell soft but distinct.

"I have a suggestion to nmake," he said, "but it seens

alittle confusing. | don't know this gentl eman--but--
but I think I know him Now, you know him-you know himquite well--
but you don't know him-naturally. Sounds paradoxical, | know "

"I reckon the Cosnos is cracked," said Usher, and fell aspraw
in his round office chair.

"Now, see here," vociferated the stranger, striking the table,
but speaking in a voice that was all the nore nysterious
because it was conparatively mld and rational though still resounding.
"I won't let you in. | want--"

"Who in hell are you?" yelled Usher, suddenly sitting up straight.
"I think the gentleman's nane is Todd," said the priest.

Then he picked up the pink slip of newspaper.

"I fear you don't read the Society papers properly," he said,
and began to read out in a nonotonous voice, "“O locked in

the jewel |l ed bosonms of our city's gayest |eaders; but there is talk
of a pretty parody of the manners and custons of the other end

of Society's scale.' There's been a big Sl um Di nner up at

Pilgrims Pond tonight; and a nan, one of the guests, disappeared.
M lreton Todd is a good host, and has tracked him here,

wi t hout even waiting to take off his fancy-dress."

"What man do you nean?"

"I mean the man with comically ill-fitting clothes you saw
runni ng across the ploughed field. Hadn't you better go and
i nvestigate hin? He will be rather inpatient to get back to his chanpagne,
fromwhich he ran away in such a hurry, when the convict with the gun
hove in sight."

"Do you seriously nean--" began the offici al

"Why, | ook here, M Usher," said Father Brown quietly,



"you said the nmachine couldn't nmake a mi stake; and in one sense it didn't.
But the other machine did; the nmachine that worked it.

You assuned that the man in rags junped at the nane of Lord Fal conroy,
because he was Lord Fal conroy's nurderer. He jumnped at the name

of Lord Fal conroy because he is Lord Fal conroy."

"Then why the blazes didn't he say so?" demanded the staring Usher

"He felt his plight and recent panic were hardly patrician,"”
replied the priest, "so he tried to keep the nane back at first.
But he was just going to tell it you, when"--and Father Brown | ooked
down at his boots--"when a woman found another nane for him"

"But you can't be so nad as to say," said Geywod Usher,
very white, "that Lord Fal conroy was Drugger Davis."

The priest |ooked at himvery earnestly, but with a baffling
and undeci pherabl e face.

"I am not saying anything about it," he said. "I |eave
all the rest to you. Your pink paper says that the title
was recently revived for him but those papers are very unreliable.
It says he was in the States in youth; but the whole story seens
very strange. Davis and Fal conroy are both pretty considerabl e cowards,

but so are lots of other nen. | would not hang a dog on nmy own opinion
about this. But | think," he went on softly and reflectively,
"I think you Americans are too nodest. | think you idealize

the English aristocracy--even in assuning it to be so aristocratic.
You see a good-1ooking Englishman in evening-dress; you know

he's in the House of Lords; and you fancy he has a father

You don't allow for our national buoyancy and uplift. Many of our
nost influential noblenen have not only risen recently, but--"

"Ch, stop it!" cried Greywood Usher, winging one | ean hand
in inpatience against a shade of irony in the other's face.

"Don't stay talking to this lunatic!" cried Todd brutally.
"Take me to ny friend."

Next norning Father Brown appeared with the sane denmure expression
carrying yet another piece of pink newspaper

"I"'mafraid you negl ect the fashionable press rather," he said,

"but this cutting may interest you."

Usher read the headlines, "Last-Trick's Strayed Revellers:
Mrthful Incident near Pilgrims Pond." The paragraph went on
"A laughabl e occurrence took place outside WIKkinson's Mdtor Garage
last night. A policeman on duty had his attention drawn by larrikins
to a man in prison dress who was stepping with considerabl e cool ness
into the steering-seat of a pretty high-toned Panhard; he was acconpani ed
by a girl wapped in a ragged shawl. On the police interfering,
t he young wonan threw back the shawl, and all recognized
Ml lionaire Todd's daughter, who had just cone fromthe Sl um Freak D nner
at the Pond, where all the choicest guests were in a simlar deshabille.
She and the gentl eman who had donned prison uniformwere going for
the customary joy-ride."

Under the pink slip M Usher found a strip of a |ater paper
headed, "Astounding Escape of MIlionaire's Daughter with Convict.



She had Arranged Freak Dinner. Now Safe in--"

M Greenwood Usher lifted his eyes, but Father Brown was gone

SI X

The Head of Caesar

THERE i s somewhere in Bronpton or Kensington an intermnm nable avenue

of tall houses, rich but largely enpty, that |looks like a terrace of tonbs.
The very steps up to the dark front doors seem as steep as

the side of pyrami ds; one would hesitate to knock at the door,

lest it should be opened by a nutmy. But a yet nore depressing feature
inthe grey facade is its telescopic |Iength and changel ess continuity.
The pilgrimwal king down it begins to think he will never cone to

a break or a corner; but there is one exception--a very snall one,

but hailed by the pilgrimalnost with a shout. There is a sort of news
between two of the tall mansions, a nere slit like the crack of a door

by conparison with the street, but just |large enough to permt

a pigny al e-house or eating-house, still allowed by the rich to their
stabl e-servants, to stand in the angle. There is sonething cheery inits
very dinginess, and sonmething free and elfin in its very insignificance.
At the feet of those grey stone giants it looks like a |lighted house

of dwarfs.

Anyone passing the place during a certain autumm eveni ng,
itself alnmost fairylike, night have seen a hand pull aside
the red half-blind which (along with sonme large white lettering)
half hid the interior fromthe street, and a face peer out not unlike
a rather innocent goblin's. It was, in fact, the face of one with
t he harm ess hunan nane of Brown, fornerly priest of Cobhole in Essex,
and now working in London. Hi s friend, Flanbeau, a sem -official
i nvestigator, was sitting opposite him meking his |last notes of a case
he had cleared up in the nei ghbourhood. They were sitting at a small table,
close up to the wi ndow, when the priest pulled the curtain back
and | ooked out. He waited till a stranger in the street had
passed the window, to let the curtain fall into its place again.
Then his round eyes rolled to the large white lettering on the w ndow
above his head, and then strayed to the next table, at which sat only
a navvy with beer and cheese, and a young girl with red hair and
a glass of mlk. Then (seeing his friend put away the pocket-book),
he said softly:

"If you've got ten mnutes, | wish you'd follow that man with
the fal se nose."

Fl anbeau | ooked up in surprise; but the girl with the red hair
al so | ooked up, and with sonething that was stronger than astoni shnent.
She was sinply and even | oosely dressed in |ight brown sacking stuff;
but she was a | ady, and even, on a second gl ance, a rather needl essly

haughty one. "The nman with the fal se nose!" repeated Fl anbeau.
"Who' s he?"
"I haven't a notion," answered Father Brown. "I want you

to find out; | ask it as a favour. He went down there"--and he jerked



his thumb over his shoulder in one of his undistinguished gestures--
"and can't have passed three | anp-posts yet. | only want to know
the direction.”

Fl anbeau gazed at his friend for some tinme, with an expression
bet ween perpl exity and anmusenent; and then, rising fromthe table;
squeezed his huge formout of the little door of the dwarf tavern
and nelted into the twlight.

Fat her Brown took a snall book out of his pocket and began
to read steadily; he betrayed no consci ousness of the fact that
the red-haired | ady had | eft her own table and sat down opposite him
At | ast she | eaned over and said in a low, strong voice:
"Why do you say that? How do you know it's fal se?"

He Iifted his rather heavy eyelids, which fluttered in
consi derabl e enbarrassnent. Then his dubious eye roanmed again to
the white lettering on the glass front of the public-house.
The young wonan's eyes followed his, and rested there al so,
but in pure puzzl edom

"No," said Father Brown, answering her thoughts. "It doesn't say
"Sela', like the thing in the Psalms; | read it like that nyself when
I was wool -gathering just now, it says "Ales.""

"Wel | ?" inquired the staring young lady. "Wat does it matter
what it says?"

H's ruminating eye roved to the girl's Iight canvas sl eeve,
round the wist of which ran a very slight thread of artistic pattern
just enough to distinguish it froma working-dress of a conmon woran
and make it nore |ike the working-dress of a lady art-student.
He seenmed to find rmuch food for thought in this; but his reply was
very slow and hesitant. "You see, nmadam " he said, "from outside
the place | ooks--well, it is a perfectly decent place--but |adies
like you don't--don't generally think so. They never go into such places
from choi ce, except--"

"Wel | ?" she repeat ed.
"Except an unfortunate few who don't go in to drink mlk."

"You are a nost singular person," said the young | ady.
"What is your object in all this?"

"Not to trouble you about it," he replied, very gently.
"Only to armnyself with know edge enough to help you, if ever
you freely ask my help."

"But why should I need hel p?"
He continued his dreany nmonol ogue. "You couldn't have conme in

to see protegees, hunble friends, that sort of thing, or you'd have
gone through into the parlour...and you couldn't have cone in because

you were ill, or you'd have spoken to the woman of the pl ace,
who' s obviously respectabl e...besides, you don't look ill in that way,
but only unhappy.... This street is the only original |ong |ane

that has no turning; and the houses on both sides are shut up...
I could only suppose that you'd seen sonebody com ng whom you didn't want
to neet; and found the public-house was the only shelter in this



wi | derness of stone.... | don't think I went beyond the |icence of

a stranger in glancing at the only nman who passed i mediately after....
And as | thought he | ooked like the wong sort...and you | ooked Iike
the right sort.... | held nyself ready to help if he annoyed you

that is all. As for ny friend, he'll be back soon; and he certainly
can't find out anything by stunping down a road like this...

| didn't think he could."

"Then why did you send himout?" she cried, |leaning forward with
yet warner curiosity. She had the proud, inpetuous face that goes
with reddish colouring, and a Roman nose, as it did in Marie Antoinette.

He | ooked at her steadily for the first tine, and said:
"Because | hoped you woul d speak to ne."

She | ooked back at himfor sone time with a heated face,
in which there hung a red shadow of anger; then, despite her anxieties,
hunmour broke out of her eyes and the corners of her nouth,

and she answered alnost grinmy: "Well, if you' re so keen on

ny conversation, perhaps you'll answer ny question." After a pause

she added: "I had the honour to ask you why you thought the nman's nose
was false."

"The wax al ways spots like that just a little in this weather,"
answered Father Brown with entire sinplicity,

"But it's such a crooked nose," renmonstrated the red-haired girl.

The priest snmiled in his turn. "l don't say it's the sort of nose
one woul d wear out of mere foppery," he adnitted. "This man, | think
wears it because his real nose is so nmuch nicer."

"But why?" she insisted.

"What is the nursery-rhyme?" observed Brown absent-m ndedly.
"There was a crooked nman and he went a crooked mle.... That man
| fancy, has gone a very crooked road--by follow ng his nose."

"Wiy, what's he done?" she demanded, rather shakily.

"I don't want to force your confidence by a hair," said Father Brown,
very quietly. "But | think you could tell me nore about that than
| can tell you."

The girl sprang to her feet and stood quite quietly, but with
cl enched hands, |ike one about to stride away; then her hands
| oosened slowy, and she sat down again. "You are nore of a mnystery
than all the others," she said desperately, "but | feel there m ght be
a heart in your nystery."

"What we all dread nost," said the priest in a |ow voice,
"is a maze with no centre. That is why atheismis only a nightnare."
"I will tell you everything," said the red-haired girl doggedly,
"except why | amtelling you; and that | don't know "

She picked at the darned table-cloth and went on: "You look as if
you knew what isn't snobbery as well as what is; and when | say that
ours is a good old famly, you'll understand it is a necessary part of

the story; indeed, nmy chief danger is in ny brother's high-and-dry notions,
nobl esse oblige and all that. Well, my name is Christabel Carstairs;



and ny father was that Col onel Carstairs you've probably heard of,
who made the fambus Carstairs Collection of Roman coins.

| could never describe ny father to you; the nearest | can say is
that he was very like a Ronan coin hinself. He was as handsone and
as genuine and as valuable and as netallic and as out-of-date.

He was prouder of his Collection than of his coat-of-arns--

nobody could say nore than that. H's extraordi nary character

cane out nmost in his will. He had two sons and one daughter.
He quarrelled with one son, ny brother Gles, and sent him
to Australia on a snall allowance. He then nade a will | eaving

the Carstairs Collection, actually with a yet snaller allowance,

to nmy brother Arthur. He neant it as a reward, as the highest honour
he could offer, in acknow edgenent of Arthur's loyalty and rectitude
and the distinctions he had al ready gained in nathemati cs and economi cs
at Canbridge. He left nme practically all his pretty large fortune;

and | amsure he neant it in contenpt.

"Arthur, you may say, might well conplain of this; but Arthur
is nmy father over again. Though he had sonme differences with ny
father in early youth, no sooner had he taken over the Collection
than he becane |ike a pagan priest dedicated to a tenple.
He mi xed up these Roman hal f pence with the honour of the Carstairs
famly in the same stiff, idolatrous way as his father before him
He acted as if Roman noney nmust be guarded by all the Roman virtues.
He took no pl easures; he spent nothing on hinself; he lived for
the Collection. Oten he would not trouble to dress for his sinple neals;
but pattered about ampbng the corded brown-paper parcels (which no one el se
was allowed to touch) in an old brown dressing-gowmn. Wth its rope
and tassel and his pale, thin, refined face, it made him |l ook |ike
an old ascetic nonk. Every now and then, though, he woul d appear
dressed |i ke a decidedly fashi onable gentl enan; but that was only when
he went up to the London sales or shops to make an addition to
the Carstairs Collection.

"Now, if you've known any young people, you won't be shocked
if | say that | got into rather a low frane of mind with all this;
the frame of mind in which one begins to say that the Ancient Romans
were all very well in their way. 1'mnot like ny brother Arthur
| can't help enjoying enjoynent. | got a |lot of romance and rubbi sh
where | got ny red hair, fromthe other side of the famly.
Poor Gles was the same; and | think the atnosphere of coins
m ght count in excuse for him though he really did wong and nearly
went to prison. But he didn't behave any worse than | did;
as you shall hear

"I come nowto the silly part of the story. | think a nman
as clever as you can guess the sort of thing that would begin
to relieve the nonotony for an unruly girl of seventeen placed in such
a position. But | amso rattled with nore dreadful things that | can
hardly read my own feeling; and don't know whether | despise it now
as a flirtation or bear it as a broken heart. W lived then at
alittle seaside watering-place in South Wales, and a retired sea-captain
living a few doors off had a son about five years ol der than nyself,
who had been a friend of Gles before he went to the Col onies.
Hi s name does not affect ny tale; but I tell you it was Philip Hawker,
because | amtelling you everything. W used to go shrinping together,
and said and thought we were in love with each other; at |east
he certainly said he was, and | certainly thought | was.
If I tell you he had bronzed curly hair and a fal conish sort of face,
bronzed by the sea also, it's not for his sake, | assure you



but for the story; for it was the cause of a very curious coincidence

"One sunmer afternoon, when | had promised to go shrinping
along the sands with Philip, | was waiting rather inpatiently
in the front drawi ng-room watching Arthur handl e sone packets of coins
he had just purchased and slowy shunt them one or two at a tineg,
into his own dark study and nuseum whi ch was at the back of the house
As soon as | heard the heavy door close on himfinally, | made a bolt
for ny shrinmping-net and tam o' -shanter and was just going to slip out,
when | saw that my brother had | eft behind himone coin that |ay
gl eami ng on the I ong bench by the window. It was a bronze coin,
and the colour, conbined with the exact curve of the Roman nose
and sonmething in the very lift of the long, wiry neck, nade the head
of Caesar on it the alnost precise portrait of Philip Hawker.
Then | suddenly renenbered Gles telling Philip of a coin that was
like him and Philip wishing he had it. Perhaps you can fancy the wld,
foolish thoughts with which ny head went round; | felt as if | had
had a gift fromthe fairies. It seened to me that if | could only
run away with this, and give it to Philip like a wild sort of weddi ng-ring,
it would be a bond between us for ever; | felt a thousand such things
at once. Then there yawned under ne, like the pit, the enornous,
awful notion of what | was doing; above all, the unbearabl e thought,
whi ch was |ike touching hot iron, of what Arthur would think of it.
A Carstairs a thief; and a thief of the Carstairs treasure
| believe nmy brother could see ne burned like a witch for such a thing,
But then, the very thought of such fanatical cruelty hei ghtened
ny old hatred of his dingy old antiquarian fussiness and ny | onging
for the youth and liberty that called to nme fromthe sea.
Qut side was strong sunlight with a wind; and a yell ow head of sone
broom or gorse in the garden rapped agai nst the glass of the w ndow.
| thought of that living and growing gold calling to ne from al
the heaths of the world--and then of that dead, dull gold and bronze
and brass of ny brother's growi ng dustier and dustier as life went by.
Nature and the Carstairs Collection had conme to grips at |ast.

"Nature is older than the Carstairs Collection. As | ran
down the streets to the sea, the coin clenched tight in nmy fist,
| felt all the Ronan Enpire on ny back as well as the Carstairs pedigree.
It was not only the old lion argent that was roaring in ny ear
but all the eagles of the Caesars seened flapping and screani ng
in pursuit of ne. And yet ny heart rose higher and higher |ike
a child s kite, until | came over the |loose, dry sand-hills and to
the flat, wet sands, where Philip stood already up to his ankles
in the shall ow shining water, sone hundred yards out to sea
There was a great red sunset; and the Iong stretch of |ow water,
hardly rising over the ankle for half a nmle, was |ike a | ake
of ruby flame. It was not till | had torn off my shoes and stockings
and waded to where he stood, which was well away fromthe dry | and,
that | turned and | ooked round. W were quite alone in a circle
of sea-water and wet sand, and | gave himthe head of Caesar

"At the very instant | had a shock of fancy: that a man far away
on the sand-hills was | ooking at ne intently. 1 nust have felt
imediately after that it was a nmere | eap of unreasonabl e nerves;
for the man was only a dark dot in the distance, and I could only just see
that he was standing quite still and gazing, with his head a little
on one side. There was no earthly |ogical evidence that he was
| ooking at ne; he might have been | ooking at a ship, or the sunset,
or the sea-gulls, or at any of the people who still strayed here and there
on the shore between us. Neverthel ess, whatever ny start sprang from



was prophetic; for, as | gazed, he started wal king briskly in a bee-line
towards us across the wide wet sands. As he drew nearer and nearer

| saw that he was dark and bearded, and that his eyes were marked with
dark spectacles. He was dressed poorly but respectably in black
fromthe old black top hat on his head to the solid black boots

on his feet. 1In spite of these he wal ked straight into the sea

without a flash of hesitation, and cane on at me with the steadiness

of a travelling bullet.

"I can't tell you the sense of nonstrosity and miracle | had
when he thus silently burst the barrier between | and and water.
It was as if he had wal ked straight off a cliff and still marched
steadily in md-air. It was as if a house had flown up into the sky
or a man's head had fallen off. He was only wetting his boots;
but he seened to be a denon disregarding a |aw of Nature. |f he had
hesitated an instant at the water's edge it woul d have been not hi ng.
As it was, he seened to | ook so much at nme alone as not to notice the ocean
Philip was sonme yards away with his back to ne, bending over his net.

The stranger cane on till he stood within two yards of nme, the water
washi ng hal f-way up to his knees. Then he said, with a clearly nodul at ed
and rather mncing articulation: “~Wuld it disconmbde you to contribute

el sewhere a coin with a somewhat different superscription?

"Wth one exception there was nothing definably abnormal about him
His tinted gl asses were not really opaque, but of a blue kind common enough
nor were the eyes behind themshifty, but regarded ne steadily.
Hi s dark beard was not really long or wild--, but he | ooked rather hairy,
because the beard began very high up in his face, just under
t he cheek-bones. Hi s conpl exi on was neither sallow nor livid,
but on the contrary rather clear and youthful; yet this gave
a pi nk-and-white wax | ook whi ch sonehow (I don't know why) rather
i ncreased the horror. The only oddity one could fix was that his nose,
whi ch was ot herwi se of a good shape, was just slightly turned sideways
at the tip; as if, when it was soft, it had been tapped on one side
with a toy hamtmmer. The thing was hardly a deformty; yet | cannot
tell you what a living nightmare it was to ne. As he stood there
in the sunset-stained water he affected me as sone hellish sea-nonster
just risen roaring out of a sea like blood. | don't know why
a touch on the nose should affect ny inagination so nuch
I think it seened as if he could nove his nose |ike a finger
And as if he had just that nonent noved it.

"Any little assistance,' he continued with the same queer,
priggi sh accent, “that nmamy obviate the necessity of ny comunicating
with the famly.'

"Then it rushed over ne that | was being bl ackmail ed for
the theft of the bronze piece; and all nmy nerely superstitious fears
and doubts were swall owed up in one overpowering, practical question

How coul d he have found out? | had stolen the thing suddenly and on i npul se;
I was certainly alone; for | always made sure of being unobserved
when | slipped out to see Philip in this way. | had not,

to all appearance, been followed in the street; and if | had,

they could not “X-ray' the coin in ny closed hand. The man standing
on the sand-hills could no nore have seen what | gave Philip than
shoot a fly in one eye, like the man in the fairy-tale.

"“Philip," | cried helplessly, “ask this man what he wants.'

"When Philip lifted his head at |ast from nmending his net



he | ooked rather red, as if sulky or ashaned; but it nmay have been

only the exertion of stooping and the red evening light; |I may have
only had another of the norbid fancies that seemed to be danci ng about ne.
He nmerely said gruffly to the man: “You clear out of this.'

And, notioning me to follow, set off wadi ng shoreward w t hout paying
further attention to him He stepped on to a stone breakwater that

ran out fromanong the roots of the sand-hills, and so struck honeward,
per haps thi nki ng our incubus would find it |less easy to wal k on such
rough stones, green and slippery with seaweed, than we, who were young
and used to it. But ny persecutor wal ked as daintily as he talked,;

and he still followed me, picking his way and pi cking his phrases.

| heard his delicate, detestable voice appealing to nme over my shoul der,
until at last, when we had crested the sand-hills, Philip' s patience
(whi ch was by no nmeans so conspi cuous on npst occasions) seened to snap
He turned suddenly, saying, "Go back. | can't talk to you now'

And as the man hovered and opened his nouth, Philip struck hima buffet
on it that sent himflying fromthe top of the tallest sand-hil

to the bottom | saw himcrawling out below, covered with sand.

"This stroke conforted nme sonehow, though it might well increase
ny peril; but Philip showed none of his usual elation at his own prowess.
Though as affectionate as ever, he still seenmed cast down; and before

I could ask himanything fully, he parted with me at his own gate,

with two remarks that struck me as strange. He said that,

all things considered, | ought to put the coin back in the Collection

but that he hinself would keep it "for the present'. And then he added
quite suddenly and irrelevantly:, “You know Gles is back from Australia? "

The door of the tavern opened and the gigantic shadow of
the investigator Flanbeau fell across the table. Father Brown
presented himto the lady in his own slight, persuasive style of speech
mentioni ng his know edge and sympathy in such cases; and al nost
wi t hout knowi ng, the girl was soon reiterating her story to two |isteners.
But Fl anmbeau, as he bowed and sat down, handed the priest a small slip
of paper. Brown accepted it with sonme surprise and read on it:
"Cab to Wagga Wagga, 379, Mafeking Avenue, Putney." The girl was going
on with her story.

"I went up the steep street to nmy own house with ny head in a whirl;
it had not begun to clear when | cane to the doorstep, on which
| found a mlk-can--and the man with the tw sted nose. The milk-can
told nme the servants were all out; for, of course, Arthur
browsi ng about in his brown dressing-gown in a brown study,

woul d not hear or answer a bell. Thus there was no one to help ne
in the house, except my brother, whose help nust be ny ruin.
In desperation | thrust two shillings into the horrid thing' s hand,

and told himto call again in a few days, when | had thought it out.
He went off sul king, but nore sheepishly than | had expected--

per haps he had been shaken by his fall--and | watched the star of sand
spl ashed on his back receding down the road with a horrid vindictive
pl easure. He turned a corner sone six houses down.

"Then | let nyself in, made nyself sone tea, and tried to
think it out. | sat at the draw ng-room w ndow | ooking on to the garden
which still glowed with the last full evening light. But | was too

di stracted and dreany to | ook at the lawns and fl ower-pots and fl ower-beds
with any concentration. So | took the shock the nore sharply because
I'd seen it so slowy.

"The man or nonster |'d sent away was standing quite stil



in the mddle of the garden. ©Ch, we've all read a | ot about

pal e-faced phantons in the dark; but this was nore dreadfu

t han anything of that kind could ever be. Because, though he cast

a long evening shadow, he still stood in warm sunlight. And because
his face was not pale, but had that waxen bloomstill upon it

that belongs to a barber's dunmy. He stood quite still, with his face
towards ne; and | can't tell you how horrid he | ooked anong the tulips
and all those tall, gaudy, alnost hothouse-Ilooking fl owers.

It looked as if we'd stuck up a waxwork instead of a statue in

the centre of our garden.

"Yet alnobst the instant he saw nme nove in the wi ndow he turned
and ran out of the garden by the back gate, which stood open and
by whi ch he had undoubtedly entered. This renewed tinmdity on his part
was so different fromthe inpudence with which he had wal ked into the sea,
that | felt vaguely conforted. | fancied, perhaps, that he feared
confronting Arthur nore than | knew. Anyhow, | settled down at |ast,
and had a quiet dinner alone (for it was against the rules to
di sturb Arthur when he was rearrangi ng the nuseum, and, ny thoughts,
alittle released, fled to Philip and | ost thenselves, | suppose.
Anyhow, | was | ooking blankly, but rather pleasantly than otherw se,
at anot her w ndow, uncurtained, but by this tine black as a slate
with the final night-fall. It seened to me that sonmething |ike a snai
was on the outside of the wi ndowpane. But when | stared harder
it was nore like a nman's thunb pressed on the pane; it had that curled | ook
that a thunb has. Wth ny fear and courage re-awakened toget her
| rushed at the wi ndow and then recoiled with a strangl ed scream
that any man but Arthur nust have heard.

"For it was not a thunb, any nore than it was a snail
It was the tip of a crooked nose, crushed agai nst the gl ass;
it |ooked white with the pressure; and the staring face and eyes
behind it were at first invisible and afterwards grey like a ghost.
| slammed the shutters together sonehow, rushed up to nmy room and
| ocked nyself in. But, even as | passed, | could swear | saw
a second bl ack wi ndow with sonething on it that was |ike a snail

"It mght be best to go to Arthur after all. |If the thing
was craw ing close all around the house like a cat, it mght have
pur poses worse even than blackmail. My brother might cast nme out
and curse ne for ever, but he was a gentl eman, and woul d defend ne
on the spot. After ten mnutes' curious thinking, | went down,
knocked on the door and then went in: to see the last and worst sight.

"My brother's chair was enpty, and he was obviously out.
But the nan with the crooked nose was sitting waiting for his return

with his hat still insolently on his head, and actually reading

one of ny brother's books under ny brother's lanmp. His face was conposed
and occupi ed, but his nose-tip still had the air of being the nost nobile
part of his face, as if it had just turned fromleft to right like

an el ephant's proboscis. | had thought him poisonous enough while

he was pursuing and watching me; but | think his unconsci ousness
of my presence was nore frightful still.

"I think | screamed |oud and |ong; but that doesn't matter
VWhat | did next does matter: | gave himall the nmoney | had,
i ncluding a good deal in paper which, though it was nmine, | dare say
I had no right to touch. He went off at last, with hateful
tactful regrets all in long words; and | sat down, feeling ruined
in every sense. And yet | was saved that very night by a pure accident.



Arthur had gone off suddenly to London, as he so often did, for bargains;
and returned, late but radiant, having nearly secured a treasure

that was an added spl endour even to the famly Collection

He was so resplendent that | was al nost enbol dened to confess

the abstraction of the | esser gem-, but he bore down all other topics
with his over-powering projects. Because the bargain mght stil

msfire any nonent, he insisted on ny packing at once and goi ng up

with himto | odgings he had al ready taken in Ful ham to be near

the curio-shop in question. Thus in spite of nyself, | fled fromnmny foe
al nost in the dead of night--but fromPhilip also.... M brother

was often at the South Kensington Miseum and, in order to nmake

some sort of secondary life for nyself, | paid for a few | essons

at the Art Schools. | was comng back fromthemthis evening,

when | saw the abomi nation of desol ation wal king alive down

the long straight street and the rest is as this gentlenman has said.

"I"ve got only one thing to say. | don't deserve to be hel ped;
and | don't question or conplain of nmy punishment; it is just,
it ought to have happened. But | still question, with bursting brains,

how it can have happened. Am || punished by niracle? or how can anyone but
Philip and nyself know | gave hima tiny coin in the mddle of the sea?"

"It is an extraordinary problem" adnitted Fl anbeau

"Not so extraordinary as the answer,"” renmarked Fat her Brown
rather gloonmly. "Mss Carstairs, will you be at hone if we cal
at your Ful ham place in an hour and a hal f hence?"

The girl |ooked at him and then rose and put her gl oves on
"Yes," she said, "I'lIl be there"; and alnmost instantly left the place

That night the detective and the priest were still talking
of the matter as they drew near the Ful ham house, a tenenent
strangely nmean even for a tenporary residence of the Carstairs famly

"OF course the superficial, on reflection," said Flanbeau,
"would think first of this Australian brother who's been
in trouble before, who's cone back so suddenly and who's just the nan
to have shabby confederates. But | can't see how he can
cone into the thing by any process of thought, unless..."

"Wl | ?" asked his conpanion patiently.

Fl anbeau | owered his voice. "Unless the girl's |lover conmes in,
too, and he would be the blacker villain. The Australian chap
did know that Hawker wanted the coin. But | can't see how on earth
he coul d know t hat Hawker had got it, unless Hawker signalled to him
or his representative across the shore.™

"That is true," assented the priest, with respect.

"Have you noted another thing?" went on Fl anbeau eagerly.
"this Hawker hears his love insulted, but doesn't strike till he's got
to the soft sand-hills, where he can be victor in a mere shamfight.
If he'd struck ami d rocks and sea, he might have hurt his ally."

"That is true again," said Father Brown, nodding.

"And now, take it fromthe start. It |ies between few peopl e,
but at least three. You want one person for suicide; tw people



for nurder; but at |east three people for blackmail"
"Why?" asked the priest softly.

"Well, obviously," cried his friend, "there nmust be one to be exposed,;
one to threaten exposure; and one at |east whom exposure would horrify."

After a long rum nant pause, the priest said: "You miss a logical step
Three persons are needed as ideas. Only two are needed as agents."

"What can you nean?" asked the other

"Why shouldn't a blackmailer," asked Brown, in a | ow voi ce,
"threaten his victimwi th hinmself? Suppose a wife becane
arigidteetotaller in order to frighten her husband into concealing
his pub-frequenting, and then wote himblacknmailing letters

in another hand, threatening to tell his wife! Wy shouldn't it work?
Suppose a father forbade a son to ganble and then, follow ng him

in a good disguise, threatened the boy with his own sham

paternal strictness! Suppose--but, here we are, ny friend."

"My God!" cried Flanmbeau; "you don't nean--"

An active figure ran down the steps of the house and showed
under the gol den | anplight the unm stakabl e head that resenbl ed
the Roman coin. "Mss Carstairs,"” said Hawker w thout cerenony,
"wouldn't go intill you cane."

"Well," observed Brown confidently, "don't you think it's
the best thing she can do to stop outside--with you to | ook after her?
You see, | rather guess you have guessed it all yourself."
"Yes," said the young man, in an undertone, "I guessed
on the sands and now | know, that was why | let himfall soft."

Taking a |atchkey fromthe girl and the coin from Hawker
Fl anbeau Il et hinself and his friend into the enmpty house and passed
into the outer parlour. 1t was enpty of all occupants but one.
The nman whom Fat her Brown had seen pass the tavern was standing
against the wall as if at bay; unchanged, save that he had taken off
his black coat and was wearing a brown dressing-gown.

"W have cone," said Father Brown politely, "to give back
this coin to its owner.” And he handed it to the man with the nose.

Fl anbeau's eyes rolled. "lIs this nan a coin-collector?" he asked.

"This man is M Arthur Carstairs," said the priest positively,
"and he is a coin-collector of a sonewhat singular kind."

The man changed col our so horribly that the crooked nose
stood out on his face like a separate and conmic thing. He spoke,
nevertheless, with a sort of despairing dignity. "You shall see,
then," he said, "that | have not lost all the famly qualities."
And he turned suddenly and strode into an inner room slanm ng the door

"Stop him" shouted Father Brown, bounding and half falling
over a chair; and, after a wench or tw, Flanbeau had the door open
But it was too late. |In dead silence Flanbeau strode across
and tel ephoned for doctor and police.



An enpty nedicine bottle lay on the floor. Across the table
the body of the man in the brown dressing-gown lay anid his burst
and gapi ng brown-paper parcels; out of which poured and roll ed,
not Roman, but very nodern English coins.

The priest held up the bronze head of Caesar. "This," he said,
"was all that was left of the Carstairs Collection."

After a silence he went on, with nore than conmon gentl eness:
"I't was a cruel will his w cked father nmade, and you see he did
resent it alittle. He hated the Ronan noney he had, and grew fonder
of the real noney denied him He not only sold the Collection
bit by bit, but sank bit by bit to the basest ways of maki ng noney- -
even to blackmailing his own famly in a disguise. He blacknuailed
his brother from Australia for his little forgotten crine (that is why
he took the cab to Wagga Wagga in Putney), he blacknailed his sister
for the theft he alone could have noticed. And that, by the way,
is why she had that supernatural guess when he was away on the sand-dunes.
Mere figure and gait, however distant, are nore likely to rem nd us
of sonmebody than a well-nade-up face quite close."

There was another silence. "Well," grow ed the detective,
"and so this great num smatist and coin-coll ector was not hi ng but
a vulgar mser."

"I's there so great a difference?" asked Father Brown, in the sane
strange, indulgent tone. "Wat is there wong about a miser that is
not often as wong about a collector? Wat is wong, except..
thou shalt not nake to thyself any graven inage; thou shalt not
bow down to them nor serve them for |...but we nust go and see how
t he poor young people are getting on."

"I think," said Flanbeau, "that in spite of everything,
they are probably getting on very well."

SEVEN

The Purple Wg

MR EDWARD NUTT, the industrious editor of the Daily Refornmer,
sat at his desk, opening letters and marking proofs to the nerry tune
of a typewiter, worked by a vigorous young | ady.

He was a stoutish, fair man, in his shirt-sleeves; his novenents
were resolute, his nouth firmand his tones final; but his round,
rat her babyi sh blue eyes had a bew | dered and even wi stful | ook
that rather contradicted all this. Nor indeed was the expression
altogether msleading. It nmight truly be said of him as for many
journalists in authority, that his nost famliar enotion was one of
continuous fear; fear of libel actions, fear of |ost advertisenents,
fear of misprints, fear of the sack

Hs life was a series of distracted conproni ses between
the proprietor of the paper (and of hin), who was a senil e soap-boiler



with three ineradicable nmistakes in his mnd, and the very able staff
he had collected to run the paper; sone of whomwere brilliant

and experienced nen and (what was even worse) sincere enthusiasts

for the political policy of the paper.

Aletter fromone of these lay i mediately before him
and rapid and resolute as he was, he seened alnbst to hesitate
before opening it. He took up a strip of proof instead, ran down it
with a blue eye, and a blue pencil, altered the word "adul tery"
to the word "inpropriety," and the word "Jew' to the word "Alien,"
rang a bell and sent it flying upstairs.

Then, with a nore thoughtful eye, he ripped open the letter fromhis
nore di stingui shed contributor, which bore a postmark of Devonshire,
and read as foll ows:

DEAR NUTT, --As | see you're working Spooks and Dooks at the same tine,
what about an article on that rum business of the Eyres of Exnoor
or as the old wonen call it down here, the Devil's Ear of Eyre?
The head of the fanmly, you know, is the Duke of Exnoor; he is one of
the fewreally stiff old Tory aristocrats left, a sound old crusted tyrant
it is quite in our line to nake trouble about. And I think I'm
on the track of a story that will make trouble.

O course | don't believe in the old | egend about Janes |;
and as for you, you don't believe in anything, not even in journalism
The | egend, you'll probably remenber, was about the bl ackest business
in English history--the poisoning of Overbury by that witch's cat
Frances Howard, and the quite nysterious terror which forced the King
to pardon the nmurderers. There was a |lot of alleged witchcraft
mxed up with it; and the story goes that a nan-servant |istening
at the keyhole heard the truth in a talk between the King and Carr;
and the bodily ear with which he heard grew | arge and nonstrous
as by nmagic, so awmful was the secret. And though he had to be | oaded
with lands and gold and nade an ancestor of dukes, the el f-shaped ear
is still recurrent in the fanmily. Well, you don't believe in black nmagic;
and if you did, you couldn't use it for copy. |If a nmiracle happened
in your office, you' d have to hush it up, now so many bi shops
are agnostics. But that is not the point The point is that
there really is sonething queer about Exnoor and his famly;
sonet hing quite natural, | dare say, but quite abnornal
And the Ear is in it sonehow, | fancy; either a synbol or a delusion
or disease or sonething. Another tradition says that Cavaliers
just after Janes | began to wear their hair long only to cover
the ear of the first Lord Exnoor. This also is no doubt fanciful

The reason | point it out to you is this: It seenms to ne that
we nake a mistake in attacking aristocracy entirely for its chanpagne
and di anonds. Mbst nen rather adnmire the nobs for having a good tine,
but | think we surrender too nmuch when we adnit that aristocracy
has nmade even the aristocrats happy. | suggest a series of articles
poi nting out how dreary, how i nhuman, how downri ght diaboli st,
is the very snell and atnosphere of sone of these great houses.
There are plenty of instances; but you couldn't begin with a better one
than the Ear of the Eyres. By the end of the week I think I can
get you the truth about it.--Yours ever, FRANCI S FI NN

M Nutt reflected a nonent, staring at his left boot;
then he called out in a strong, loud and entirely lifeless voice,
i n which every syllable sounded alike: "Mss Barlow, take down



aletter to M Finn, please.”

DEAR FINN,--1 think it would do; copy should reach us second post
Sat urday. --Yours, E. NUTT.

This el aborate epistle he articulated as if it were all one word;
and Mss Barlowrattled it down as if it were all one word.
Then he took up another strip of proof and a bl ue pencil
and altered the word "supernatural” to the word "marvel | ous”
and the expression "shoot down" to the expression "repress”.

In such happy, healthful activities did M Nutt disport hinself,
until the ensuing Saturday found himat the same desk, dictating to
the sane typist, and using the sanme blue pencil on the first instal nent
of M Finn's revelations. The opening was a sound piece of slashing
i nvective about the evil secrets of princes, and despair in the high places
of the earth. Though witten violently, it was in excellent English;
but the editor, as usual, had given to sonebody el se the task
of breaking it up into sub-headi ngs, which were of a spicier sort,
as "Peeress and Poi sons", and "The Eerie Ear", "The Eyres in their Eyrie"
and so on through a hundred happy changes. Then followed the |egend
of the Ear, anplified fromFinn's first letter, and then the substance
of his later discoveries, as foll ows:

I know it is the practice of journalists to put the end of the story
at the beginning and call it a headline. | know that journalism
largely consists in saying "Lord Jones Dead" to people who never knew
that Lord Jones was alive. Your present correspondent thinks that this,
i ke many other journalistic custons, is bad journalism and that
the Daily Reforner has to set a better exanple in such things.
He proposes to tell his story as it occurred, step by step
He will use the real names of the parties, who in nbst cases are ready
to confirmhis testinony. As for the headlines, the sensationa
procl amati ons--they will cone at the end.

I was wal king al ong a public path that threads through
a private Devonshire orchard and seens to point towards Devonshire cider,
when | cane suddenly upon just such a place as the path suggested.
It was a long, lowinn, consisting really of a cottage and two barns;
thatched all over with the thatch that |ooks |ike brown and grey hair
grown before history. But outside the door was a sign which
called it the Blue Dragon; and under the sign was one of those |ong
rustic tables that used to stand outside nost of the free English inns,
before teetotallers and brewers between them destroyed freedom
And at this table sat three gentlenen, who nmight have |ived
a hundred years ago.

Now that | know themall better, there is no difficulty
about disentangling the inpressions; but just then they |ooked I|ike
three very solid ghosts. The donmi nant figure, both because he was
bigger in all three dinensions, and because he sat centrally
inthe length of the table, facing me, was a tall, fat nan dressed
conpletely in black, with a rubicund, even apopl ectic visage,
but a rather bald and rather bothered brow. Looking at hi m again,
nore strictly, | could not exactly say what it was that gave ne
the sense of antiquity, except the antique cut of his white
clerical necktie and the barred winkles across his brow

It was even less easy to fix the inpression in the case of



the man at the right end of the table, who, to say truth,

was as conmonpl ace a person as could be seen anywhere, with a round,

br own- hai red head and a round snub nose, but also clad in clerical black
of a stricter cut. It was only when | saw his broad curved hat |ying

on the table beside himthat | realized why | connected himwth
anything ancient. He was a Ronan Catholic priest.

Perhaps the third man, at the other end of the table,
had really nore to do with it than the rest, though he was both
slighter in physical presence and nore inconsiderate in his dress.
H's lank |inbs were clad, | night also say clutched, in very tight
grey sl eeves and pantal oons; he had a long, sallow, aquiline face
whi ch seened sonehow all the nore saturnine because his lantern jaws
were inprisoned in his collar and neck-cloth nore in the style of
the old stock; and his hair (which ought to have been dark brown)
was of an odd dim russet colour which, in conjunction with
his yellow face, |ooked rather purple than red. The unobtrusive
yet unusual colour was all the nore notable because his hair was
al nost unnaturally healthy and curling, and he wore it full
But, after all analysis, | incline to think that what gave ne
ny first ol d-fashioned inpression was sinply a set of tall
ol d- f ashi oned w ne-gl asses, one or two | enpbns and two churchwarden pipes.
And al so, perhaps, the old-world errand on which | had cone.

Bei ng a hardened reporter, and it being apparently a public inn
| did not need to summon nuch of mny inpudence to sit down at
the long table and order sonme cider. The big man in black seened
very |l earned, especially about local antiquities; the small man in bl ack
t hough he tal ked much less, surprised me with a yet w der culture.
So we got on very well together; but the third man, the ol d gentl enan
in the tight pantal oons, seened rather distant and haughty,
until 1 slid into the subject of the Duke of Exnoor and his ancestry.

I thought the subject seened to enbarrass the other two a little;
but it broke the spell of the third nan's silence nost successfully.
Speaking with restraint and with the accent of a highly educated gentl enan,
and puffing at intervals at his |ong churchwarden pi pe, he proceeded
to tell me some of the nost horrible stories | have ever heard in nmy life:
how one of the Eyres in the former ages had hanged his own father
and another had his wi fe scourged at the cart tail through the village;
and another had set fire to a church full of children, and so on

Some of the tales, indeed, are not fit for public print--,
such as the story of the Scarlet Nuns, the abom nable story of
the Spotted Dog, or the thing that was done in the quarry.
And all this red roll of inpieties cane fromhis thin, genteel lips
rather primy than otherw se, as he sat sipping the wi ne out of
his tall, thin glass.

I could see that the big nan opposite ne was trying,
if anything, to stop him but he evidently held the old gentl enan
i n considerable respect, and could not venture to do so at all abruptly.
And the little priest at the other end of the-table, though free from
any such air of enbarrassnent, |ooked steadily at the table,
and seened to listen to the recital with great pain--as well as he m ght.

"You don't seem" | said to the narrator, "to be very fond of
t he Exnoor pedigree.”

He | ooked at me a nonent, his lips still prim but whitening



and tightening; then he deliberately broke his |ong pipe and gl ass
on the table and stood up, the very picture of a perfect gentlenan
with the fram ng tenmper of a fiend

"These gentlenen," he said, "will tell you whether | have cause
tolike it. The curse of the Eyres of old has lain heavy on this country,
and many have suffered fromit. They know there are none who have
suffered fromit as | have." And with that he crushed a piece of

the fallen glass under his heel, and strode away anmong the green tw light
of the tw nkling apple-trees.

"That is an extraordinary old gentleman," | said to the other two;
"do you happen to know what the Exnmoor fanily has done to hin? Wuo is he?"

The big man in black was staring at nme with the wild air of
a baffled bull; he did not at first seemto take it in. Then he said
at last, "Don't you know who he is?"

I reaffirmed nmy ignorance, and there was another silence;
then the little priest said, still looking at the table, "That is
t he Duke of Exnoor."

Then, before | could collect ny scattered senses, he added
equal ly quietly, but with an air of regul arizing things:
"My friend here is Doctor Mull, the Duke's librarian. M/ nane is Brown."

"But," | stamered, "if that is the Duke, why does he dam al
the old dukes like that?"

"He seens really to believe," answered the priest called Brown,
"that they have left a curse on him" Then he added, with sone irrel evance,
"That's why he wears a wig."

It was a few nmonents before his neaning dawned on ne.
“You don't nean that fable about the fantastic ear?" | demanded.
"I"ve heard of it, of course, but surely it nmust be a superstitious yarn
spun out of something rmuch sinpler. |'ve sonetines thought it was
a wild version of one of those nmutilation stories. They used to crop
crimnals' ears in the sixteenth century."

"I hardly think it was that," answered the little man thoughtfully,
"but it is not outside ordinary science or natural law for a fanily
to have sonme defornity frequently reappearing--such as one ear bigger
than the other."

The big librarian had buried his big bald browin his big red hands,
like a man trying to think out his duty. "No," he groaned.
"You do the man a wong after all. Understand, |'ve no reason
to defend him or even keep faith with him He has been a tyrant to ne
as to everybody else. Don't fancy because you see himsitting here
that he isn't a great lord in the worst sense of the word.
He would fetch a man a mle to ring a bell a yard off--if it would
sumon another man three nmiles to fetch a matchbox three yards of f.
He must have a footnman to carry his wal ki ng-stick; a body servant
to hold up his opera-gl asses--"

"But not a valet to brush his clothes," cut in the priest,
with a curious dryness, "for the valet would want to brush his w g, too.

The librarian turned to himand seened to forget nmy presence;



he was strongly noved and, | think, a little heated with w ne.

"I don't know how you know it, Father Brown," he said, "but you are right.
He lets the whole world do everything for him-except dress him

And that he insists on doing in a literal solitude Iike a desert.

Anybody is kicked out of the house without a character who is

so much as found near his dressing-room door.

"He seens a pleasant old party,” | renarked.

"No," replied Dr Mull quite sinply; "and yet that is just what
| mean by saying you are unjust to himafter all. Gentlenen, the Duke
does really feel the bitterness about the curse that he uttered just now
He does, with sincere shane and terror, hide under that purple wg
somet hing he thinks it would blast the sons of man to see.
I know it is so; and | knowit is not a nere natural disfigurenent,
like a crimnal nutilation, or a hereditary disproportion in the features.
I know it is worse than that; because a man told nme who was present
at a scene that no man could invent, where a stronger nman than
any of us tried to defy the secret, and was scared away fromit."

| opened nmy nouth to speak, but Mull went on in oblivion of ne,
speaki ng out of the cavern of his hands. "I don't nind telling you
Fat her, because it's really nore defending the poor Duke than
giving himaway. Didn't you ever hear of the time when he
very nearly lost all the estates?"

The priest shook his head; and the librarian proceeded to
tell the tale as he had heard it fromhis predecessor in the sanme post,
who had been his patron and instructor, and whom he seened to trust
inmplicitly. Up to a certain point it was a comopn enough tale
of the decline of a great famly's fortunes--the tale of a fanly | awer
Hi s | awer, however, had the sense to cheat honestly, if the expression
explains itself. |Instead of using funds he held in trust,
he took advantage of the Duke's carelessness to put the fanmly in
a financial hole, in which it mght be necessary for the Duke to
let himhold themin reality.

The | awyer's nane was | saac Green, but the Duke always called him
Eli sha; presumably in reference to the fact that he was quite bald,
t hough certainly not nore than thirty. He had risen very rapidly,
but fromvery dirty begi nnings; being first a "nark" or inforner,
and then a nmoney-lender: but as solicitor to the Eyres he had the sense,
as | say, to keep technically straight until he was ready to dea
the final blow. The blow fell at dinner; and the old librarian said
he shoul d never forget the very | ook of the | anpshades and the decanters,
as the little lawer, with a steady smle, proposed to the great |andlord
that they should hal ve the estates between them The sequel certainly
coul d not be overl ooked; for the Duke, in dead silence, snmashed
a decanter on the man's bald head as suddenly as | had seen hi m smash
the glass that day in the orchard. It left a red triangular scar
on the scalp, and the | awer's eyes altered, but not his snmle.

He rose tottering to his feet, and struck back as such nen do strike.
"I amglad of that," he said, "for now | can take the whole estate.
The law will give it to nme."”

Exmoor, it seens, was white as ashes, but his eyes still blazed.
"The law will give it you," he said; "but you will not take it....
Wiy not? Wiy? because it woul d nean the crack of doom for ne,
and if you take it | shall take off nmy wig.... Wy, you pitifu



pl ucked fowl, anyone can see your bare head. But no nman shal
see mine and live."

Well, you may say what you like and nmake it mean what you like.
But Mull swears it is the solem fact that the | awer, after shaking
his knotted fists in the air for an instant, sinply ran fromthe room
and never reappeared in the countryside; and since then Exmoor has been
feared nore for a warlock than even for a landlord and a magi strate.

Now Dr Mull told his story with rather wild theatrical gestures,
and with a passion | think at |east partisan. | was quite conscious
of the possibility that the whol e was the extravagance of
an old braggart and gossip. But before | end this half of mny discoveries,
| think it due to Dr Mull to record that my two first inquiries
have confirned his story. | learned froman old apothecary in the village
that there was a bald nman in evening dress, giving the nane of G een
who cane to himone night to have a three-cornered cut on his forehead
plastered. And | learnt fromthe | egal records and ol d newspapers
that there was a lawsuit threatened, and at |east begun, by one G een
agai nst the Duke of Exnoor.

M Nutt, of the Daily Reformer, wote sonme highly incongruous
words across the top of the copy, nade some highly mysterious marks
down the side of it, and called to Mss Barlow in the sane | oud,
nonot onous voi ce: "Take down a letter to M Finn."

DEAR FI NN, - - Your copy will do, but | have had to headline it a bit;
and our public would never stand a Romani st priest in the story--
you nust keep your eye on the suburbs. 1've altered himto M Brown,
a Spiritualist.

Your s,

E. NUTT.

A day or two afterward found the active and judicious editor
exam ning, with blue eyes that seened to grow rounder and rounder
the second instalnment of M Finn's tale of mysteries in high life.
It began with the words

I have nmade an astounding discovery. | freely confess it is
quite different fromanything |I expected to discover, and will give
a nmuch nore practical shock to the public. | venture to say,
wi t hout any vanity, that the words | now wite will be read all over Europe,
and certainly all over Anerica and the Colonies. And yet | heard
all | have to tell before | left this same little wooden table in this

sanme little wood of apple-trees.

I owe it all to the small priest Brown; he is an extraordi nary man.
The big librarian had left the table, perhaps ashamed of his |ong tongue,
per haps anxi ous about the stormin which his nysterious naster
had vani shed: anyway, he betook hinmself heavily in the Duke's tracks
through the trees. Father Brown had picked up one of the | enpons and
was eyeing it with an odd pl easure.

"What a lovely colour a lenon is!" he said. "There's one thing
I don't |ike about the Duke's wig--the colour."



"l don't think I understand,” | answered.

"I dare say he's got good reason to cover his ears, |like King Mdas,"
went on the priest, with a cheerful sinplicity which sonehow seened
rather flippant under the circunstances. "I can quite understand

that it's nicer to cover themwth hair than with brass plates or

| eather flaps. But if he wants to use hair, why doesn't he make it

| ook like hair? There never was hair of that colour in this world.

It |ooks nore |ike a sunset-cloud com ng through the wood.

Why doesn't he conceal the famly curse better, if he's really

so ashaned of it? Shall | tell you? It's because he isn't ashamed of it.
He's proud of it"

"It's an ugly wig to be proud of--and an ugly story,"” | said.

"Consider," replied this curious little man, "how you yourself
really feel about such things. | don't suggest you're either
nore snobbi sh or nore norbid than the rest of us: but don't you fee
in a vague way that a genuine old fanmly curse is rather a fine thing
to have? Whuld you be ashamed, wouldn't you be a little proud,
if the heir of the Gams horror called you his friend? or if Byron's
fam |y had confided, to you only, the evil adventures of their race?
Don't be too hard on the aristocrats thenselves if their heads are
as weak as ours would be, and they are snobs about their own sorrows."

"By Jove!" | cried; "and that's true enough. M own nother's fanmily
had a banshee; and, now | cone to think of it, it has conforted ne
in many a cold hour."

"And think," he went on, "of that stream of blood and poi son
that spurted fromhis thin lips the instant you so nuch as nenti oned
his ancestors. Wiy should he show every stranger over such
a Chanber of Horrors unless he is proud of it? He doesn't conceal his wg,
he doesn't conceal his blood, he doesn't conceal his famly curse,
he doesn't conceal the fanmly crines--but--"

The little man's voi ce changed so suddenly, he shut his hand
so sharply, and his eyes so rapidly grew rounder and brighter
like a waking ow's, that it had all the abruptness of a snall expl osion
on the table.

"But," he ended, "he does really conceal his toilet."

It sonehow conpleted the thrill of my fanciful nerves that
at that instant the Duke appeared again silently anong the glimrering trees,
with his soft foot and sunset-hued hair, coming round the corner of
the house in conpany with his librarian. Before he cane wthin earshot,
Fat her Brown had added quite conposedly, "Wy does he really hide
the secret of what he does with the purple wig? Because it isn't
the sort of secret we suppose.”

The Duke came round the corner and resuned his seat at the head
of the table with all his native dignity. The enbarrassnent of
the librarian left himhovering on his hind |legs, |like a huge bear
The Duke addressed the priest with great seriousness. "Father Brown,"
he said, "Doctor Mull inforns ne that you have cone here to nake a request.
I no longer profess an observance of the religion of ny fathers;
but for their sakes, and for the sake of the days when we net before,
| amvery willing to hear you. But | presune you woul d rather



be heard in private.™

Whatever | retain of the gentleman made nme stand up
VWat ever | have attained of the journalist nmade me stand still.
Before this paralysis could pass, the priest had made a nonentarily
detaining notion. "If," he said, "your Grace will permt ne
ny real petition, or if | retain any right to advise you, | would urge
that as many peopl e as possible should be present. Al over this country
| have found hundreds, even of ny own faith and fl ock, whose imagi nations
are poi soned by the spell which I inplore you to break. | wi sh we could
have all Devonshire here to see you do it."

"To see me do what?" asked the Duke, arching his eyebrows.
"To see you take off your wig," said Father Brown.

The Duke's face did not nmove; but he | ooked at his petitioner
with a glassy stare which was the npst awful expression | have ever seen
on a human face. | could see the librarian's great |egs wavering
under himlike the shadows of stens in a pool; and | could not banish
fromnmy own brain the fancy that the trees all around us were
filling softly in the silence with devils instead of birds.

"I spare you," said the Duke in a voice of inhuman pity.

"I refuse. |If | gave you the faintest hint of the |oad of horror
| have to bear alone, you would lie shrieking at these feet of nine
and begging to know no nore. | will spare you the hint.

You shall not spell the first letter of what is witten on
the altar of the Unknown God."

"I know the Unknown God," said the little priest, with an
unconsci ous grandeur of certitude that stood up like a granite tower.
"I know his name; it is Satan. The true God was nmade fl esh
and dwelt anmong us. And | say to you, wherever you find nen rul ed
nerely by nystery, it is the nmystery of iniquity. [If the devi
tells you sonething is too fearful to ook at, look at it.

If he says sonmething is too terrible to hear, hear it. |If you think
some truth unbearable, bear it. | entreat your Grace to end
this nightmare now and here at this table."

"If I did," said the Duke in a |low voice, "you and all you believe,
and all by which alone you live, would be the first to shrivel and perish
You woul d have an instant to know the great Nothing before you died."

"The Cross of Christ be between ne and harm" said Father Brown.
"Take of f your wig."

I was | eaning over the table in ungovernabl e excitenent;
inlistening to this extraordi nary duel half a thought had
cone into ny head. "Your Gace," | cried, "I call your bluff.
Take off that wig or I will knock it off."

| suppose | can be prosecuted for assault, but I amvery gl ad
| didit. Wen he said, in the sane voice of stone, "I refuse,"
| sinmply sprang on him For three long instants he strained against ne
as if he had all hell to help him but | forced his head unti
the hairy cap fell off it. | admt that, whilst westling,
| shut nmy eyes as it fell

I was awakened by a cry fromMill, who was also by this tine



at the Duke's side. H s head and mine were both bendi ng over

the bald head of the wi gl ess Duke. Then the silence was snapped
by the librarian exclaimng: "Wat can it mean? Wy, the man had
nothing to hide. Hi s ears are just |like everybody else's."

"Yes," said Father Brown, "that is what he had to hide."

The priest wal ked straight up to him but strangely enough
did not even glance at his ears. He stared with an al nost com ca
seriousness at his bald forehead, and pointed to a three-cornered
cicatrice, long healed, but still discernible. "M Geen, | think."
he said politely, "and he did get the whole estate after all."

And now let ne tell the readers of the Daily Reforner
what | think the nost renmarkable thing in the whole affair.
This transformati on scene, which will seemto you as wild and purple
as a Persian fairy-tale, has been (except for ny technical assault)
strictly legal and constitutional fromits first begi nnings.
This man with the odd scar and the ordinary ears is not an inpostor.
Though (in one sense) he wears another man's wi g and cl ai ns
anot her man's ear, he has not stolen another man's coronet.
He really is the one and only Duke of Exmoor. What happened was this.
The ol d Duke really had a slight malformation of the ear, which really
was nmore or less hereditary. He really was norbid about it;
and it is likely enough that he did invoke it as a kind of curse
in the violent scene (which undoubtedly happened) in which he struck
Green wWith the decanter. But the contest ended very differently.
Green pressed his claimand got the estates; the di spossessed nobl eman
shot hinmself and died w thout issue. After a decent interva
t he beautiful English Government revived the "extinct" peerage of Exnoor,
and bestowed it, as is usual, on the nost inportant person
t he person who had got the property.

This man used the old feudal fables--properly, in his snobbish soul
really envied and admred them So that thousands of poor English people
trenbl ed before a nysterious chieftain with an anci ent destiny and
a di adem of evil stars--when they are really trenbling before
a guttersnipe who was a pettifogger and a pawnbroker not twelve years ago.
I think it very typical of the real case against our aristocracy as it is,
and as it will be till God sends us braver nen.

M Nutt put down the manuscript and called out with unusua
sharpness: "M ss Barlow, please take down a letter to M Finn."

DEAR FINN, --You nust be mad; we can't touch this. | wanted vanpires
and the bad old days and aristocracy hand-in-hand with superstition.
They like that But you nust know the Exnmoors woul d never forgive this.
And what woul d our people say then, | should Iike to know Wy, Sir Sinon
is one of Exnoor's greatest pals; and it would ruin that cousin of
the Eyres that's standing for us at Bradford. Besides, old Soap-Suds
was sick enough at not getting his peerage |ast year; he'd sack ne by wire
if I lost himit with such lunacy as this. And what about Duffey?
He's doing us sone rattling articles on "The Heel of the Nornan."
And how can he wite about Normans if the nan's only a solicitor?
Do be reasonabl e.--Yours, E. NUTT.

As Mss Barlow rattled away cheerfully, he crunpled up the copy
and tossed it into the waste-paper basket; but not before he had,
automatically and by force of habit, altered the word " God"



to the word "circunstances."

El GAT

The Perishing of the Pendragons

FATHER BROWN was in no nood for adventures. He had lately fallen il
with over-work, and when he began to recover, his friend Fl anbeau

had taken himon a cruise in a small yacht with Sir Cecil Fanshaw,

a young Corni sh squire and an enthusiast for Cornish coast scenery.

But Brown was still rather weak; he was no very happy sail or

and though he was never of the sort that either grunbles or breaks down,
his spirits did not rise above patience and civility. Wen the other
two nen praised the ragged violet sunset or the ragged vol cani c crags,
he agreed with them \WWen Fl anbeau poi nted out a rock shaped

like a dragon, he looked at it and thought it very like a dragon

When Fanshaw nore excitedly indicated a rock that was |ike Merlin,

he | ooked at it, and signified assent. Wen Fl anbeau asked whet her
this rocky gate of the twisted river was not the gate of Fairyl and,

he said "Yes." He heard the nost inportant things and the nmpost trivia
with the sane tastel ess absorption. He heard that the coast was death
to all but careful seanen; he also heard that the ship's cat was asl eep
He heard that Fanshaw couldn't find his cigar-hol der anywhere;

he al so heard the pilot deliver the oracle "Both eyes bright,

she's all right; one eye w nks, down she sinks." He heard Fl anbeau
say to Fanshaw that no doubt this neant the pilot nust keep both eyes
open and be spry. And he heard Fanshaw say to Fl anbeau that,

oddly enough, it didn't nean this: it meant that while they

saw two of the coast lights, one near and the other distant,

exactly side by side, they were in the right river-channel

but that if one |light was hidden behind the other, they were going

on the rocks. He heard Fanshaw add that his country was full of

such quaint fables and idionms; it was the very home of romance;

he even pitted this part of Cornwall agai nst Devonshire, as a clai mant
to the laurels of Elizabethan seamanship. According to him

t here had been captai ns anong these coves and islets conpared with whom
Drake was practically a landsman. He heard Fl anbeau | augh, and ask if,
per haps, the adventurous title of "Wstward Ho!" only meant that

all Devonshire nmen wi shed they were living in Cornwall. He heard Fanshaw
say there was no need to be silly; that not only had Cornish captains

been heroes, but that they were heroes still: that near that very spot
there was an old adnmiral, now retired, who was scarred by thrilling voyages

full of adventures; and who had in his youth found the |ast group

of eight Pacific Islands that was added to the chart of the world.

This Cecil Fanshaw was, in person, of the kind that conmonly urges
such crude but pleasing enthusiasns; a very young man, |ight-haired,

hi gh-col oured, with an eager profile; with a boyish bravado of spirits,
but an alnmost girlish delicacy of tint and type. The big shoul ders,

bl ack brows and bl ack nousquetaire swagger of Flanbeau

were a great contrast.

Al'l these trivialities Brown heard and saw, but heard t hem
as atired man hears a tune in the railway wheels, or saw t hem
as a sick man sees the pattern of his wall-paper. No one can calcul ate
the turns of nmood in conval escence: but Father Brown's depression
nust have had a great deal to do with his nere unfamliarity with the sea



For as the river nouth narrowed |ike the neck of a bottle,

and the water grew calmer and the air warner and nore earthly,

he seenmed to wake up and take notice |like a baby. They had reached

t hat phase just after sunset when air and water both | ook bright,

but earth and all its growing things | ook al nost black by conparison
About this particular evening, however, there was sonething exceptional
It was one of those rare atnospheres in which a snoked-glass slide
seenms to have been slid away from between us and Nature; so that even
dark col ours on that day | ook nore gorgeous than bright col ours

on cloudi er days. The tranpled earth of the river-banks and

the peaty stain in the pools did not |ook drab but gl owi ng unber,

and the dark woods astir in the breeze did not |ook, as usual, dimblue
with mere depth of distance, but nore like w nd-tunbl ed nasses of some
vivid violet blossom This nagic clearness and intensity in the colours
was further forced on Brown's slowy reviving senses by sonething
romanti ¢ and even secret in the very formof the | andscape.

The river was still well wi de and deep enough for a pl easure boat
so small as theirs; but the curves of the country-side suggested
that it was closing in on either hand; the woods seened to be naking
broken and flying attenpts at bridge-building--as if the boat
were passing fromthe romance of a valley to the romance of a holl ow
and so to the suprene ronance of a tunnel. Beyond this mere
| ook of things there was little for Brown's freshening fancy to feed on
he saw no hunman bei ngs, except sone gipsies trailing along the river bank
with faggots and osiers cut in the forest; and one sight
no | onger unconventional, but in such renote parts still unconmon
a dark-haired | ady, bare-headed, and paddling her own canoe
I f Father Brown ever attached any inportance to either of these,
he certainly forgot themat the next turn of the river which
brought in sight a singular object.

The water seenmed to widen and split, being cloven by the dark wedge
of a fish-shaped and wooded islet. Wth the rate at which they went,
the islet seemed to swmtowards themlike a ship; a ship with
a very high prow-or, to speak nore strictly, a very high funnel
For at the extrene point nearest them stood up an odd-1 ooking buil ding,
unl i ke anything they could remenber or connect with any purpose.

It was not specially high, but it was too high for its breadth

to be called anything but a tower. Yet it appeared to be built
entirely of wood, and that in a nost unequal and eccentric way.

Sone of the planks and beans were of good, seasoned oak; sone of

such wood cut raw and recent; sone again of white pinewood,

and a great deal nore of the sanme sort of wood painted black with tar.
These bl ack beans were set crooked or crisscross at all kinds of angles,
giving the whol e a nost patchy and puzzling appearance.

There were one or two w ndows, which appeared to be col oured and

| eaded in an ol d-fashi oned but nore el aborate style. The travellers

| ooked at it with that paradoxical feeling we have when sonething

rem nds us of sonething, and yet we are certain it is sonething

very different.

Fat her Brown, even when he was nystified, was clever in analysing
his own nystification. And he found hinself reflecting that
the oddity seenmed to consist in a particular shape cut out in
an incongruous material; as if one saw a top-hat nade of tin
or a frock-coat cut out of tartan. He was sure he had seen tinbers
of different tints arranged |ike that somewhere, but never
in such architectural proportions. The next nonent a glinpse
through the dark trees told himall he wanted to know and he | aughed.



Through a gap in the foliage there appeared for a nonent one of those
ol d wooden houses, faced with black beans, which are still to be found
here and there in England, but which nost of us see initated

in sone show called "Od London" or "Shakespeare's Engl and'

It was in view only long enough for the priest to see that,

however ol d-fashioned, it was a confortable and wel | -kept country-house,
with flower-beds in front of it. It had none of the piebald and crazy

| ook of the tower that seenmed nade out of its refuse.

"What on earth's this?" said Fl anbeau, who was still staring
at the tower.

Fanshaw s eyes were shining, and he spoke triunphantly.

"Aha! you've not seen a place quite like this before, | fancy;
that's why |'ve brought you here, ny friend. Now you shall see
whet her | exaggerate about the nmariners of Cornwall. This place bel ongs

to A d Pendragon, whomwe call the Admral; though he retired

before getting the rank. The spirit of Raleigh and Hawkins is a nmenory
with the Devon folk; it's a nodern fact with the Pendragons.

If Queen Elizabeth were to rise fromthe grave and cone up this river
in a gilded barge, she would be received by the Adnmiral in a house
exactly such as she was accustomed to, in every corner and casenent,

in every panel on the wall or plate on the table. And she would find
an English Captain still talking fiercely of fresh lands to be found
inlittle ships, as much as if she had di ned with Drake."

"She'd find a rumsort of thing in the garden," said Father Brown,
"whi ch woul d not pl ease her Renai ssance eye. That Elizabethan donestic
architecture is charming in its way; but it's against the very nature
of it to break out into turrets."

"And yet," answered Fanshaw, "that's the npbst romantic and
El i zabet han part of the business. It was built by the Pendragons
in the very days of the Spanish wars; and though it's needed patching
and even rebuilding for another reason, it's always been rebuilt
in the old way. The story goes that the lady of Sir Peter Pendragon
built it in this place and to this height, because fromthe top
you can just see the corner where vessels turn into the river nouth;
and she wished to be the first to see her husband's ship,
as he sailed hone fromthe Spanish Main."

"For what other reason," asked Father Brown, "do you mean that
it has been rebuilt?"

"Ch, there's a strange story about that, too," said the young squire
with relish. "You are really in a |land of strange stories.
King Arthur was here and Merlin and the fairies before him
The story goes that Sir Peter Pendragon, who (I fear) had sone of
the faults of the pirates as well as the virtues of the sailor
was bringing home three Spani sh gentlenen in honourable captivity,
intending to escort themto Elizabeth's court. But he was a nan
of flaming and tigerish tenper, and conming to high words with one of them
he caught himby the throat and flung him by accident or design
into the sea. A second Spaniard, who was the brother of the first,
instantly drew his sword and flew at Pendragon, and after a short but
furious conmbat in which both got three wounds in as many ni nutes,
Pendragon drove his blade through the other's body and the second Spaniard
was accounted for. As it happened the ship had al ready turned
into the river nouth and was close to conparatively shall ow water
The third Spaniard sprang over the side of the ship, struck out



for the shore, and was soon near enough to it to stand up to his wai st
in water. And turning again to face the ship, and holding up both
arnms to Heaven--like a prophet calling plagues upon a w cked city--

he called out to Pendragon in a piercing and terrible voice,

that he at |east was yet living, that he would go on living,

that he would live for ever; and that generation after generation

t he house of Pendragon shoul d never see himor his, but should know
by very certain signs that he and his vengeance were alive.

Wth that he dived under the wave, and was either drowned or swam

so |l ong under water that no hair of his head was seen afterwards."

"There's that girl in the canoe again," said Flanbeau irrelevantly,
for good-1ooki ng young worren woul d call himoff any topic.
"She seens bothered by the queer tower just as we were."

I ndeed, the bl ack-haired young | ady was letting her canoe fl oat
slowy and silently past the strange islet; and was | ooking intently up
at the strange tower, with a strong glow of curiosity on her ova
and olive face.

"Never mind girls," said Fanshaw i npatiently, "there are plenty

of themin the world, but not many things |ike the Pendragon Tower.

As you may easily suppose, plenty of superstitions and scandal s

have followed in the track of the Spaniard's curse; and no doubt,

as you would put it, any accident happening to this Cornish famly

woul d be connected with it by rural credulity. But it is perfectly true
that this tower has been burnt down two or three tines; and the famly
can't be called lucky, for nore than two, | think, of the Admiral's

near kin have perished by shipweck; and one at least, to ny own know edge,
on practically the sane spot where Sir Peter threw the Spaniard overboard."

"What a pity!" exclained Fl anbeau. "She's going."

"When did your friend the Admiral tell you this famly history?"
asked Father Brown, as the girl in the canoe paddl ed of f,
wi t hout showi ng the | east intention of extending her interest from
the tower to the yacht, which Fanshaw had al ready caused to lie
al ongsi de the i sl and.

"Many years ago," replied Fanshaw, "he hasn't been to sea for
sonme tine now, though he is as keen on it as ever. | believe there's
a famly compact or sonmething. Well, here's the | andi ng stage;
let's cone ashore and see the old boy."

They followed himon to the island, just under the tower,
and Father Brown, whether fromthe nere touch of dry land, or the interest
of sonmething on the other bank of the river (which he stared at
very hard for some seconds), seemed singularly inproved in briskness.
They entered a wooded avenue between two fences of thin greyish wood,
such as often encl ose parks or gardens, and over the top of which
the dark trees tossed to and fro |like black and purple plunmes upon
the hearse of a giant. The tower, as they left it behind,
| ooked all the quainter, because such entrances are usually fl anked
by two towers; and this one | ooked |opsided. But for this, the avenue
had the usual appearance of the entrance to a gentlenman's grounds;
and, being so curved that the house was now out of sight,
somehow | ooked a nmuch | arger park than any plantation on such an island
could really be. Father Brown was, perhaps, a little fancifu
in his fatigue, but he al nbst thought the whole place nmust be
growing larger, as things do in a nightmare. Anyhow, a nystical nonotony



was the only character of their march, until Fanshaw suddenly stopped,
and pointed to sonething sticking out through the grey fence--

somet hing that | ooked at first rather like the inprisoned horn

of some beast. Closer observation showed that it was

a slightly curved bl ade of netal that shone faintly in the fading Iight.

FI ambeau, who |ike all Frenchmen had been a soldier, bent over it
and said in a startled voice: "Wy, it's a sabre! | believe
| know the sort, heavy and curved, but shorter than the cavalry;
they used to have themin artillery and the--"

As he spoke the blade plucked itself out of the crack it had made
and canme down again with a nore ponderous slash, splitting
the fissiparous fence to the bottomw th a rendi ng noi se.
Then it was pulled out again, flashed above the fence sone feet
further along, and again split it halfway down with the first stroke;
and after waggling a little to extricate itself (acconpanied wth
curses in the darkness) split it down to the ground with a second.
Then a kick of devilish energy sent the whol e | oosened square
of thin wood flying into the pathway, and a great gap of dark coppice
gaped in the paling.

Fanshaw peered into the dark opening and uttered an excl amati on
of astonishment. "My dear Admiral!" he exclained, "do you--er--
do you generally cut out a new front door whenever you want to
go for a wal k?"

The voice in the gl oom swore again, and then broke into a jolly |augh

"No," it said; "lI'"ve really got to cut down this fence sonehow,
it's spoiling all the plants, and no one else here can do it.
But I'Il only carve another bit off the front door, and then cone out

and wel cone you."

And sure enough, he heaved up his weapon once nore, and,
hacki ng tw ce, brought down another and sinilar strip of fence,
nmaki ng the openi ng about fourteen feet wide in all. Then through this
| arger forest gateway he came out into the evening light,
with a chip of grey wood sticking to his sword-bl ade.

He nonentarily fulfilled all Fanshaw s fable of an old piratica
Adm ral; though the details seened afterwards to deconpose into accidents.
For instance, he wore a broad-brinmed hat as protection agai nst the sun;
but the front flap of it was turned up straight to the sky, and the
two corners pulled down |ower than the ears, so that it stood across
his forehead in a crescent |like the old cocked hat worn by Nel son
He wore an ordinary dark-blue jacket, wi th nothing special about
the buttons, but the conbination of it with white linen trousers
somehow had a sailorish look. He was tall and | oose, and wal ked with
a sort of swagger, which was not a sailor's roll, and yet sonehow
suggested it; and he held in his hand a short sabre which was |ike
a navy cutlass, but about twice as big. Under the bridge of the hat
his eagle face | ooked eager, all the nore because it was not only
cl ean-shaven, but wi thout eyebrows. |t seemed alnost as if al
the hair had cone off his face fromhis thrusting it through
a throng of elenents. H s eyes were prom nent and piercing
Hi s colour was curiously attractive, while partly tropical
it rem nded one vaguely of a blood-orange. That is, that while it was
ruddy and sanguine, there was a yellowin it that was in no way sickly,
but seermed rather to glow |i ke gold apples of the Hesperides--
Fat her Brown thought he had never seen a figure so expressive



of all the romances about the countries of the Sun

When Fanshaw had presented his two friends to their host
he fell again into a tone of rallying the latter about his weckage
of the fence and his apparent rage of profanity. The Admiral pooh-poohed
it at first as a piece of necessary but annoyi ng garden work;
but at length the ring of real energy cane back into his |aughter
and he cried with a mixture of inpatience and good hunour

"Well, perhaps | do go at it a bit rabidly, and fee
a kind of pleasure in smashing anything. So would you if your
only pleasure was in cruising about to find sone new Canni bal | sl ands,
and you had to stick on this muddy little rockery in a sort of rustic pond.
VWen | renenber how |I've cut down a mile and a half of green poi sonous
jungle with an old cutlass half as sharp as this; and then renenber
| rmust stop here and chop this nmatchwood, because of sone confounded
old bargain scribbled in a famly Bible, why, I--"

He swung up the heavy steel again; and this time sundered
the wall of wood fromtop to bottom at one stroke

"I feel like that," he said |aughing, but furiously flinging
the sword sone yards down the path, "and now let's go up to the house;
you must have some dinner."

The semicircle of lawn in front of the house was varied by
three circular garden beds, one of red tulips, a second of
yellow tulips, and the third of sone white, waxen-|ooking bl ossons
that the visitors did not know and presuned to be exotic.
A heavy, hairy and rather sullen-1ooking gardener was hangi ng up
a heavy coil of garden hose. The corners of the expiring sunset,
whi ch seened to cling about the corners of the house, gave glinpses
here and there of the colours of renoter flowerbeds; and in
a treel ess space on one side of the house opening upon the river
stood a tall brass tripod on which was tilted a big brass tel escope.
Just outside the steps of the porch stood a little painted
green garden table, as if someone had just had tea there.
The entrance was flanked with two of those hal f-featured | unps of stone
with holes for eyes that are said to be South Sea idols; and on
t he brown oak beam across the doorway were sone confused carvings
t hat | ooked al nbst as barbaric.

As they passed indoors, the little cleric hopped suddenly
on to the table, and standing on it peered unaffectedly
t hrough his spectacles at the nouldings in the oak. Admiral Pendragon
| ooked very nmuch astoni shed, though not particularly annoyed;
whi | e Fanshaw was so anused with what | ooked Iike a perform ng pigny
on his little stand, that he could not control his |aughter.
But Father Brown was not likely to notice either the |aughter
or the astonishnent.

He was gazing at three carved synbols, which, though very worn
and obscure, seened still to convey sone sense to him The first
seened to be the outline of some tower or other building, crowed with
what | ooked |ike curly-pointed ribbons. The second was cl earer
an old Elizabethan galley with decorative waves beneath it,
but interrupted in the mddle by a curious jagged rock, which was either
a fault in the wood or some conventional representation of the water
coming in. The third represented the upper half of a human figure,
ending in an escalloped line |like the waves; the face was rubbed



and featurel ess, and both arns were held very stiffly up in the air.

"Well," muttered Father Brown, blinking, "here is the | egend
of the Spaniard plain enough. Here he is holding up his arms
and cursing in the sea; and here are the two curses: the wecked ship
and the burning of Pendragon Tower."

Pendragon shook his head with a kind of venerabl e amusenent.
"And how many other things nmight it not be?" he said. "Don't you know

that that sort of half-nan, like a half-lion or half-stag,
is quite common in heraldry? Mght not that |ine through the ship
be one of those parti-per-pale lines, indented, | think they call it?

And though the third thing isn't so very heraldic, it would be
nore heraldic to suppose it a tower crowned with laurel than with fire;
and it looks just as like it."

"But it seens rather odd," said Flanbeau, "that it should
exactly confirmthe old | egend."

"Ah," replied the sceptical traveller, "but you don't know
how much of the old | egend may have been nade up fromthe old figures.
Besides, it isn't the only old | egend. Fanshaw, here, who is
fond of such things, will tell you there are other versions of the tale,
and nuch nore horrible ones. One story credits nmy unfortunate ancestor
wi th having had the Spaniard cut in two; and that will fit
the pretty picture also. Another obligingly credits our famly
with the possession of a tower full of snakes and explains those little,
wiggly things in that way. And a third theory supposes the crooked line
on the ship to be a conventionalized thunderbolt; but that al one,
if seriously exam ned, would show what a very little way these
unhappy coi nci dences really go."

"Why, how do you nmean?" asked Fanshaw.

"I't so happens,” replied his host coolly, "that there was
no thunder and lightning at all in the two or three shi pwecks
I know of in our famly."

"Ch!" said Father Brown, and junped down fromthe little table.

There was another silence in which they heard the continuous murnmur
of the river; then Fanshaw said, in a doubtful and perhaps
di sappoi nted tone: "Then you don't think there is anything in the
tales of the tower in flanes?"

"There are the tales, of course," said the Adniral
shruggi ng his shoul ders; "and sone of them | don't deny,
on evidence as decent as one ever gets for such things.
Soneone saw a bl aze hereabout, don't you know, as he wal ked hone
t hrough a wood; soneone keepi ng sheep on the uplands inland thought
he saw a flane hovering over Pendragon Tower. Well, a danp dab of nud
like this confounded island seens the |ast place where one woul d
think of fires."

"What is that fire over there?" asked Father Brown wth
a gentl e suddenness, pointing to the woods on the left river-bank
They were all thrown a little off their balance, and the nore fancifu
Fanshaw had even sone difficulty in recovering his, as they saw a | ong
thin stream of blue snoke ascending silently into the end of
the evening |ight.



Then Pendragon broke into a scornful |augh again. "G psies!”
he said; "they've been canpi ng about here for about a week.
Gent | eren, you want your dinner," and he turned as if to enter the house.

But the antiquarian superstition in Fanshaw was still quivering,
and he said hastily: "But, Admral, what's that hissing noise
quite near the island? It's very like fire."

"It's nmore like what it is," said the Adnmiral, |aughing as he
led the way; "it's only sone canoe going by."

Al nost as he spoke, the butler, a | ean man in bl ack,
with very black hair and a very long, yellow face, appeared in the doorway
and told himthat dinner was served.

The di ni ng-room was as nautical as the cabin of a ship
but its note was rather that of the nbdern than the Elizabethan captain.
There were, indeed, three antiquated cutlasses in a trophy over
the fireplace, and one brown sixteenth-century map with Tritons
and little ships dotted about a curly sea. But such things were
| ess promi nent on the white panelling than some cases of quaint-col oured
South Anerican birds, very scientifically stuffed, fantastic shells
fromthe Pacific, and several instruments so rude and queer in shape
t hat savages m ght have used themeither to kill their enemnies or
to cook them But the alien colour culmnated in the fact that,
besides the butler, the Adniral's only servants were two negroes,
somewhat quaintly clad in tight uniforms of yellow. The priest's
instinctive trick of analysing his own inpressions told himthat
the colour and the little neat coat-tails of these bipeds had suggested
the word "Canary," and so by a mere pun connected themwi th
southward travel. Towards the end of the dinner they took their
yel l ow cl ot hes and bl ack faces out of the room I|eaving only
the black clothes and yellow face of the butler

"I"'mrather sorry you take this so lightly," said Fanshaw to the host;
“for the truth is, 1've brought these friends of mne with the idea
of their hel ping you, as they know a good deal of these things.
Don't you really believe in the famly story at all?"

"I don't believe in anything," answered Pendragon very briskly,
with a bright eye cocked at a red tropical bird. "I'ma man of science."

Rat her to Fl ambeau's surprise, his clerical friend,
who seened to have entirely woken up, took up the digression and
tal ked natural history with his host with a flow of words and
much unexpected information, until the dessert and decanters were
set down and the |ast of the servants vani shed. Then he said,
wi thout altering his tone.

"Pl ease don't think nme inpertinent, Adnmiral Pendragon. | don't
ask for curiosity, but really for nmy gui dance and your conveni ence.
Have | made a bad shot if | guess you don't want these old things
tal ked of before your butler?"

The Admiral lifted the hairless arches over his eyes and excl ai med:
"Well, | don't know where you got it, but the truth is | can't stand
the fellow, though |I've no excuse for discharging a fanmly servant.
Fanshaw, with his fairy tales, would say ny bl ood noved agai nst nen
with that black, Spanish-looking hair."



Fl anbeau struck the table with his heavy fist. "By Jove!" he cried;
"and so had that girl!"

"I hope it'll all end tonight," continued the Admiral
"when ny nephew cones back safe fromhis ship. You |ooked surprised
You won't understand, | suppose, unless | tell you the story.
You see, ny father had two sons; | remai ned a bachel or
but ny elder brother married, and had a son who becane a sail or
like all the rest of us, and will inherit the proper estate.
Well, ny father was a strange man; he sonehow conbi ned Fanshaw s

superstition with a good deal of my scepticism-they were al ways
fighting in him and after nmy first voyages, he devel oped a notion

whi ch he t hought somehow would settle finally whether the curse

was truth or trash. |If all the Pendragons sail ed about anyhow,

he thought there would be too nuch chance of natural catastrophes

to prove anything. But if we went to sea one at a time in strict order
of succession to the property, he thought it m ght show whet her any
connected fate followed the fanmily as a famly. It was a silly notion
I think, and | quarrelled with ny father pretty heartily; for | was

an anbitious nman and was left to the last, coming, by succession

after nmy own nephew. "

"And your father and brother," said the priest, very gently,
"died at sea, | fear."
"Yes," groaned the Adnmiral; "by one of those brutal accidents
on which are built all the lying nythol ogi es of mankind,
they were both shipwecked. M father, comng up this coast
out of the Atlantic, was washed up on these Cornish rocks.
My brother's ship was sunk, no one knows where, on the voyage hone
from Tasmania. H's body was never found. | tell you it was
fromperfectly natural m shap; |lots of other people besides Pendragons
were drowned; and both disasters are discussed in a nornmal way
by navigators. But, of course, it set this forest of superstition on fire;
and nen saw the flanm ng tower everywhere. That's why | say it will
be all right when Walter returns. The girl he's engaged to was
com ng today; but | was so afraid of some chance delay frightening her

that | wired her not to cone till she heard fromnme. But he's practically
sure to be here sone tine tonight, and then it'll all end in snoke--
t obacco smoke. We'll crack that old lie when we crack a bottle

of this wine."

"Very good wi ne," said Father Brown, gravely lifting his glass,
"but, as you see, a very bad wi ne-bibber. | nost sincerely
beg your pardon”: for he had spilt a snall spot of wi ne on
the table-cloth. He drank and put down the glass with a conposed face;
but his hand had started at the exact nmoment when he became consci ous
of a face looking in through the garden wi ndow just behind the Admral --
the face of a woman, swarthy, with southern hair and eyes, and young,
but like a mask of tragedy.

After a pause the priest spoke again in his mld manner.
"Admiral," he said, "will you do me a favour? Let ne, and ny friends
if they like, stop in that tower of yours just for tonight?

Do you know that in my business you' re an exorcist al nost before
anyt hi ng el se?"

Pendragon sprang to his feet and paced swiftly to and fro
across the window, fromwhich the face had instantly vani shed.



"I tell you there is nothing init," he cried, with ringing violence.
"There is one thing | know about this nmatter. You may call ne an atheist.
| aman atheist." Here he swung round and fixed Father Brown with a face
of frightful concentration. "This business is perfectly natural
There is no curse init at all."

Father Brown smiled. "In that case," he said, "there can't be
any objection to ny sleeping in your delightful summer-house.”

"The idea is utterly ridiculous," replied the Admral
beating a tattoo on the back of his chair.

"Pl ease forgive nme for everything," said Brown in his nost
synmpat hetic tone, "including spilling the wine. But it seens to ne
you are not quite so easy about the flamng tower as you try to be."

Admi ral Pendragon sat down again as abruptly as he had risen
but he sat quite still, and when he spoke again it was in a | ower voice.
"You do it at your own peril," he said; "but wouldn't you be an athei st
to keep sane in all this devilry?"

Some three hours afterwards Fanshaw, Flanbeau and the priest
were still dawdling about the garden in the dark; and it began to dawn
on the other two that Father Brown had no intention of going to bed
either in the tower or the house.

"I think the awn wants weeding," said he dreanily
“I'f I could find a spud or sonething I'd do it myself."

They followed him |aughing and half renonstrating; but he replied
with the utnost solemity, explaining to them in a maddening little sernon
that one can always find some small occupation that is hel pful to others.

He did not find a spud; but he found an old broom nmade of tw gs,
wi th whi ch he began energetically to brush the fallen | eaves off the grass.

"Always sone little thing to be done," he said with
idiotic cheerful ness; "as George Herbert says: ~Wo sweeps
an Adnmiral's garden in Cornwall as for Thy | aws makes that and
the action fine.' And now," he added, suddenly slinging the broom away,
"Let's go and water the flowers."

Wth the same m xed enptions they watched hi muncoil some
consi derabl e | engths of the |arge garden hose, saying with an air of
wi stful discrimnation: "The red tulips before the yellow, | think.
Look a bit dry, don't you think?"

He turned the little tap on the instrument, and the water shot out
straight and solid as a long rod of steel

"Look out, Sanson," cried Flanbeau; "why, you've cut off
the tulip's head."

Fat her Brown stood ruefully contenplating the decapitated plant.

"M ne does seemto be a rather kill or cure sort of watering,"
he adm tted, scratching his head. "I suppose it's a pity |I didn't
find the spud. You should have seen ne with the spud! Tal king of tools,
you' ve got that swordstick, Flanbeau, you always carry? That's right;
and Sir Cecil could have that sword the Admiral threw away
by the fence here. How grey everything | ooks!"



"The mst's rising fromthe river," said the staring Fl anbeau.

Al nost as he spoke the huge figure of the hairy gardener appeared
on a higher ridge of the trenched and terraced lawn, hailing themwth
a brandi shed rake and a horribly bell owi ng voice. "Put down that hose,"
he shouted; "put down that hose and go to your--"

"I amfearfully clumsy," replied the reverend gentl eman weakly;
"do you know, | upset sone wine at dinner." He nmade a wavering
hal f-turn of apol ogy towards the gardener, with the hose still spouting
in his hand. The gardener caught the cold crash of the water
full in his face like the crash of a cannon-ball; staggered,
slipped and went sprawling with his boots in the air.

"How very dreadful!" said Father Brown, |ooking round in
a sort of wonder. "Wy, I've hit a man!"

He stood with his head forward for a nmonent as if
| ooking or listening; and then set off at a trot towards the tower,
still trailing the hose behind him The tower was quite close,
but its outline was curiously dim

"Your river mst," he said, "has a rumsnell."
"By the Lord it has," cried Fanshaw, who was very white.
"But you can't nean--"

"l nmean," said Father Brown, "that one of the Admiral's scientific
predictions is conmng true tonight. This story is going to end in snoke.

As he spoke a nost beautiful rose-red light seemed to burst
into blossomlike a gigantic rose; but acconpanied with a crackling
and rattling noise that was |like the |laughter of devils.

"My God! what is this?" cried Sir Cecil Fanshaw
"The sign of the flaming tower," said Father Brown, and sent
the driving water fromhis hose into the heart of the red patch

"Lucky we hadn't gone to bed!" ejacul ated Fanshaw. "I suppose
it can't spread to the house."
"You may renenber," said the priest quietly, "that the wooden fence
that might have carried it was cut away."

Fl anbeau turned electrified eyes upon his friend, but Fanshaw
only said rather absently: "Wll, nobody can be killed, anyhow. "

"This is rather a curious kind of tower," observed Father Brown,
"when it takes to killing people, it always kills people
who are somewhere el se."

At the sane instant the nonstrous figure of the gardener wth
the stream ng beard stood again on the green ridge agai nst the sky,
wavi ng others to come on; but now waving not a rake but a cutl ass.
Behi nd himcane the two negroes, also with the old crooked cutl asses
out of the trophy. But in the blood-red glare, with their black faces
and yellow figures, they | ooked |ike devils carrying instrunents of torture.
In the di mgarden behind thema distant voice was heard calling out



brief directions. Wen the priest heard the voice, a terrible change
came over his countenance.

But he remai ned conposed; and never took his eye off
the patch of flame which had begun by spreadi ng, but now seened
to shrink a little as it hissed under the torch of the long silver spear
of water. He kept his finger along the nozzle of the pipe to ensure the aim
and attended to no other business, knowi ng only by the noise and
t hat seni-conscious corner of the eye, the exciting incidents that
began to tunbl e thensel ves about the island garden. He gave two bri ef
directions to his friends. One was: "Knock these fellows down sonehow
and tie them up, whoever they are; there's rope down by those faggots.
They want to take away ny nice hose." The other was: "As soon as you
get a chance, call out to that canoeing girl; she's over on the bank
with the gipsies. Ask her if they could get sone buckets across
and fill themfromthe river." Then he closed his mouth and conti nued
to water the newred flower as ruthlessly as he had watered the red tulip.

He never turned his head to | ook at the strange fight that
foll owed between the foes and friends of the nysterious fire.
He alnost felt the island shake when Fl anbeau collided with
t he huge gardener; he nmerely imgined how it would whirl round them
as they westled. He heard the crashing fall; and his friend' s
gasp of triunmph as he dashed on to the first negro; and the cries
of both the blacks as Fl anmbeau and Fanshaw bound them
Fl anbeau' s enornous strength nore than redressed the odds in the fight,
especially as the fourth man still hovered near the house,
only a shadow and a voice. He heard also the water broken by
t he paddl es of a canoe; the girl's voice giving orders,
t he voi ces of gipsies answering and com ng nearer, the plunping and
sucki ng noi se of enpty buckets plunged into a full stream and finally
t he sound of many feet around the fire. But all this was less to him
than the fact that the red rent, which had lately once nore increased,
had once nore slightly dimnnished

Then came a cry that very nearly made himturn his head.
Fl anmbeau and Fanshaw, now reinforced by some of the gipsies,
had rushed after the nmysterious man by the house; and he heard from
the other end of the garden the Frenchman's cry of horror and astoni shnent.
It was echoed by a how not to be called hunman, as the being broke
fromtheir hold and ran along the garden. Three tines at |east
it raced round the whole island, in a way that was as horrible as
the chase of a lunatic, both in the cries of the pursued and the ropes
carried by the pursuers; but was nore horrible still, because it sonmehow
suggest ed one of the chasing games of children in a garden
Then, finding themclosing in on every side, the figure sprang upon
one of the higher river banks and di sappeared with a spl ash
into the dark and driving river
"You can do no nore, | fear," said Brown in a voice cold with pain.
"He has been washed down to the rocks by now, where he has sent
so many others. He knew the use of a famly | egend."

"Ch, don't talk in these parables," cried Flanbeau inpatiently.
"Can't you put it sinmply in words of one syll abl e?"

"Yes, "
she's all right; one eye blinks, down she sinks.

answered Brown, with his eye on the hose. " Both eyes bright,

The fire hissed and shrieked nore and nore, like a strangled thing,



as it grew narrower and narrower under the flood fromthe pipe and buckets,
but Father Brown still kept his eye on it as he went on speaking:

"I thought of asking this young lady, if it were norning yet,
to l ook through that tel escope at the river mouth and the river
She m ght have seen something to interest her: the sign of the ship
or M Walter Pendragon coning hone, and perhaps even the sign of
the hal f-man, for though he is certainly safe by now, he may very well
have waded ashore. He has been within a shave of another shipw eck;
and woul d never have escaped it, if the |lady hadn't had the sense
to suspect the old Adnmral's tel egramand cone down to watch him
Don't let's talk about the old Admiral. Don't let's talk about anything.
It's enough to say that whenever this tower, with its pitch and resin-wood,
really caught fire, the spark on the horizon always | ooked |ike
the twin light to the coast |ight-house."

"And that," said Flanbeau, "is how the father and brother died.
The wi cked uncle of the | egends very nearly got his estate after all."

Fat her Brown did not answer; indeed, he did not speak again,
save for civilities, till they were all safe round a cigar-box in
the cabin of the yacht. He saw that the frustrated fire was extinguished;
and then refused to linger, though he actually heard young Pendragon,
escorted by an enthusiastic crowm, come tranping up the river bank
and m ght (had he been noved by romantic curiosities) have received
t he conbi ned thanks of the man fromthe ship and the girl fromthe canoe
But his fatigue had fallen on himonce nore, and he only started once,
when Fl anbeau abruptly told himhe had dropped cigar-ash on his trousers.

"That's no cigar-ash,"” he said rather wearily. "That's fromthe fire,
but you don't think so because you're all snoking cigars.
That's just the way | got ny first faint suspicion about the chart."

"Do you nean Pendragon's chart of his Pacific |Islands?" asked Fanshaw.
"You thought it was a chart of the Pacific Islands," answered Brown.
"Put a feather with a fossil and a bit of coral and everyone wl|l
think it's a specinen. Put the sane feather with a ribbon and

an artificial flower and everyone will think it's for a lady's hat.
Put the same feather with an ink-bottle, a book and a stack

of writing-paper, and nost nen will swear they've seen a quill pen
So you saw that map anong tropic birds and shells and thought it was
a map of Pacific Islands. It was the nmap of this river."

"But how do you know?" asked Fanshaw.

"I saw the rock you thought was |like a dragon, and the one
like Merlin, and--"

"You seemto have noticed a lot as we canme in," cried Fanshaw.
"W thought you were rather abstracted.”

"I was sea-sick," said Father Brown sinply. "I felt sinply horrible.
But feeling horrible has nothing to do with not seeing things."
And he cl osed his eyes.

"Do you think nmost men woul d have seen that?" asked Fl anmbeau
He received no answer: Father Brown was asl eep



NI NE

The God of the Gongs

IT was one of those chilly and enpty afternoons in early w nter,

when the daylight is silver rather than gold and pewer rather than silver
If it was dreary in a hundred bl eak offices and yawni ng draw ng-roons,

it was drearier still along the edges of the flat Essex coast,

where the nonotony was the nore i nhuman for being broken

at very long intervals by a | anp-post that |ooked | ess civilized

than a tree, or a tree that |ooked nore ugly than a | anp-post.

A light fall of snow had half-nelted into a few strips, also |ooking | eaden
rather than silver, when it had been fixed again by the seal of frost;

no fresh snow had fallen, but a ribbon of the old snow ran al ong

the very margin of the coast, so as to parallel the pale ribbon of the foam

The Iine of the sea | ooked frozen in the very vividness of
its violet-blue, like the vein of a frozen finger. For mles and mles,
forward and back, there was no breathing soul, save two pedestrians,
wal king at a brisk pace, though one had nmuch | onger |egs and took
much | onger strides than the other

It did not seema very appropriate place or time for a holiday,
but Father Brown had few holidays, and had to take them when he coul d,
and he always preferred, if possible, to take themin conmpany with
his old friend Fl anbeau, ex-crinminal and ex-detective. The priest had
had a fancy for visiting his old parish at Cobhole, and was goi ng
nort h-eastward al ong the coast.

After walking a mle or two farther, they found that the shore was
begi nning to be formally enbanked, so as to formsonething |ike a parade;
the ugly | amp-posts becane | ess few and far between and nore ornanental
though quite equally ugly. Half a nile farther on Father Brown
was puzzled first by little labyrinths of flowerless flower-pots,
covered with the low, flat, quiet-coloured plants that ook |ess |like
a garden than a tessell ated pavenent, between weak curly paths studded
with seats with curly backs. He faintly sniffed the atnosphere of
a certain sort of seaside town that be did not specially care about,
and, |ooking ahead al ong the parade by the sea, he saw sonething that
put the natter beyond a doubt. |In the grey distance the big bandstand
of a watering-place stood up like a giant nushroomwi th six |egs.

"l suppose,"” said Father Brown, turning up his coat-coll ar
and drawi ng a wool l en scarf rather closer round his neck
"that we are approaching a pleasure resort."
"I fear," answered Fl anbeau, "a pl easure resort to which
few peopl e just now have the pleasure of resorting. They try to
revive these places in the winter, but it never succeeds except wth
Brighton and the old ones. This nust be Seawood, | think--
Lord Pool ey's experinment; he had the Sicilian Singers down at Chri stnas,
and there's tal k about hol ding one of the great glove-fights here.
But they'll have to chuck the rotten place into the sea;
it's as dreary as a lost railway-carriage."

They had cone under the big bandstand, and the priest was



looking up at it with a curiosity that had sonmething rather odd about it,
his head a little on one side, like a bird's. It was the conventional
rather tawdry kind of erection for its purpose: a flattened done

or canopy, gilt here and there, and lifted on six slender pillars

of pai nted wood, the whol e being raised about five feet above the parade
on a round wooden platformlike a drum But there was sonething
fantastic about the snow conbined with sonething artificial about

the gold that haunted Fl anbeau as well as his friend with

some associ ation he could not capture, but which he knew was at once
artistic and alien.

"I've got it," he said at last. "It's Japanese. |It's like
t hose fanciful Japanese prints, where the snow on the nountain
| ooks like sugar, and the gilt on the pagodas is like gilt on gingerbread.
It looks just like a little pagan tenple."
"Yes," said Father Brown. "Let's have a |ook at the god."
And with an agility hardly to be expected of him he hopped up
on to the raised platform

"Ch, very well," said Flanbeau, |aughing; and the next instant
his own towering figure was visible on that quaint elevation

Slight as was the difference of height, it gave in those | evel wastes
a sense of seeing yet farther and farther across |and and sea.
Inlfand the little wintry gardens faded into a confused grey copse;
beyond that, in the distance, were long | ow barns of a |onely farmouse,
and beyond that nothing but the |ong East Anglian plains.
Seawards there was no sail or sign of life save a few seagulls:
and even they | ooked |ike the [ ast snowfl akes, and seened to fl oat
rather than fly.

Fl anbeau turned abruptly at an exclamati on behi nd hi m
It seened to cone fromlower down than m ght have been expect ed,
and to be addressed to his heels rather than his head. He instantly
hel d out his hand, but he could hardly hel p | aughing at what he saw.
For some reason or other the platformhad given way under Father Brown,
and the unfortunate little nman had dropped through to the |eve
of the parade. He was just tall enough, or short enough
for his head alone to stick out of the hole in the broken wood,
| ooking like St John the Baptist's head on a charger. The face wore
a di sconcerted expression, as did, perhaps, that of St John the Baptist.

In a nonent he began to laugh a little. "This wood nmust be rotten,"
sai d Fl anbeau. "Though it seens odd it should bear ne, and you go through
the weak place. Let nme help you out."

But the little priest was | ooking rather curiously at the corners
and edges of the wood alleged to be rotten, and there was a sort of trouble
on his brow.

"Come along," cried Flanbeau inmpatiently, still with his big
brown hand extended. "Don't you want to get out?"

The priest was holding a splinter of the broken wood between
his finger and thunmb, and did not i mediately reply. At last he said
thoughtfully: "Want to get out? Wy, no. | rather think |I want
to get in." And he dived into the darkness under the wooden fl oor
so abruptly as to knock off his big curved clerical hat and | eave it
lying on the boards above, without any clerical head in it.



Fl anbeau | ooked once nore inland and out to sea, and once nore
could see nothing but seas as wintry as the snow, and snows as | evel
as the sea.

There canme a scurrying noise behind him and the little priest
cane scranbling out of the hole faster than he had fallen in.
Hi s face was no | onger disconcerted, but rather resolute, and,
perhaps only through the reflections of the snow, a trifle paler than usual

"Wl | ?" asked his tall friend. "Have you found the god
of the temple?"

"No, " answered Father Brown. "I have found what was soneti nes
nore inportant. The Sacrifice."

"What the devil do you nean?" cried Fl anbeau, quite al arned.

Fat her Brown did not answer. He was staring, with a knot
in his forehead, at the | andscape; and he suddenly pointed at it.
"What's that house over there?" he asked.

Fol I owi ng his finger, Flanbeau saw for the first time the corners
of a building nearer than the farnmhouse, but screened for the nost part
with a fringe of trees. It was not a large building, and stood well back
fromthe shore--, but a glint of ornanent on it suggested that it was
part of the sanme watering-place schene of decoration as the bandstand,
the little gardens and the curly-backed iron seats.

Fat her Brown junped off the bandstand, his friend foll ow ng;
and as they walked in the direction indicated the trees fell away
to right and left, and they saw a small, rather flashy hotel
such as is common in resorts--the hotel of the Sal oon Bar rather than
the Bar Parlour. Alnpost the whole frontage was of gilt plaster and
figured glass, and between that grey seascape and the grey,
witch-like trees, its gincrack quality had sonething spectra
inits melancholy. They both felt vaguely that if any food or drink
were offered at such a hostelry, it would be the paste-board ham
and enpty nug of the pantom ne.

In this, however, they were not altogether confirmed. As they drew
nearer and nearer to the place they saw in front of the buffet,
whi ch was apparently closed, one of the iron garden-seats with curly backs
that had adorned the gardens, but nuch |onger, running al nost
the whole length of the frontage. Presunably, it was placed so that
visitors nmight sit there and | ook at the sea, but one hardly expected
to find anyone doing it in such weather.

Neverthel ess, just in front of the extrene end of the iron seat
stood a small round restaurant table, and on this stood
a small bottle of Chablis and a plate of alnonds and rai sins.
Behi nd the table and on the seat sat a dark-haired young man,
bar eheaded, and gazing at the sea in a state of al nost
ast oni shing immbility.

But though he mi ght have been a waxwork when they were within
four yards of him he junped up like a jack-in-the-box when they
cane within three, and said in a deferential, though not undignified,
manner: "WII| you step inside, gentlenmen? | have no staff at present,



but I can get you anything sinple nyself."

"Mich obliged," said Flanbeau. "So you are the proprietor?"
"Yes," said the dark nman, dropping back a little into

his notionless manner. "My waiters are all Italians, you see,

and | thought it only fair they should see their countryman beat the bl ack
if he really can do it. You know the great fight between Ml voli and

Ni gger Ned is conming off after all?"

"I"'mafraid we can't wait to trouble your hospitality seriously,"”
said Father Brown. "But ny friend would be glad of a glass of sherry,
|"msure, to keep out the cold and drink success to the Latin chanpion."”

Fl anbeau di d not understand the sherry, but he did not object to it
inthe least. He could only say am ably: "Ch, thank you very nuch."

"Sherry, sir--certainly,"” said their host, turning to his hostel
"Excuse nme if | detain you a few nmnutes. As | told you,
| have no staff--" And he went towards the bl ack w ndows of
his shuttered and unlighted inn

"Ch, it doesn't really matter,"
turned to reassure him

began Fl anbeau, but the nman

"I have the keys," he said. "I could find ny way in the dark."

"I didn't nean--" began Father Brown.

He was interrupted by a bell ow ng hunan voice that cane
out of the bowels of the uninhabited hotel. It thundered
some foreign nane [oudly but inaudibly, and the hotel proprietor
noved nore sharply towards it than he had done for Fl anbeau's sherry.
As instant evidence proved, the proprietor had told, then and after,
nothing but the literal truth. But both Flanbeau and Father Brown
have often confessed that, in all their (often outrageous) adventures,
not hing had so chilled their blood as that voice of an ogre,
soundi ng suddenly out of a silent and enpty inn.

"My cook!" cried the proprietor hastily. "I had forgotten ny cook
He will be starting presently. Sherry, sir?"

And, sure enough, there appeared in the doorway a big white bulk
with white cap and white apron, as befits a cook, but wth
t he needl ess enphasis of a black face. Flanbeau had often heard
t hat negroes made good cooks. But sonehow sonething in the contrast
of colour and caste increased his surprise that the hotel proprietor
shoul d answer the call of the cook, and not the cook the cal
of the proprietor. But he reflected that head cooks are proverbially
arrogant; and, besides, the host had come back with the sherry,
and that was the great thing.
"I rather wonder," said Father Brown, "that there are so few people
about the beach, when this big fight is conming on after all
We only nmet one nman for niles."

The hotel proprietor shrugged his shoulders. "They come from
the other end of the town, you see--fromthe station, three niles from here.
They are only interested in the sport, and will stop in hotels
for the night only. After all, it is hardly weather for



baski ng on the shore."

"Or on the seat," said Flanbeau, and pointed to the little table
"I have to keep a |ook-out," said the man with the notionl ess face.
He was a quiet, well-featured fellow, rather sallow his dark clothes
had not hing distinctive about them except that his black necktie

was worn rather high, like a stock, and secured by a gold pin

with some grotesque head to it. Nor was there anything notable

in the face, except sonething that was probably a nmere nervous trick--
a habit of opening one eye nore narrowy than the other

giving the inmpression that the other was | arger, or was,

per haps, artificial

The silence that ensued was broken by their host saying quietly:
"Wher eabouts did you neet the one nman on your narch?"

"Curiously enough," answered the priest, "close by here--
just by that bandstand."

Fl anbeau, who had sat on the long iron seat to finish his sherry,
put it down and rose to his feet, staring at his friend in amazenent.
He opened his nmouth to speak, and then shut it again.

"Curious," said the dark-haired nan thoughtfully. "Wat was he |ike?"
"It was rather dark when | saw him" began Father Brown,
"but he was--"

As has been said, the hotel -keeper can be proved to have told
the precise truth. H s phrase that the cook was starting presently
was fulfilled to the letter, for the cook cane out, pulling his gloves on
even as they spoke.

But he was a very different figure fromthe confused nass
of white and bl ack that had appeared for an instant in the doorway.
He was buttoned and buckled up to his bursting eyeballs in the nost
brilliant fashion. A tall black hat was tilted on his broad bl ack head- -
a hat of the sort that the French wit has conpared to eight mrrors.
But sonmehow the bl ack man was |ike the black hat. He also was bl ack,
and yet his glossy skin flung back the Iight at eight angles or nore.
It is needless to say that he wore white spats and a white slip inside
his wai stcoat. The red flower stood up in his buttonhol e aggressively,
as if it had suddenly grown there. And in the way he carried his cane
in one hand and his cigar in the other there was a certain attitude--
an attitude we nust al ways renenber when we tal k of racial prejudices:
somet hi ng i nnocent and insol ent--the cake wal k.

"Sonetines," said Flanbeau, |ooking after him "I'mnot surprised
that they Iynch them™

"I am never surprised," said Father Brown, "at any work of hell
But as | was saying," he resumed, as the negro, still ostentatiously
pul ling on his yellow gl oves, betook hinself briskly towards
the watering-place, a queer nusic-hall figure against that grey and
frosty scene--"as | was saying, | couldn't describe the man very minutely,
but he had a flourish and ol d-fashi oned whi skers and noust achi os,
dark or dyed, as in the pictures of foreign financiers, round his neck
was wrapped a |long purple scarf that thrashed out in the wind as he wal ked.
It was fixed at the throat rather in the way that nurses



fix children's conforters with a safety-pin. Only this,"
added the priest, gazing placidly out to sea, "was not a safety-pin."

The man sitting on the long iron bench was al so gazing placidly
out to sea. Now he was once nore in repose. Flanbeau felt quite certain
that one of his eyes was naturally |arger than the other
Both were now wel |l opened, and he could al nost fancy the |left eye
grew | arger as he gazed

"It was a very long gold pin, and had the carved head of a nonkey
or sonme such thing," continued the cleric; "and it was fixed
in a rather odd way--he wore pince-nez and a broad bl ack--"

The notionl ess man continued to gaze at the sea, and the eyes in
his head m ght have belonged to two different men. Then he nade
a novenent of blinding swiftness.

Fat her Brown had his back to him and in that flash m ght have
fallen dead on his face. Flanbeau had no weapon, but his |arge
brown hands were resting on the end of the long iron seat.

Hi s shoul ders abruptly altered their shape, and he heaved

t he whol e huge thing high over his head, |ike a headsman's axe

about to fall. The mere height of the thing, as he held it vertical

| ooked like a long iron | adder by which he was inviting men to clinb
towards the stars. But the long shadow, in the |evel evening |ight,

| ooked like a giant brandishing the Eiffel Tower. It was the shock

of that shadow, before the shock of the iron crash, that nade the stranger
qgquail and dodge, and then dart into his inn, leaving the flat and

shi ni ng dagger he had dropped exactly where it had fallen

"W nust get away fromhere instantly,” cried Flanbeau,
flinging the huge seat away with furious indifference on the beach
He caught the little priest by the el bow and ran hi m down
a grey perspective of barren back garden, at the end of which there
was a cl osed back garden door. Flanbeau bent over it an instant
in violent silence, and then said: "The door is |ocked."

As he spoke a black feather fromone of the ornanental firs fell
brushing the brimof his hat. It startled himnore than the snal
and di stant detonation that had cone just before. Then came another
di stant detonation, and the door he was trying to open shook
under the bullet buried init. Flanmbeau' s shoulders again filled out
and altered suddenly. Three hinges and a | ock burst at the sanme instant,
and he went out into the enpty path behind, carrying the great garden door
with him as Sanson carried the gates of Gaza.

Then he flung the garden door over the garden wall, just as
a third shot picked up a spurt of snow and dust behind his heel
Wt hout cerenpony he snatched up the little priest, slung himastraddle
on his shoul ders, and went racing towards Seawood as fast as
his long legs could carry him It was not until nearly two mles
farther on that he set his small conpanion down. It had hardly been
a dignified escape, in spite of the classic nodel of Anchises,
but Father Brown's face only wore a broad grin.

"Well," said Flanbeau, after an inpatient silence, as they resuned
their nore conventional tramp through the streets on the edge of the town,
where no outrage need be feared, "I don't know what all this neans,

but | take it | may trust nmy own eyes that you never net the man
you have so accurately described."”



"I did neet himin a way," Brown said, biting his finger

rat her nervously--"I did really. And it was too dark to see him properly,
because it was under that bandstand affair. But I'mafraid | didn't
descri be himso very accurately after all, for his pince-nez

was broken under him and the long gold pin wasn't stuck through
his purple scarf but through his heart."

"And | suppose,” said the other in a |ower voice, "that gl ass-eyed guy
had sonmething to do with it."

"I had hoped he had only a little," answered Brown
in a rather troubled voice, "and | may have been wong in what | did.
| acted on inpulse. But |I fear this business has deep roots and dark."

They wal ked on t hrough sone streets in silence. The yellow | anps
were beginning to be lit in the cold blue twilight, and they were
evidently approaching the nore central parts of the town.

Hi ghly col oured bills announci ng the gl ove-fight between N gger Ned
and Mal voli were sl apped about the walls.

"Well," said Flanmbeau, "I never nurdered anyone, even in
nmy crimnal days, but | can al nost synpathize with anyone doing it
in such a dreary place. O all Cod-forsaken dustbins of Nature,
I think the nobst heart-breaking are places |ike that bandstand,
that were nmeant to be festive and are forlorn. | can fancy a norbid man
feeling he must kill his rival in the solitude and irony of such a scene.
| remenber once taking a tranp in your glorious Surrey hills,
t hi nki ng of nothing but gorse and skyl arks, when | cane out on
a vast circle of land, and over me lifted a vast, voiceless structure,
tier above tier of seats, as huge as a Ronan anphitheatre and as enpty
as a new letter-rack. A bird sailed in heaven over it. It was
the Grand Stand at Epsom And | felt that no one would ever
be happy there again."

"I't's odd you should nention Epsom" said the priest.
"Do you renenber what was called the Sutton Mystery, because two

suspected nen--ice-cream nen, | think--happened to live at Sutton?
They were eventually released. A nman was found strangled, it was said,
on the Downs round that part. As a fact, | know (froman Irish policenan

who is a friend of mne) that he was found close up to the Epsom
Grand Stand--in fact, only hidden by one of the | ower doors being
pushed back."

"That is queer," assented Flanbeau. "But it rather confirns
ny view that such pleasure places | ook awmfully |onely out of season
or the man woul dn't have been nurdered there."

"I"'mnot so sure he--" began Brown, and stopped.

"Not so sure he was nurdered?" queried his comnpanion

"Not so sure he was nmurdered out of the season,"” answered
the little priest, with sinplicity. "Don't you think there's sonething
rather tricky about this solitude, Flanmbeau? Do you feel sure
a wise nurderer would al ways want the spot to be | onely?
It's very, very seldoma man is quite alone. And, short of that,
the nore alone he is, the nore certain he is to be seen
No; | think there nmust be sone ot her--Wy, here we are at
the Pavilion or Palace, or whatever they call it."



They had energed on a snall square, brilliantly Iighted,
of which the principal building was gay with gil ding, gaudy with posters,
and flanked with two gi ant phot ographs of Malvoli and N gger Ned.

"Hal l o!" cried Flanbeau in great surprise, as his clerical friend
stunped straight up the broad steps. "I didn't know pugilism was
your | atest hobby. Are you going to see the fight?"

"I don't think there will be any fight," replied Father Brown.

They passed rapidly through ante-roonms and i nner roons;
t hey passed through the hall of conbat itself, raised, roped,

and padded with innumerabl e seats and boxes, and still the cleric did
not | ook round or pause till he came to a clerk at a desk outside
a door marked "Committee". There he stopped and asked to see Lord Pool ey.

The attendant observed that his lordship was very busy,
as the fight was coning on soon, but Father Brown had a good-tenpered
tediumof reiteration for which the official mnd is generally not prepared.
In a few nonents the rather baffled Fl anbeau found hinself in the presence

of a man who was still shouting directions to another nan goi ng out of
the room "Be careful, you know, about the ropes after the fourth--
Wl |, and what do you want, | wonder!"

Lord Pool ey was a gentleman, and, |ike nost of the few renmining

to our race, was worried--especially about noney. He was half grey
and half flaxen, and he had the eyes of fever and a high-bridged,
frost-bitten nose.

"Only a word," said Father Brown. "I have conme to prevent
a man being killed."

Lord Pool ey bounded off his chair as if a spring had
flung himfromit. "I'mdamed if 1'll stand any nore of this!"
he cried. "You and your comittees and parsons and petitions!
Weren't there parsons in the old days, when they fought w thout gl oves?
Now they're fighting with the regul ati on gl oves, and there's not
the rag of a possibility of either of the boxers being killed."

"I didn't nean either of the boxers," said the little priest.

"Well, well, well!" said the nobleman, with a touch of frosty hunour.
"Who's going to be killed? The referee?"

"I don't know who's going to be killed," replied Father Brown,
with a reflective stare. "If | did | shouldn't have to
spoil your pleasure. | could sinply get himto escape.
I never could see anything wong about prize-fights. As it is,
I must ask you to announce that the fight is off for the present.”

"Anyt hing el se?" jeered the gentleman with feverish eyes.
"And what do you say to the two thousand peopl e who have conme to see it?"

"I say there will be one thousand ni ne-hundred and ni nety-nine
of themleft alive when they have seen it," said Father Brown.

Lord Pool ey | ooked at Fl anbeau. "Is your friend mad?" he asked.

"Far fromit," was the reply.



"And took here," resuned Pooley in his restless way,
"it's worse than that. A whole pack of Italians have turned up
to back Malvoli--swarthy, savage fellows of sone country, anyhow
You know what these Mediterranean races are like. |If | send out word
that it's off we shall have Malvoli storming in here at the head of
a whol e Corsican clan."

"My lord, it is a matter of life and death," said the priest.
"Ring your bell. Gve your nessage. And see whether it is Ml vol
who answers."

The nobl eman struck the bell on the table with an odd air
of new curiosity. He said to the clerk who appeared al npst instantly
in the doorway: "I have a serious announcenent to nake to the audience
shortly. Meanwhile, would you kindly tell the two chanpions that
the fight will have to be put off."

The clerk stared for sone seconds as if at a denpon and vani shed.

"What authority have you for what you say?" asked Lord Pool ey
abruptly. "Wiomdid you consult?"

"I consulted a bandstand,"” said Father Brown, scratching his head.

"But, no, I'"'mwong; | consulted a book, too. | picked it up
on a bookstall in London--very cheap, too."
He had taken out of his pocket a small, stout, I|eather-bound vol une,

and Fl anbeau, | ooking over his shoul der, could see that it was sone
book of old travels, and had a | eaf turned down for reference.

"*The only formin which Voodoo--'" began Father Brown, reading al oud.

"I'n which what?" inquired his |ordship.

"“1In which Voodoo,'" repeated the reader, alnost with relish
“is widely organi zed outside Jamaica itself is in the formknown as
t he Monkey, or the God of the Gongs, which is powerful in many parts of
the two Anerican continents, especially anong hal f-breeds, nany of whom
| ook exactly like white nen. It differs fromnost other forns
of devil-worship and hurman sacrifice in the fact that the bl ood
is not shed formally on the altar, but by a sort of assassination
among the crowd. The gongs beat with a deafening din as
t he doors of the shrine open and the nonkey-god is reveal ed;
al nost the whol e congregation rivet ecstatic eyes on him But after--'

The door of the roomwas flung open, and the fashionabl e negro
stood franed in it, his eyeballs rolling, his silk hat still insolently
tilted on his head. "Huh!" he cried, showi ng his apish teeth.

"What this? Huh! Huh! You steal a coloured gentlenan's prize--
prize his already--yo' think yo' jes' save that white 'Talian trash--"

"The matter is only deferred,"” said the nobl eman quietly.
"I will be with you to explainin a mnute or two."

"Who you to--" shouted Ni gger Ned, beginning to storm
"My name is Pooley," replied the other, with a creditabl e cool ness.

"I amthe organizing secretary, and | advise you just now
to | eave the room"



"Who this fell ow?" denanded the dark chanpion, pointing to the
priest disdainfully.

"My name is Brown," was the reply. "And | advise you just now
to |l eave the country."

The prize-fighter stood glaring for a few seconds, and then
rather to the surprise of Flanbeau and the others, strode out,
sendi ng the door to with a crash behind him

"Well," asked Father Brown rubbing his dusty hair up
"what do you think of Leonardo da Vinci? A beautiful Italian head."
"Look here," said Lord Pooley, "I've taken a considerable responsibility,
on your bare word. | think you ought to tell ne nore about this."
"You are quite right, my lord," answered Brown. "And it won't take
long to tell."” He put the little | eather book in his overcoat pocket.
"I think we know all that this can tell us, but you shall look at it

to see if I'mright. That negro who has just swaggered out is one of

t he nost dangerous men on earth, for he has the brains of a European
with the instincts of a cannibal. He has turned what was cl ean

conmon- sense butchery anong his fell owbarbarians into a very nodern
and scientific secret society of assassins. He doesn't know | knowit,
nor, for the mtter of that, that | can't prove it."

There was a silence, and the little man went on

"But if I want to nurder sonmebody, will it really be the best plan
to make sure |'malone with hin"

Lord Pool ey's eyes recovered their frosty tw nkle as he

| ooked at the little clergyman. He only said: "If you want to
nmur der sonebody, | should advise it."

Fat her Brown shook his head, like a nurderer of much riper experience.
"So Fl anbeau said,” he replied, with a sigh. "But consider.

The nore a man feels lonely the | ess he can be sure he is al one.

It nust nmean enpty spaces round him and they are just what

nmake hi m obvi ous. Have you never seen one ploughman fromthe heights,
or one shepherd fromthe vall eys? Have you never wal ked along a cliff,
and seen one man wal ki ng al ong the sands? Didn't you know when he's
killed a crab, and wouldn't you have known if it had been a creditor?
No! No! No! For an intelligent nurderer, such as you or | mght be,
it is an inmpossible plan to nake sure that nobody is |ooking at you."

"But what other plan is there?"

"There is only one," said the priest. "To nake sure
t hat everybody is |ooking at sonmething else. A nman is throttled
close by the big stand at Epsom Anybody mi ght have seen it done
whil e the stand stood enpty--any tranp under the hedges or notori st
among the hills. But nobody woul d have seen it when the stand
was crowded and the whole ring roaring, when the favourite was
coming in first--or wasn't. The tw sting of a neck-cloth,
the thrusting of a body behind a door could be done in an instant--
so long as it was that instant. It was the sane, of course,”
he continued turning to Fl anbeau, "with that poor fell ow
under the bandstand. He was dropped through the hole (it wasn't



an accidental hole) just at sone very dramatic nonent of the entertainnent,
when the bow of sone great violinist or the voice of sone great singer
opened or came to its climax. And here, of course, when the knock-out

bl ow came--it would not be the only one. That is the little trick

Ni gger Ned has adopted fromhis old God of Gongs."

"By the way, Malvoli--" Pool ey began

“Malvoli," said the priest, "has nothing to do with it.
| dare say he has sone Italians with him but our amiable friends
are not Italians. They are octoroons and African half-bl oods
of various shades, but | fear we English think all foreigners
are nuch the sane so long as they are dark and dirty. Also,"
he added, with a smile, "I fear the English decline to draw
any fine distinction between the noral character produced by ny religion
and that which bl oonms out of Voodoo."

The bl aze of the spring season had burst upon Seawood,
littering its foreshore with fam nes and bat hi ng- machi nes,
wi th nonmadi ¢ preachers and nigger ninstrels, before the two friends
saw it again, and long before the stormof pursuit after the strange
secret society had died away. Al nost on every hand the secret
of their purpose perished with them The man of the hotel was found
drifting dead on the sea like so much seaweed; his right eye was
closed in peace, but his left eye was wi de open, and glistened |ike glass
in the moon. Nigger Ned had been overtaken a mile or two away,
and nurdered three policenmen with his closed |l eft hand.
The remai ni ng of fi cer was surprised--nay, pained--and the negro got away.
But this was enough to set all the English papers in a flane,
and for a nonth or two the nain purpose of the British Enpire was
to prevent the buck nigger (who was so in both senses) escapi ng by any
English port. Persons of a figure remptely reconcilable with his
were subjected to quite extraordinary inquisitions, made to scrub
their faces before going on board ship, as if each white conpl exion
were made up |like a nask, of greasepaint. Every negro in England
was put under special regulations and made to report hinself;
t he outgoi ng ships would no nore have taken a nigger than a basilisk.
For people had found out how fearful and vast and silent was
the force of the savage secret society, and by the tinme Flanbeau and
Fat her Brown were | eaning on the parade parapet in April, the Black Man
nmeant in Engl and al nost what he once neant in Scotl and.

"He nust be still in England," observed Fl anbeau, "and horridly
wel | hidden, too. They nust have found himat the ports if he had
only whitened his face."

"You see, he is really a clever nan," said Father Brown
apol ogetically. "And |I'msure he wouldn't whiten his face."

"Well, but what would he do?"
"I think," said Father Brown, "he would bl acken his face."

Fl anbeau, |eaning notionless on the parapet, |aughed and sai d:
"My dear fellow"

Fat her Brown, al so | eaning notionless on the parapet, noved one finger
for an instant into the direction of the soot-masked niggers singing
on the sands.



TEN

The Sal ad of Col onel Cray

FATHER BROWN was wal ki ng hone from Mass on a white weird norning

when the nists were slowy lifting--one of those nornings when

the very elenent of |ight appears as sonething nysterious and new.

The scattered trees outlined thenselves nore and nore out of the vapour,
as if they were first drawn in grey chal k and then in charcoal

At yet nore distant intervals appeared the houses upon the broken fringe
of the suburb; their outlines becane clearer and clearer unti

he recogni zed many in which he had chance acquai ntances, and many nore

t he nanes of whose owners he knew. But all the wi ndows and doors

were seal ed; none of the people were of the sort that would be up

at such a time, or still less on such an errand. But as he passed under
t he shadow of one handsonme villa with verandas and w de ornate gardens,
he heard a noi se that nade him alnost involuntarily stop

It was the unni stakabl e noise of a pistol or carbine or sone

light firearmdischarged; but it was not this that puzzled hi mnost.

The first full noise was immediately foll owed by a series of fainter noises--
as he counted them about six. He supposed it nust be the echo;

but the odd thing was that the echo was not in the least like

the original sound. It was not |ike anything else that he could think of;
the three things nearest to it seened to be the noi se nade by

si phons of soda-water, one of the many noi ses nade by an ani nal,

and the noise nade by a person attenpting to conceal |aughter

None of which seenmed to make much sense.

Fat her Brown was made of two men. There was a man of action
who was as nodest as a prinrose and as punctual as a cl ock
who went his small round of duties and never dreaned of altering it.
There was al so a man of reflection, who was rmuch sinpler but rmuch stronger
who coul d not easily be stopped; whose thought was always (in the only
intelligent sense of the words) free thought. He could not help,
even unconsciously, asking hinself all the questions that
there were to be asked, and answering as nmany of them as he coul d;
all that went on like his breathing or circulation. But he never
consciously carried his actions outside the sphere of his own duty;
and in this case the two attitudes were aptly tested. He was just about
to resune his trudge in the twilight, telling hinself it was no affair
of his, but instinctively twisting and untw sting twenty theories
about what the odd noises might nean. Then the grey sky-line
brightened into silver, and in the broadening light he realized
that he had been to the house which bel onged to an Angl o-1ndi an Maj or
naned Putnam and that the Major had a native cook from Malta who was
of his comunion. He also began to renenber that pistol-shots
are sonetines serious things; acconpanied with consequences w th which
he was legitimtely concerned. He turned back and went in
at the garden gate, making for the front door

Hal f -way down one side of the house stood out a projection
like a very low shed; it was, as he afterwards di scovered,
a large dustbin. Round the corner of this came a figure,
at first a nmere shadow in the haze, apparently bendi ng and peering about.
Then, coming nearer, it solidified into a figure that was, indeed,



rather unusually solid. Mjor Putnamwas a bal d- headed, bull-necked nan
short and very broad, with one of those rather apoplectic faces

that are produced by a prolonged attenpt to conbine the oriental clinmate
with the occidental luxuries. But the face was a good- hunmoured one,

and even now, though evidently puzzled and inquisitive, wore a kind of

i nnocent grin. He had a large pal mleaf hat on the back of his head
(suggesting a halo that was by no nmeans appropriate to the face),

but otherwi se he was clad only in a very vivid suit of striped scarlet

and yel |l ow pyj amas; whi ch, though gl owi ng enough to behol d, nust have been
on a fresh norning, pretty chilly to wear. He had evidently

cone out of his house in a hurry, and the priest was not surprised

when he called out without further cerenony: "Did you hear that noise?"
"Yes," answered Father Brown; "I thought | had better |ook in,
in case anything was the natter."

The Maj or | ooked at himrather queerly with his good-humoured
gooseberry eyes. "Wat do you think the noise was?" he asked.

"I't sounded like a gun or sonething," replied the other
with sone hesitation; "but it seened to have a singular sort of echo.”

The Major was still looking at himaquietly, but with protrudi ng eyes,
when the front door was flung open, releasing a flood of gaslight
on the face of the fading mist; and another figure in pyjamas sprang
or tunbled out into the garden. The figure was nuch |onger, |eaner
and nore athletic; the pyjamas, though equally tropical, were
conparatively tasteful, being of white with a |ight |enon-yellow stripe.
The man was haggard, but handsome, nore sunburned than the other
he had an aquiline profile and rather deep-sunken eyes, and a slight air
of oddity arising fromthe conbi nation of coal-black hair with
a much lighter nmoustache. All this Father Brown absorbed in detai
nore at leisure. For the nmonent he only saw one thing about the man;
whi ch was the revolver in his hand

"Cray!" exclainmed the Major, staring at him "did you fire that shot?"

"Yes, | did," retorted the black-haired gentleman hotly;
"and so would you in ny place. |If you were chased everywhere
by devils and nearly--"

The Major seenmed to intervene rather hurriedly. "This is ny friend
Fat her Brown," he said. And then to Brown: "I don't know whet her
you've net Colonel Cray of the Royal Artillery."

"I have heard of him of course," said the priest innocently.
"Did you--did you hit anything?"

"I thought so," answered Cray with gravity.

"Did he--" asked Major Putnamin a |owered voice, "did he fal
or cry out, or anything?"

Col onel Cray was regarding his host with a strange and steady stare.
"Il tell you exactly what he did," he said. "He sneezed."

Fat her Brown's hand went half-way to his head, with the gesture
of a man remenberi ng sonebody's nane. He knew now what it was
that was neither soda-water nor the snorting of a dog.



"Well," ejaculated the staring Major, "I never heard before
that a service revolver was a thing to be sneezed at."

"Nor |," said Father Brown faintly. "It's lucky you didn't
turn your artillery on himor you m ght have given himquite a bad cold."
Then, after a bew | dered pause, he said: "Was it a burglar?"

"Let us go inside," said Major Putnam rather sharply,
and |l ed the way into his house.

The interior exhibited a paradox often to be nmarked in such
nmorni ng hours: that the roons seenmed brighter than the sky outside;
even after the Major had turned out the one gaslight in the front hall
Fat her Brown was surprised to see the whol e dining-table set out
as for a festive neal, with napkins in their rings, and wi ne-gl asses
of some six unnecessary shapes set beside every plate. It was comopn enough
at that tine of the norning, to find the remains of a banquet over-night;
but to find it freshly spread so early was unusual

Wil e he stood wavering in the hall Mjor Putnamrushed past him
and sent a raging eye over the whole oblong of the tablecloth.
At | ast he spoke, spluttering: "All the silver gone!" he gasped.
"Fi sh-kni ves and forks gone. dd cruet-stand gone. Even the old silver
creamjug gone. And now, Father Brown, | amready to answer your question
of whether it was a burglar.”

"They're sinply a blind," said Cray stubbornly. "I know better
t han you why peopl e persecute this house; | know better than you why--"

The Major patted himon the shoulder with a gesture al nost peculiar
to the soothing of a sick child, and said: "It was a burglar
oviously it was a burglar.”

"A burglar with a bad cold," observed Father Brown, "that m ght
assist you to trace himin the neighbourhood."

The Maj or shook his head in a sonbre manner. "He nust be far beyond
trace now, | fear," he said

Then, as the restless man with the revol ver turned again towards
the door in the garden, he added in a husky, confidential voice:
"l doubt whether | should send for the police, for fear nmy friend here
has been a little too free with his bullets, and got on the wong side
of the law. He's lived in very wild places; and, to be frank with you
I think he sonetines fancies things."

"I think you once told nme," said Brown, "that he believes sone
I ndi an secret society is pursuing him"

Maj or Put nam nodded, but at the sane tine shrugged his shoul ders.
"I suppose we'd better follow himoutside," he said. "I don't want
any nore--shall we say, sneezing?"

They passed out into the nmorning light, which was now even tinged
wi th sunshine, and saw Colonel Cray's tall figure bent al nost double
m nutely exam ning the condition of gravel and grass. While the Mjor
strolled unobtrusively towards him the priest took an equally
i ndol ent turn, which took himround the next corner of the house
to within a yard or two of the projecting dustbin.



He stood regarding this dismal object for sone mnute and a half--,
then he stepped towards it, lifted the lid and put his head inside.
Dust and ot her discol ouring matter shook upwards as he did so;
but Fat her Brown never observed his own appearance, whatever else
he observed. He renained thus for a neasurable period, as if engaged
in sone nysterious prayers. Then he cane out again, with sone ashes
on his hair, and wal ked unconcernedl y away.

By the time he cane round to the garden door again he found
a group there which seened to roll away nmorbidities as the sunlight
had already rolled away the msts. It was in no way rationally reassuring;
it was sinmply broadly comic, like a cluster of Dickens's characters.
Maj or Put nam had managed to slip inside and plunge into a proper shirt and
trousers, with a crinmson cumrerbund, and a |ight square jacket over all;
thus normally set off, his red festive face seened bursting with
a comonpl ace cordiality. He was indeed enphatic, but then he was talking
to his cook--the swarthy son of Malta, whose |ean, yellow and rather
careworn face contrasted quaintly with his snowwhite cap and costurne.
The cook m ght well be careworn, for cookery was the Mjor's hobby.
He was one of those amateurs who al ways know nore than the professional
The only other person he even adnitted to be a judge of an onelette
was his friend Cray--and as Brown renenbered this, he turned to | ook
for the other officer. 1In the new presence of daylight and peopl e clothed
and in their right mnd, the sight of himwas rather a shock
The taller and nore el egant man was still in his night-garb,
with tousled black hair, and now crawl i ng about the garden on his hands
and knees, still looking for traces of the burglar; and now and agai n,
to all appearance, striking the ground with his hand in anger at not
finding him Seeing himthus quadrupedal in the grass, the priest
rai sed his eyebrows rather sadly; and for the first time guessed that
"fancies things" might be an eupheni sm

The third itemin the group of the cook and the epicure was al so
known to Father Brown; it was Audrey Watson, the Major's ward
and housekeeper; and at this nonment, to judge by her apron
tucked-up sl eeves and resol ute manner, much nore the housekeeper
t han the ward.
"It serves you right," she was saying: "I always told you
not to have that ol d-fashioned cruet-stand."
"I prefer it," said Putnam placably. "I'm old-fashioned nyself;
and the things keep together."

"And vani sh together, as you see," she retorted. "Well, if you are
not going to bother about the burglar, | shouldn't bother about the |unch
It's Sunday, and we can't send for vinegar and all that in the town;
and you Indian gentlenen can't enjoy what you call a dinner without

a lot of hot things. | wi sh to goodness now you hadn't asked
Cousin diver to take me to the nusical service. It isn't over
till half-past twelve, and the Col onel has to | eave by then

| don't believe you nen can nanage al one."

"Ch yes, we can, ny dear," said the Major, |ooking at her
very anmiably. "Marco has all the sauces, and we've often
done ourselves well in very rough places, as you night know by now.
And it's tinme you had a treat, Audrey; you nmustn't be a housekeeper
every hour of the day; and | know you want to hear the nusic."

"I want to go to church,"” she said, with rather severe eyes



She was one of those handsone wonen who will always be handsone,
because the beauty is not in an air or a tint, but in the very structure
of the head and features. But though she was not yet m ddl e-aged
and her auburn hair was of a Titianesque fullness in formand col our,
there was a | ook in her nouth and around her eyes whi ch suggested that
sonme sorrows wasted her, as winds waste at |ast the edges of a G eek tenple.
For indeed the little domestic difficulty of which she was now speaki ng
so decisively was rather comic than tragic. Father Brown gathered,
fromthe course of the conversation, that Cray, the other gournet,
had to | eave before the usual lunch-tine; but that Putnam his host,
not to be done out of a final feast with an old crony, had arranged
for a special dejeuner to be set out and consumed in the course of
the norning, while Audrey and other graver persons were at norning service.
She was going there under the escort of a relative and old friend of hers,
Dr diver Onman, who, though a scientific nman of a sonewhat bitter type,
was ent husiastic for music, and would go even to church to get it.

There was nothing in all this that coul d conceivably concern

the tragedy in Mss Watson's face; and by a half conscious instinct,
Fat her Brown turned again to the seening |unatic grubbing about

in the grass.

When he strolled across to him the black, unbrushed head was
lifted abruptly, as if in sone surprise at his continued presence.
And i ndeed, Father Brown, for reasons best known to hinself,
had |ingered nuch | onger than politeness required; or even
in the ordinary sense, permitted.

"Wl l!" cried Cray, with wild eyes. "l suppose you think |I'm nad,
l'ike the rest?"

"I have considered the thesis," answered the little man, conposedly.
"And | incline to think you are not."

"What do you nean?" snapped Cray quite savagely.

"Real madnen," expl ai ned Fat her Brown, "always encourage their
own norbidity. They never strive against it. But you are trying
to find traces of the burglar; even when there aren't any.

You are struggling against it. You want what no nadnan ever wants."

"And what is that?"
"You want to be proved wong," said Brown.

During the last words Cray had sprung or staggered to his feet
and was regarding the cleric with agitated eyes. "By hell
but that is a true word!" he cried. "They are all at me here
that the fellow was only after the silver--as if | shouldn't be
only too pleased to think so! She's been at ne," and he tossed his tousled
bl ack head towards Audrey, but the other had no need of the direction
"she's been at ne today about how cruel | was to shoot a poor harn ess
house- breaker, and how | have the devil in me against poor harm ess natives.
But | was a good-natured nan once--as good-natured as Putnam"

After a pause he said: "Look here, |'ve never seen you before;
but you shall judge of the whole story. dd Putnamand | were friends
in the same nmess; but, owing to some accidents on the Afghan border
| got ny comand nuch sooner than nost nmen; only we were both
i nvalided hone for a bit. | was engaged to Audrey out there;



and we all travelled back together. But on the journey back

t hi ngs happened. Curious things. The result of them was

that Putnamwants it broken off, and even Audrey keeps it hangi ng on--
and | know what they nean. | know what they think | am So do you

"Well, these are the facts. The last day we were in
an Indian city | asked Putnamif | could get some Trichinopoli cigars,
he directed me to a little place opposite his |odgings.
I have since found he was quite right; but “opposite' is a dangerous word
when one decent house stands opposite five or six squalid ones;
and | nust have nistaken the door. It opened with difficulty,
and then only on darkness; but as | turned back, the door behind ne
sank back and settled into its place with a noise as of innunerable bolts.
There was nothing to do but to walk forward; which I did through
passage after passage, pitch-dark. Then I came to a flight of steps,
and then to a blind door, secured by a |atch of el aborate Eastern ironwork,
which | could only trace by touch, but which | |oosened at |ast.
| came out again upon gl oom which was half turned into
a greenish twilight by a multitude of small but steady |anps bel ow
They showed nerely the feet or fringes of sone huge and enpty architecture.
Just in front of me was sonething that | ooked |ike a nountain.
| confess | nearly fell on the great stone platformon which | had emerged,
to realize that it was an idol. And worst of all, an idol with
its back to me.

"I't was hardly half hunman, | guessed; to judge by the snmall squat head,
and still nore by a thing like a tail or extra linb turned up behind
and pointing, like a | oathsonme |large finger, at sonme synmbol graven
in the centre of the vast stone back. | had begun, in the dimlight,

to guess at the hieroglyphic, not without horror, when a nore horrible
t hi ng happened. A door opened silently in the tenple wal

behind me and a nman cane out, with a brown face and a bl ack coat.

He had a carved snile on his face, of copper flesh and ivory teeth;

but | think the nost hateful thing about himwas that he was

in European dress. | was prepared, | think, for shrouded priests

or naked fakirs. But this seened to say that the devilry was

over all the earth. As indeed | found it to be.

"“1f you had only seen the Monkey's Feet,' he said, smling steadily,
and wi thout other preface, “we should have been very gentle--
you woul d only be tortured and die. If you had seen the Mnkey's Face,
still we should be very noderate, very tolerant--you would only
be tortured and live. But as you have seen the Mnkey's Tail
we nust pronounce the worst sentence. which is--Go Free.'

"When he said the words | heard the elaborate iron latch with
which | had struggl ed, automatically unlock itself: and then
far down the dark passages | had passed, | heard the heavy street-door
shifting its own bolts backwards.

"It is vain to ask for nercy; you nust go free,' said
the smling man. “Henceforth a hair shall slay you like a sword
and a breath shall bite you |like an adder; weapons shall cone
agai nst you out of nowhere; and you shall die nany tines.'
And with that he was swal |l owed once nore in the wall behind;
and | went out into the street."

Cray paused; and Fat her Brown unaffectedly sat down on the | awn
and began to pick daisies.



Then the soldier continued: "Putnam of course, with his
jolly conmon sense, pooh-poohed all my fears; and fromthat tine
dat es his doubt of my mental balance. Well, I'Il sinply tell you
in the fewest words, the three things that have happened since;
and you shall judge which of us is right.

"The first happened in an Indian village on the edge of the jungle,
but hundreds of miles fromthe tenple, or town, or type of tribes

and custonms where the curse had been put on nme. | woke in black m dnight,
and lay thinking of nothing in particular, when | felt a faint
tickling thing, like a thread or a hair, trailed across ny throat.

| shrank back out of its way, and could not help thinking of the words
inthe temple. But when | got up and sought lights and a nmirror
the Iine across nmy neck was a |line of blood.

"The second happened in a lodging in Port Said, l|ater
on our journey home together. It was a junble of tavern
and curiosity-shop; and though there was nothing there renotely suggesting
the cult of the Monkey, it is, of course, possible that some of its
i mages or talisnmans were in such a place. |Its curse was there, anyhow.
I woke again in the dark with a sensation that could not be put
in colder or nore literal words than that a breath bit |ike an adder
Exi stence was an agony of extinction; | dashed ny head against walls
until | dashed it against a window, and fell rather than junped
into the garden below. Putnam poor fellow, who had called the other thing
a chance scratch, was bound to take seriously the fact of finding ne
hal f insensible on the grass at dawn. But | fear it was ny nental state
he took seriously; and not ny story.

"The third happened in Malta. W were in a fortress there;
and as it happened our bedroons overl ooked the open sea, which al npst
cane up to our windowsills, save for a flat white outer wal
as bare as the sea. | woke up again; but it was not dark.
There was a full nmoon, as | walked to the window, | could have seen a bird
on the bare battlenment, or a sail on the horizon. Wat | did see
was a sort of stick or branch circling, self-supported, in the enpty sky.
It flew straight in at ny wi ndow and srmashed the | anp beside the pillow
| had just quitted. It was one of those queer-shaped war-cl ubs
sone Eastern tribes use. But it had come fromno human hand."

Fat her Brown threw away a dai sy-chain he was maki ng,
and rose with a wistful |ook. "Has Major Putnam" he asked,
"got any Eastern curios, idols, weapons and so on, from which
one might get a hint?"

"Plenty of those, though not nuch use, | fear,"
"but by all means conme into his study."

replied Cray;

As they entered they passed M ss Watson buttoning her gloves for church
and heard the voice of Putnamdownstairs still giving a |lecture on cookery
to the cook. In the Major's study and den of curios they cane suddenly
on a third party, silk-hatted and dressed for the street, who was
pori ng over an open book on the snoking-table--a book which he dropped
rather guiltily, and turned.

Cray introduced himcivilly enough, as Dr Oman, but he showed
such disfavour in his very face that Brown guessed the two nen,
whet her Audrey knew it or not, were rivals. Nor was the priest
whol |y unsynpathetic with the prejudice. Dr Orman was a very wel |l -dressed
gentl eman i ndeed; well-featured, though al nost dark enough for an Asiatic.



But Father Brown had to tell hinself sharply that one should be in charity
even with those who wax their pointed beards, who have snmall gl oved hands,
and who speak with perfectly nodul ated voi ces.

Cray seened to find sonething specially irritating in
the small prayer-book in Oman's dark-gloved hand. "I didn't know
that was in your line," he said rather rudely.

Oman | aughed nildly, but wthout offence. "This is nmore so, | know "
he said, laying his hand on the big book he had dropped,
"a dictionary of drugs and such things. But it's rather too |large
to take to church."” Then he closed the | arger book, and there seened
again the faintest touch of hurry and enbarrassnent.

"l suppose,"” said the priest, who seened anxi ous to change the subject,
"all these spears and things are from I ndia?"

"From everywhere," answered the doctor. "Putnamis an old soldier,
and has been in Mexico and Australia, and the Canni bal 1slands
for all | know'

"I hope it was not in the Cannibal |slands," said Brown,
"that he learnt the art of cookery." And he ran his eyes over
the stew pots or other strange utensils on the wall.

At this nmonent the jolly subject of their conversation
thrust his laughing, |obsterish face into the room "Cone al ong, Cray,"
he cried. "Your lunch is just comng in. And the bells are ringing
for those who want to go to church.”

Cray slipped upstairs to change; Dr Oman and M ss Watson bet ook
t hemsel ves sol enmly down the street, with a string of other churchgoers;
but Father Brown noticed that the doctor tw ce | ooked back
and scrutinized the house; and even cane back to the corner of the street
to look at it again.

The priest |ooked puzzled. "He can't have been at the dustbin,"”
he muttered. "Not in those clothes. O was he there earlier today?"

Fat her Brown, touching other people, was as sensitive as a baroneter;
but today he seened about as sensitive as a rhinoceros. By no social |aw,
rigid or inplied, could he be supposed to linger round the |unch
of the Anglo-Indian friends; but he lingered, covering his position
with torrents of anmusing but quite needl ess conversation.

He was the nore puzzling because he did not seemto want any | unch

As one after another of the npbst exquisitely bal anced kedgerees of curries,
acconpanied with their appropriate vintages, were laid before

the other two, he only repeated that it was one of his fast-days,

and nunched a piece of bread and sipped and then | eft untasted

a tunbler of cold water. His talk, however, was exuberant.

“I'"1l tell you what 1'1l do for you," he cried--, "I"lIl mix you
a salad! | can't eat it, but I'll mx it like an angel
You' ve got a lettuce there.”

"Unfortunately it's the only thing we have got," answered
t he good- hurmoured Major. "You must renenber that nustard, vinegar
oil and so on vanished with the cruet and the burglar."

"I know," replied Brown, rather vaguely. "That's what |'ve always



been afraid would happen. That's why | always carry a cruet-stand
about with ne. |I'mso fond of sal ads."

And to the amazenent of the two nmen he took a pepper-pot out of
hi s wai stcoat pocket and put it on the table.

"I wonder why the burglar wanted nmustard, too," he went on
taki ng a nustard-pot from another pocket. "A nustard pl aster,
| suppose. And vinegar"--and producing that condi nent--
"haven't | heard sonething about vinegar and brown paper?

As for oil, which | think I put innmy left--"

H's garrulity was an instant arrested; for lifting his eyes,
he saw what no one el se saw-the black figure of Dr Oran standi ng
on the sunlit lawn and | ooking steadily into the room Before he could
quite recover hinself Cray had cloven in.

"You're an astounding card," he said, staring. "I shall cone
and hear your sernons, if they're as anusing as your manners."
Hi s voice changed a little, and he | eaned back in his chair.

"Ch, there are sernons in a cruet-stand, too," said Father Brown,
quite gravely. "Have you heard of faith Iike a grain of nustard-seed;
or charity that anoints with oil? And as for vinegar, can any soldiers
forget that solitary soldier, who, when the sun was darkened--"

Col onel Cray leaned forward a little and clutched the tabl ecloth.

Fat her Brown, who was nmking the salad, tipped two spoonfuls
of the nustard into the tunbler of water beside him stood up and said
in a new, |oud and sudden voice--"Drink that!"

At the sane nonent the notionless doctor in the garden came running,
and bursting open a window cried: "Am| wanted? Has he been poi soned?"

"Pretty near," said Brown, with the shadow of a smle; for
the enmetic had very suddenly taken effect. And Cray lay in a deck-chair,
gasping as for life, but alive.

Maj or Put nam had sprung up, his purple face nottled. "A crine!"
he cried hoarsely. "I will go for the police!"

The priest could hear himdraggi ng down his pal mleaf hat fromthe peg
and tunbling out of the front door; he heard the garden gate slam
But he only stood | ooking at Cray; and after a silence said quietly:

"I shall not talk to you rmuch; but | will tell you what
you want to know. There is no curse on you. The Tenple of the Mnkey
was either a coincidence or a part of the trick; the trick was
the trick of a white man. There is only one weapon that will bring bl ood
with that nere feathery touch: a razor held by a white nan.
There is one way of making a common room full of invisible,
over poweri ng poison: turning on the gas--the crine of a white man
And there is only one kind of club that can be thrown out of a wi ndow,
turn in md-air and conme back to the wi ndow next to it:
the Australian boonerang. You'll see sone of themin the Major's study."

Wth that he went outside and spoke for a noment to the doctor.
The nonent after, Audrey Watson cane rushing into the house and
fell on her knees beside Cray's chair. He could not hear what they said



to each other; but their faces noved with amazenment, not unhappi ness.
The doctor and the priest wal ked slowy towards the garden gate.

"l suppose the Major was in love with her, too," he said with a sigh
and when the other nodded, observed: "You were very generous, doctor.
You did a fine thing. But what nmade you suspect?"

"Avery small thing," said Oran; "but it kept nme restless in church
till 1 cane back to see that all was well. That book on his table
was a work on poisons; and was put down open at the place where it stated
that a certain Indian poison, though deadly and difficult to trace,
was particularly easily reversible by the use of the comonest enetics.
| suppose he read that at the |last nmonent--"

"And renenbered that there were enetics in the cruet-stand,”
sai d Father Brown. "Exactly. He threw the cruet in the dustbin--
where | found it, along with other silver--for the sake of
a burglary blind. But if you ook at that pepper-pot |I put on the table,
you'll see a small hole. That's where Cray's bullet struck
shaki ng up the pepper and naking the crimnal sneeze."

There was a silence. Then Dr Owan said grimy: "The Major is
a long time | ooking for the police."

"Or the police in |ooking for the Major?" said the priest.
"Well, good-bye."

ELEVEN

The Strange Crine of John Boul nois

MR CALHOUN KI DD was a very young gentlenman with a very old face

a face dried up with its own eagerness, franed in blue-black hair

and a black butterfly tie. He was the em ssary in England

of the colossal Anerican daily called the Western Sun--

al so hunorously described as the "Rising Sunset”. This was in allusion
to a great journalistic declaration (attributed to M Kidd hinsel f)
that "he guessed the sun would rise in the west yet, if Anmerican citizens
did a bit nore hustling." Those, however, who nock Anerican journalism
fromthe standpoint of sonewhat nellower traditions forget

a certain paradox which partly redeens it. For while the journalism

of the States pernmits a pantomimic vulgarity |long past anything English
it also shows a real excitenent about the npst earnest nental problens,
of which English papers are innocent, or rather incapable.

The Sun was full of the nobst solem matters treated in the nost

farcical way. WIlliam Janes figured there as well as "Wary Wllie,"
and pragmatists alternated with pugilists in the | ong procession

of its portraits.

Thus, when a very unobtrusive Oxford nman named John Boul noi s
wote in a very unreadable review called the Natural Philosophy Quarterly
a series of articles on alleged weak points in Darw nian evol ution,
it fluttered no corner of the English papers; though Boul nois's theory
(which was that of a conparatively stationary universe visited occasionally
by convul si ons of change) had sone rather faddy fashi onabl eness at Oxford,



and got so far as to be nanmed "Catastrophisni. But nany American papers
sei zed on the challenge as a great event; and the Sun threw

t he shadow of M Boulnois quite gigantically across its pages.

By the paradox already noted, articles of valuable intelligence and
ent husi asm were presented with headlines apparently witten

by an illiterate nmani ac, headlines such as "Darwin Chews Dirt;
Critic Boul nois says He Junps the Shocks"--or "Keep Catastrophic,
says Thi nker Boul nois." And M Cal houn Kidd, of the Western Sun

was bidden to take his butterfly tie and |ugubrious visage down to
the little house outside Oxford where Thi nker Boul nois I|ived

i n happy i gnorance of such a title.

That fated phil osopher had consented, in a sonewhat dazed manner
to receive the interviewer, and had named the hour of nine that evening.
The last of a summer sunset clung about Cummor and the | ow wooded hills;
the romantic Yankee was both doubtful of his road and inquisitive
about his surroundi ngs; and seeing the door of a genuine feuda
ol d-country inn, The Chanpion Arns, standing open, he went in
to make inquiries.

In the bar parlour he rang the bell, and had to wait
some little time for areply to it. The only other person present
was a lean man with close red hair and | oose, horsey-Ilooking clothes,
who was drinking very bad whi sky, but snoking a very good cigar.
The whi sky, of course, was the choice brand of The Chanpi on Arns;
the cigar he had probably brought with himfrom London
Not hi ng could be nore different than his cynical negligence from
t he dapper dryness of the young American; but sonething in his penci
and open not ebook, and perhaps in the expression of his alert blue eye,
caused Kidd to guess, correctly, that he was a brother journalist.
"Coul d you do nme the favour," asked Kidd, with the courtesy of
his nation, "of directing me to the G ey Cottage, where M Boul nois lives,
as | understand?”

"It's a few yards down the road," said the red-haired nman,
renoving his cigar; "l shall be passing it nyself in a mnute,
but 1'm going on to Pendragon Park to try and see the fun."

"What is Pendragon Park?" asked Cal houn Ki dd

"Sir Caude Chanpion's place--haven't you come down for that, too?"
asked the other pressnman, |looking up. "You're a journalist, aren't you?"

"l have cone to see M Boul nois," said Kidd.

"I'"ve come to see Ms Boulnois," replied the other
"But | shan't catch her at home." And he | aughed rather unpleasantly.

"Are you interested in Catastrophi sn?" asked the wonderi ng Yankee.
"I"'minterested in catastrophes; and there are going to be sone,"
replied his conpanion gloonmly. "Mne's a filthy trade,

and | never pretend it isn't."

Wth that he spat on the floor; yet sonmehow in the very act and
i nstant one could realize that the man had been brought up as a gentleman

The American pressman considered himwith nore attention
Hi s face was pale and dissipated, with the prom se of form dable passions



yet to be loosed; but it was a clever and sensitive face; his clothes
were coarse and careless, but he had a good seal ring on one of his |ong,
thin fingers. H s nane, which canme out in the course of talk,

was Janes Dal roy; he was the son of a bankrupt Irish [andlord,

and attached to a pink paper which he heartily despised, called

Smart Society, in the capacity of reporter and of sonething

painfully like a spy.

Smart Society, | regret to say, felt none of that interest in
Boul noi s on Darwi n which was such a credit to the head and hearts of
the Western Sun. Dalroy had cone down, it seened, to snuff up
the scent of a scandal which mght very well end in the Divorce Court,
but which was at present hovering between G ey Cottage and Pendragon Park

Sir C aude Chanpion was known to the readers of the Western Sun
as well as M Boulnois. So were the Pope and the Derby W nner;
but the idea of their intinmate acquaintanceship would have struck Kidd
as equal ly incongruous. He had heard of (and witten about,
nay, falsely pretended to know) Sir C aude Chanpion, as
"one of the brightest and wealthiest of England s Upper Ten";
as the great sportsnman who raced yachts round the world;
as the great traveller who wote books about the Hinal ayas,
as the politician who swept constituencies with a startling sort of
Tory Denocracy, and as the great dabbler in art, music, literature,
and, above all, acting. Sir Caude was really rather magnificent in
ot her than Anerican eyes. There was sonething of the Renascence Prince
about his omivorous culture and restless publicity--, he was not only
a great amateur, but an ardent one. There was in himnone of that
antiquarian frivolity that we convey by the word "dilettante".

That faultless falcon profile with purple-black Italian eye,
whi ch had been snap-shotted so often both for Smart Society and
the Western Sun, gave everyone the inpression of a man eaten by anbition
as by a fire, or even a disease. But though Kidd knew a great dea
about Sir C aude--a great deal nore, in fact, than there was to know -
it woul d never have crossed his w | dest dreans to connect so showy
an aristocrat with the new y-unearthed founder of Catastrophism
or to guess that Sir C aude Chanpi on and John Boul nois coul d be
intimate friends. Such, according to Dalroy's account,
was nevertheless the fact. The two had hunted in couples at schoo
and col | ege, and, though their social destinies had been very different

(for Chanpion was a great landlord and alnost a millionaire,
whi | e Boul nois was a poor scholar and, until just lately,
an unknown one), they still kept in very close touch with each other

I ndeed, Boul nois's cottage stood just outside the gates of Pendragon Park.

But whether the two nen could be friends nuch | onger was becom ng
a dark and ugly question. A year or two before, Boulnois had married
a beautiful and not unsuccessful actress, to whom he was devoted
in his own shy and ponderous style; and the proximty of the household
to Chanpion's had given that flighty celebrity opportunities for behaving
in away that could not but cause painful and rather base excitenent.
Sir daude had carried the arts of publicity to perfection
and he seened to take a crazy pleasure in being equally ostentatious
in an intrigue that could do himno sort of honour. Footrmen from
Pendragon were perpetually | eaving bouquets for Ms Boul nois;
carriages and nmotor-cars were perpetually calling at the cottage
for Ms Boul nois; balls and masquerades perpetually filled the grounds
i n which the baronet paraded Ms Boulnois, like the Queen of
Love and Beauty at a tournanent. That very evening, marked by M



Kidd for the exposition of Catastrophism had been narked by
Sir O aude Chanpion for an open-air rendering of Roneo and Juliet,
in which he was to play Ronmeo to a Juliet it was needl ess to nane.

"I don't think it can go on without a smash,"” said the young man
with red hair, getting up and shaking hinmself. "dOd Boul nois nmay be
squared--or he nay be square. But if he's square he's thick--
what you nmight call cubic. But |I don't believe it's possible."

"He is a man of grand intellectual powers," said Cal houn Kidd
in a deep voice.
"Yes," answered Dalroy; "but even a man of grand intellectual powers
can't be such a blighted fool as all that. Mist you be going on?
| shall be following nyself in a mnute or two."

But Cal houn Kidd, having finished a mlk and soda, betook hinself
smartly up the road towards the Grey Cottage, |eaving his cynical infornmant
to his whisky and tobacco. The last of the daylight had faded;
the skies were of a dark, green-grey, like slate, studded here and there
with a star, but lighter on the left side of the sky, with the prom se
of a rising noon.

The Gey Cottage, which stood entrenched, as it were, in a square
of stiff, high thorn-hedges, was so cl ose under the pines and palisades
of the Park that Kidd at first mistook it for the Park Lodge.
Fi ndi ng the name on the narrow wooden gate, however, and seeing
by his watch that the hour of the "Thinker's" appointnment had just struck
he went in and knocked at the front door. |Inside the garden hedge,
he coul d see that the house, though unpretentious enough, was | arger
and nore luxurious than it |ooked at first, and was quite a different kind
of place froma porter's | odge. A dog-kennel and a beehive stood outside,
like symbols of old English country-life; the nobon was rising behind
a plantation of prosperous pear trees, the dog that cane out of the kenne
was reverend-|ooking and reluctant to bark; and the plain, elderly
man- servant who opened the door was brief but dignified.

"M Boul nois asked me to offer his apologies, sir,"
"but he has been obliged to go out suddenly."

he said,

"But see here, | had an appointnment,"” said the interviewer,
with a rising voice. "Do you know where he went to?"

"To Pendragon Park, sir,"
and began to cl ose the door

said the servant, rather sonbrely,

Kidd started a little.

"Did he go with Ms--with the rest of the party?" he asked
rat her vaguely.

"No, sir," said the man shortly; "he stayed behind, and then
went out alone." And he shut the door, brutally, but with an air of
duty not done

The American, that curious conpound of inmpudence and sensitiveness,
was annoyed. He felt a strong desire to hustle themall along a bit
and teach them busi ness habits; the hoary old dog and the grizzl ed,
heavy-faced old butler with his prehistoric shirt-front, and the drowsy
ol d noon, and above all the scatter-brained old phil osopher who



couldn't keep an appoi nt nent.

"If that's the way he goes on he deserves to lose his wife's
purest devotion," said M Cal houn Kidd. "But perhaps he's gone over
to make a row. In that case | reckon a man fromthe Wstern Sun
will be on the spot."

And turning the corner by the open | odge-gates, he set off,
stunping up the |Iong avenue of black pine-wods that pointed
in abrupt perspective towards the inner gardens of Pendragon Park
The trees were as black and orderly as plunes upon a hearse;

there were still a fewstars. He was a nan with nmore literary
than direct natural associations; the word "Ravenswood" canme into
his head repeatedly. It was partly the raven col our of the pine-woods;

but partly also an indescribabl e at nosphere al nost descri bed

in Scott's great tragedy; the smell of sonething that died

in the eighteenth century; the snmell of dank gardens and broken urns,
of wongs that will never now be righted; of something that is

none the less incurably sad because it is strangely unreal

More than once, as he went up that strange, black road
of tragic artifice, he stopped, startled, thinking he heard steps
in front of him He could see nothing in front but the twin sonbre
wal | s of pine and the wedge of starlit sky above them At first
he thought he nust have fancied it or been nocked by a nere echo of
his own tranp. But as he went on he was nore and nore inclined
to conclude, with the remains of his reason, that there really were
ot her feet upon the road. He thought hazily of ghosts; and was surprised
how swiftly he could see the i mage of an appropriate and |ocal ghost,
one with a face as white as Pierrot's, but patched with bl ack
The apex of the triangle of dark-blue sky was grow ng brighter and bl uer
but he did not realize as yet that this was because he was coning
nearer to the lights of the great house and garden. He only felt
that the atnosphere was growi ng nore intense, there was in the sadness
nore vi ol ence and secrecy--nore--he hesitated for the word,
and then said it with a jerk of |aughter--Catastrophism

More pines, nore pathway slid past him and then he stood rooted
as by a blast of magic. It is vain to say that he felt as if he had
got into a dream but this tine he felt quite certain that he had
got into a book. For we hunan beings are used to inappropriate things;
we are accustoned to the clatter of the incongruous; it is a tune
to which we can go to sleep. |f one appropriate thing happens,
it wakes us up like the pang of a perfect chord. Sonethi ng happened
such as woul d have happened in such a place in a forgotten tale.

Over the black pine-wod canme flying and flashing in the noon
a naked sword--such a slender and sparkling rapier as may have
fought nmany an unjust duel in that ancient park. It fell on the pathway
far in front of himand lay there glistening like a | arge needl e.
He ran like a hare and bent to ook at it. Seen at close quarters
it had rather a showy look: the big red jewels in the hilt and guard
were a little dubious. But there were other red drops upon the bl ade
whi ch were not dubi ous.

He | ooked round wildly in the direction fromwhich the dazzling nmissile
had conme, and saw that at this point the sable facade of fir and pine
was interrupted by a smaller road at right angles; which, when he turned it,
brought himin full view of the long, |lighted house, with a | ake and
fountains in front of it. Nevertheless, he did not |ook at this,



havi ng sonething nore interesting to | ook at.

Above him at the angle of the steep green bank of the
terraced garden, was one of those small picturesque surprises
conmon in the old | andscape gardening; a kind of small round hill or
done of grass, like a giant nole-hill, ringed and crowned wth
three concentric fences of roses, and having a sundial in the highest point
inthe centre. Kidd could see the finger of the dial stand up dark
agai nst the sky like the dorsal fin of a shark and the vain noonli ght
clinging to that idle clock. But he saw sonething else clinging
toit also, for one wild nonent--the figure of a man.

Though he saw it there only for a nonent, though it was outl andi sh
and incredible in costume, being clad fromneck to heel in tight crinson,
with glints of gold, yet he knew in one flash of noonlight who it was.
That white face flung up to heaven, clean-shaven and so unnaturally young,
like Byron with a Roman nose, those black curls already grizzled--
he had seen the thousand public portraits of Sir O aude Chanpion.

The wild red figure reeled an instant against the sundial; the next

it had rolled down the steep bank and lay at the Amnerican's feet,
faintly noving one arm A gaudy, unnatural gold ornanent on the arm
suddenly rem nded Ki dd of Romeo and Juliet; of course the tight crinson
suit was part of the play. But there was a long red stain down

t he bank from which the man had rolled--that was no part of the play.
He had been run through the body.

M Cal houn Ki dd shouted and shouted again. Once nore he seened
to hear phantasnal footsteps, and started to find another figure
already near him He knew the figure, and yet it terrified him
The di ssi pated youth who had called hinself Dalroy had a horribly quiet
way with him if Boulnois failed to keep appoi ntnments that had been nade,
Dal roy had a sinister air of keeping appointnents that hadn't.
The noonlight discol oured everything, against Dalroy's red hair
his wan face | ooked not so nuch white as pale green

Al'l this norbid inpressionismnust be Kidd s excuse for having
cried out, brutally and beyond all reason: "Did you do this, you devil?"

Janes Dalroy smiled his unpleasing smle; but before he could speak
the fallen figure nade another novenent of the arm wavi ng vaguely
towards the place where the sword fell; then came a noban, and then
it managed to speak.

"Boulnois.... Boulnois, | say.... Boulnois didit...
jeal ous of ne...he was jeal ous, he was, he was..."

Ki dd bent his head down to hear nore, and just nanaged
to catch the words

"Boul nois...with my own sword...he threwit..."

Again the failing hand waved towards the sword, and then fell rigid
with a thud. In Kidd rose fromits depth all that acrid hunour
that is the strange salt of the seriousness of his race.
"See here," he said sharply and with comand, "you nust
fetch a doctor. This man's dead."

"And a priest, too, | suppose,” said Dalroy in an undeci pherabl e manner
"Al'l these Chanpions are papists."



The American knelt down by the body, felt the heart, propped up
the head and used sone |ast efforts at restoration; but before
the other journalist reappeared, followed by a doctor and a priest,
he was al ready prepared to assert they were too |ate.

"Were you too late al so?" asked the doctor, a solid
prosperous-| ooki ng man, with conventional noustache and whi skers,
but a lively eye, which darted over Kidd dubiously.

"I'n one sense," drawl ed the representative of the Sun
"I was too late to save the man, but | guess | was in time to hear
somet hi ng of inmportance. | heard the dead man denounce his assassin."

"And who was the assassi n?" asked the doctor, drawi ng his
eyebrows toget her

"Boul nois," said Cal houn Kidd, and whistled softly.

The doctor stared at himgloonmly with a reddeni ng brow -,
but he did not contradict. Then the priest, a shorter figure
in the background, said mldly: "l understood that M Boul nois
was not coming to Pendragon Park this evening."

"There again," said the Yankee grimy, "I may be in a position
to give the old country a fact or two. Yes, sir, John Boul nois
was going to stay in all this evening; he fixed up a real good appoi nt nent
there with me. But John Boul noi s changed his mind; John Boul nois
left his hone abruptly and all alone, and cane over to this darned Park
an hour or so ago. His butler told nme so. | think we hold what
the all-wi se police call a clue--have you sent for then®?"

"Yes," said the doctor, "but we haven't al armed anyone el se yet."
"Does M's Boul nois know?" asked Janes Dal roy, and again Kidd

was conscious of an irrational desire to hit himon his curling nouth.
"I have not told her,"

the police."

said the doctor gruffly--, "but here come

The little priest had stepped out into the main avenue,
and now returned with the fallen sword, which | ooked |udicrously |arge
and theatrical when attached to his dunpy figure, at once clerica
and commonpl ace. "Just before the police come,"” he said apol ogetically,
"has anyone got a |ight?"

The Yankee journalist took an electric torch fromhis pocket,
and the priest held it close to the mddle part of the bl ade,
whi ch he exam ned with blinking care. Then, wi thout glancing at
t he point or pommel, he handed the | ong weapon to the doctor
"I fear 1'mno use here," he said, with a brief sigh.
“I"1l say good night to you, gentlenen." And he wal ked away
up the dark avenue towards the house, his hands cl asped behind him
and his big head bent in cogitation

The rest of the group made increased haste towards the | odge-gates,
where an inspector and two constables could al ready be seen
in consultation with the | odge-keeper. But the little priest
only wal ked sl ower and slower in the dimcloister of pine, and at | ast



st opped dead, on the steps of the house. It was his silent way

of acknow edgi ng an equally silent approach; for there cane towards
hima presence that might have satisfied even Cal houn Kidd's denands

for a lovely and aristocratic ghost. It was a young woman

in silvery satins of a Renascence design; she had gol den hair

in two long shining ropes, and a face so startingly pale between them
that she m ght have been chrysel ephantine--nmade, that is, |ike sone

old Geek statues, out of ivory and gold. But her eyes were very bright,
and her voice, though | ow, was confident.

"Fat her Brown?" she said.

"Ms Boul nois?" he replied gravely. Then he | ooked at her and
i mediately said: "l see you know about Sir d aude."

"How do you know | know?" she asked steadily.

He did not answer the question, but asked another: "Have you
seen your husband?"

"My husband is at hone," she said. "He has nothing to do with this."

Again he did not answer; and the woman drew nearer to him
with a curiously intense expression on her face.

"Shall | tell you sonething nore?" she said, with a rather
fearful smle. "I don't think he did it, and you don't either."
Fat her Brown returned her gaze with a long, grave stare, and then nodded,
yet mnore gravely.

"Father Brown," said the lady, "I amgoing to tell you all | know,
but I want you to do me a favour first. WII you tell ne why
you haven't junped to the conclusion of poor John's guilt,
as all the rest have done? Don't m nd what you say: |--1I know about
the gossip and the appearances that are against ne."

Fat her Brown | ooked honestly enbarrassed, and passed his hand
across his forehead. "Two very little things," he said.
"At least, one's very trivial and the other very vague.
But such as they are, they don't fit in with M Boul nois
being the murderer.”

He turned his blank, round face up to the stars and

conti nued absentnindedly: "To take the vague idea first.

| attach a good deal of inportance to vague ideas. All those things that
“aren't evidence' are what convince nme. | think a noral inpossibility
the biggest of all inpossibilities. | know your husband only slightly,

but | think this crime of his, as generally conceived, sonething

very like a noral inmpossibility. Please do not think | nean that

Boul noi s could not be so wi cked. Anybody can be wi cked--as wi cked as

he chooses. W can direct our noral wills; but we can't generally change
our instinctive tastes and ways of doing things. Boulnois m ght

conmit a murder, but not this nurder. He would not snatch Ronmeo's sword
fromits romantic scabbard; or slay his foe on the sundial as on

a kind of altar; or leave his body anong the roses, or fling the sword
away anong the pines. |If Boulnois killed anyone he'd do it

quietly and heavily, as he'd do any other doubtful thing--

take a tenth glass of port, or read a | oose Geek poet.

No, the romantic setting is not like Boulnois. It's nore |ike Chanpion."



"Ah!" she said, and | ooked at himw th eyes |ike di anonds.

"And the trivial thing was this," said Brown. "There were
finger-prints on that sword; finger-prints can be detected quite
atine after they are made if they' re on sone polished surface
like glass or steel. These were on a polished surface.
They were hal f-way down the blade of the sword. Whose prints they were
| have no earthly clue; but why should anybody hold a sword hal f-way down?
It was a long sword, but length is an advantage in lunging at an enemny.
At |east, at nost enemies. At all enenies except one.”

"Except one," she repeated.

"There is only one eneny," said Father Brown, "whomit is easier
to kill with a dagger than a sword."

"l know," said the woman. "Oneself."

There was a long silence, and then the priest said quietly
but abruptly: "AmI right, then? Did Sir Caude kill hinself?"

"Yes" she said, with a face like marble. "I saw himdo it."
"He died," said Father Brown, "for |ove of you?"

An extraordi nary expression flashed across her face,
very different frompity, nodesty, renorse, or anything her conpanion
had expected: her voice became suddenly strong and full
"I don't believe," she said, "he ever cared about me a rap
He hated nmy husband. ™"

"Why?" asked the other, and turned his round face fromthe sky
to the I ady.

"He hated ny husband because...it is so strange | hardly know
how to say it...because..."

"Yes?" said Brown patiently.
"Because ny husband woul dn't hate him™"

Fat her Brown only nodded, and seened still to be listening;
he differed fromnost detectives in fact and fiction in a small point--
he never pretended not to understand when he understood perfectly well.

Ms Boul nois drew near once nore with the sane contai ned
gl ow of certainty. "M husband," she said, "is a great man.
Sir d aude Chanpion was not a great man: he was a cel ebrated and
successful man. M husband has never been cel ebrated or successful
and it is the solem truth that he has never dreaned of being so.
He no nore expects to be fampus for thinking than for snoking cigars.
On all that side he has a sort of splendid stupidity. He has never
growmn up. He still liked Chanpion exactly as he Iiked himat school
he adm red himas he would adnmire a conjuring trick done at
the dinner-table. But he couldn't be got to conceive the notion of
envyi ng Chanpi on. And Chanpi on wanted to be envied. He went nad
and killed hinself for that."

"Yes," said Father Brown; "I think |I begin to understand."



"Ch, don't you see?" she cried; "the whole picture is nade for that--
the place is planned for it. Chanpion put John in a little house
at his very door, like a dependant--to make himfeel a failure.
He never felt it. He thinks no nore about such things than--
than an absent-m nded lion. Chanpion would burst in on John's
shabbi est hours or honeliest neals with sone dazzling present or
announcenent or expedition that made it like the visit of Haroun Alraschid,
and John woul d accept or refuse anmiably with one eye off, so to speak,
i ke one | azy school boy agreeing or disagreeing wth another.
After five years of it John had not turned a hair; and Sir C aude Chanpion
was a nononani ac. "

"And Haman began to tell them" said Father Brown,
"of all the things wherein the king had honoured him and he said:
"Al'l these things profit me nothing while | see Mrdecai the Jew
sitting in the gate.""
"The crisis came," Ms Boul nois continued, "when | persuaded John
to let me take down some of his specul ations and send themto a magazi ne.
They began to attract attention, especially in Anerica, and one paper
wanted to interview him Wen Chanpi on (who was i ntervi ewed
nearly every day) heard of this late little crunb of success
falling to his unconscious rival, the last |ink snapped that held back
his devilish hatred. Then he began to lay that insane siege to ny own
| ove and honour which has been the talk of the shire. You will ask me
why | allowed such atrocious attentions. | answer that | could not have
declined them except by explaining to ny husband, and there are
some things the soul cannot do, as the body cannot fly.
Nobody coul d have expl ained to nmy husband. Nobody could do it now.
If you said to himin so many words, ~Chanpion is stealing your wife,
he woul d think the joke a little vulgar: that it could be anything
but a joke--that notion could find no crack in his great skul

to get in by. WlIlI, John was to cone and see us act this evening,
but just as we were starting he said he wouldn't; he had got
an interesting book and a cigar. | told this to Sir d aude,

and it was his death-blow. The nononmani ac suddenly saw despair

He stabbed hinself, crying out Iike a devil that Boul nois was slaying him
he lies there in the garden dead of his own jeal ousy to produce jeal ousy,
and John is sitting in the dining-roomreading a book."

There was another silence, and then the little priest said:
"There is only one weak point, Ms Boulnois, in all your
very vivid account. Your husband is not sitting in the dining-room
readi ng a book. That American reporter told me he had been to your house,
and your butler told himM Boul nois had gone to Pendragon Park after all."

Her bright eyes widened to an al nost electric glare;
and yet it seemed rather bew | dernent than confusion or fear.
"Why, what can you nean?" she cried. "Al the servants were
out of the house, seeing the theatricals. And we don't keep a butler
t hank goodness!"

Fat her Brown started and spun half round |like an absurd teetotum
"What, what?" he cried seem ng gal vani zed into sudden |ife.
"Look here--1 say--can | make your husband hear if | go to the house?"

"Ch, the servants will be back by now, " she said, wondering.

"Right, right!" rejoined the cleric energetically, and set off
scuttling up the path towards the Park gates. He turned once to say:



"Better get hold of that Yankee, or “Crime of John Boulnois' wll be
all over the Republic in large letters."

"You don't understand," said Ms Boulnois. "He wouldn't m nd
| don't think he inmagines that Anerica really is a place."

Wien Fat her Brown reached the house with the beehive and
the drowsy dog, a small and neat nmmi d-servant showed himinto
t he di ni ng-room where Boul nois sat reading by a shaded | anp,
exactly as his wife described him A decanter of port and a w negl ass
were at his elbow, and the instant the priest entered he noted
the I ong ash stand out unbroken on his cigar

"He has been here for half an hour at |east," thought Father Brown.
In fact, he had the air of sitting where he had sat when his dinner
was cl eared away.
"Don't get up, M Boulnois," said the priest in his pleasant,
prosaic way. "l shan't interrupt you a nmonment. | fear | break in on
some of your scientific studies."

"No," said Boulnois; "I was reading "~The Bl oody Thunb."'"
He said it with neither frown nor smile, and his visitor was conscious
of a certain deep and virile indifference in the man which his wife
had called greatness. He laid down a gory yell ow "shocker"
wi t hout even feeling its incongruity enough to comment on it hunorously.
John Boul nois was a big, slownoving nman with a nassive head,
partly grey and partly bald, and blunt, burly features.
He was in shabby and very ol d-fashi oned eveni ng-dress, with a narrow
triangul ar opening of shirt-front: he had assunmed it that evening
in his original purpose of going to see his wife act Juliet.

"I won't keep you long from  The Bl oody Thumb' or any ot her
catastrophic affairs," said Father Brown, snmiling. "I only cane
to ask you about the crime you cormitted this evening."”

Boul noi s | ooked at him steadily, but a red bar began to show
across his broad brow, and he seened |ike one di scovering enbarrassment
for the first tine

"I know it was a strange crine," assented Brown in a | ow voi ce.
"Stranger than nurder perhaps--to you. The little sins are sonetines
harder to confess than the big ones--but that's why it's so inportant
to confess them Your crine is conmmtted by every fashi onabl e hostess
six tinmes a week: and yet you find it sticks to your tongue like
a nanel ess atrocity."

"I't nakes one feel,"
damed fool . "

sai d the phil osopher slowy, "such a

"I know, " assented the other, "but one often has to choose
bet ween feeling a dammed fool and being one."
"I can't analyse nyself well,"” went on Boulnois; "but sitting
in that chair with that story I was as happy as a school boy

on a half-holiday. It was security, eternity--1 can't convey it...
the cigars were within reach...the matches were within reach..
the Thunb had four nore appearances to...it was not only a peace,

but a plenitude. Then that bell rang, and | thought for one |ong,
nortal minute that | couldn't get out of that chair--literally,



physically, muscularly couldn't. Then | did it like a nan

lifting the world, because | knew all the servants were out.

| opened the front door, and there was a little man with his nouth open
to speak and his notebook open to wite in. | remenbered the Yankee
interviewer | had forgotten. H s hair was parted in the mddle,

and | tell you that nurder--"

"l understand," said Father Brown. "I've seen him"
"I didn't commit murder," continued the Catastrophist mldly,
"but only perjury. | said | had gone across to Pendragon Park
and shut the door in his face. That is my crine, Father Brown,
and | don't know what penance you would inflict for it."

"I shan't inflict any penance,"” said the clerical gentlenan,
collecting his heavy hat and unbrella with an air of sone anmusenent;
"quite the contrary. | came here specially to let you off the little
penance whi ch woul d ot herwi se have followed your little offence."

"And what," asked Boulnois, smling, "is the little penance
| have so luckily been let off?"

"Bei ng hanged," said Father Brown.

TVELVE

The Fairy Tal e of Father Brown

THE picturesque city and state of Heiligwal denstein was one of those

toy ki ngdons of which certain parts of the German Enpire still consist.

It had cone under the Prussian hegenony quite late in history--

hardly fifty years before the fine sumer day when Fl anbeau and

Fat her Brown found thenselves sitting in its gardens and drinking its beer
There had been not a little of war and wild justice there within

living menory, as soon will be shown. But in nmerely looking at it

one could not disniss that inpression of childishness which is

the nost charm ng side of Gernany--those little pantom ne,

pat ernal nonarchies in which a king seens as donestic as a cook

The German sol diers by the innunerable sentry-boxes | ooked strangely like
German toys, and the clean-cut battlenments of the castle,

gi | ded by the sunshine, |ooked the nore like the gilt gingerbread.

For it was brilliant weather. The sky was as Prussian a blue as
Potsdamitself could require, but it was yet nore |like that |avish and

gl owi ng use of the colour which a child extracts froma shilling paint-box.
Even the grey-ribbed trees | ooked young, for the pointed buds on them
were still pink, and in a pattern against the strong blue | ooked Iike

i nnuner abl e childish figures

Despite his prosaic appearance and generally practical walk of life,
Fat her Brown was not without a certain streak of romance in his conposition
t hough he generally kept his daydreans to hinmsel f, as many children do.
Amid the brisk, bright colours of such a day, and in the heraldic
framewor k of such a town, he did feel rather as if he had entered
a fairy tale. He took a childish pleasure, as a younger brother m ght,
in the form dable sword-stick which Flanbeau al ways fl ung as he wal ked,
and whi ch now stood upright beside his tall nug of Minich



Nay, in his sleepy irresponsibility, he even found hinself eyeing the
knobbed and cl unsy head of his own shabby unbrella, with sone

faint nmenories of the ogre's club in a col oured toy-book.

But he never conposed anything in the formof fiction, unless it be
the tale that follows:

"l wonder," he said, "whether one would have real adventures

in a place like this, if one put oneself in the way? It's a splendid
back-scene for them but | always have a kind of feeling that they
woul d fight you with pasteboard sabres nore than real, horrible swords."

"You are mstaken," said his friend. "In this place they
not only fight with swords, but kill wthout swords. And there's
wor se than that."

"Why, what do you nean?" asked Father Brown.

"Way," replied the other, "I should say this was the only place
i n Europe where a man was ever shot without firearns."

"Do you nean a bow and arrow?" asked Brown in sonme wonder.

"I mean a bullet in the brain," replied Fl anbeau.
"Don't you know the story of the late Prince of this place?
It was one of the great police nysteries about twenty years ago.
You renenber, of course, that this place was forcibly annexed
at the time of Bismarck's very earliest schemes of consolidation--
forcibly, that is, but not at all easily. The enpire (or what wanted
to be one) sent Prince Oto of Grossenmark to rule the place
inthe Inperial interests. W saw his portrait in the gallery there--
a handsone old gentleman if he'd had any hair or eyebrows,
and hadn't been winkled all over like a vulture; but he had
things to harass him as |I'll explain in a mnute. He was a soldier
of distinguished skill and success, but he didn't have altogether
an easy job with this little place. He was defeated in several battles
by the cel ebrated Arnhold brothers--the three guerrilla patriots
to whom Swi nburne wrote a poem you renenber:

Wlves with the hair of the ermne
Crows that are crowned and ki ngs--
These things be nmany as vernin,
Yet Three shall abide these things.

O sonething of that kind. Indeed, it is by no nmeans certain

that the occupati on woul d ever have been successful had not one of

the three brothers, Paul, despicably, but very decisively declined

to abi de these things any |longer, and, by surrendering all the secrets

of the insurrection, ensured its overthrow and his own ultimate pronotion
to the post of chanberlain to Prince tto. After this, Ludw g,

t he one genuine hero anong M Swi nburne's heroes, was kill ed,

sword in hand, in the capture of the city; and the third, Heinrich

who, though not a traitor, had al ways been tanme and even timd

conpared with his active brothers, retired into something |ike a hermtage,
becane converted to a Christian quietismwhich was al nost Quakeri sh,

and never m xed with nen except to give nearly all he had to the poor.
They tell me that not |long ago he could still be seen about

t he nei ghbour hood occasionally, a man in a black cloak, nearly blind,
with very wild, white hair, but a face of astonishing softness.”

"l know," said Father Brown. "I saw hi monce."



H's friend | ooked at himin sone surprise. "I didn't know
you' d been here before," he said. "Perhaps you know as nuch about it
as | do. Anyhow, that's the story of the Arnholds, and he was
the last survivor of them Yes, and of all the nen who played parts
in that drama."

"You mean that the Prince, too, died | ong before?"

"Died," repeated Flanbeau, "and that's about as nuch as we can say.
You nust understand that towards the end of his |ife he began
to have those tricks of the nerves not uncommon with tyrants.
He multiplied the ordinary daily and nightly guard round his castle
till there seemed to be nore sentry-boxes than houses in the town,
and doubtful characters were shot without nercy. He lived alnpbst entirely
inalittle roomthat was in the very centre of the enornous |abyrinth
of all the other roons, and even in this he erected another sort of
central cabin or cupboard, lined with steel, like a safe or a battleship.
Sone say that under the floor of this again was a secret hole in the earth,
no nore than |large enough to hold him so that, in his anxiety
to avoid the grave, he was willing to go into a place pretty nmuch like it.
But he went further yet. The popul ace had been supposed to be disarnmed
ever since the suppression of the revolt, but Gtto now insisted,
as governments very seldominsist, on an absolute and literal disarmanent.
It was carried out, with extraordi nary thoroughness and severity,
by very well-organi zed officials over a small and fam liar area, and,
so far as human strength and science can be absolutely certain of anything,
Prince to was absolutely certain that nobody could introduce so nuch as
a toy pistol into Heiligwal denstein."

"Hurman sci ence can never be quite certain of things |ike that,"
sai d Father Brown, still |ooking at the red budding of the branches
over his head, "if only because of the difficulty about definition
and connotation. What is a weapon? People have been nurdered
with the nildest donmestic conforts; certainly with tea-kettles,
probably with tea-cosies. On the other hand, if you showed
an Ancient Briton a revolver, | doubt if he would know it was a weapon--
until it was fired into him of course. Perhaps sonebody introduced
a firearmso newthat it didn't even look like a firearm
Perhaps it |ooked like a thinble or sonething. Ws the bullet
at all peculiar?"

"Not that | ever heard of," answered Fl anbeau; "but my information
is fragmentary, and only cones fromny old friend Ginm
He was a very able detective in the Gernan service, and he tried
to arrest me; | arrested himinstead, and we had nmany interesting chats.
He was in charge here of the inquiry about Prince Oto, but | forgot
to ask himanything about the bullet. According to Gimm
what happened was this." He paused a nonent to drain the greater part
of his dark lager at a draught, and then resuned:

"On the evening in question, it seens, the Prince was expected
to appear in one of the outer roons, because he had to receive
certain visitors whomhe really wished to neet. They were geol ogi ca
experts sent to investigate the old question of the alleged supply of gold
fromthe rocks round here, upon which (as it was said) the small city-state
had so long maintained its credit and been able to negotiate with
its nei ghbours even under the ceasel ess bonbardnent of bigger arnies.
Hitherto it had never been found by the npbst exacting inquiry
whi ch coul d--"



"Which could be quite certain of discovering a toy pistol,"”
said Father Brown with a smile. "But what about the brother who ratted?
Hadn't he anything to tell the Prince?"

"He al ways asseverated that he did not know, " replied Fl anbeau
“"that this was the one secret his brothers had not told him
It is only right to say that it received some support from
fragnentary words--spoken by the great Ludwig in the hour of death,
when he | ooked at Heinrich but pointed at Paul, and said,
“You have not told him..' and was soon afterwards incapabl e of speech
Anyhow, the deputation of distinguished geol ogists and m neral ogi sts
fromParis and Berlin were there in the npst nagnificent and
appropriate dress, for there are no nen who |ike wearing their decorations
so much as the nen of science--as anybody knows who has ever been to
a soiree of the Royal Society. It was a brilliant gathering,
but very late, and gradually the Chanberl ain--you saw his portrait, too:
a man with bl ack eyebrows, serious eyes, and a meaningl ess sort of
sm | e underneath--the Chanberlain, | say, discovered there was
everything there except the Prince hinself. He searched all the
outer salons; then, remenbering the man's nad fits of fear
hurried to the innpbst chanber. That al so was enpty, but the steel turret
or cabin erected in the middle of it took some tine to open.
VWen it did open it was enpty, too. He went and | ooked into
the hole in the ground, which seened deeper and sonehow all the nore
like a grave--that is his account, of course. And even as he did so
he heard a burst of cries and tumult in the |ong roons
and corridors wthout.

"First it was a distant din and thrill of sonething unthinkable
on the horizon of the crowd, even beyond the castle. Next it was
a wordl ess clamour startlingly close, and | oud enough to be distinct
if each word had not killed the other. Next canme words
of a terrible clearness, coning nearer, and next one nan
rushing into the roomand telling the news as briefly as such news is told.

"Qto, Prince of Heiligwal denstein and Grossenmark, was |ying
in the dews of the darkening twilight in the woods beyond the castle,
with his arns flung out and his face flung up to the noon
The bl ood still pulsed fromhis shattered tenple and jaw,
but it was the only part of himthat noved like a |iving thing.
He was clad in his full white and yellow uniform as to receive his
guests within, except that the sash or scarf had been unbound and | ay
rather crunpled by his side. Before he could be lifted he was dead.
But, dead or alive, he was a riddl e--he who had al ways hi dden in
the innost chanmber out there in the wet woods, unarned and al one."

"Who found his body?" asked Fat her Brown.

"Some girl attached to the Court naned Hedw g von sonething or other,"
replied his friend, "who had been out in the wood picking wild flowers."

"Had she picked any?" asked the priest, staring rather vacantly
at the veil of the branches above him

"Yes," replied Flanbeau. "I particularly remenber that
the Chanberlain, or old Gimmor sonebody, said how horrible it was,
when they came up at her call, to see a girl holding spring flowers

and bendi ng over that--that bloody collapse. However, the main point is
that before help arrived he was dead, and the news, of course,



had to be carried back to the castle. The consternation it created was
sonet hi ng beyond even that natural in a Court at the fall of a potentate.
The foreign visitors, especially the mning experts, were in the wl dest
doubt and excitenent, as well as many inportant Prussian officials,

and it soon began to be clear that the schene for finding the treasure
bul ked rmuch bigger in the business than people had supposed

Experts and officials had been prom sed great prizes or

i nternational advantages, and some even said that the Prince's

secret apartnents and strong military protection were due less to fear

of the popul ace than to the pursuit of sone private investigation of--"

"Had the flowers got long stal ks?" asked Fat her Brown.

Fl anbeau stared at him "Wat an odd person you are!" he said.
"That's exactly what old Gimmsaid. He said the ugliest part of it,
he thought--uglier than the bl ood and bullet--was that the flowers
were quite short, plucked close under the head."

"OfF course," said the priest, "when a grown up girl is really
pi cking flowers, she picks themw th plenty of stalk. |If she just
pul l ed their heads off, as a child does, it |looks as if--"

And he hesitat ed.

"Wel | ?" inquired the other

"Well, it looks rather as if she had snatched t hem nervously,
to make an excuse for being there after--well, after she was there."

"I know what you're driving at," said Flanbeau rather gl oomily.
"But that and every other suspicion breaks down on the one point--
the want of a weapon. He could have been killed, as you say,
with lots of other things--even with his own nilitary sash;
but we have to explain not bow he was killed, but how he was shot.
And the fact is we can't. They had the girl nost ruthlessly searched;
for, to tell the truth, she was a little suspect, though the niece
and ward of the wicked old Chanberlain, Paul Arnhold. But she was
very romantic, and was suspected of synpathy with the old revolutionary
enthusiasmin her famly. All the same, however ronmantic you are,
you can't imagine a big bullet into a man's jaw or brain w thout using
a gun or pistol. And there was no pistol, though there were
two pistol shots. | leave it to you, ny friend."

"How do you know there were two shots?" asked the little priest.

"There was only one in his head," said his conpanion
"but there was another bullet-hole in the sash.™

Fat her Brown's smoot h brow becane suddenly constricted
"Was the other bullet found?" he denmanded.

Fl anbeau started a little. "I don't think I renenber," he said.

"Hold on! Hold on! Hold on!" cried Brown, frowning nore and nore,
with a quite unusual concentration of curiosity. "Don't think nme rude.
Let ne think this out for a nonent."

"Al'l right," said Flanbeau, |aughing, and finished his beer
A slight breeze stirred the budding trees and blew up into the sky
cloudl ets of white and pink that seenmed to nake the sky bluer and
t he whol e col oured scene nore quaint. They might have been cherubs



flying hone to the casenents of a sort of celestial nursery.

The ol dest tower of the castle, the Dragon Tower, stood up as grotesque
as the al e-mug, but as honmely. Only beyond the tower glimrered

the wood in which the man had | ain dead.

"What becane of this Hedwi g eventual | y?" asked the priest at |ast.

"She is married to General Schwartz," said Fl anbeau.
"No doubt you've heard of his career, which was rather ronmantic.
He had di stingui shed hinself even, before his exploits at Sadowa
and Gravelotte; in fact, he rose fromthe ranks, which is very unusua
even in the smallest of the German..."

Fat her Brown sat up suddenly.

"Rose fromthe ranks!" he cried, and nade a nmouth as if to whistle.
"Well, well, what a queer story! Wat a queer way of killing a man
but | suppose it was the only one possible. But to think of hate
so patient--"

"What do you nean?" denanded the other. "In what way did they
kill the man?"

"They killed himwi th the sash," said Brown carefully; and then
as Fl anbeau protested: "Yes, yes, | know about the bullet.
Perhaps | ought to say he died of having a sash. | know it doesn't sound
i ke having a di sease."

"l suppose,"” said Flanbeau, "that you've got sonme notion
in your head, but it won't easily get the bullet out of his.
As | expl ai ned before, he mght easily have been strangl ed.
But he was shot. By whon? By what?"

"He was shot by his own orders,” said the priest.

"You nmean he comm tted suicide?"

"I didn't say by his own w sh," replied Father Brown.
"I said by his own orders."

"Wel |, anyhow, what is your theory?"

Fat her Brown | aughed. "I amonly on ny holiday," he said.
"I haven't got any theories. Only this place reminds ne of fairy stories,
and, if you like, I'"Il tell you a story."

The little pink clouds, that |ooked rather Iike sweet-stuff,
had floated up to crown the turrets of the gilt gingerbread castle,
and the pink baby fingers of the budding trees seened spreadi ng and
stretching to reach them the blue sky began to take a bright violet
of eveni ng, when Fat her Brown suddenly spoke again

"It was on a dismal night, with rain still dropping fromthe trees
and dew already clustering, that Prince Oto of Grossennmark stepped
hurriedly out of a side door of the castle and wal ked swiftly
into the wood. One of the innumerable sentries saluted him
but he did not notice it. He had no wish to be specially noticed hinself.
He was gl ad when the great trees, grey and already greasy with rain,
swal lowed himup like a swanp. He had deliberately chosen
the | east frequented side of his palace, but even that was nore frequented



than he liked. But there was no particul ar chance of officious

or diplomatic pursuit, for his exit had been a sudden i npul se.

Al the full-dressed di plomatists he I eft behind were uninportant.
He had realized suddenly that he could do w thout them

"Hi s great passion was not the nuch nobler dread of death,
but the strange desire of gold. For this |egend of the gold he had
left G ossenmark and invaded Heiligwal denstein. For this and only this
he had bought the traitor and butchered the hero, for this he had
| ong questioned and cross-questioned the fal se Chanberlain
until he had cone to the conclusion that, touching his ignorance,
the renegade really told the truth. For this he had, sonmewhat reluctantly,
pai d and promi sed noney on the chance of gaining the | arger anount;
and for this he had stolen out of his palace like a thief in the rain,
for he had thought of another way to get the desire of his eyes,
and to get it cheap.

"Away at the upper end of a ranmbling nountain path to which
he was maki ng his way, anmong the pillared rocks along the ridge
t hat hangs above the town, stood the hermitage, hardly nore than
a cavern fenced with thorn, in which the third of the great brethren
had |1 ong hidden hinmself fromthe world. He, thought Prince Oto,
could have no real reason for refusing to give up the gold.
He had known its place for years, and made no effort to find it,
even before his new ascetic creed had cut himoff from property
or pleasures. True, he had been an eneny, but he now professed
a duty of having no enemes. Sone concession to his cause,
some appeal to his principles, would probably get the nere noney secret
out of him Qto was no coward, in spite of his network of mlitary
precautions, and, in any case, his avarice was stronger than his fears.
Nor was there much cause for fear. Since he was certain there were
no private arms in the whole principality, he was a hundred tines
nore certain there were none in the Quaker's little hernitage on the hill
where he lived on herbs, with two old rustic servants, and with
no other voice of man for year after year. Prince Oto | ooked down
with sonething of a grimsnile at the bright, square |abyrinths
of the lamp-lit city below him For as far as the eye could see
there ran the rifles of his friends, and not one pinch of powder
for his enemes. Rifles ranked so close even to that nountain path
that a cry fromhimwould bring the soldiers rushing up the hill
to say nothing of the fact that the wood and ridge were patrolled
at regular intervals; rifles so far away, in the di mwoods,
dwarfed by di stance, beyond the river, that an enemy coul d not
slink into the town by any detour. And round the palace rifles
at the west door and the east door, at the north door and the south,
and all along the four facades |linking them He was safe.

"It was all the nmore clear when he had crested the ridge
and found how naked was the nest of his old enenmy. He found hinself
on a snmall platformof rock, broken abruptly by the three corners
of precipice. Behind was the black cave, masked with green thorn
so lowthat it was hard to believe that a man could enter it.
In front was the fall of the cliffs and the vast but cl oudy
vision of the valley. On the snmall rock platform stood
an old bronze lectern or reading-stand, groaning under a great German Bibl e.
The bronze or copper of it had grown green with the eating airs
of that exalted place, and Gtto had instantly the thought,
"Even if they had arms, they nmust be rusted by now " Moonrise had already
nmade a deathly dawn behind the crests and crags, and the rain had ceased.



"Behind the |l ectern, and | ooking across the vall ey,
stood a very old man in a black robe that fell as straight as
the cliffs around him but whose white hair and weak voi ce seened alike
to waver in the wind. He was evidently reading sonme daily | esson
as part of his religious exercises. "They trust in their horses..."

"*Sir,' said the Prince of Heiligwal denstein, with quite unusua
courtesy, | should like only one word with you.'
"*...and in their chariots,’ went on the old man weakly,
“but we will trust in the nane of the Lord of Hosts....'
Hi s last words were inaudible, but he closed the book reverently and,
bei ng nearly blind, nmade a gropi ng novenent and gri pped the reading-stand.
Instantly his two servants slipped out of the | ow browed cavern
and supported him They wore dull-black gowns |like his own,
but they had not the frosty silver on the hair, nor the frost-hbitten
refi nement of the features. They were peasants, Croat or Mgyar,
wi th broad, blunt visages and blinking eyes. For the first time
somet hing troubled the Prince, but his courage and di pl onatic sense
stood firm

"'l fear we have not net,' he said, "“since that awful cannonade
i n which your poor brother died."’

"“All nmy brothers died,' said the old man, still [ ooking
across the valley. Then, for one instant turning on &to his drooping,
delicate features, and the wintry hair that seenmed to drip

over his eyebrows like icicles, he added: ~You see, | am dead, too.'

"1 hope you'll understand,' said the Prince, controlling hinself
al nost to a point of conciliation, “that | do not cone here to haunt you
as a nere ghost of those great quarrels. W will not talk about

who was right or wong in that, but at |east there was one point

on which we were never wong, because you were always right.

What ever is to be said of the policy of your famly, no one for one nonent
i magi nes that you were noved by the nere gold; you have proved yourself
above the suspicion that...'

"The old man in the black gown had hitherto continued to gaze at him
with watery blue eyes and a sort of weak wisdomin his face
But when the word “gold" was said he held out his hand as if
in arrest of sonmething, and turned away his face to the mountains.

"“He has spoken of gold,' he said. “He has spoken of
things not lawful. Let himcease to speak.'

"Qtto had the vice of his Prussian type and tradition,
which is to regard success not as an incident but as a quality.
He conceived hinself and his |like as perpetually conquering peopl es
who were perpetually being conquered. Consequently, he was ill acquainted
with the enotion of surprise, and ill prepared for the next novenent,
which startled and stiffened him He had opened his nouth
to answer the hermt, when the mouth was stopped and the voice
strangl ed by a strong, soft gag suddenly tw sted round his head
like a tourniquet. It was fully forty seconds before he even realized
that the two Hungari an servants had done it, and that they had done it
with his owmn nmilitary scarf.

"The old man went again weakly to his great brazen-supported Bible,
turned over the |leaves, with a patience that had sonething horrible



about it, till he canme to the Epistle of St Janes, and then began to read
"The tongue is a little nenber, but--'

"Something in the very voice nmade the Prince turn suddenly
and plunge down the nountain-path he had clinbed. He was hal f-way towards
t he gardens of the pal ace before he even tried to tear the strangling scarf
fromhis neck and jaws. He tried again and again, and it was inpossi bl e;
the nmen who had knotted that gag knew the difference between
what a man can do with his hands in front of himand what he can do
with his hands behind his head. Hi s legs were free to leap |like
an antel ope on the nountains, his arns were free to use any gesture
or wave any signal, but he could not speak. A dunb devil was in him

"He had cone close to the woods that walled in the castle
before he had quite realized what his wordl ess state neant
and was neant to nean. Once nore he | ooked down grinly at the bright,
square labyrinths of the lanmp-lit city below him and he smiled no nore.
He felt himself repeating the phrases of his former nood with
a nurderous irony. Far as the eye could see ran the rifles
of his friends, every one of whom woul d shoot hi m dead
if he could not answer the challenge. Rifles were so near that
the wood and ridge could be patrolled at regular intervals;
therefore it was useless to hide in the wood till norning.
Rifles were ranked so far away that an enemy could not slink
into the town by any detour; therefore it was vain to return to the city
by any renpte course. A cry fromhimwould bring his soldiers
rushing up the hill. But fromhimno cry would cone.

"The moon had risen in strengthening silver, and the sky showed
in stripes of bright, nocturnal blue between the bl ack stripes
of the pines about the castle. Flowers of sonme wide and feathery sort--
for he had never noticed such things before--were at once | umn nous
and di scol oured by the nmoonshi ne, and seemed i ndescribably fantastic
as they clustered, as if crawing about the roots of the trees.
Per haps his reason had been suddenly unseated by the unnatural captivity
he carried with him but in that wood he felt sonething
unf at homably German--the fairy tale. He knewwith half his mnd
that he was drawi ng near to the castle of an ogre--he had forgotten
that he was the ogre. He renmenbered asking his nother if bears lived
inthe old park at home. He stooped to pick a flower, as if it were
a charm agai nst enchantnent. The stalk was stronger than he expected,
and broke with a slight snap. Carefully trying to place it in his scarf,
he heard the hall oo, W goes there?" Then he remenbered the scarf
was not in its usual place.

"He tried to scream and was silent. The second chal |l enge cane;
and then a shot that shrieked as it cane and then was stilled suddenly
by inmpact. Oto of Gossenmark lay very peacefully anong the fairy
trees, and would do no nore harmeither with gold or steel; only the
silver pencil of the noon would pick out and trace here and there the
intricate ornament of his uniform or the old winkles on his brow
May God have nmercy on his soul

"The sentry who had fired, according to the strict orders
of the garrison, naturally ran forward to find sone trace of his quarry.
He was a private naned Schwartz, since not unknown in his profession,
and what he found was a bald man in uniform but with his face
so bandaged by a kind of mask made of his own military scarf
t hat not hing but open, dead eyes could be seen, glittering stonily
in the moonlight. The bullet had gone through the gag into the jaw,



that is why there was a shot-hole in the scarf, but only one shot.
Naturally, if not correctly, young Schwartz tore off the nysterious
sil ken mask and cast it on the grass; and then he saw whom he had sl ain.

"W cannot be certain of the next phase. But | incline to believe
that there was a fairy tale, after all, in that little wood,
horrible as was its occasion. Wether the young | ady named Hedwi g
had any previ ous know edge of the soldier she saved and eventually married,
or whether she canme accidentally upon the accident and their intimcy
began that night, we shall probably never know. But we can know,
| fancy, that this Hedwi g was a heroine, and deserved to marry a nman
who becane something of a hero. She did the bold and the wi se thing.
She persuaded the sentry to go back to his post, in which place
there was nothing to connect himwth the disaster; he was but one of
the nost |loyal and orderly of fifty such sentries within call.
She renmi ned by the body and gave the alarm and there was nothing
to connect her with the disaster either, since she had not got,
and coul d not have, any firearns.

"Wel |l ," said Father Brown rising cheerfully "I hope they're happy."
"\Where are you goi ng?" asked his friend.

"I'"mgoing to have another look at that portrait of the Chanberl ain,
t he Arnhold who betrayed his brethren,"” answered the priest.
"I wonder what part--1 wonder if a nan is less a traitor when he is
twice a traitor?"

And he rumi nated | ong before the portrait of a white-haired man
with black eyebrows and a pink, painted sort of snmile that seened
to contradict the black warning in his eyes.



