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How the Great Wnd Cane
to Beacon House
A wind sprang high in the west, |ike a wave of unreasonabl e happi ness,

and tore eastward across England, trailing with it the frosty
scent of forests and the cold intoxication of the sea.
It amllion holes and corners it refreshed a man |ike a flagon

and astonished himlike a blow In the innmost chanbers of
intricate and enbowered houses it woke |ike a domestic expl osion
littering the floor with sone professor's papers till they seened

as precious as fugitive, or blowi ng out the candl e by which a
boy read "Treasure Island" and wapping himin roaring dark
But everywhere it bore dranma into undramatic lives

and carried the trunp of crisis across the world.

Many a harassed nother in a nean backyard had | ooked at

a five dwarfish shirts on the clothes-line as at sone small,
sick tragedy; it was as if she had hanged her five children
The wi nd carme, and they were full and kicking as if five fat
i mps had sprung into them and far down in her oppressed
subconsci ous she hal f-remenbered those coarse conedi es of her
fathers when the elves still dwelt in the homes of nen.

Many an unnoticed girl in a dank wal |l ed garden had tossed
hersel f into the hammock with the sane intolerant gesture



wi th which she m ght have tossed herself into the Thanes;

and that wind rent the waving wall of woods and lifted

t he hammock |i ke a balloon, and showed her shapes of quaint

cl ouds far beyond, and pictures of bright villages far bel ow,
as if she rode heaven in a fairy boat. Mny a dusty clerk

or cleric, plodding a tel escopic road of poplars, thought for
the hundredth tinme that they were |like the plumes of a hearse;
when this invisible energy caught and swung and cl ashed t hem
round his head like a weath or salutation of seraphic w ngs.
There was in it sonething nore inspired and authoritative even
than the old wind of the proverb; for this was the good w nd

t hat bl ows nobody harm

The flying blast struck London just where it scal es the northern heights,
terrace above terrace, as precipitous as Edi nburgh. It was round

about this place that sone poet, probably drunk, |ooked up astoni shed

at all those streets gone skywards, and (thinking vaguely of glaciers

and roped nountai neers) gave it the nane of Swiss Cottage, which it has
never been able to shake off. At sone stage of those heights a terrace

of tall gray houses, nostly enpty and al nost as desol ate as the G anpians,
curved round at the western end, so that the last building, a boarding
establ i shmrent call ed "Beacon House," offered abruptly to the sunset its high
narrow and towering term nation, |like the prow of sone deserted ship

The ship, however, was not wholly deserted. The proprietor

of the boardi ng-house, a Ms. Duke, was one of those hel pl ess
persons agai nst whomfate wars in vain; she smled vaguely both
before and after all her calanities; she was too soft to be hurt.
But by the aid (or rather under the orders) of a strenuous niece
she always kept the remamins of a clientele, nostly of young

but listless folks. And there were actually five inmates

st andi ng di sconsol ately about the garden when the great gale
broke at the base of the ternminal tower behind them as the sea
bursts agai nst the base of an outstanding cliff.

Al day that hill of houses over London had been doned and sealed up with
cold cloud. Yet three men and two girls had at |ast found even the gray

and chilly garden nore tol erable than the black and cheerless interior.

When the wind cane it split the sky and shoul dered the cloudland | eft

and right, unbarring great clear furnaces of evening gold. The burst of |ight
rel eased and the burst of air blow ng seened to conme al nbst sinmultaneously;
and the wind especially caught everything in a throttling viol ence.

The bright short grass lay all one way |ike brushed hair.

Every shrub in the garden tugged at its roots |like a dog at the collar,

and strained every leaping leaf after the hunting and exterm nating el enent.
Now and again a twig would snap and fly like a bolt froman arbalist.

The three man stood stiffly and aslant against the wind, as if |eaning agai nst
a wall. The two |adies disappeared into the house; rather, to speak truly,
they were blown into the house. Their two frocks, blue and white,

| ooked like two big broken flowers, driving and drifting upon the gale.

Nor is such a poetic fancy inappropriate, for there was sonething

oddly romantic about this inrush of air and Iight after a I ong,

| eaden and unlifting day. Gass and garden trees seened glittering

wi th sonet hing at once good and unnatural, like a fire fromfairyland

It seened like a strange sunrise at the wong end of the day.

The girl in white dived in quickly enough, for she wore

a white hat of the proportions of a parachute, which might
have wafted her away into the col oured cl ouds of evening.
She was their one splash of splendour, and irradi ated wealth



in that inpecunious place (staying there tenporarily with a
friend), an heiress in a snall way, by nane Rosanmund Hunt,

br own- eyed, round-faced, but resolute and rather boisterous.

On top of her wealth she was good- humoured and rat her good-| ooki ng;
but she had not narried, perhaps because there was al ways

a crowd of nmen around her. She was not fast (though sone

m ght have called her vulgar), but she gave irresolute youths

an inpression of being at once popul ar and inaccessi bl e.

A man felt as if he had fallen in love with C eopatra

or as if he were asking for a great actress at the stage door

I ndeed, sone theatrical spangles seened to cling about Mss Hunt;
she played the guitar and the mandol i ne; she al ways wanted charades;
and with that great rending of the sky by sun and storm

she felt a girlish nmelodrama swell again wthin her.

To the crashing orchestration of the air the clouds rose

like the curtain of sone |ong-expected pantonine

Nor, oddly, was the girl in blue entirely uninpressed by this

apocal ypse in a private garden; though she was one of npbst prosaic

and practical creatures alive. She was, indeed, no other than

t he strenuous ni ece whose strength al one uphel d that mansion of decay.
But as the gale swng and swelled the blue and white skirts till they
took on the nonstrous contours of Victorian crinolines, a sunken nenory
stirred in her that was al nbst romance--a nenory of a dusty vol une

in Punch_in an aunt's house in infancy: pictures of crinoline hoops
and croquet hoops and sone pretty story, of which perhaps they were a part.
This hal f-perceptible fragrance in her thoughts faded al nbst instantly,
and Di ana Duke entered the house even nore pronptly than her conpanion
Tall, slim aquiline, and dark, she seemed made for such swi ftness.

In body she was of the breed of those birds and beasts that are at once
long and alert, |like greyhounds or herons or even |like an innocent snake.
The whol e house revol ved on her as on a rod of steel. It would

be wong to say that she commanded; for her own efficiency was so

i npati ent that she obeyed herself before any one el se obeyed her

Before electricians could nend a bell or |ocksmths open a door

before dentists could pluck a tooth or butlers draw a tight cork

it was done already with the silent violence of her slim hands.

She was light; but there was nothing | eapi ng about her I|ightness.

She spurned the ground, and she neant to spurn it. People talk

of the pathos and failure of plain wonen; but it is a nore terrible
thing that a beautiful wonman nay succeed in everything but wormanhood.
"I't's enough to bl ow your head off,"
goi ng to the | ooking-gl ass.

said the young wonman in white,

The young wonman in blue nmade no reply, but put away her gardening gl oves,
and then went to the sideboard and began to spread out an afternoon
cloth for tea.

"Enough to bl ow your head off, | say," said Mss Rosanund Hunt,
with the unruffled cheeriness of one whose songs and speeches
had al ways been safe for an encore.

"Only your hat, | think," said Diana Duke, "but | dare say that it
sonetines nore inportant.”

Rosamund' s face showed for an instant the of fence of a

spoilt child, and then the hunour of a very healthy person

She broke into a laugh and said, "Wll, it would have to be a big
wi nd to bl ow your head off."



There was another silence; and the sunset breaking nore and nore from
t he sundering clouds, filled the roomwith soft fire and painted the dul
wal s with ruby and gol d.

"Sonebody once told nme," said Rosanmund Hunt, "that it's easier
to keep one's head when one has | ost one's heart."

"Ch, don't talk such rubbish,” said D ana with savage sharpness.

Qut side, the garden was clad in a gol den spl endour

but the wind was still stiffly blowing, and the three men

who stood their ground nmight al so have considered the probl em
of hats and heads. And, indeed, their position, touching hats,
was sonewhat typical of them The tallest of the three abode
the blast in a high silk hat, which the wind seened to charge
as vainly as that other sullen tower, the house behind him

The second man tried to hold on a stiff straw hat at all angles,
and ultimately held it in his hand. The third had no hat, and,
by his attitude, seened never to have had one in his life.
Perhaps this wind was a kind of fairy wand to test nen and wonen,
for there was much of the three nen in this difference.

The man in the solid silk hat was the enbodi ment of silkiness and solidity.
He was a big, bland, bored and (as sonme said) boring nan, with flat

fair hair and handsone heavy features; a prosperous young doctor

by the name of Warner. But if his blondness and bl andness seened

at first alittle fatuous, it is certain that he was no fool

| f Rosamund Hunt was the only person there with nmuch noney,

he was the only person who had as yet found any ki nd of fane.

His treatise on "The Probabl e Exi stence of Pain in the Lowest O ganisns"
had been universally hailed by the scientific world as at once solid
and daring. In short, he undoubtedly had brains; and perhaps it was

not his fault if they were the kind of brains that nost nmen desire

to anal yze with a poker.

The young man who put his hat off and on was a scientific amateur in a
smal | way, and worshi pped the great Warner with a sol emm freshness.
It was, in fact, at his invitation that the distingui shed doctor
was present; for Warner lived in no such ranshackl e | odgi ng- house,
but in a professional palace in Harley Street. This young

man was really the youngest and best-1ooking of the three.

But he was one of those persons, both male and fenal e,

who seem dooned to be good-1 ooking and insignificant.

Br own- hai red, hi gh-col oured, and shy, he seened to | ose

the delicacy of his features in a sort of blur of brown

and red as he stood blushing and blinking agai nst the w nd.

He was one of those obvious unnoticeabl e people:

every one knew that he was Arthur I|nglewod, unmarried, noral,
decidedly intelligent, living on a little noney of his own,

and hiding hinself in the two hobbi es of photography and cycling.
Everybody knew himand forgot him even as he stood there in the

gl are of gol den sunset there was sonething about himindistinct,

i ke one of his own red-brown amateur photographs.

The third man had no hat; he was lean, in light, vaguely
sporting clothes, and the large pipe in his nmouth made hi m| ook
all the leaner. He had a long ironical face, blue-black hair,
the blue eyes of an Irishman, and the blue chin of an actor.

An Irishman he was, an actor he was not, except in the old



days of Mss Hunt's charades, being, as a matter of fact,

an obscure and flippant journalist named M chael Mwon. He had

once been hazily supposed to be reading for the Bar;

but (as Warner would say with his rather el ephantine wt)

it was nostly at another kind of bar that his friends found him
Moon, however, did not drink, nor even frequently get drunk

he sinply was a gentl enan who |iked | ow conpany.

This was partly because conpany is quieter than society:

and if he enjoyed talking to a barmaid (as apparently

he did), it was chiefly because the barnaid did the talking

Mor eover he would often bring other talent to assist her

He shared that strange trick of all nen of his type, intellectual and
wi t hout anbition--the trick of going about with his nmental inferiors.
There was a small resilient Jew naned Moses Gould in the sane

boar di ng- house, a man whose negro vitality and vul garity anused

M chael so nmuch that he went round with himfrombar to bar

i ke the owner of a perform ng nonkey.

The col ossal cl earance which the wind had nmade of that cloudy sky grew
clearer and clearer; chanber within chanber seemed to open in heaven
One felt one mght at last find sonething lighter than Iight.

In the fullness of this silent efful gence all things collected their
colours again: the gray trunks turned silver, and the drab gravel gold.
One bird fluttered Iike a | oosened | eaf fromone tree to anot her,

and his brown feathers were brushed with fire.

"I ngl ewood, " said M chael Mon, with his blue eye on the bird,
"have you any friends?"

Dr. Warner nistook the person addressed, and turning a broad
beam ng face, said,--

"Ch yes, | go out a great deal."
M chael Mon gave a tragic grin, and waited for his real infornmant,

who spoke a nonent after in a voice curiously cool, fresh and young,
as conming out of that brown and even dusty interior.

"Real ly," answered Inglewod, "I'mafraid |'ve | ost touch with
ny old friends. The greatest friend | ever had was at school
a fellow named Snith. [It's odd you should nention it, because

was thinking of himto-day, though | haven't seen himfor seven

or eight years. He was on the science side with ne at school --

a clever fellow though queer; and he went up to Oxford when |

went to Germany. The fact is, it's rather a sad story.

| often asked himto cone and see ne, and when | heard not hi ng
made inquiries, you know. | was shocked to learn that poor Snith
had gone off his head. The accounts were a bit cloudy, of course,
sone saying that he had recovered again; but they always say that.
About a year ago | got a telegramfromhimnyself. The tel egram
I"'msorry to say, put the nmatter beyond a doubt."

"Quite so," assented Dr. Warner stolidly; "insanity is generally incurable."
"So is sanity," said the Irishnan, and studied himwith a dreary eye.
"Synpt ons?" asked the doctor. "What was this tel egran?"

"I't's a shame to joke about such things," said Inglewod, in his honest,
enbarrassed way; "the telegramwas Smth's illness, not Smith. The actua



words were, “Man found alive with two | egs.
"Alive with two legs," repeated M chael, frowning. "Perhaps a version

of alive and kicking? | don't know much about people out of their senses;
but | suppose they ought to be kicking."

"And people in their senses?" asked Warner, smling.
"Ch, they ought to be kicked," said Mchael with sudden heartiness.

"The nmessage is clearly insane," continued the inpenetrable \Warner
"The best test is a reference to the undevel oped nornmal type.
Even a baby does not expect to find a man with three |legs."

"Three |l egs," said Mchael Mon, "would be very convenient in this wnd."
A fresh eruption of the atnosphere had i ndeed al nbst thrown them

of f their balance and broken the bl ackened trees in the garden

Beyond, all sorts of accidental objects could be seen scouring

the wi nd-scoured sky--straws, sticks, rags, papers, and, in the distance,
a di sappearing hat. |Its disappearance, however, was not fi nal

after an interval of mnutes they saw it again, much |larger and cl oser,
like a white panama, towering up into the heavens |ike a balloon
staggering to and fro for an instant like a stricken kite,

and then settling in the centre of their owm lawn as falteringly

as a fallen |eaf.

"Somebody's lost a good hat," said Dr. Warner shortly.

Al nost as he spoke, anot her object canme over the garden wall
flying after the fluttering panana. It was a big green unbrella.
After that came hurtling a huge yell ow d adstone bag

and after that canme a figure like a flying wheel of Iegs,

as in the shield of the Isle of Mn.

But though for a flash it seemed to have five or six |egs,

it alighted upon two, like the man in the queer tel egram

It took the formof a large light-haired man in gay green holiday clothes.
He had bright blonde hair that the wind brushed back |ike a German's,

a flushed eager face like a cherub's, and a prom nent pointing nose,
alittle like a dog's. H's head, however, was by no neans cherubic

in the sense of being without a body. On the contrary, on his vast

shoul ders and shape generally gi gantesque, his head | ooked oddly

and unnaturally snmall. This have rise to a scientific theory

(which his conduct fully supported) that he was an idiot.

I ngl ewood had a politeness instinctive and yet awkward.

Hs life was full of arrested half gestures of assistance.

And even this prodigy of a big nan in green, |eaping the wall
like a bright green grasshopper, did not paralyze that snall
altruismof his habits in such a matter as a | ost hat.

He was stepping forward to recover the green gentleman's

head- gear, when he was struck rigid with a roar like a bull's.

"Unsportsmanlike!" bellowed the big man. "Gve it fair play,

give it fair play!™ And he cane after his own hat quickly

but cautiously, with burning eyes. The hat had seenmed at first

to droop and dawdl e as in ostentatious |angour on the sunny |awn;
but the wind again freshening and rising, it went danci ng down

the garden with the devilry of a ~pas de quatre~. The eccentric went



bounding after it with kangaroo | eaps and bursts of breathless speech
of which it was not always easy to pick up the thread:

"Fair play, fair play... sport of kings... chase their crowns..

quite humane... tranontana... cardinals chase red hats... old

English hunting... started a hat in Branber Conbe... hat at bay..
mangl ed hounds... Got him"

As the winds rose out of a roar into a shriek, he |leapt into the sky
on his strong, fantastic |egs, snatched at the vani shing hat,

mssed it, and pitched sprawling face forenpost on the grass.

The hat rose over himlike a bird in triunph. But its triunph

was premature; for the lunatic, flung forward on his hands,

threw up his boots behind, waved his two legs in the air

i ke symbolic ensigns (so that they actually thought again

of the telegranm), and actually caught the hat with his feet.

A prol onged and piercing yell of wind split the welkin fromend to end.
The eyes of all the men were blinded by the invisible blast,

as by a strange, clear cataract of transparency rushing between
them and all objects about them But as the large nan fell back

in asitting posture and solemly crowned hinself with the hat,

M chael found, to his incredul ous surprise, that he had been

hol ding his breath, |ike a man watching a duel

VWiile that tall wind was at the top of its sky-scraping energy,

anot her short cry was heard, beginning very querul ous, but ending
very quick, swallowed in abrupt silence. The shiny black cylinder
of Dr. Warner's official hat sailed off his head in the |ong,
snoot h parabol a of an airship, and in alnbst cresting a garden

tree was caught in the topnost branches. Another hat was gone.
Those in that garden felt thensel ves caught in an unaccustoned eddy
of things happening; no one seened to know what woul d bl ow away next.
Bef ore they could specul ate, the cheering and hall ooi ng hat - hunt er
was al ready hal fway up the tree, swinging hinself fromfork to fork
with his strong, bent, grasshopper legs, and still giving forth

hi s gasping, nysterious conments.

"Tree of life... Ygdrasil... clinb for centuries perhaps... ows nesting
in the hat... renotest generations of owls... still usurpers... gone

to heaven... man in the noon wears it... brigand... not yours... belongs
to depressed nedical man... in garden... give it up... give it up!"

The tree swung and swept and thrashed to and fro in the thundering

wind like a thistle, and flaned in the full sunshine Iike a bonfire.

The green, fantastic human figure, vivid against its autum red and gol d,
was al ready anong its highest and crazi est branches, which by bare luck did
not break with the weight of his big body. He was up there anong the | ast
tossing leaves and the first twinkling stars of evening, still talking

to hinmself cheerfully, reasoningly, half apologetically, inlittle gasps.
He might well be out of breath, for his whole preposterous raid had

gone with one rush; he had bounded the wall once |ike a football

swept down the garden like a slide, and shot up the tree |ike a rocket.

The other three men seened buried under incident piled on incident--

a wild wrld where one thing began before another thing left off.

Al three had the first thought. The tree had been there for the five years
t hey had known the boardi ng- house. Each one of themwas active and strong.
No one of them had even thought of climbing it. Beyond that,

I ngl ewood felt first the nere fact of colour. The bright brisk |eaves,

t he bl eak blue sky, the wild green arns and |legs, renminded himirrationally
of something glowing in his infancy, sonething akin to a gaudy nan

on a golden tree; perhaps it was only painted nonkey on a stick



Qddly enough, M chael Moon, though nore of a hunourist, was touched on
a tenderer nerve, half remenbered the old, young theatricals w th Rosanund,
and was amused to find hinmself al nost quoting Shakespeare--

"For valour. 1Is not |ove a Hercules,
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides?"

Even the i movabl e nan of science had a bright, bew | dered sensation
that the Time Machine had given a great jerk, and gone forward
with rather rattling rapidity.

He was not, however, wholly prepared for what happened next.

The man in green, riding the frail topnmpst bough like a witch on a very risky
broonstick, reached up and rent the black hat fromits airy nest of twigs.
It had been broken across a heavy bough in the first burst of its passage,

a tangle of branches in torn and scored and scratched it in every direction
a clap of wind and foliage had flattened it Iike a concertina; nor can it

be said that the obliging gentleman with the sharp nose showed any adequate
tenderness for its structure when he finally unhooked it fromits place.
When he had found it, however, his proceedi ngs were by sone counted singul ar
He waved it with a | oud whoop of triunph, and then innedi ately appeared

to fall backwards off the tree, to which, however, he renmai ned

attached by his long strong legs, |like a nonkey swung by his tail
Hangi ng t hus head downwards above the unhel med Warner, he gravely proceeded
to drop the battered silk cylinder upon his brows. "Every man a king,"

expl ai ned the inverted phil osopher, "every hat (consequently) a crown.
But this is a crown out of heaven.”

And he again attenpted the coronation of \Warner, who, however, noved away
with great abruptness fromthe hovering diadent not seem ng, strangely enough
to wish for his former decoration in its present state.

"Wong, wong!" cried the obliging person hilariously.

"Always wear uniform even if it's shabby uniform

Ritualists nay always be untidy. Go to a dance with soot on

your shirt-front; but go with a shirt-front. Huntsman wears ol d coat,
but old pink coat. War a topper, even if it's got no top

It's the synbol that counts, old cock. Take your hat,

because it is your hat after all; its nap rubbed all off
by the bark, dears, and its brimnot the least bit curled;
but for old sakes' sake it is still, dears, the nobbiest tile

in the world."

Speaking thus, with a wild confortabl eness, he settled or smashed
t he shapel ess silk hat over the face of the disturbed physician,
and fell on his feet anmong the other nmen, still talking,

beam ng and breathl ess.

"Why don't they nake nore ganes out of w nd?" he asked in sone excitenent.
"Kites are all right, but why should it only be kites? Wy, | thought

of three other ganes for a windy day while | was clinbing that tree.
Here's one of them you take a |ot of pepper--"

"I think," interposed Mon, with a sardonic mldness,

"that your ganes are already sufficiently interesting.

Are you, may | ask, a professional acrobat on a tour,

or a travelling advertisenment of Sunny Jin? How and why do you
display all this energy for clearing walls and clinbing trees
in our nelancholy, but at |east rational, suburbs?"



The stranger, so far as so |loud a person was capable of it,
appeared to grow confidenti al

"Well, it's atrick of my own," he confessed candidly.
"I do it by having two |egs."”

Art hur | ngl ewood, who had sunk into the background of this scene of folly,
started and stared at the newconer with his short-sighted eyes screwed up
and his high colour slightly hei ghtened.

"Why, | believe you're Snmith," he cried with his fresh, al nost boyish voice;
and then after an instant's stare, "and yet |'mnot sure."

"I have a card, | think," said the unknown, with baffling solemity--"a card
with nmy real name, ny titles, offices, and true purpose on this earth."

He drew out slowy from an upper wai stcoat pocket a scarl et
card-case, and as slowy produced a very |arge card.

Even in the instant of its production, they fancied it was

of a queer shape, unlike the cards of ordinary gentlenen.

But it was there only for an instant; for as it passed from

his fingers to Arthur's, one or another slipped his hold.

The strident, tearing gale in that garden carried away

the stranger's card to join the wild waste paper of the universe;
and that great western wi nd shook the whol e house and passed.

Chapter 11

The Luggage of an Optim st

We all renenber the fairy tales of science in our infancy, which played
with the supposition that large animals could junmp in the proportion

of small ones. |If an elephant were as strong as a grasshopper, he could
(1 suppose) spring clean out of the Zool ogi cal Gardens and ali ght
trunpeting upon Prinrose Hill. 1If a whale could |leap fromthe sea

like a trout, perhaps nen night |ook up and see one soari ng above
Yarnmouth |ike the winged island of Laputa. Such natural energy,

t hough subline, might certainly be inconvenient, and nuch of this

i nconveni ence attended the gaiety and good intentions of the nan in green
He was too large for everything, because he was lively as well as |arge.
By a fortunate physical provision, nost very substantial creatures

are al so reposeful; and mi ddl e-cl ass boardi ng- houses in the | esser

parts of London are not built for a man as big as a bull and excitable

as a kitten.

When | ngl ewood foll owed the stranger into the boardi ng-house,

he found himtalking earnestly (and in his own opinion privately)
to the hel pless Ms. Duke. That fat, faint lady could only
goggle up like a dying fish at the enornous new gentl eman,

who politely offered hinself as a |odger, with vast gestures

of the wide white hat in one hand, and the yell ow G adst one bag
in the other. Fortunately, Ms. Duke's nore efficient niece

and partner was there to conplete the contract; for, indeed,

all the people of the house had sonehow collected in the room
This fact, in truth, was typical of the whol e episode.



The visitor created an atnosphere of comic crisis; and from

the tine he cane into the house to the tinme he left it, he somehow
got the conpany to gather and even follow (though in derision)

as children gather and follow a Punch and Judy. An hour ago,

and for four years previously, these people had avoi ded

each other, even when they had really |iked each other

They had slid in and out of dismal and deserted roons in search
of particul ar newspapers or private needl ework. Even now they
all came casually, as with varying interests; but they all came
There was the enbarrassed Inglewod, still a sort of red shadow
there was the unenbarrassed Warner, a pallid but solid substance.
There was M chael Mon offering like a riddle the contrast

of the horsy crudeness of his clothes and the sonbre sagacity

of his visage. He was now joined by his yet nore conic crony,
Moses Goul d. Swaggering on short |legs with a prosperous

purple tie, he was the gayest of godless little dogs;

but like a dog also in this, that however he danced and

wagged with delight, the two dark eyes on each side of his

pr ot uberant nose glistened gloonily |ike black buttons.

There was M ss Rosamund Hunt, still with the find white hat

fram ng her square, good-looking face, and still with her native
air of being dressed for sone party that never cane off.

She also, like M. Mon, had a new conpani on, new so far as this

narrative goes, but in reality an old friend and a protegee

This was a slight young woman in dark gray, and in no way

notabl e but for a load of dull red hair, of which the shape
somehow gave her pale face that triangular, alnpbst peaked,

appear ance which was given by the | owering headdress and deep rich
ruff of the Elizabethan beauties. Her surnane seened to be G ay,
and Mss Hunt called her Mary, in that indescribable tone

applied to a dependent who has practically becone a friend.

She wore a small silver cross on her very business-like

gray clothes, and was the only nmenber of the party who went

to church. Last, but the reverse of |east, there as Di ana Duke,
studyi ng the newconer with eyes of steel, and |listening

carefully to every idiotic word he said. As for Ms. Duke,

she smiled up at him but never dreaned of listening to him

She had never really listened to any one in her life; which, sone said,
was why she had survived

Nevert hel ess, Ms. Duke was pleased with her new guest's
concentration of courtesy upon herself; for no one ever spoke
seriously to her any nore than she listened seriously to any one.
And she al nost beaned as the stranger, with yet w der and al nost
whirling gestures of explanation with his huge hat and bag,
apol ogi zed for having entered by the wall instead of the front door
He was understood to put it down to an unfortunate fanmly tradition
of neatness and care of his clothes.

"My nother was rather strict about it, to tell the truth,"”
he said, |lowering his voice, to Ms. Duke. "She never |iked
me to | ose ny cap at school. And when a nan's been taught
to be tidy and neat it sticks to him"

M's. Duke weakly gasped that she was sure he nust have had a good not her
but her niece seened inclined to probe the matter further.

"You' ve got a funny idea of neatness," she said, "if it's
junping garden walls and cl anbering up garden trees.
A man can't very well clinb a tree tidily."



"He can clear a wall neatly," said Mchael Mon; "I saw himdo it."

Smith seemed to be regarding the girl w th genui ne astoni shnent.

"My dear young lady," he said, "I was tidying the tree. You don't want

| ast year's hats there, do you, any nore than | ast year's |eaves?

The wi nd takes off the |eaves, but it couldn't manage the hat; that w nd,

| suppose, has tidied whole forests to-day. Rumidea this is, that tidiness
is atimd, quiet sort of thing; why, tidiness is a toil for giants.

You can't tidy anything w thout untidying yourself; just ook at ny trousers.
Don't you know that? Haven't you ever had a spring cleaning?"

"Ch yes, sir," said Ms. Duke, alnpbst eagerly. "You will find
everything of that sort quite nice." For the first tine she
had heard two words that she coul d understand.

M ss Di ana Duke seened to be studying the stranger with a sort of spasm
of calcul ation; then her black eyes snapped w th decision, and she said
that he could have a particul ar bedroomon the top floor if he liked:

and the silent and sensitive Inglewod, who had been on the rack through
t hese cross-purposes, eagerly offered to show himup to the room

Smith went up the stairs four at a time, and when he bunped his head
against the ultimate ceiling, Inglewod had an odd sensation that the tal
house was much shorter than it used to be.

Arthur 1 nglewod followed his old friend--or his new friend,
for he did not very clearly know which he was. The face | ooked
very like his old schoolfellow s at one second and very unlike
at another. And when |ngl ewood broke through his native

politeness so far as to say suddenly, "Is your nane Snith?"
he received only the unenlightening reply, "Quite right;
quite right. Very good. Excellent!" Wich appeared to Inglewood,

on reflection, rather the speech of a new born babe accepting
a nane than of a grown-up man adnmitting one.

Despite these doubts about identity, the hapless Ingl ewood

wat ched the ot her unpack, and stood about his bedroomin al
the inpotent attitudes of the male friend. M. Smith unpacked
with the sane kind of whirling accuracy with which he clinbed
a tree--throwing things out of his bag as if they were rubbish
yet managing to distribute quite a regular pattern all round
himon the floor.

As he did so he continued to talk in the sane somewhat gaspi ng manner

(he had cone upstairs four steps at a tinme, but even without this his style
of speech was breathless and fragnmentary), and his remarks were stil

a string of nmore or less significant but often separate pictures.

"Li ke the day of judgenment," he said, throwing a bottle

so that it somehow settled, rocking on its right end.

"Peopl e say vast universe... infinity and astronony;

not sure... | think things are too close together... packed up
for travelling... stars too close, really... why, the sun's

a star, too close to be seen properly; the earth's a star

too close to be seen at all... too nmany pebbles on the beach
ought all to be put in rings; too many bl ades of grass to study..
feathers on a bird make the brain reel; wait till the big bag

is unpacked... may all be put in our right places then."

Here he stopped, literally for breath--throwing a shirt to the other end



of the room and then a bottle of ink so that it fell quite neatly beyond it.
I ngl ewood | ooked round on this strange, half-symmetrical disorder with
an increasing doubt.

In fact, the nore one explored M. Smith's holiday |uggage,

the | ess one could nmake anything of it. One peculiarity of it

was that al nost everything seenmed to be there for the wong reason

what is secondary with every one else was primary with him

He woul d wap up a pot or pan in brown paper; and the unthinking

assi stant woul d di scover that the pot was val uel ess or even unnecessary,
and that it was the brown paper that was truly precious.

He produced two or three boxes of cigars, and expl ai ned

with plain and perplexing sincerity that he was no snoker,

but that cigar-box wood was by far the best for fretwork.

He al so exhi bited about six snall bottles of wine, white and red,

and | ngl ewood, happening to note a Vol nay which he knew to be excellent,
supposed at first that the stranger was an epicure in vintages.

He was therefore surprised to find that the next bottle was a vile sham
claret fromthe col onies, which even colonials (to do themjustice)

do not drink. It was only then that he observed that all six

bottl es had those bright netallic seals of various tints,

and seened to have been chosen sol ely because they have the three
primary and three secondary colours: red, blue, and yell ow

green, violet and orange. There grew upon |Ingl ewod an al npost

creepy sense of the real childishness of this creature.

For Smith was really, so far as human psychol ogy can be, innocent.

He had the sensualities of innocence: he Ioved the stickiness of gum
and he cut white wood greedily as if he were cutting a cake

To this man wi ne was not a doubtful thing to be defended or denounced;
it was a quaintly col oured syrup, such as a child sees in a shop w ndow.
He tal ked dominantly and rushed the social situation

but he was not asserting hinself, |ike a superman in a nodern play.

He was sinmply forgetting hinself, like a little boy at a party.

He had sonehow nade the giant stride from babyhood to nmanhood,

and missed that crisis in youth when nost of us grow ol d.

As he shunted his big bag, Arthur observed the initials

I. S. printed on one side of it, and renenbered that Snmith had

been call ed I nnocent Smith at school, though whether as a fornal
Christian name or a noral description he could not renenber.

He was just about to venture another question, when there was a knock
at the door, and the short figure of M. Gould offered itself,

with the nel ancholy Mon, standing like his tall crooked shadow,
behind him They had drifted up the stairs after the other two

nmen with the wandering gregari ousness of the male.

"Hope there's no intrusion," said the beanm ng Mbses with a gl ow
of good nature, but not the airiest tinge of apol ogy.

"The truth is," said Mchael Mon with conparative courtesy,
"we thought we might see if they had nade you confortable.
M ss Duke is rather--"

"I know," cried the stranger, |ooking up radiantly from his bag;
"magni ficent, isn't she? Go close to her--hear mlitary nusic going by,
like Joan of Arc."

I ngl ewood stared and stared at the speaker |ike one who has
just heard a wild fairy tale, which neverthel ess contains
one snmall and forgotten fact. For he renmenbered how he had



hi nsel f thought of Jeanne d' Arc years ago, when, hardly nore
than a school boy, he had first cone to the boarding-house. Long
since the pulverizing rationalismof his friend Dr. Warner had
crushed such yout hful ignorances and di sproportionate dreans.
Under the Warnerian scepticismand science of hopel ess

human types, Inglewod had | ong come to regard hinself as
atimd, insufficient, and "weak" type, who woul d never nmarry;
to regard Diana Duke as a materialistic maidservant;

and to regard his first fancy for her as the snall

dull farce of a collegian kissing his |andlady's daughter.

And yet the phrase about nmilitary nusic noved hi mqueerly,

as if he had heard those distant druns.

"She has to keep things pretty tight, as is only natural," said Moon,
gl ancing round the rather dwarfish room wth its wedge of slanted ceiling,
i ke the conical hood of a dwarf.

"Rather a small box for you, sir," said the waggish M. Could.

"Spl endid room though," answered M. Smith enthusiastically, with his
head inside his dadstone bag. "I love these pointed sorts of roons,

like Gothic. By the way," he cried out, pointing in quite a startling way,
"where does that door |ead to?"

"To certain death, | should say," answered M chael Mon, staring up at

a dust-stained and di sused trapdoor in the sloping roof of the attic.

"I don't think there's a loft there; and | don't know what else it could
lead to." Long before he had finished his sentence the man at the door

in the ceiling, swng hinmself somehow on to the | edge beneath it,

wrenched it open after a struggle, and clanbered through it.

For a nonent they saw the two synbolic legs standing |ike a truncated statue;
t hen they vani shed. Through the hole thus burst in the roof appeared

the enpty and lucid sky of evening, with one great nany-col oured cl oud
sailing across it |ike a whole county upsi de down.

"Hul l o, you fellows!" cane the far cry of |Innocent Snith,
apparently from sone renote pinnacle. "Conme up here

and bring some of ny things to eat and drink. It's just the spot
for a picnic."

Wth a sudden inpul se M chael snatched two of the snall

bottles of wine, one in each solid fist; and Arthur I|nglewod,

as if mesmerized, groped for a biscuit tin and a big jar of ginger

The enornous hand of Innocent Smith appearing through the aperture,
like a giant's in a fairy tale, received these tributes and bore them
off to the eyrie; then they both hoisted thensel ves out of the w ndow.
They were both athletic, and even gymastic; Inglewod through his
concern for hygi ene, and Moon through his concern for sport, which was
not quite so idle and inactive as that of the average sportsnan.

Al so they both had a |ight-headed burst of celestial sensation when
the door was burst in the roof, as if a door had been burst in the sky,
and they could clinb out on to the very roof of the universe.

They were both nen who had | ong been unconsciously inprisoned in

t he comonpl ace, though one took it comcally, and the other seriously.
They were both nen, neverthel ess, in whom sentinment had never died.

But M. Mses Gould had an equal contenpt for their suicidal athletics
and their subconscious transcendentalism and he stood and | aughed

at the thing with the shanel ess rationality of another race

When the singular Smith, astride of a chimey-pot, |learnt that Gould



was not following, his infantile officiousness and good nature

forced himto dive back into the attic to confort or persuade

and I ngl ewood and Mbon were | eft alone on the |ong gray-green

ridge of the slate roof, with their feet against gutters and their
backs agai nst chi mey-pots, |ooking agnostically at each other

Their first feeling was that they had cone out into eternity,

and that eternity was very |ike topsy-turvydom One definition
occurred to both of them-that he had cone out into the light

of that lucid and radiant ignorance in which all beliefs had begun

The sky above themwas full of nythol ogy. Heaven seened deep

enough to hold all the gods. The round of the ether turned

fromgreen to yellow gradually like a great unripe fruit.

Al'l around the sunken sun it was like a I enpbn; round all the east

it was a sort of golden green, nore suggestive of a greengage;

but the whole had still he enptiness of daylight and none of the secrecy
of dusk. Tunbl ed here and there across this gold and pal e green

were shards and shattered masses of inky purple cloud, which seened
falling towards the earth in every kind of col ossal perspective.

One of themreally had the character of some many-nitred, many-bearded,
many-w nged Assyrian i nage, huge head downwards, hurled out of heaven--
a sort of false Jehovah, who was perhaps Satan. All the other clouds
had preposterous pinnacl ed shapes, as if the god's pal aces had been
flung after him

And yet, while the enpty heaven was full of silent catastrophe, the height
of human buil di ngs above which they sat held here and there a tiny trivial
noi se that was the exact antithesis; and they heard sonme six streets bel ow
a newsboy calling, and a bell bidding to chapel. They could al so hear

tal k out of the garden below, and realized that the irrepressible Smth
nust have foll owed Gould downstairs, for his eager and pl eadi ng accents
could be heard, followed by the hal f-hunourous protests of M ss Duke

and the full and very youthful |aughter of Rosamund Hunt. The air had

that cold kindness that cones after a storm M chael Mon drank it in wth
as serious a relish as he had drunk the little bottle of cheap claret,

whi ch he had enptied al nbost at a draught. |nglewood went on eating ginger
very slowy and with a solemity unfathonable as the sky above him
There was still enough stir in the freshness of the atnobsphere to make t hem

al nost fancy they could snmell the garden soil and the |ast roses of autumm.
Suddenly there cane fromthe darkening rooma silvery ping and pong which
told themthat Rosanund had brought out the |ong-neglected nmandoline.

After the first few notes there was nore of the distant bell-Ilike |aughter

"I ngl ewood, " said M chael Mon, "have you ever heard that |
am a bl ackguard?"

"I haven't heard it, and | don't believe it," answered |ngl ewood,
after an odd pause. "But | have heard you were--what they
call rather wild."

"I'f you have heard that | amwld, you can contradict the runour,"
said Moon, with an extraordinary calm "I amtane.

| amquite tame; | am about the tanest beast that craw s.

| drink too nmuch of the same kind of whisky at the sane tine
every night. | even drink about the same anount too nuch.

| go to the sane number of public-houses. | neet the same damed
worren wi th mauve faces. | hear the same nunber of dirty stories--
generally the sane dirty stories. You may assure mny friends,

I ngl ewood, that you see before you a person whomcivilization

has thoroughly taned."



Arthur | nglewood was staring with feelings that made himnearly
fall off the roof, for indeed the Irishman's face, always sinister
was now al nost denoni acal

"Christ confound it!" cried out Mon, suddenly clutching the enpty
claret bottle, "this is about the thinnest and filthiest w ne

| ever uncorked, and it's the only drink |I have really enjoyed

for nine years. | was never wild until just ten mnutes ago."

And he sent the bottle whizzing, a wheel of glass, far away beyond
the garden into the road, where, in the profound evening silence,
they could even hear it break and part upon the stones.

"Moon," said Arthur |nglewod, rather huskily, "you nustn't be

so bitter about it. Everyone has to take the world as he finds it
of course one often finds it a bit dull--"

"That fellow doesn't," said Mchael decisively; "I nean that

fellow Smith. | have a fancy there's sone nethod in his nadness.

It looks as if he could turn into a sort of wonderland any ni nute by taking
one step out of the plain road. Wo would have thought of that trapdoor?
Who woul d have thought that this cursed colonial claret could taste quite
ni ce anong t he chi mey-pots? Perhaps that is the real key of fairyland.

Per haps Nosey Gould's beastly little Empire Cigarettes ought only to

be snoked on stilts, or sonething of that sort. Perhaps Ms. Duke's

cold leg of mutton would seem quite appetizing at the top of a tree.

Per haps even ny damed, dirty, nonotonous drizzle of AOd Bill Wisky--"
"Don't be so rough on yourself," said Inglewod, in serious distress.
"The dullness isn't your fault or the whisky's. Fellows who don't--
fellows like me | nean--have just the sane feeling that it's all rather
flat and a failure. But the world s nade like that; it's all survival
Sone people are nade to get on, like Warner; and sonme people are

made to stick quiet, like me. You can't help your tenperanent.

I know you're nuch cleverer than | am but you can't hel p having

all the | oose ways of a poor literary chap, and | can't help

having all the doubts and hel pl essness of a snmall scientific chap

any nore than a fish can help floating or a fern can help curling up
Humanity, as Warner said so well in that lecture, really consists

of quite different tribes of animals all disguised as nen."

In the di mgarden below the buzz of talk was suddenly broken
by Mss Hunt's nusical instrument banging with the abruptness
of artillery into a vulgar but spirited tune.

Rosanmund' s voice cane up rich and strong in the words of sone fatuous,
f ashi onabl e coon song- -

"Darkies sing a song on the old plantation,
Sing it as we sang it in days long since gone by."

I ngl ewood' s brown eyes softened and saddened still nore as he continued

hi s nmonol ogue of resignation to such a rollicking and romantic tune.

But the blue eyes of M chael Moon brightened and hardened with a |ight

that 1 nglewood did not understand. Many centuries, and many vill ages

and val |l eys, would have been happier if |Inglewod or |Inglewod s countrynen
had ever understood that light, or guessed at the first blink that it

was the battle star of Ireland.

"Not hing can ever alter it; it's in the wheels of the universe,"



went on Inglewod, in a lowvoice: "sone nen are weak and sone strong,
and the only thing we can do is to know that we are weak.

| have been in love lots of times, but |I could not do anything,

for | remenbered ny own fickleness. | have formed opinions, but I
haven't the cheek to push them because |'ve so often changed them
That's the upshot, old fellow W can't trust ourselves--

and we can't help it."

M chael had risen to his feet, and stood poised in a perilous position
at the end of the roof, |ike sone dark statue hung above its gable.
Behi nd him huge clouds of an al nost inpossible purple turned slowy
topsy-turvy in the silent anarchy of heaven. Their gyration nade

the dark figure seemyet dizzier

"Let us..." he said, and was suddenly silent.
"Let us what?" asked Arthur |nglewod, rising equally quick though somewhat
nore cautiously, for his friend seemed to find sone difficulty in speech

"Let us go and do sone of these things we can't do," said M chael

At the sane nonent there burst out of the trapdoor bel ow them

t he cockatoo hair and flushed face of Innocent Smith, calling to
them that they nust come down as the "concert” was in full sw ng,
and M. Moses Gould was about to recite "Young Lochinvar."

As they dropped into Innocent's attic they nearly tunbled over its
entertaining i npedi nenta again. 1Inglewod, staring at the littered fl oor,
t hought instinctively of the littered floor of a nursery.

He was therefore the nore noved, and even shocked, when his eye fel

on a large well-polished Anerican revol ver

"Hull o!'" he cried, stepping back fromthe steely glitter as nen step back
froma serpent; "are you afraid of burglars? or when and why do you dea
death out of that nachi ne gun?"

"Ch, that!" said Smth, throwing it a single glance; "I deal life
out of that," and he went boundi ng down the stairs.

Chapter 111

The Banner of Beacon

Al next day at Beacon House there was a crazy sense that it was
everybody's birthday. It is the fashion to talk of institutions
as cold and cranping things. The truth is that when people are in
exceptionally high spirits, really wild with freedom and invention
t hey al ways nust, and they always do, create institutions.

When nmen are weary they fall into anarchy; but while they are gay
and vigorous they invariably make rules. This, which is true of al
t he churches and republics of history, is also true of the nost
trivial parlour gane or the nost unsophisticated nmeadow ronp.

We are never free until some institution frees us; and liberty
cannot exist till it is declared by authority. Even the wild
authority of the harlequin Snmith was still authority, because it



produced everywhere a crop of crazy regul ations and conditi ons.

He filled every one with his own half-lunatic life; but it was not
expressed in destruction, but rather in a dizzy and toppling construction
Each person with a hobby found it turning into an institution

Rosamund' s songs seened to coal esce into a kind of opera,;

M chael 's jests and paragraphs into a nmagazine. Hi s pipe and her
nmandol i ne seened between themto nake a sort of snoking concert.

The bashful and bewi | dered Arthur Ingl ewood al nost struggl ed agai nst his
own growi ng inportance. He felt as if, in spite of him his photographs
were turning into a picture gallery, and his bicycle into a gynkhana.

But no one had any time to criticize these inpronptu estates and offices,
for they foll owed each other in wild succession |like the topics

of a ranbling tal ker

Exi stence with such a man was an obstacle race nmade out of

pl easant obstacles. Qut of any honmely and trivial object he could
drag reels of exaggeration, like a conjurer. Nothing could

be nmore shy and inpersonal than poor Arthur's photography.

Yet the preposterous Smith was seen assisting himeagerly through
sunny norni ng hours, and an indefensible sequence descri bed

as "Mral Photography" began to unroll about the boarding-house.

It was only a version of the old photographer's joke which
produces the sanme figure twi ce on one plate, making a man

play chess with hinmself, dine with hinmself, and so on

But these plates were nore hysterical and anbitious--as, "M ss Hunt
forgets Herself," showing that |ady answering her own too
rapturous recognition with a nost appalling stare of ignorance;

or "M . Moon questions Hinmself," in which M. Mon appeared as one
driven to nadness under his own | egal cross-exam nation, which was
conducted with a long forefinger and an air of ferocious waggery.
One highly successful trilogy--representing |nglewod recogni zi ng
I ngl ewood, | ngl ewood prostrating hinmself before |Inglewood,

and I ngl ewood severely beating |Inglewod with a stick--

I nnocent Smith wanted to have enlarged and put up in the hall,
like a sort of fresco, with the inscription,--

"Sel f-reverence, self-know edge, self-control--
These three alone will nake a man a prig."

-- Tennyson.

Not hi ng, again, could be nore prosaic and inpenetrabl e than

t he donestic energies of Mss Diana Duke. But |Innocent had sonehow

bl undered on the discovery that her thrifty dressmaki ng went

with a considerable fem nine care for dress--the one fem nine thing
that had never failed her solitary self-respect. In consequence Snith
pestered her with a theory (which he really seened to take seriously)
that |adies m ght conbi ne econony with nmagnificence if they would

draw | ight chalk patterns on a plain dress and then dust them

off again. He set up "Smith's Lightning Dressnaking Conpany, "

with two screens, a cardboard placard, and box of bright soft crayons;
and M ss Diana actually threw hi man abandoned bl ack overall

or working dress on which to exercise the talents of a nodiste.

He promptly produced for her a garnent aflanme with red and gol d sunfl owers;
she held it up an instant to her shoul ders, and | ooked like an enpress.
And Arthur Ingl ewood, sonme hours afterwards cleaning his bicycle

(with his usual air of being inextricably hidden in it), glanced up
and his hot face grew hotter, for Diana stood | aughing for one

flash in the doorway, and her dark robe was rich with the green



and purple of great decorative peacocks, |ike a secret garden

in the "Arabian Nights.”" A pang too swift to be naned pain

or pleasure went through his heart |like an old-world rapier.

He renenbered how pretty he thought her years ago, when he was
ready to fall in love with anybody; but it was |ike renmenbering

a worship of sone Babyl onian princess in sone previous existence.
At his next glinpse of her (and he caught hinself awaiting it)

the purple and green chal k was dusted off, and she went by quickly
i n her working cl ot hes.

As for Ms. Duke, none who knew that matron coul d conceive her as
actively resisting this invasion that had turned her house upside down.
But anong the nbst exact observers it was seriously believed that she
liked it. For she was one of those wonmen who at bottomregard al

nen as equally nmad, wild aninals of sonme utterly separate species.

And it is doubtful if she really saw anything nore eccentric or

i nexplicable in Snmith's chi mey-pot picnics or crinson sunflowers

than she had in the chem cals of |nglewod or the sardonic speeches

of Mboon. Courtesy, on the other hand, is a thing that anybody

can understand, and Smth's nmanners were as courteous as they

were unconventional. She said he was "a real gentleman," by which she
simply neant a kind-hearted man, which is a very different thing.

She would sit at the head of the table with fat, folded hands and a fat,
fol ded smile for hours and hours, while every one el se was tal king at once.
At |east, the only other exception was Rosanund's conpani on

Mary Gray, whose silence was of a much nore eager sort. Though she
never spoke she always | ooked as if she might speak any m nute.

Perhaps this is the very definition of a conpanion. Innocent Smith
seemed to throw hinself, as into other adventures, into the adventure

of making her talk. He never succeeded, yet he was never snubbed;

if he achieved anything, it was only to draw attention to this quiet figure,
and to turn her, by ever so little, froma nodesty to a nystery.

But if she was a riddle, every one recognized that she was a fresh

and unspoilt riddle, like the riddle of the sky and the woods in spring.
I ndeed, though she was rather older than the other two girls,

she had an early norning ardour, a fresh earnestness of youth,

whi ch Rosamund seenmed to have lost in the nere spendi ng of nobney,

and Diana in the nmere guarding of it. Smith |ooked at her again and again.
Her eyes and nouth were set in her face the wong way--which was really
the right way. She had the knack of saying everything with her face:
her silence was a sort of steady appl ause.

But anong the hil arious experinents of that holiday

(which seenmed nore |ike a week's holiday than a day's)

one experinent towers suprene, not because it was any sillier

or nore successful than the others, but because out of this
particular folly flowed all of the odd events that were to follow
Al the other practical jokes exploded of thenselves, and | eft vacancy;
all the other fictions returned upon thenselves, and were finished
like a song. But the string of solid and startling events--

whi ch were to include a hansom cab, a detective, a pistol

and a marriage licence--were all made primarily possible

by the joke about the H gh Court of Beacon.

It had originated, not with Innocent Snmith, but with Mchael Mon. He was
in a strange glow and pressure of spirits, and tal ked incessantly;

yet he had never been nore sarcastic, and even i nhuman

He used his ol d usel ess know edge as a barrister to talk

entertainingly of a tribunal that was a parody on the ponpous

anonal i es of English |law. The Hi gh Court of Beacon, he decl ared,



was a spl endid exanple of our free and sensible constitution

It had been founded by King John in defiance of the Magna Carta,

and now hel d absol ute power over windmills, wine and spirit |icences,

| adies traveling in Turkey, revision of sentences for dog-stealing

and parricide, as well as anything whatever that happened in the town of
Mar ket Bosworth. The whol e hundred and ni ne seneschals of the Hi gh Court
of Beacon net once in every four centuries; but in the intervals

(as M. Mon expl ained) the whole powers of the institution were vested
in Ms. Duke. Tossed about anong the rest of the conpany, however,

the High Court did not retain its historical and | egal seriousness,

but was used sonewhat unscrupulously in a riot of donestic detail.

I f somebody spilt the Wircester Sauce on the tablecloth, he was quite
sure it was a rite without which the sittings and findings of the Court
woul d be invalid; or if sonebody wanted a wi ndow to remain shut,

he woul d suddenly remenber that none but the third son of the lord

of the manor of Penge had the right to open it. They even went

to the I ength of making arrests and conducting crimnal inquiries.

The proposed trial of Mdses Gould for patriotismwas rather

above the heads of the company, especially of the crinmnnal

but the trial of Inglewod on a charge of photographic |ibel

and his triunmphant acquittal upon a plea of insanity, were admtted

to be in the best tradition of the Court.

But when Smith was in wild spirits he grew nore and nore serious, not nore and
nore flippant |ike Mchael Mon. This proposal of a private court of justice,
whi ch Moon had thrown off with the detachment of a political hunourist,

Smith really caught hold of with the eagerness of an abstract phil osopher.

It was by far the best thing they could do, he declared, to claimsovereign
powers even for the individual househol d.

"You believe in Home Rule for Ireland; | believe in Home Rule for hones,"
he cried eagerly to Mchael. "It would be better if every father

COULD kill his son, as with the old Ronans; it would be better,

because nobody would be killed. Let's issue a Declaration

of | ndependence from Beacon House. W could grow enough greens

in that garden to support us, and when the tax-collector cones let's

tell himwe're self-supporting, and play on himwi th the hose.

...\l l, perhaps, as you say, we couldn't very well have a hose,
as that comes fromthe main; but we could sink a well in this chalk,
and a lot could be done with water-jugs... Let this really be

Beacon House. Let's light a bonfire of independence on the roof,

and see house after house answering it across the valley of

the Thanmes! Let us begin the League of the Free Fanmlies! Away with
Local Governnent! A fig for Local Patriotisml Let every house

be a sovereign state as this is, and judge its own children by its
own |aw, as we do by the Court of Beacon. Let us cut the painter

and begin to be happy together, as if we were on a desert island.”

"I know that desert island," said Mchael Moon; "it only
exists in the "Swiss Famly Robinson.' A man feels a strange
desire for sone sort of vegetable mlk, and crash cones down
some unexpected cocoa-nut from some undi scovered nonkey.
Aliterary man feels inclined to pen a sonnet, and at once

an of ficious porcupi ne rushes out of a thicket and shoots out
one of his quills."

"Don't you say a word against the “Swiss Fanily Robinson,'"

cried Innocent with great warnth. "It mayn't be

exact science, but it's dead accurate phil osophy.

When you're really shi pwecked, you do really find what you want.



When you're really on a desert island, you never find it a desert.

If we were really besieged in this garden, we'd find a hundred
English birds and English berries that we never knew were here.

If we were snowed up in this room we'd be the better for reading
scores of books in that bookcase that we don't even know are there;
we' d have tal ks with each other, good, terrible talks, that we shal

go to the grave without guessing; we'd find materials for everything--
christening, marriage, or funeral; yes, even for a coronation--

if we didn't decide to be a republic.”

"A coronation on "Swiss Family' lines, | suppose," said Mchael, |aughing.
"Ch, | know you would find everything in that atnosphere. |I|f we wanted
such a sinple thing, for instance, as a Coronation Canopy, we shoul d

wal k down beyond the geraniuns and find the Canopy Tree in full bl oom

If we wanted such a trifle as a crowm of gold, why, we should be

di ggi ng up dandelions, and we should find a gold m ne under the |awn.

And when we wanted oil for the cerenony, why | suppose a great storm
woul d wash everything on shore, and we should find there was a \Whal e

on the prem ses."

"And so there IS a whale on the prenmises for all you know, "
asseverated Snmith, striking the table with passion

"I bet you've never exam ned the prem ses! | bet you' ve
never been round at the back as | was this norning--

for I found the very thing you say could only grow on a tree.
There's an old sort of square tent up against the dusthbin;
it's got three holes in the canvas, and a pole's broken

so it's not nuch good as a tent, but as a Canopy--" And his
voice quite failed himto express its shining adequacy;

then he went on with controversi al eagerness: "You see

take every chall enge as you make it. | believe every blessed
thing you say couldn't be here has been here all the tine.
You say you want a whal e washed up for oil. Wy, there's oi
in that cruet-stand at your elbow, and | don't believe
anybody has touched it or thought of it for years.

And as for your gold crown, we're none of us wealthy here,
but we could collect enough ten-shilling bits fromour own
pockets to string round a man's head for half an hour;

or one of Mss Hunt's gold bangles is nearly big enough to--"

The good- hurmour ed Rosamund was al nost choking with | aughter.
"Al'l is not gold that glitters," she said, "and besides--"

"What a nmistake that is!" cried I nnocent Snith,

| eaping up in great excitenent. "All is gold that glitters--
especially now we are a Sovereign State. Wat's the good

of a Sovereign State if you can't define a sovereign?

We can make anything a precious nmetal, as nen could in the norning
of the world. They didn't choose gold because it was rare;
your scientists can tell you twenty sorts of slime nmuch rarer
They chose gol d because it was bright--because it was

a hard thing to find, but pretty when you've found it.

You can't fight with gol den swords or eat gol den biscuits;
you can only look at it--an you can look at it out here.”

Wth one of his incal cul able notions he sprang back and burst open

the doors into the garden. At the sane tine also, with one of his
gestures that never seemed at the instant so unconventional as they were,
he stretched out his hand to Mary Gray, and led her out on to the | awn
as if for a dance.



The French wi ndows, thus flung open, let in an evening even |lovelier than that
of the day before. The west was swi mming with sangui ne col ours, and a sort

of sleepy flane lay along the awn. The tw sted shadows of the one or two
garden trees showed upon this sheen, not gray or black, as in common daylight,
but |ike arabesques witten in vivid violet ink on sonme page of Eastern gol d.
The sunset was one of those festive and yet mysterious conflagrations in

whi ch comon things by their colours rem nd us of costly or curious things.
The sl ates upon the sloping roof burned |ike the plunmes of a vast peacock

in every nysterious blend of blue and green. The red-brown bricks of

the wall glowed with all the Cctober tints of strong ruby and tawny w nes.

The sun seermed to set each object alight with a different col oured fl ane,

like a man lighting fireworks; and even Innocent's hair, which was of a rather
colourl ess fairness, seened to have a flane of pagan gold on it as he strode
across the Iawn towards the one tall ridge of rockery.

"What woul d be the good of gold," he was saying, "if it did not glitter?
Wy should we care for a black sovereign any nore than for a

bl ack sun at noon? A black button would do just as well.

Don't you see that everything in this garden | ooks like a jewel?

And will you kindly tell ne what the deuce is the good of a jewel

except that it looks like a jewel? Leave off buying and selling,

and start |ooking! Open your eyes, and you'll wake up in

t he New Jerusal em

"Al'l is gold that glitters--
Tree and tower of brass;
RolI's the gol den evening air
Down the gol den grass.
Kick the cry to Jericho,
How yel l ow nud is sold,
Al is gold that glitters,
For the glitter is the gold."

"And who wote that?" asked Rosanund, anused.

"No one will ever wite it,"'
with a flying | eap

answered Smith, and cleared the rockery

"Real ly," said Rosanund to M chael Mon, "he ought to be sent to an asylum
Don't you think so?"

"I beg your pardon," inquired Mchael, rather sonbrely; his |ong,

swart hy head was dark agai nst the sunset, and, either by accident or nood,
he had the | ook of something isolated and even hostile am d the socia

ext ravagance of the garden.

"I only said M. Smith ought to go to an asylum" repeated the | ady.

The | ean face seened to grow | onger and | onger, for Moon was

unm st akably sneering. "No," he said; "I don't think it's

at all necessary."

"What do you nean?" asked Rosanmund quickly. "Wy not?"

"Because he is in one now," answered M chael Mon, in a quiet but ugly voice.
"Why, didn't you know?"

"What?" cried the girl, and there was a break in her voice;



for the Irishman's face and voice were really al nbst creepy.
Wth his dark figure and dark sayings in all that sunshine
he | ooked like the devil in paradise.

"I"'msorry," he continued, with a sort of harsh humlity.
"Of course we don't talk about it nuch... but | thought we
all really knew "

"Knew what ?"

"Well," answered Moon, "that Beacon House is a certain rather singular

sort of house--a house with the tiles | oose, shall we say? Innocent Snmith
is only the doctor that visits us; hadn't you come when he called before?

As nost of our mal adies are nel ancholic, of course he has to be extra cheery.
Sanity, of course, seens a very bunptious eccentric thing to us.

Junping over a wall, clinbing a tree--that's his bedsi de nanner."

"You daren't say such a thing!" cried Rosamund in a rage.
"You daren't suggest that I|--"

"Not nore than | am" said M chael soothingly; "not nore than the rest of us.
Haven't you ever noticed that Mss Duke never sits still--a notorious sign?
Haven't you ever observed that |nglewod is always washing his hands--

a known mark of nental disease? 1, of course, ama di psomaniac."

"I don't believe you," broke out his conpanion, not w thout agitation
"I'"ve heard you had some bad habits--"

"Al'l habits are bad habits," said Mchael, with deadly calm

"Madness does not cone by breaking out, but by giving in; by settling down
in sone dirty, little, self-repeating circle of ideas; by being taned.

YOQU went mad about noney, because you're an heiress.”

"It's alie," cried Rosanund furiously. "I never was nean about noney."

"You were worse," said Mchael, in a |low voice and yet violently.

"You t hought that other people were. You thought every man who canme near
you must be a fortune-hunter; you would not |let yourself go and be sane;
and now you're mad and |'m nad, and serve us right."

"You brute!" said Rosamund, quite white. "And is this true?"

Wth the intellectual cruelty of which the Celt is capable
when his abysses are in revolt, Mchael was silent for

sone seconds, and then stepped back with an ironical bow.
"Not literally true, of course,” he said; "only really true
An allegory, shall we say? a social satire.”

"And | hate and despi se your satires," cried Rosanund Hunt,

letting | oose her whole forcible fermal e personality |like a cyclone,
and speaking every word to wound. "I despise it as | despise

your rank tobacco, and your nasty, |oungy ways, and your snarling,
and your Radicalism and your old clothes, and your potty

little newspaper, and your rotten failure at everything.

| don't care whether you call it snobbi shness or not, | I|ike
life and success, and jolly things to |l ook at, and action
You won't frighten nme with Diogenes; | prefer Al exander."

"Victrix causa deae--" said Mchael gloonily; and this angered
her nore, as, not knowi ng what it neant, she imagined it



to be witty.

"Ch, | dare say you know Greek," she said, with cheerful inaccuracy;
"you haven't done nmuch with that either." And she crossed the garden
pursui ng the vani shed I nnocent and Mary.

In doing so she passed I ngl ewod, who was returning to the house slowy,

and with a thought-clouded brow. He was one of those nen who are

quite clever, but quite the reverse of quick. As he cane back

out of the sunset garden into the twilight parlour, D ana Duke

slipped swiftly to her feet and began putting away the tea things.

But it was not before Inglewod had seen an instantaneous picture so uni que
that he might well have snapshotted it with his everlasting canera.

For Di ana had been sitting in front of her unfinished work with her chin

on her hand, |ooking straight out of the window in pure thoughtless thought.

"You are busy," said Arthur, oddly enbarrassed with what he had seen
and wi shing to ignore it.

"There's no tinme for dreaming in this world,"” answered the young | ady
with her back to him

"I have been thinking lately," said Inglewod in a | ow voi ce,
“"that there's no tinme for waking up."

She did not reply, and he wal ked to the wi ndow and | ooked out on the garden

"I don't snoke or drink, you know," he said irrelevantly,

"because | think they're drugs. And yet | fancy all hobbies,

like ny camera and bicycle, are drugs too. Getting under a

bl ack hood, getting into a dark room-getting into a hol e anyhow.
Druggi ng mysel f with speed, and sunshine, and fatigue, and fresh air
Pedal | i ng the machine so fast that | turn into a machi ne nyself.
That's the matter with all of us. W're too busy to wake up."

"Well," said the girl solidly, "what is there to wake up to?"

"There nust be!" cried |Inglewod, turning round in a singular
excitenent--"there nust be sonething to wake up to!

Al we do is preparations--your cleanliness, and ny healthiness,
and Warner's scientific appliances. W' re always preparing

for sonething--sonmething that never cones off. | ventilate

t he house, and you sweep the house; but what is going to HAPPEN
in the house?"

She was | ooking at himquietly, but with very bright eyes,
and seened to be searching for sone form of words which she
could not find.

Bef ore she coul d speak the door burst open, and the boi sterous Rosamund Hunt,
in her flanboyant white hat, boa, and parasol, stood franed in the doorway.
She was in a breathing heat, and on her open face was an expression of

the nost infantile astoni shment.

"Well, here's a fine gane!" she said, panting. "Wat am| to do now,
I wonder? I|'ve wired for Dr. Warner; that's all | can think of doing."

"What is the matter?" asked Diana, rather sharply, but noving
forward |i ke one used to be called upon for assistance.



"It's Mary," said the heiress, "ny conpanion Mary G ay:

that cracked friend of yours called Smith has proposed to her
in the garden, after ten hours' acquai ntance, and he wants
to go off with her now for a special licence."

Art hur | ngl ewood wal ked to the open French wi ndows and | ooked
out on the garden, still golden with evening light.

Not hi ng noved there but a bird or two hopping and twttering;
but beyond the hedge and railings, in the road outside

the garden gate, a hansomcab was waiting, with the yellow

d adstone bag on top of it.

Chapter 1V

The Garden of the CGod

Di ana Duke seened inexplicably irritated at the abrupt entrance
and utterance of the other girl.

"Well," she said shortly, "I suppose Mss Gray can decline himif she
doesn't want to narry him"

"But she DOES want to marry him" cried Rosanmund in exasperation
"She's a wild, wicked fool, and I won't be parted from her."

"Perhaps," said Diana icily, "but | really don't see what we can do."

"But the man's bal ny, Diana," reasoned her friend angrily.
“I can't let ny nice governess marry a man that's bal ny!
You or sonebody MJST stop it!--M. Inglewod, you' re a nman;
go and tell themthey sinply can't."

"Unfortunately, it seems to me they sinply can,"” said Ingl ewod,
with a depressed air. "I have far less right of intervention
than M ss Duke, besides having, of course, far |less nora

force than she."

"You haven't either of you got much," cried Rosanund,

the last stays of her formnidable tenper giving way;

"I think I'Il go somewhere else for a little sense and pl uck

I think I know sone one who will help ne nore than you do,

at any rate... he's a cantankerous beast, but he's a nan

and has a mnd, and knows it..." And she flung out into the garden
with cheeks afl ame, and the parasol whirling Iike a Catherine wheel

She found M chael Mon standi ng under the garden tree, |ooking over

t he hedge; hunched like a bird of prey, with his |arge pipe hangi ng down
his long blue chin. The very hardness of his expression pleased her
after the nonsense of the new engagenent and the shilly-shallying

of her other friends.

"I amsorry | was cross, M. Mon," she said frankly. "I hated you
for being a cynic; but I've been well punished, for | want a cynic
just now. 1've had nmy fill of sentinent--1"mfed up with it.

The worl d's gone mad, M. Mon--all except the cynics, | think

That maniac Smth wants to marry ny old friend Mary, and she--



and she--doesn't seemto mnd."

Seeing his attentive face still undisturbedly snmoki ng, she added smartly,
"I"'mnot joking; that's M. Smith's cab outside. He swears he'l
take her off nowto his aunt's, and go for a special |icence.

Do give ne sone practical advice, M. Moon."

M. Moon took his pipe out of his mouth, held it in his hand

for an instant reflectively, and then tossed it to the other side
of the garden. "M practical advice to you is this," he said:
"Let himgo for his special licence, and ask himto get another
one for you and ne."

"I's that one of your jokes?" asked the young | ady.
"Do say what you really nean."

"I mean that Innocent Smith is a man of business,"

sai d Moon with ponderous precision--"a plain, practical nan:

a man of affairs; a man of facts and the daylight.

He has let down twenty ton of good building bricks suddenly

on ny head, and I amglad to say they have woken ne up.

We went to sleep a little while ago on this very lawn, in this
very sunlight. W have had a little nap for five years or so
but now we're going to be married, Rosanund, and | can't see
why that cab..."

"Real ly," said Rosamund stoutly, "I don't know what you nean."

"What a lie! cried Mchael, advancing on her with brightening eyes.
"I"'mall for lies in an ordinary way; but don't you see that to-night
they won't do? We've wandered into a world of facts, old girl.

That grass grow ng, and that sun going down, and that cab at the door
are facts. You used to tornent and excuse yourself by saying

was after your noney, and didn't really I ove you. But if | stood
here now and told you | didn't |ove you--you wouldn't believe ne:

for truth is in this garden to-night."

"Really, M. Mon..." said Rosamund, rather nore faintly.

He kept two big blue magnetic eyes fixed on her face.

"I's ny name Moon?" he asked. "Is your name Hunt? On ny honour
they sound to me as quaint and as distant as Red |ndian nanes.

It's as if your nane was "Swinml and ny nanme was "~ Sunrise.' But our
real names are Husband and Wfe, as they were when we fell asleep.”

"It is no good," said Rosamund, with real tears in her eyes;
"one can never go back."

"I can go where | damm pl ease," said Mchael, "and | can carry
you on ny shoul der."

"But really, Mchael, really, you nust stop and think!"

cried the girl earnestly. "You could carry me off ny feet, | dare say,
soul and body, but it nmay be bitter bad business for all that.

These things done in that romantic rush, like M. Smith's, they--

they do attract wonen, | don't deny it. As you say, we're al

telling the truth to-night. They've attracted poor Mary, for one.

They attract me, Mchael. But the cold fact remains:

i nprudent marriages do | ead to | ong unhappi ness and di sappoi nt nent - -
you' ve got used to your drinks and things--1 shan't be



pretty much | onger--"

"I nprudent marriages!" roared Mchael. "And pray where in earth

or heaven are there any prudent marriages? Mght as well talk

about prudent suicides. You and | have dawdl ed round each ot her

| ong enough, and are we any safer than Smith and Mary G ay,

who net |ast night? You never know a husband till you marry him
Unhappy! of course you'll be unhappy. Wo the devil are you

that you shoul dn't be unhappy, l|ike the nother that bore you?

Di sappoi nted! of course we'll be disappointed. |, for one,

don't expect till |I die to be so good a man as | amat this mnute--
a tower with all the trunpets shouting."

"You see all this,"” said Rosanund, with a grand sincerity in her solid face,
"and do you really want to narry nme?"

"My darling, what else is there to do?" reasoned the Irishman. "What other
occupation is there for an active man on this earth, except to

marry you? What's the alternative to marriage, barring sleep?

It's not liberty, Rosamund. Unless you marry God, as our nuns do in Irel and,
you mnmust nmarry Man--that is Me. The only third thing is to marry yourself--
yoursel f, yourself, yourself--the only conpanion that is never satisfied--
and never satisfactory."

"M chael ," said Mss Hunt, in a very soft voice, "if you won't talk so nuch,
["lI'l marry you."

"It"'s no time for talking," cried Mchael Mwon; singing is the only thing.
Can't you find that mandoline of yours, Rosamund?"

"G and fetch it for ne," said Rosanmund, with crisp and sharp authority.

The | ounging M. Mon stood for one split second astonished;

then he shot away across the lawn, as if shod with the feathered
shoes out of the Greek fairy tale. He cleared three yards

and fifteen daisies at a | eap, out of nere bodily levity;

but when he cane within a yard or two of the open parlour w ndows,
his flying feet fell in their old manner |ike | ead;

he tw sted round and came back slowy, whistling. The events

of that enchanted evening were not at an end.

I nside the dark sitting-room of which Mon had caught a glinpse a curious

t hi ng had happened, alnost an instant after the intenperate exit

of Rosanmund. |t was sonething which, occurring in that obscure parl our
seened to Arthur Inglewod |ike heaven and earth turning head over heels,
the sea being the ceiling and the stars the floor. No words can express

how it astonished him as it astonishes all sinple nmen when it happens.

Yet the stiffest female stoicismseens separated fromit only by a sheet of
paper or a sheet of steel. It indicates no surrender, far |ess any synpathy.
The nost rigid and ruthl ess woman can begin to cry, just as the nost

effem nate man can grow a beard. It is a separate sexual power,

and proves nothing one way or the other about force of character

But to young nen ignorant of women, |ike Arthur |Inglewod, to see D ana Duke
crying was |ike seeing a notor-car shedding tears of petrol

He coul d never have given (even if his really manly nodesty had pernmitted it)
any vaguest vision of what he did when he saw that portent. He acted

as men do when a theatre catches fire--very differently from how t hey

woul d have conceived thensel ves as acting, whether for better or worse.

He had a faint nenory of certain half-stifled explanations, that the heiress



was the one really paying guest, and she would go, and the bailiffs
(in consequence) woul d cone; but after that he knew nothing of his own
conduct except by the protests it evoked.

"Leave ne al one, M. Inglewood--leave ne alone; that's not the way to help

"But | can help you," said Arthur, with grinding certainty;
"l can, | can, | can..."

"Why, you said," cried the girl, "that you were rmuch weaker than ne."

"So | am weaker than you," said Arthur, in a voice that went
vi brating through everything, "but not just now "

"Let go ny hands!" cried Diana. "I won't be bullied."

In one el ement he was much stronger than she--the matter of hunour

This leapt up in himsuddenly, and he | aughed, saying: "Well, you are nean
You know quite well you'll bully me all the rest of ny life.

You nmight allow a nan the one mnute of his life when he's allowed to bully."

It was as extraordinary for himto laugh as for her to cry,
and for the first time since her chil dhood D ana was entirely
of f her guard.

"Do you nmean you want to marry ne?" she said.

"Why, there's a cab at the door!" cried Ingl ewod, springing up
wi th an unconsci ous energy and bursting open the glass doors
that led into the garden

As he led her out by the hand they realized sonmehow for the first time
that the house and garden were on a steep height over London. And yet,

t hough they felt the place to be uplifted, they felt it also to be secret:
it was |like sone round wall ed garden on the top of one of the

turrets of heaven.

I ngl ewood | ooked around dreanmily, his brown eyes devouring

all sorts of details with a senseless delight. He noticed for
the first tine that the railings of the gate beyond the garden
bushes were noulded like little spearheads and pai nted bl ue

He noticed that one of the blue spears was |oosened in its place,
and hung sideways; and this al nbst nade himlaugh. He thought it
sonehow exqui sitely harm ess and funny that the railing should
be crooked; he thought he should |ike to know how it happened,
who did it, and how the nman was getting on.

VWen they were gone a few feet across that fiery grass realized
that they were not alone. Rosanund Hunt and the eccentric

M. Moon, both of whomthey had | ast seen in the bl ackest
tenper of detachnent, were standing together on the | awn.

They were standing in quite an ordinary nmanner, and yet they

| ooked somehow |i ke people in a book

"Ch," said D ana, "what lovely air!"
"I know, " called out Rosamund, with a pleasure so positive

that it rang out like a conplaint. "It's just like that horrid,
beastly fizzy stuff they gave ne that made ne feel happy."



"Ch, it isn't like anything but itself!" answered D ana, breathing deeply.
"Way, it's all cold, and yet it feels like fire."

"Balny is the word we use in Fleet Street,"

said M. Mon. "Balny--especially on the crunpet.”

And he fanned hinmsel f quite unnecessarily with his straw hat.
They were all full of little |eaps and pul sati ons of objectless
and airy energy. Diana stirred and stretched her long arns rigidly,
as if crucified, in a sort of excruciating restful ness;

M chael stood still for long intervals, with gathered nuscles,
then spun round like a teetotum and stood still again;

Rosarmund did not trip, for women never trip, except when they
fall on their noses, but she struck the ground with her foot

as she noved, as if to some inaudible dance tune; and I ngl ewood,
| eaning quite quietly against a tree, had unconsciously
clutched a branch and shaken it with a creative violence.

Those gi ant gestures of Man, that made the high statues

and the strokes of war, tossed and tornented all their Iinbs.
Silently as they strolled and stood they were bursting |ike
batteries with an ani mal nagneti sm

"And now, " cried Mon quite suddenly, stretching out a hand on each side,
"let's dance round that bush!"

"Why, what bush do you nean?" asked Rosamund, |ooking round with a sort
of radi ant rudeness.

"The bush that isn't there," said Mchael--"the Mil berry Bush."

They had taken each other's hands, half |aughing and quite ritually;

and before they could di sconnect again M chael spun themall round,

like a demon spinning the world for a top. Diana felt, as the circle of
the horizon flew instantaneously around her, a far aerial sense of the ring
of hei ghts beyond London and corners where she had clinbed as a child;

she seened al nost to hear the rooks cawi ng about the old pines on Hi ghgate,
or to see the glowwrns gathering and kindling in the woods of Box Hill.

The circle broke--as all such perfect circles of levity nust break--
and sent its author, Mchael, flying, as by centrifugal force, far away
against the blue rails of the gate. Wien reeling there he suddenly

rai sed shout after shout of a new and quite dramatic character.

"Why, it's Warner!" he shouted, waving his arms. "It's jolly old Warner--
with a new silk hat and the old silk noustache!"

"I's that Dr. Warner?" cried Rosanund, bounding forward in a
burst of menory, anusenent, and distress. "Ch, |I'mso sorry!
Oh, do tell himit's all right!"

"Let's take hands and tell him" said Mchael Mon. For indeed,
whil e they were tal king, another hansom cab had dashed up behi nd

the one already waiting, and Dr. Herbert Warner, |eaving a conpanion
in the cab, had carefully deposited hinmself on the pavenent.

Now, when you are an em nent physician and are wired for by

an heiress to cone to a case of dangerous mania, and when,

as you come in through the garden to the house, the heiress

and her | andl ady and two of the gentlenen boarders join hands

and dance round you in aring, calling out, "lIt's all right! it's
all right!" you are apt to be flustered and even di spl eased



Dr. Warner was a placid but hardly a placabl e person

The two things are by no neans the sane; and even when Moon expl ai ned
to himthat he, Warner, with his high hat and tall, solid figure

was just such a classic figure as QUGHT to be danced round

by a ring of |aughing naidens on sone old golden G eek seashore--
even then he seened to miss the point of the general rejoicing.

"I ngl ewood! " cried Dr. Warner, fixing his former disciple with a stare,
"are you mad?"

Arthur flushed to the roots of his brown hair, but he answered,
easily and quietly enough, "Not now The truth is, Warner, 1've just
made a rather inportant medical discovery--quite in your line."

"What do you nean?" asked the great doctor stiffly--"what discovery?"

"“I'"ve discovered that health really is catching, |ike disease,"
answered Arthur.

"Yes; sanity has broken out, and is spreading," said M chael
perform ng a ~pas seul~ with a thoughtful expression
"Twenty thousand nore cases taken to the hospitals;

nurses enpl oyed ni ght and day."

Dr. Warner studied Mchael's grave face and |ightly noving
I egs with an unfathomed wonder. "And is TH'S, may | ask,"
he said, "the sanity that is spreadi ng?"

"You nmust forgive ne, Dr. Warner," cried Rosamund Hunt heartily.
"I know |I've treated you badly; but indeed it was all a m stake.
I was in a frightfully bad tenper when I sent for you, but now
it all seems like a dream-and and M. Snmith is the sweetest,
nost sensible, nost delightful old thing that ever existed,

and he may marry any one he |ikes--except ne."

"I shoul d suggest Ms. Duke," said M chael

The gravity of Dr. Warner's face increased. He took a slip
of pink paper fromhis wai stcoat pocket, with his pale

bl ue eyes quietly fixed on Rosanund's face all the tine.

He spoke with a not inexcusable frigidity.

"Really, Mss Hunt," he said, "you are not yet very reassuring.

You sent ne this wire only half an hour ago: ~Conme at once,

if possible, with another doctor. Man--Innocent Smith--gone nad

on premi ses, and doing dreadful things. Do you know anything of hin®'

I went round at once to a distinguished coll eague of mne, a doctor

who is also a private detective and an authority on crimnal |unacy;

he has cone round with ne, and is waiting in the cab. Now you calmy

tell nme that this crimnal nmadnman is a highly sweet and sane old thing,

wi th acconpani nents that set me speculating on your own definition of sanity.
| hardly conprehend the change."

"Ch, how can one explain a change in sun and nmoon and everybody's soul ?"
cried Rosanmund, in despair. "Mist | confess we had got so norbid

as to think himmad nmerely because he wanted to get married; and that we
didn't even know it was only because we wanted to get narried oursel ves?
We'll humiliate ourselves, if you |like, doctor; we're happy enough.”

"Where is M. Smith?" asked Warner of Inglewod very sharply.



Arthur started; he had forgotten all about the central figure of their farce,
who had not been visible for an hour or nore.

"I--1 think he's on the other side of the house, by the dustbin,” he said.
"He may be on the road to Russia," said Warner, "but he nust be found."
And he strode away and di sappeared round a corner of the house

by the sunfl owers.

"I hope," said Rosanmund, "he won't really interfere with M. Smith."

"Interfere with the daisies!" said Mchael with a snort.
"A man can't be locked up for falling in |ove--at |east

| hope not."

"No; | think even a doctor couldn't make a di sease out of him

He'd throw off the doctor |ike the disease, don't you know?

| believe it's a case of a sort of holy well. | believe Innocent Smith

is sinply innocent, and that is why he is so extraordinary."

It was Rosanmund who spoke, restlessly tracing circles in the grass
with the point of her white shoe.

"I think," said Inglewod, "that Smith is not extraordinary at all.
He's comic just because he's so startlingly comonpl ace.

Don't you know what it is to be all one famly circle, with aunts
and uncl es, when a school boy conmes horme for the holidays?

That bag there on the cab is only a school boy's hanper

This tree here in the garden is only the sort of tree that any
school boy woul d have clinbed. Yes, that's the thing that has
haunted us all about him the thing we could never fit a word to.
VWet her he is ny old schoolfellow or no, at least he is all ny

old schoolfellows. He is the endless bun-eating, ball-throw ng

ani mal that we have all been."
"That is only you absurd boys," said Diana. "l don't believe
any girl was ever so silly, and I"'msure no girl was ever

so happy, except--" and she stopped.

"I will tell you the truth about Innocent Snmith," said Mchael Mon in a

| ow voice. "Dr. Warner has gone to look for himin vain. He is not there.
Haven't you noticed that we never saw him since we found ourselves?

He was an astral baby born on all four of us; he was only our own

youth returned. Long before poor old Warner had cl anbered out of his cab
the thing we called Smth had dissolved into dew and light on this | awn.
Once or twice nore, by the nercy of God, we may feel the thing,

but the man we shall never see. In a spring garden before breakfast

we shall snell the snell called Smith. 1In the snapping of brisk tw gs
intiny fires we shall hear a noise naned Smith. Everything insatiable
and innocent in the grasses that gobble up the earth |like at a bun feast,
in the white nornings that split the sky as a boy splits up white firwood,
we may feel for one instant the presence of an inpetuous purity;

but his innocence was too close to the unconsci ousness of inanimate things
not to nelt back at a nere touch into the nmld hedges and heavens; he--"

He was interrupted from behind the house by a bang like that of a bonb.

Al nost at the same instant the stranger in the cab sprang out of it,

leaving it rocking upon the stones of the road. He clutched the blue railings
of the garden, and peered eagerly over themin the direction of the noise.



He was a small, |oose, yet alert man, very thin, with a face that seened
made out of fish bones, and a silk hat quite as rigid and respl endent
as Warner's, but thrust back recklessly on the hinder part of his head.

"Murder!" he shrieked, in a high and fem nine but very penetrating voice.
"Stop that nurderer there!’

Even as he shrieked a second shot shook the | ower w ndows

of the house, and with the noise of it Dr. Herbert Warner cane
flying round the corner like a |leaping rabbit. Yet before

he had reached the group a third di scharge had deafened them
and they saw with their own eyes two spots of white sky drilled
t hrough the second of the unhappy Herbert's high hats.

The next noment the fugitive physician fell over a flowerpot,
and cane down on all floors, staring like a cow The hat with
the two shot-holes in it rolled upon the gravel path before him
and I nnocent Smith cane round the corner like a railway train.
He was | ooking twi ce his proper size--a giant clad in green,
the big revolver still smoking in his hand, his face sangui ne
and in shadow, his eyes blazing like all stars, and his yellow
hair standing out all ways l|ike Struwel peter's.

Though this startling scene hung but an instant in stillness,
I ngl ewood had tinme to feel once nore what he had felt when
he saw the other | overs standing on the | awn--the sensation
of a certain cut and col oured cl earness that bel ongs rat her
to the things of art than to the things of experience.

The broken flowerpot with its red-hot geraniuns, the green
bul k of Smith and the bl ack bul k of Warner, the bl ue-spiked
railings behind, clutched by the stranger's yellow vulture
cl aws and peered over by his long vulture neck, the silk hat
on the gravel, and the little cloudl et of snoke floating
across the garden as innocently as the puff of a cigarette--
all these seened unnaturally distinct and definite.

They existed, like synbols, in an ecstasy of separation

I ndeed, every object grew nore and nore particul ar

and preci ous because the whol e picture was breaking up

Thi ngs | ook so bright just before they burst.

Long before his fanci es had begun, |let al one ceased,

Arthur had stepped across and taken one of Smith's arns.

Si mul taneously the little stranger had run up the steps and taken
the other. Smith went into peals of |aughter, and surrendered
his pistol with perfect willingness. Mon raised the doctor

to his feet, and then went and | eaned sullenly on the garden gate.
The girls were quiet and vigilant, as good wonen nostly

are in instants of catastrophe, but their faces showed that,
somehow or other, a light had been dashed out of the sky.

The doctor hinself, when he had risen, collected his hat and wts,
and dusting hinself down with an air of great disgust, turned to
themin brief apology. He was very white with his recent panic,
but he spoke with perfect self-control

"You will excuse us, ladies," he said; "ny friend and

M. Inglewood are both scientists in their several ways

I think we had better all take M. Smith indoors, and comrunicate
with you later."

And under the guard of the three natural philosophers the disarned Smth
was led tactfully into the house, still roaring with | aughter



Fromtime to tine during the next twenty mnutes his distant

boom of mirth could again be heard through the hal f-open w ndow,

but there came no echo of the quiet voices of the physicians.

The girls wal ked about the garden together, rubbing up each other's
spirits as best they might; Mchael Mon still hung heavily agai nst

the gate. Somewhere about the expiration of that time Dr. Warner

cane out of the house with a face |ess pale but even nore stern

and the little man with the fish-bone face advanced gravely in his rear.
And if the face of Warner in the sunlight was that of a hangi ng judge,
the face of the little man behind was nore |ike a death's head.

"Mss Hunt," said Dr. Herbert Warner, "I only wish to offer you nmy warm

t hanks and admiration. By your pronpt courage and wi sdomin sending

for us by wire this evening, you have enabled us to capture and put out

of m schief one of the nost cruel and terrible of the enem es of humanity--
a crimnal whose plausibility and pitil essness have never been before
conbined in flesh."

Rosarmund | ooked across at himwith a white, blank face and blinking eyes.
"What do you nean?" she asked. "You can't nean M. Snith?"

"He has gone by many other nanes,"” said the doctor gravely,
"and not one he did not |eave to be cursed behind him That man

M ss Hunt, has left a track of blood and tears across the world.
Whether he is mad as well as wi cked, we are trying, in the interests
of science, to discover. |In any case, we shall have to take him

to a magistrate first, even if only on the road to a lunatic asylum
But the lunatic asylumin which he is confined will have to be
sealed with wall within wall, and ringed with guns like a fortress,
or he will break out again to bring forth carnage and darkness

on the earth."

Rosarmund | ooked at the two doctors, her face grow ng pal er and pal er
Then her eyes strayed to M chael, who was | eaning on the gate;

but he continued to lean on it without noving, with his face turned
away towards the darkeni ng road.

Chapter V

The All egorical Practical Joker

The criminal specialist who had come with Dr. Warner was a sonmewhat nore
urbane and even dapper figure than he had appeared when clutching the railings
and craning his neck into the garden. He even | ooked conparatively young
when he took his hat off, having fair hair parted in the mddle and carefully
curled on each side, and lively novenents, especially of the hands.

He had a dandified nonocle slung round his neck by a broad bl ack ribbon

and a big bowtie, as if a big American nmoth had alighted on him

Hi s dress and gestures were bright enough for a boy's; it was only when you

| ooked at the fish-bone face that you beheld sonething acrid and ol d.

Hi s manners were excellent, though hardly English, and he had two

hal f - consci ous tricks by which people who only net himonce renmenbered him
One was a trick of closing his eyes when he wi shed to be particularly polite;
the other was one of lifting his joined thunb and forefinger in the air as if
hol ding a pinch of snuff, when he was hesitating or hovering over a word.



But hose who were longer in his conpany tended to forget these oddities
in the streamof his quaint and sol enm conversation and really singular views.

"Mss Hunt," said Dr. Warner, "this is Dr. Cyrus Pym"

Dr. Cyrus Pymshut his eyes during the introduction, rather as if he were
"playing fair" in some child' s game, and gave a pronpt little bow,
whi ch sonmehow suddenly revealed himas a citizen of the United States.

"Dr. Cyrus Pym" continued Warner (Dr. Pym shut his eyes again), "is perhaps
the first crimnological expert of Anerica. W are very fortunate to be able
to consult with himin this extraordi nary case--"

"I can't make head or tail of anything," said Rosamund. "How can
poor M. Smith be so dreadful as he is by your account?"

"Or by your telegram" said Herbert Warner, smiling.

"Ch, you don't understand," cried the girl inpatiently.
"Why, he's done us all nore good than going to church.”

"I think | can explain to the young lady," said Dr. Cyrus Pym "This crimina
or maniac Smith is a very genius of evil, and has a nethod of his own,

a nethod of the nobst daring ingenuity. He is popul ar wherever he goes,
for he invades every house as an uproarious child. People are

getting suspicious of all the respectabl e disguises for a scoundrel

so he always uses the disguise of--what shall | say--the Boheni an

t he bl anel ess Bohenian. He always carries people off their feet.

Peopl e are used to the mask of conventional good conduct.

He goes in for eccentric good-nature. You expect a Don Juan to dress

up as a solemn and solid Spani sh nerchant; but you're not prepared

when he dresses up as Don Qui xote. You expect a humbug to behave like
Sir Charles Gandison; because (with all respect, Mss Hunt, for the deep
tear-novi ng tenderness of Samuel Richardson) Sir Charles G andison

so often behaved |ike a hunbug. But no real red-blooded citizen is quite
ready for a hunbug that nodels hinself not on Sir Charles G andi son

but on Sir Roger de Coverly. Setting up to be a good man a little cracked
is a newcrimnal incognito, Mss Hunt. |It's been a great notion

and uncommonl y successful; but its success just nmakes it m ghty cruel

| can forgive Dick Turpin if he inpersonates Dr. Busby; | can't forgive
hi m when he i npersonates Dr. Johnson. The saint with a tile |oose

is a bit too sacred, | guess, to be parodied."

"But how do you know," cried Rosamund desperately, "that M. Smith
is a known crimnal?"

"I collated all the docunents,"” said the American, "when ny friend Warner
knocked ne up on receipt of your cable. It is ny professional affair

to know these facts, Mss Hunt; and there's no nore doubt about them

t han about the Bradshaw down at the depot. This man has hitherto escaped
the law, through his admrable affectations of infancy or insanity.

But | myself, as a specialist, have privately authenticated notes

of some eighteen or twenty crines attenpted or achieved in this manner.
He cones to houses as he has to this, and gets a grand popul arity.

He makes things go. They do go; when he's gone the things are gone.

CGone, M ss Hunt, gone, a man's life or a man's spoons, or nore often a woman
| assure you | have all the nenoranda."

"I have seen them" said Warner solidly, "I can assure you
that all this is correct.”



"The nost unmanly aspect, according to nmy feelings," went on the Anerican
doctor, "is this perpetual deception of innocent wonmen by a wild simulation
of innocence. From alnost every house where this great inmaginative devi
has been, he has taken sone poor girl away with him sone say he's got

a hypnotic eye with his other queer features, and that they go |ike autonata.
What's becone of all those poor girls nobody knows. Mirdered, | dare say;
for we've lots of instances, besides this one, of his turning his hand

to murder, though none ever brought himunder the law. Anyhow, our npst
nodern methods of research can't find any trace of the wetched wonen.

It's when | think of themthat | amreally noved, Mss Hunt. And |'ve
really nothing el se to say just now except what Dr. Warner has said."

"Quite so," said Warner, with a smle that seenmed noul ded in nmarbl e--"that
we all have to thank you very much for that telegram"

The little Yankee scientist had been speaking with such evident
sincerity that one forgot the tricks of his voice and nmanner--

the falling eyelids, the rising intonation, and the poised

finger and thunmb--which were at other tines a little conic

It was not so nuch that he was cl everer than Warner

per haps he was not so clever, though he was nore cel ebrated

But he had what \Warner never had, a fresh and unaffected seriousness--
the great American virtue of sinmplicity. Rosanmund knitted

her brows and | ooked gloonily toward the darkening house

that contained the dark prodigy.

Broad daylight still endured; but it had already changed fromgold to silver
and was changing fromsilver to gray. The long pluny shadows of the one or
two trees in the garden faded nore and nore upon a dead background of dusk

In the sharpest and deepest shadow, which was the entrance to the house

by the big French wi ndows, Rosamund could watch a hurried consultation

bet ween | ngl ewood (who was still left in charge of the nysterious captive)
and Di ana, who had noved to his assistance fromw thout. After a few m nutes
and gestures they went inside, shutting the glass doors upon the garden

and the garden seened to grow grayer still.

The American gentl eman named Pym seened to be turning and on the nove

in the same direction; but before he started he spoke to Rosanund with a
flash of that guileless tact which redeened much of his childish vanity,
and with somet hing of that spontaneous poetry which nade it difficult,
pedantic as he was, to call hima pedant.

"I"'mvurry sorry, Mss Hunt," he said; "but Dr. Warner and I,

as two quali-FIED practitioners, had better take M. Snmith

away in that cab, and the less said about it the better

Don't you agitate yourself, Mss Hunt. You' ve just got to think
that we're taking away a nonstrosity, sonething that oughtn't to be
at all--sonething |ike one of those gods in your Britannic Miseum
all wings, and beards, and | egs, and eyes, and no shape.

That's what Smith is, and you shall soon be quit of him"

He had al ready taken a step towards the house, and Warner was about
to follow him when the glass doors were opened agai n and Di ana Duke
cane out with nore than her usual quickness across the | awn.

Her face was aquiver with worry and excitenment, and her dark earnest
eyes fixed only on the other girl

"Rosanund, " she cried in despair, "what shall | do with her?"



"Wth her?" cried Mss Hunt, with a violent junp. "O lord,
he isn't a woman too, is he?"

"No, no, no," said Dr. Pymsoothingly, as if in comon fairness.
"A wonman? no, really, he is not so bad as that."

"I mean your friend Mary Gray," retorted Diana with equal tartness.
"What on earth am| to do with her?"

"How can we tell her about Smith, you nean," answered Rosanmund, her face
at once clouded and softening. "Yes, it will be pretty painful."

"But | HAVE told her," exploded Diana, with nore than her
congeni tal exasperation. "l have told her, and she doesn't seemto m nd
She still says she's going away with Snmith in that cab.”

"But it's inpossible!" ejacul ated Rosanund. "Wy, Mary is
really religious. She--"

She stopped in tine to realize that Mary Gray was conparatively

close to her on the lawn. Her quiet conpanion had conme down very
quietly into the garden, but dressed very decisively for travel

She had a neat but very ancient blue tam o' -shanter on her head,

and was pulling sone rather threadbare gray gloves on to her hands.

Yet the two tints fitted excellently with her heavy copper-col oured hair;
the nore excellently for the touch of shabbiness: for a wonman's cl ot hes
never suit her so well as when they seemto suit her by accident.

But in this case the woman had a quality yet nore unique and attractive.
In such gray hours, when the sun is sunk and the skies are

already sad, it will often happen that one reflection at sone
occasional angle will cause to linger the last of the |ight.

A scrap of window, a scrap of water, a scrap of |ooking-glass,

will be full of the fire that is lost to all the rest of the earth
The quaint, alnost triangular face of Mary Gray was |ike sone
triangular piece of mirror that could still repeat the splendour
of hours before. Mary, though she was al ways gracef ul

coul d never before have properly been called beautiful; and yet
her happiness anid all that nisery was so beautiful as to nake

a man catch his breath.

"O Diana," cried Rosanund in a | ower voice and altering her phrase;
"but how did you tell her?"

"It is quite easy to tell her,"
"it makes no inpression at all."

answered Di ana sonbrely;

"I"'mafraid |'ve kept everything waiting," said Mary Gray apol ogetically,
"and now we nust really say good-bye. Innocent is taking ne to his aunt's
over at Hanpstead, and |'mafraid she goes to bed early."

Her words were quite casual and practical, but there was a sort
of sleepy light in her eyes that was nore baffling than darkness;
she was |i ke one speaking absently with her eye on sone

very distant object.

“Mary, Mary," cried Rosanund, al nost breaking down, "I'm so sorry about it,
but the thing can't be at all. W--we have found out all about M. Smith."

"Al'l?" repeated Mary, with a | ow and curious intonation



"why, that nust be awfully exciting."

There was no noise for an instant and no notion except that
the silent M chael Moon, |eaning on the gate, lifted his head,
as it might be to listen. Then Rosanmund renai ni ng speechl ess,
Dr. Pymcane to her rescue in a definite way.

"To begin with," he said, "this man Smith is constantly attenpting murder.
The Warden of Brakespeare Col |l ege--"

"I know," said Mary, with a vague but radiant smle.
"I nnocent told ne."

"I can't say what he told you," replied Pymquickly, "but I'mvery much
afraid it wasn't true. The plain truth is that the man's stained

with every known human crinme. | assure you | have all the docunents.

| have evidence of his committing burglary, signed by a nbst emni nent
English curate. | have--"

"Ch, but there were two curates,” cried Mary, with a certain gentle eagerness;
"that was what made it so much funnier."

The darkened gl ass doors of the house opened once nore,

and | ngl ewood appeared for an instant, making a sort of signal
The Anerican doctor bowed, the English doctor did not,

but they both set out stolidly towards the house.

No one el se moved, not even M chael hangi ng on the gate;

but the back of his head and shoul ders had still an indescribable
i ndication that he was listening to every word.

"But don't you understand, Mary," cried Rosanmund in despair; "don't you
know t hat awful things have happened even before our very eyes.
| shoul d have thought you woul d have heard the revol ver shots upstairs.”

"Yes, | heard the shots," said Mary al nbst brightly; "but | was busy packing
just then. And Innocent had told me he was going to shoot at Dr. Warner
so it wasn't worth while to come down."

"Ch, | don't understand what you nmean," cried Rosanund Hunt,
stanpi ng, "but you nust and shall understand what | nean

| don't care howcruelly I put it, if only |I can save you

| mean that your Innocent Smith is the nost awfully w cked
man in the world. He has sent bullets at |ots of other men
and gone off in cabs with lots of other wonen. And he seens
to have killed the wonmen too, for nobody can find them"

"He is really rather naughty sonmetines," said Mary G ay,
I aughi ng softly as she buttoned her old gray gl oves.

"Ch, this is really mesnmerism or sonething," said Rosanund,
and burst into tears.

At the sane nonent the two bl ack-clad doctors appeared out

of the house with their great green-clad captive between them

He made no resistance, but was still laughing in a groggy

and half-witted style. Arthur Inglewod followed in the rear,

a dark and red study in the | ast shades of distress and sharne.

In this black, funereal, and painfully realistic style the exit
from Beacon House was nmade by a nan whose entrance a day before
had been effected by the happy | eaping of a wall and the hilarious



clinmbing of a tree. No one noved of the groups in the garden
except Mary Gray, who stepped forward quite naturally,

calling out, "Are you ready, Innocent? Qur cab's been waiting
such a long tine."

"Ladi es and gentlenen," said Dr. Warner firmly, "I nust insist on asking
this lady to stand aside. W shall have trouble enough as it is,
with the three of us in a cab.”

"But it IS our cab," persisted Mary. "Wy, there's Innocent's yellow
bag on the top of it."

"Stand aside," repeated Warner roughly. "And you, M. Moon

pl ease be so obliging as to nove a nmoment. Cone, cone! the sooner
this ugly business is over the better--and how can we open the gate
if you will keep leaning on it?"

M chael Mon | ooked at his long | ean forefinger, and seemned
to consider and reconsider this argunment. "Yes, he said at |ast;
"but how can | lean on this gate if you keep on opening it?"

"Ch, get out of the way!" cried Warner, alnost good- humouredly.
"You can lean on the gate any tine."

"No," said Moon reflectively. "Seldomthe tinme and the pl ace
and the blue gate altogether; and it all depends whether you
cone of an old country famly. M ancestors |eaned on gates
bef ore any one had di scovered how to open them™

"M chael!" cried Arthur Inglewod in a kind of agony, "are you going to get
out of the way?"

"Why, no; | think not," said Mchael, after sone neditation
and swung hinmself slowy round, so that he confronted the conpany,
while still, in a lounging attitude, occupying the path.

"Hul l o!" he called out suddenly; "what are you doing to M. Snmith?"
"Taki ng hi maway," answered \Warner shortly, "to be exam ned."
“Matricul ati on?" asked Moon brightly.

"By a magistrate,"” said the other curtly.

"And what other nmgistrate," cried Mchael, raising his voice,
"dares to try what befell on this free soil, save only the ancient
and i ndependent Dukes of Beacon? What other court dares to try

one of our conpany, save only the Hi gh Court of Beacon? Have you
forgotten that only this afternoon we flew the flag of independence
and severed ourselves fromall the nations of the earth?"

"M chael ," cried Rosanund, wringing her hands, "how can you stand
t here tal ki ng nonsense? Wy, you saw the dreadful thing yourself.
You were there when he went mad. It was you that hel ped the doctor

up when he fell over the flower-pot."

"And the Hi gh Court of Beacon," replied Moon with hauteur
"has special powers in all cases concerning lunatics,

fl ower-pots, and doctors who fall down in gardens

It's in our very first charter fromEdward |I: ~Si nedicus



qui squamin horto prostratus--'"

"Qut of the way!" cried Warner with sudden fury, "or we will force
you out of it."

"What!" cried Mchael Mwon, with a cry of hilarious fierceness.
"Shall | die in defence of this sacred pale? WII you paint
these blue railings red with ny gore?" and he laid hold of one
of the blue spikes behind him As Inglewod had noticed earlier
in the evening, the railing was | oose and crooked at this place,
and the painted iron staff and spearhead cane away in M chael's
hand as he shook it.

"See!" he cried, brandishing this broken javelin in the air

"the very | ances round Beacon Tower |leap fromtheir places to defend it.
Ah, in such a place and hour it is a fine thing to die al one!"

And in a voice like a drumhe rolled the noble |lines of Ronsard--

"“Qu pour |'honneur de Dieu, ou pour le droit de non prince, Navre,
poitrine ouverte, au bord de non province."

"Sakes alive!" said the American gentleman, alnost in an awed tone.

Then he added, "Are there two mani acs here?"

"No; there are five," thundered Moon. "Snith and | are the only
sane people left."

"M chael!" cried Rosamund; "M chael, what does it nean?"

"I't neans bosh!" roared M chael, and slung his painted spear

hurtling to the other end of the garden. "It means that doctors
are bosh, and crimnology is bosh, and Anericans are bosh--
much nore bosh than our Court of Beacon. It neans, you fatheads,

that I nnocent Smth is no nore mad or bad than the bird
on that tree."

"But, mnmy dear Moon," began Inglewod in his nodest manner, "these gentlenen--"

"On the word of two doctors,"” expl oded Moon again

wi thout l|istening to anybody el se, "shut up in a private hel
on the word of two doctors! And such doctors! Ch, my hat!
Look at 'em --do just look at 'em Wuld you read a book,

or buy a dog, or go to a hotel on the advice of twenty such?
My people cane fromlreland, and were Catholics. Wat would
you say if | called a man w cked on the word of two priests?"

"But it isn't only their word, M chael," reasoned Rosanund;

"they' ve got evidence too."
"Have you | ooked at it?" asked Moon

"No," said Rosamund, with a sort of faint surprise; "these gentlenen
are in charge of it."

"And of everything else, it seenms to nme," said Mchael. "Wy, you
haven't even had the decency to consult Ms. Duke."

"Ch, that's no use," said Diana in an undertone to Rosanund; "Auntie can't
say Bo!' to a goose."



"I amglad to hear it," answered Mchael, "for with such a flock of geese
to say it to, the horrid expletive night be constantly on her Iips.

For nmy part, | sinply refuse to let things be done in this |light

and airy style. | appeal to Ms. Duke--it's her house."

"Ms. Duke?" repeated |Inglewod doubtfully.
"Yes, Ms. Duke," said Mchael firmy, "comonly called the Iron Duke."

"I'f you ask Auntie," said Diana quietly, "she'll only be for doing nothing
at all. Her only idea is to hush things up or to let things slide.
That just suits her."

"Yes," replied Mchael Mon; "and, as it happens, it just suits

all of us. You are inpatient with your elders, M ss Duke;

but when you are as old yourself you will know what Napol eon knew- -
that half one's letters answer thenmselves if you can only refrain
fromthe fleshly appetite of answering them"

He was still lounging in the sane absurd attitude, with his el bow

on the grate, but his voice had altered abruptly for the third tine;
just as it had changed fromthe nmock heroic to the humanly indi gnant,
it now changed to the airy incisiveness of a |lawer giving

good | egal advi ce.

"It isn't only your aunt who wants to keep this quiet if
she can," he said; "we all want to keep it quiet if we can.

Look at the large facts--the big bones of the case. | believe
those scientific gentlenen have nade a highly scientific m stake.
| believe Smith is as blaneless as a buttercup. | adnit

buttercups don't often let off |oaded pistols in private houses;
| admt there is something demandi ng expl anati on.

But | amnorally certain there's sone blunder, or sone joke,

or sone allegory, or sone accident behind all this.

Wel |, suppose I'mwong. W've disarned him we're five nmen

to hold him he may as well go to a lock-up later on as now.

But suppose there's even a chance of my being right.

Is it anybody's interest here to wash this linen in public?

"Conme, |'lIl take each of you in order. Once take Smith outside that gate,
and you take himinto the front page of the evening papers. | know,
I've witten the front page nyself. M ss Duke, do you or your aunt want
a sort of notice stuck up over your boarding-house-- Doctors shot here.
No, no--doctors are rubbish, as | said; but you don't want the rubbish
shot here. Arthur, suppose | amright, or suppose | am w ong.

Smith has appeared as an old school fell ow of yours. Mark my words,

if he's proved guilty, the Organs of Public Opinion will say you
introduced him If he's proved innocent, they will say you hel ped

to collar him Rosanmund, ny dear, suppose | amright or wong.

If he's proved guilty, they'll say you engaged your conpanion to him

If he's proved innocent, they'll print that tel egram

| know the Organs, damm them "

He stopped an instant; for this rapid rationalismleft himnore
breathl ess than had either his theatrical or his real denunciation
But he was plainly in earnest, as well as positive and | ucid;

as was proved by his proceedi ng quickly the nonent he had

found his breath.



"It is just the sane," he cried, "with our nedical friends.
You will say that Dr. Warner has a grievance. | agree.

But does he want specially to be snapshotted by all the
journalists ~prostratus in horto~? It was no fault of his,

but the scene was not very dignified even for him

He must have justice; but does he want to ask for justice,

not only on his knees, but on his hands and knees?

Does he want to enter the court of justice on all fours?
Doctors are not allowed to advertise; and |I'm sure no

doctor wants to advertise hinself as |ooking like that.

And even for our Anerican guest the interest is the sane.

Let us suppose that he has concl usive docunents.

Let us assune that he has revelations really worth reading.
Well, in alegal inquiry (or a nedical inquiry, for that matter)
ten to one he won't be allowed to read them He'll be tripped
up every two or three mnutes with sone tangle of old rules.

A man can't tell the truth in public nowadays. But he can
still tell it in private; he can tell it inside that house."

"It is quite true," said Dr. Cyrus Pym who had |istened throughout

the speech with a seriousness which only an Anerican coul d have retained
t hrough such a scene. "It is true that | have been per-ceptibly |ess
hanpered in private inquiries.”

"Dr. Pyml" cried Warner in a sort of sudden anger.
"Dr. Pyml you aren't really going to admt--"

"Smith may be mad,"” went on the nelancholy Mon in a nonol ogue

t hat seemed as heavy as a hatchet, "but there was sonething

after all in what he said about Hone Rule for every hone.

Yes, there is sonething, when all's said and done, in the Hi gh Court
of Beacon. It is really true that human beings m ght often get

some sort of donestic justice where just now they can only get

| egal injustice--oh, | ama |lawer too, and | know that as well.

It is true that there's too nuch official and indirect power.

Oten and often the thing a whole nation can't settle is just the thing
a famly could settle. Scores of young crinminals have been fined
and sent to jail when they ought to have been thrashed and sent to bed.
Scores of nen, | amsure, have had a lifetine at Hanwel |l when they
only wanted a week at Brighton. There IS sonething in Smth's

noti on of donestic self-governnent; and | propose that we put it
into practice. You have the prisoner; you have the docunents.

Cone, we are a conpany of free, white, Christian people,

such as might be besieged in a town or cast up on a desert island.
Let us do this thing ourselves. Let us go into that house there
and sit down and find out with our own eyes and ears whether this
thing is true or not; whether this Snmith is a man or a nonster.

If we can't do a little thing like that, what right have we to put
crosses on ball ot papers?”

I ngl ewood and Pym exchanged a gl ance; and Warner, who was no fool,

saw in that glance that Moon was gai ning ground. The notives that |ed
Arthur to think of surrender were indeed very different fromthose
which affected Dr. Cyrus Pym Al Arthur's instincts were on the side
of privacy and polite settlenment; he was very English and woul d often
endure wongs rather than right them by scenes and serious rhetoric.

To play at once the buffoon and the knight-errant, like his Irish friend,
woul d have been absolute torture to him but even the seni-officia
part he had played that afternoon was very painful. He was not |ikely

to be reluctant if any one could convince himthat his duty was to |let



sl eepi ng dogs lie.

On the other hand, Cyrus Pym belonged to a country in which things are
possi bl e that seemcrazy to the English. Regulations and authorities exactly
i ke one of Innocent's pranks or one of Mchael's satires really exist,
propped by placid policenen and inposed on bustling business nen.

Pym knew whol e States which are vast and yet secret and fanciful

each is as big as a nation yet as private as a lost village, and as
unexpected as an apple-pie bed. States where no man nmay have a cigarette,
States where any nman nay have ten w ves, very strict prohibition States,
very lax divorce States--all these large |ocal vagaries had prepared
Cyrus Pymis mind for small |ocal vagaries in a smaller country.

Infinitely nore remote from Engl and than any Russian or Italian,

utterly incapable of even conceiving what English conventions are,

he could not see the social inpossibility of the Court of Beacon. It is
firmy believed by those who shared the experinment, that to the very

end Pym believed in that phantasmal court and supposed it to be

some Britannic institution.

Towards the synod thus sonewhat at a standstill there approached

t hrough the growi ng haze and gl oanming a short dark figure with a walk
apparently founded on the inperfect repression of a negro breakdown.
Sonething at once in the faniliarity and the incongruity of this
bei ng moved M chael to even heartier outbursts of a healthy

and hunmane fli ppancy.

"Why, here's little Nosey Gould,"” he exclained. "lsn't the nere
si ght of himenough to banish all your norbid reflections?"
"Really," replied Dr. Warner," | really fail to see how M. Gould
affects the question; and | once nore demand--"

"Hell o! what's the funeral, gents?" inquired the newconer with the air
of an uproarious unpire. "Doctor demandin' sonething? Al ways the way
at a boarding-house, you know. Al ways |ots of denmand. No supply.”

As delicately and inmpartially as he could, Mchael restated his position
and indicated generally that Snmith had been guilty of certain dangerous
and dubi ous acts, and that there had even arisen an allegation that

he was i nsane

"Well, of course he is," said Moses Gould equably; "it don't

need old '"Anmes to see that. The 'awk-like face of 'd nes,"”

he added with abstract relish, "showed a shide of disappointnent,

the sleuth-like Gould "avin' got there before 'im"
"I'f he is nad," began I ngl ewood.
"Well," said Moses, "when a cove gets out on the tile the first night

there's generally a tile | oose."

"You never objected before," said Diana Duke rather stiffly,
"and you're generally pretty free with your conplaints."

"I don't conpline of him" said Mdses nagnani mously, "the poor chap's
"arm ess enough; you might tie "imup in the garden her and 'e'd make
noi ses at the burglars."”

"Mbses," said Moon with solemm fervour, "you are the incarnation
of Common Sense. You think M. Innocent is nmad. Let ne introduce you



to the incarnation of Scientific Theory. He also thinks M. I|nnocent

is mad.--Doctor, this is ny friend M. Gould.--Mses, this is the cel ebrated
Dr. Pym" The celebrated Dr. Cyrus Pymclosed his eyes and bowed.

He al so murnured his national war-cry in a | ow voi ce, which sounded

like "Pleased to neet you."

"Now you two people," said Mchael cheerfully, "who both think our poor
friend mad, shall jolly well go into that house over there and prove hi m nmad.
VWhat could be nore powerful than the conbination of Scientific Theory

with Conmon Sense? United you stand; divided you fall. | wll not be

so uncivil as to suggest that Dr. Pym has no common sense; | confine nyself
to recording the chronol ogi cal accident that he has not shown us any so far

| take the freedomof an old friend in staking ny shirt that Mses has no
scientific theory. Yet against this strong coalition | amready to appear
arnmed with nothing but an intuition--which is Anmerican for a guess."

"Di stinguished by M. Gould's assistance,” said Pym opening his
eyes suddenly. "I gather that though he and | are identica

in primary di-agnosis there is yet between us sonething that
cannot be called a di sagreenent, sonething which we nmay perhaps
call a--" He put the points of thumb and forefinger together
spreadi ng the other fingers exquisitely in the air, and seened
to be waiting for sonebody else to tell himwhat to say.

"Catchin' flies?" inquired the affable Mses.

"A divergence," said Dr. Pym with a refined sigh of relief; "a divergence
Granted that the man in question is deranged, he would not necessarily
be all that science requires in a honicidal naniac--"

"Has it occurred to you," observed Moon, who was | eaning on the gate again,
and did not turn round, "that if he were a hom cidal maniac he ni ght have
killed us all here while we were tal king."

Sonet hi ng expl oded silently in all their mnds, |ike sealed
dynanmite in sone forgotten cellars. They all renenbered

for the first time for some hour or two that the nonster

of whomthey were tal king was standing quietly anmong them

They had left himin the garden |ike a garden statue; there m ght
have been a dol phin coiling round his legs, or a fountain
pouring out of his nouth, for all the notice they had taken

of Innocent Smith. He stood with his crest of blonde, blown hair
t hrust sonewhat forward, his fresh-col oured, rather short-sighted
face | ooking patiently downwards at nothing in particular

hi s huge shoul ders hunmped, and his hands in his trousers pockets.
So far as they could guess he had not noved at all

Hi s green coat night have been cut out of the green turf

on which he stood. |In his shadow Pym had expounded and

Rosarmund expostul ated, M chael had ranted and Mbses had ragged.
He had renmmined |like a thing graven; the god of the garden

A sparrow had perched on one of his heavy shoul ders; and then,
after correcting its costume of feathers, had fl own away.

"Why," cried Mchael, with a shout of |aughter, "the Court of Beacon

has opened--and shut up again too. You all know now | amright.

Your buried common sense has told you what ny buried common sense has
told me. Smith might have fired off a hundred cannons instead of a pistol
and you would still know he was harm ess as | know he is harnil ess.

Back we all go to the house and clear a room for discussion.

For the Hi gh Court of Beacon, which has already arrived at its decision,



is just about to beginits inquiry."

"Just a goin' to begin!" cried little M. Mses in an extraordi nary

sort of disinterested excitement, like that of an animal during rnusic
or a thunderstorm "Follow on to the 'lIgh Court of Eggs and Bacon
"ave a kipper fromthe old firm 'Is Lordship conplinented

M. Gould on the '"igh professional delicacy 'e had shown,
and which was worthy of the best traditions of the Sal oon Bar--
and three of Scotch hot, miss! Ch, chase ne, girls!"

The girls betraying no tenptation to chase him he went away in a
sort of waddling dance of pure excitenent; and has nade a circuit
of the garden before he reappeared, breathless but still beam ng
Moon had known his nan when he realized that no people presented
to Mbses Gould could be quite serious, even if they were

quite furious. The glass doors stood open on the side nearest

to M. Mses Gould; and as the feet of that festive idiot were
evidently turned in the same direction, everybody el se went

that way with the unanimty of some uproarious procession

Only Diana Duke retained enough rigidity to say the thing that had
been boiling at her fierce femnine lips for the |ast few hours.
Under the shadow of tragedy she had kept it back as unsymnpathetic.
“I'n that case," she said sharply, "these cabs can be sent away."

"Well, Innocent nust have his bag, you know, " said Mary with a snile
"I dare say the cabman would get it down for us."

“I"1l get the bag," said Smith, speaking for the first tine in hours;
his voi ce sounded renpte and rude, |ike the voice of a statue.

Those who had so | ong danced and di sputed round his imobility
were |left breathless by his precipitance. Wth a run and spring
he was out of the garden into the street; with a spring and

one quivering kick he was actually on the roof of the cab

The cabnman happened to be standing by the horse's head, having just
renoved its enptied nose-bag. Smth seened for an instant to be
rolling about on the cab's back in the enbraces of his d adstone bag.
The next instant, however, he had rolled, as if by a royal |uck
into the high seat behind, and with a shriek of piercing and
appal I i ng suddenness had sent the horse flying and scanpering

down the street.

Hi s evanescence was so violent and swift, that this time it

was all the other people who were turned into garden statues.

M. Moses Goul d, however, being ill-adapted both physically and norally
for the purposes of permanent scul pture, cane to life sone tine before
the rest, and, turning to Moon, remarked, like a man starting chattily
with a stranger on an ommibus, "Tile | oose, eh? Cab | oose anyhow. "
There followed a fatal silence; and then Dr. Warner said, with a sneer
like a club of stone,--

"This is what cones of the Court of Beacon, M. ©Mdon. You have | et
| oose a naniac on the whole netropolis.™

Beacon House stood, as has been said, at the end of a |long crescent

of continuous houses. The little garden that shut it in ran out into

a sharp point like a green cape pushed out into the sea of two streets.
Smith and his cab shot up one side of the triangle, and certainly

nost of those standing inside of it never expected to see himagain.

At the apex, however, he turned the horse sharply round and drove with equa



vi ol ence up the other side of the garden, visible to all those in the group
Wth a conmmon inpulse the little crowd ran across the lawn as if to stop him

but they soon had reason to duck and recoil. Even as he vani shed up
street for the second tinme, he let the big yellow bag fly from his hand,
so that it fell in the centre of the garden, scattering the conpany

like a bonb, and nearly damaging Dr. Warner's hat for the third tine.
Long before they had coll ected thensel ves, the cab had shot away with a
shriek that went into a whisper

"Well," said Mchael Mion, with a queer note in his voice;
"you may as well all go inside anyhow. W' ve got two relics
of M. Smith at least; his fiancee and his trunk."

"Why do you want us to go inside?" asked Arthur |nglewood,
i n whose red brow and rough brown hair botheration seened
to have reached its limt.

"I want the rest to go in," said Mchael in a clear voice,
"because | want the whole of this garden in which to talk to you."

There was an atnosphere of irrational doubt; it was really getting col der
and a night wind had begun to wave the one or two trees in the twlight.
Dr. Warner, however, spoke in a voice devoid of indecision

"I refuse to listen to any such proposal,"
this ruffian, and | nust find him"

he said; "you have | ost

"I don't ask you to listen to any proposal,"’
"I only ask you to listen."

answered Moon quietly;

He made a sil encing novenent with his hand, and i mediately

t he whi stling noise that had been lost in the dark streets on one side
of the house could be heard fromquite a new quarter on the other side.
Thr ough the ni ght-naze of streets the noise increased with incredible
rapidity, and the next nonent the flying hoofs and flashi ng wheel s had
swept up to the blue-railed gate at which they had originally stood.
M. Smith got down fromhis perch with an air of absent-m ndedness,

and coming back into the garden stood in the same el ephantine

attitude as before.

"CGet inside! get inside!" cried Moon hilariously, with the air
of one shooing a conpany of cats. "Cone, come, be quick about it!
Didn't | tell youl wanted to talk to Ingl ewood?"

How they were all really driven into the house again it would
have been difficult afterwards to say. They had reached the point
of being exhausted with incongruities, as people at a farce

are ill with laughing, and the brisk growth of the storm anong
the trees seened |like a final gesture of things in general

I ngl ewood |ingered behind them saying with a certain amcable
exasperation, "I say, do you really want to speak to ne?"

"I do," said Mchael, "very much."

Ni gh had cone as it generally does, quicker than the twlight had seened
to promise. Wile the human eye still felt the sky as light gray, a very

| arge and | ustrous noon appearing abruptly above a bul k of roofs and trees,
proved by contrast that the sky was already a very dark gray indeed.

A drift of barren | eaves across the lawn, a drift of riven clouds across
the sky, seened to be lifted on the sanme strong and yet | aborious w nd.



"Arthur," said Mchael, "I began with an intuition; but now | amsure

You and | are going to defend this friend of yours before the bl essed Court
of Beacon, and to clear himtoo--clear himof both crine and | unacy.

Just listen to ne while | preach to you for a bit." They wal ked up

and down the darkeni ng garden together as M chael Mon went on

"Can you," asked M chael, "shut your eyes and see sone of those queer old
hi er ogl yphi cs they stuck up on white walls in the old hot countries.

How stiff they were in shape and yet how gaudy in col our

Thi nk of sone al phabet of arbitrary figures picked out in black and red,
or white and green, with sone old Semitic crowmd of Nosey Gould's
ancestors staring at it, and try to think why the people put it

up at all.”

I ngl ewood's first instinct was to think that his perplexing friend
had really gone off his head at last; there seened so reckless

a flight of irrelevancy fromthe tropic-pictured walls he was
asked to imagine to the gray, w nd-swept, and somewhat chilly
suburban garden in which he was actual ly kicking his heels.

How he coul d be nore happy in one by imagining the other he could
not conceive. Both (in thenselves) were unpl easant.

"Why does everybody repeat riddles,"” went on Mon abruptly,

"even if they've forgotten the answers? Riddles are easy to renenber
because they are hard to guess. So were those stiff old synbols

in black, red, or green easy to renmenber because they had been hard
to guess. Their colours were plain. Their shapes were plain.
Everythi ng was plain except the meaning."

I ngl ewood was about to open his nmouth in an ani able protest, but Moon
went on, plunging quicker and qui cker up and down the garden and snoki ng
faster and faster. "Dances, too," he said; "dances were not frivol ous.
Dances were harder to understand than inscriptions and texts.

The ol d dances were stiff, cerenonial, highly coloured but silent.

Have you noticed anything odd about Snith?"

"Well, really," cried Inglewod, left behind in a collapse of hunour
"have | noticed anything el se?"

"Have you noticed this about him" asked Moon, w th unshaken persi stency,

"that he has done so nuch and said so little? Wen first he cane he tal ked,
but in a gasping, irregular sort of way, as if he wasn't used to it.

Al he really did was actions--painting red flowers on black gowns or throw ng
yel |l ow bags on to the grass. | tell you that big green figure is figurative--
like any green figure capering on sone white Eastern wall."

"My dear M chael ," cried Inglewod, in arising irritation which increased
with the rising wind, "you are getting absurdly fanciful."

"I think of what has just happened," said Mchael steadily.
"The man has not spoken for hours; and yet he has been speaking
all the tine. He fired three shots from a six-shooter and then
gave it up to us, when he mght have shot us dead in our boots.
How coul d he express his trust in us better than that?

He wanted to be tried by us. How could he have shown it better
than by standing quite still and letting us discuss it?

He wanted to show that he stood there willingly,

and coul d escape if he liked. How could he have shown it
better than by escaping in the cab and com ng back agai n?



Innocent Smith is not a madnan--he is a ritualist. He wants to
express hinself, not with his tongue, but with his arnms and | egs--
with my body | thee worship, as it says in the narriage service.

| begin to understand the old plays and pageants. | see why

the nutes at a funeral were nmute. | see why the nmunmmers were num
They MEANT sonet hi ng; and Smith neans sonet hi ng too.

Al other jokes have to be noisy--like little Nosey Gould' s jokes,
for instance. The only silent jokes are the practical jokes.

Poor Smith, properly considered, is an allegorical practical joker
VWhat he has really done in this house has been as frantic
as a war-dance, but as silent as a picture.”

"l suppose you nean," said the other dubiously, "that we have got to find out
what all these crinmes nmeant, as if they were so many col oured picture-puzzles.
But even supposing that they do nean sonething--why, Lord bless ny soul!--"

Taking the turn of the garden quite naturally, he had lifted

his eyes to the noon, by this time risen big and | um nous,

and had seen a huge, half-human figure sitting on the garden wall

It was outlined so sharply against the noon that for the first flash
it was hard to be certain even that it was human: the hunched

shoul ders and out standing hair had rather the air of a col ossal cat.
It resenbled a cat also in the fact that when first startled it
sprang up and ran with easy activity along the top of the wall

As it ran, however, its heavy shoul ders and snmall stooping head

rat her suggested a baboon. The instant it canme within reach

of atree it nade an ape-like |l eap and was lost in the branches.

The gale, which by this tine was shaking every shrub in the garden
made the identification yet nore difficult, since it nelted

the noving linbs of the fugitive in the nultitudi nous noving

[inbs of the tree

"Who is there?" shouted Arthur. "Wo are you? Are you |nnocent?"

"Not quite,"” answered an obscure voi ce anmong the | eaves.
"I cheated you once about a penknife."

The wind in the garden had gathered strength, and was throwi ng the tree
backwards and forwards with the man in the thick of it, just as it
had on the gay and gol den afternoon when he had first arrived.

"But are you Smith?" asked Inglewod as in an agony.
"Very nearly," said the voice out of the tossing tree.

"But you must have sone real nanes," shrieked Inglewod in despair.
"You nust call yourself sonething."

"Call nyself sonething," thundered the obscure voice, shaking the tree
so that all its ten thousand | eaves seened to be tal king at once.

"I call myself Roland Qiver I|saiah Charl emagne Arthur Hi | debrand
Honer Danton M chael angel o Shakespeare Brakespeare--"

"But, nmanalive!" began |Inglewood in exasperation
"That's right! that's right!" came with a roar out of the rocking tree

“"that's my real nane." And he broke a branch, and one or two autumm
| eaves fluttered away across the noon.



Part 1I1

The Expl anations of Innocent Snmith

Chapter |

The Eye of Death;
or, the Murder Charge

The di ni ng-room of the Dukes had been set out for the Court

of Beacon with a certain inpronptu ponposity that seemed sonmehow
to increase its cosiness. The big roomwas, as it were,

cut up into small roons, with walls only waist high--the sort

of separation that children nmake when they are playing at shops.
Thi s had been done by Mdses Gould and M chael Moon

(the two nost active menmbers of this remarkabl e inquiry)

with the ordinary furniture of the place. At one end of the |ong
mahogany tabl e was set the one enornmous garden chair, which was
surmounted by the old torn tent or unbrella which Snmith hinself
had suggested as a coronation canopy. Inside this erection
coul d be perceived the dumpy formof Ms. Duke, with cushions
and a formof countenance that already threatened sl unber

At the other end sat the accused Snith, in a kind of dock

for he was carefully fenced in with a quadrilateral of Iight
bedroom chairs, any of which he could have tossed out the w ndow
with his big toe. He had been provided with pens and paper,

out of the latter of which he nade paper boats, paper darts,

and paper dolls contentedly throughout the whol e proceedi ngs.

He never spoke or even | ooked up, but seened as unconsci ous

as a child on the floor of an enpty nursery.

On a row of chairs raised high on the top of a |l ong settee sat

the three young ladies with their backs up agai nst the w ndow,

and Mary Gray in the mddle; it was sonething between a jury

box and the stall of the Queen of Beauty at a tournanent.

Down the centre of the long table Mon had built a | ow barrier

out of eight bound volumes of "Good Wrds" to express the noral
wal | that divided the conflicting parties. On the right side

sat the two advocates of the prosecution, Dr. Pymand M. Gould
behi nd a barricade of books and docunents, chiefly (in the case

of Dr. Pym} solid volumes of crimnology. On the other side

Moon and | ngl ewood, for the defence, were also fortified

wi th books and papers; but as these included several old yellow
vol umes by Quida and WIlkie Collins, the hand of M. Mon

seened to have been sonewhat carel ess and conprehensive.

As for the victimand prosecutor, Dr. \Warner, Mon wanted at first
to have himkept entirely behind a high screen in the court,
urging the indelicacy of his appearance in court, but privately
assuring himof an unofficial perm ssion to peep over the top

now and then. Dr. Warner, however, failed to rise to the chivalry
of such a course, and after sone little disturbance and di scussion
he was acconmpbdated with a seat on the right side of the table
inaline with his |egal advisers.



It was before this solidly-established tribunal that Dr. Cyrus Pym
after passing a hand through the honey-col oured hair over each ear
rose to open the case. His statenent was clear and even restrained,
and such flights of inagery as occurred in it only attracted attention
by a certain indescribable abruptness, not uncommon in the flowers

of Anerican speech

He planted the points of his ten frail fingers on the mahogany,

cl osed his eyes, and opened his nmouth. "The time has gone by,"

he said, "when nurder could be regarded as a noral and individual act,
i nportant perhaps to the nurderer, perhaps to the nurdered.

Sci ence has profoundly..." here he paused, poising his conpressed
finger and thumb in the air as if he were holding an el usive idea

very tight by its tail, then he screwed up his eyes and said
"modified," and let it go--"has profoundly Mdified our view of death.
In superstitious ages it was regarded as the term nation of life,

cat astrophic, and even tragic, and was often surrounded by solemity.
Bri ghter days, however, have dawned, and we now see death as universa
and inevitable, as part of that great soul-stirring and heart - uphol di ng
average which we call for conveni ence the order of nature.

In the sane way we have cone to consider nurder socially.

Ri si ng above the nere private feelings of a nman while being forcibly
deprived of life, we are privileged to behold nurder as a m ghty whol e,
to see the rich rotation of the cosnpbs, bringing, as it brings

t he gol den harvests and t he gol den-bearded harvesters, the return

for ever of the slayers and the slain.”

He | ooked down, somewhat affected with his own el oquence, coughed slightly,
putting up four of his pointed fingers with the excellent nanners

of Boston, and continued: "There is but one result of this happier
and humaner outl ook whi ch concerns the wretched man before us.

It is that thoroughly elucidated by a M I waukee doctor

our great secret-guessing Sonnenschein, in his great work,

"The Destructive Type.' W do not denounce Smith as a nurderer

but rather as a nurderous nman. The type is such that its very life--
| mght say its very health--is in killing. Sone hold that it is

not properly an aberration, but a newer and even a higher creature.

My dear old friend Dr. Bulger, who kept ferrets--" (here Mon
suddenly ejaculated a | oud "hurrah!" but so instantaneously

resuned his tragic expression that Ms. Duke | ooked everywhere

el se for the sound); Dr. Pym continued sonmewhat sternly--"who

in the interests of know edge, kept ferrets, felt that the creature's
ferocity is not utilitarian, but absolutely an end in itself.

However this may be with ferrets, it is certainly so with the prisoner
In his other iniquities you may find the cunning of the naniac;

but his acts of blood have al nost the sinplicity of sanity.

But it is the awmful sanity of the sun and the el enents--a cruel

an evil sanity. As soon stay the iris-leapt cataracts of our virgin
West as stay the natural force that sends himforth to slay.

No environment, however scientific, could have softened him

Place that nan in the silver-silent purity of the palest cloister

and there will be sonme deed of violence done with the crozier or the alb.
Rear himin a happy nursery, am d our brave-browed Angl o- Saxon i nfancy,
and he will find some way to strangle w th the skipping-rope

or brain with the brick. G rcunstances may be favourabl e,

training may be adnirable, hopes may be high, but the huge el enenta
hunger of Innocent Smith for blood will in its appointed season

burst like a well-timed bonb."

Arthur | nglewdod glanced curiously for an instant at the huge creature



at the foot of the table, who was fitting a paper figure with a cocked hat,
and then | ooked back at Dr. Pym who was concluding in a quieter tone

"It only remains for us," he said, "to bring forward actual evidence

of his previous attenpts. By an agreenent already nade with the Court

and the | eaders of the defence, we are pernmitted to put in evidence authentic
letters fromw tnesses to these scenes, which the defence is free to exani ne
Qut of several cases of such outrages we have decided to sel ect one--

the cl earest and nost scandalous. | will therefore, without further delay,
call on nmy junior, M. CGould, to read two letters--one fromthe Sub-Warden and
the other fromthe porter of Brakespeare College, in Canbridge University."

Gould junmped up with a jerk like a jack-in-the-box, an acadenic-1 ooking
paper in his hand and a fever of inportance on his face.

He began in a loud, high, cockney voice that was as abrupt

as a cock-crow --

"Sir,--H amthe Sub-Warden of Brikespeare Col | ege, Canbridge--"

"Lord have mercy on us," muttered Mon, making a backward nmoverment as nen
do when a gun goes off.

"Sir,--H amthe Sub-Warden of Brikespeare Col | ege, Canbridge,"
procl ai med t he unconprom sing Mises, "and | can endorse the description
you gave of the un'appy Smith. It was not alone ny unfortunate duty

to rebuke many of the |lesser violences of his undergraduate period,

but I was actually a witness to the last iniquity which term nated

that period. H happened to passing under the house of ny friend

t he Warden of Brikespeare, which is semn -detached fromthe Coll ege

and connected with it by two or three very ancient arches or props,
like bridges, across a small strip of water connected with the river

To ny grave astoni shnment | be'eld ny enminent friend suspended in md-air
and clinging to one of these pieces of masonry, his appearance and
attitude indicatin' that he suffered fromthe grivest apprehensions.
After a short time | heard two very loud shots, and distinctly perceived
t he unfortunate undergraduate Smith |l eaning far out of the Warden's

wi ndow and aimng at the Warden repeatedly with a revol ver

Upon seeing ne, Smith burst into a loud |laugh (in which

i mpertinence was nmingled with insanity), and appeared to desist.

| sent the college porter for a | adder, and he succeeded in detaching
the Warden fromhis painful position. Smth was sent down.

The photograph | enclose is fromthe group of the University Rifle Club
prizenen, and represents himas he was when at the College.--H am

your obedient servant, Anmps Boulter."

"The other letter,"” continued Gould in a glow of triunph, "is fromthe porter
and won't take long to read.

"Dear Sir,--It is quite true that | amthe porter of Brikespeare Coll ege,
and that | 'el ped the Warden down when the young nan was shooting at him
as M. Boulter has said in his letter. The young man who was shooting at
himwas M. Smith, the sane that is in the photograph M. Boulter sends.--
Yours respectfully, Samuel Barker."



Goul d handed the two letters across to Moon, who exanmi ned them
But for the vocal divergences in the matter of h's and a's,
the Sub-Warden's letter was exactly as Gould had rendered it;
and both that and the porter's letter were plainly genuine.
Moon handed themto Ingl ewood, who handed them back in silence
to Moses Coul d.

"So far as this first charge of continual attenpted nurder is concerned,"
said Dr. Pym standing up for the last tinme, "that is ny case."

M chael Mon rose for the defence with an air of depressi on which gave
little hope at the outset to the synpathizers with the prisoner.
He did not, he said, propose to follow the doctor into doctor

into the abstract questions. "I do not know enough to be

an agnostic," he said, rather wearily, "and | can only nmaster

the known and adnmitted el enents in such controversies.

As for science and religion, the known and adnitted facts

are plain enough. All that the parsons say is unproved.

Al that the doctors say is disproved. That's the only difference
bet ween science and religion there's ever been, or will be.

Yet these new discoveries touch nme, sonmehow, " he said,

| ooki ng down sorrowfully at his boots. "They remnd nme of a dear
ol d great-aunt of mne who used to enjoy themin her youth.
It brings tears to ny eyes. | can see the old bucket by the garden

fence and the line of shimering poplars behind--"

"Hi! here, stop the "bus a bit," cried M. Mses Gould, rising in a sort
of perspiration. "W want to give the defence a fair run--1like gents,
you know, but any gent would draw the line at shimering poplars."

"Well, hang it all," said Moon, in an injured nanner, "if Dr. Pym
may have an old friend with ferrets, why mayn't | have an old
aunt with popl ars?"

"I amsure," said Ms. Duke, bridling, with sonething al nost
like a shaky authority, "M. Mon nmay have what aunts he |ikes."
"Why, as to liking her," began Mon, "I--but perhaps,

as you say, she is scarcely the core of the question

| repeat that | do not nean to follow the abstract specul ation

For, indeed, ny answer to Dr. Pymis sinple and severely concrete

Dr. Pymhas only treated one side of the psychol ogy of nurder.

If it is true that there is a kind of man who has a natura

tendency to nurder, is it not equally true"--here he | owered

his voice and spoke with a crushing qui etude and earnestness--"is

it not equally true that there is a kind of nan who has

a natural tendency to get murdered? |Is it not at |east

a hypothesis holding the field that Dr. Warner is such a nan?

I do not speak without the book, any nore than ny |earned friend.

The whole matter is expounded in Dr. Monenschein's nonunental work
"The Destructible Doctor,' with diagrans, show ng the various ways

i n which such a person as Dr. Warner may be resolved into his el enments.
In the light of these facts--"

"Hi, stop the 'bus! stop the 'bus!" cried Mses, junping up and down and
gesticulating in great excitement. "M principal's got sonmething to say!
My principal wants to do a bit of talkin' ."

Dr. Pymwas indeed on his feet, |ooking pallid and rather vicious.
"I have strictly CON-fined nyself," he said nasally,



"to books to which imedi ate reference can be nade.

| have Sonnenschein's “Destructive Type' here on the table,

if the defence wish to see it. Were is this wonderful work
on Destructability M. Mon is tal king about? Does it exist?
Can he produce it?"

“"Produce it!" cried the Irishman with a rich scorn
“I'"1l produce it in a week if you'll pay for the ink and paper."”

"Wwuld it have nuch authority?" asked Pym sitting down.

"Ch, authority!" said Mwon lightly; "that depends on a fellow s religion."
Dr. Pymjunmped up again. "Qur authority is based on masses

of accurate detail," he said. "It deals with a region in which

t hi ngs can be handled and tested. M/ opponent will at |east

adnmit that death is a fact of experience.”

"Not of mine," said Mon mournfully, shaking his head.
"I'"ve never experienced such a thing inall ny life."

"Well, really," said Dr. Pym and sat down sharply anmid a crackle of papers
"So we see," resumed Moon, in the sanme nel ancholy voice, "that a

man like Dr. Warner is, in the nmysterious workings of evolution
dooned to such attacks. My client's onslaught, even if it occurred,

was not unique. | have in nmy hand letters fromnore than one acquai ntance
of Dr. Warner whomthat remarkable man has affected in the same way.
Fol I owi ng the exanple of ny learned friends | will read only two of them

The first is froman honest and | aborious matron living off the Harrow Road

"M. Mon, Sir,--Yes, | did throw a sorsepan at him Wt then?

It was all | had to throw, all the soft things being porned,

and if your Docter Warner doesn't |ike having sorsepans thrown at him

don't let himwear his hat in a respectable wonman's parler, and tel

himto leave orf smiling or tell us the joke.--Yours respectfully,
Hannah M| es.

"The other letter is froma physician of sone note in Dublin,
wi th whom Dr. WAarner was once engaged in consultation
He wites as follows: --

"Dear Sir,--The incident to which you refer is one which I regret,

and whi ch, noreover, | have never been able to explain.

My own branch of nedicine is not nental; and | should be glad to have
the view of a nmental specialist on ny singular nmonmentary and i ndeed

al nost automatic action. To say that | “pulled Dr. Warner's nose,"'

is, however, inaccurate in a respect that strikes ne as inmportant.
That | punched his nose | nust cheerfully adnmit (I need not say with
what regret); but pulling seems to me to inply a precision of objective
with which | cannot reproach nmyself. |In conparison with this, the act
of punchi ng was an outward, instantaneous, and even natural gesture.--
Bel i eve ne, yours faithfully, Burton Lestrange.

"I have nunberless other letters," continued Mon, "all bearing wtness
to this wi despread feeling about ny eminent friend; and |I therefore think



that Dr. Pymshould have admtted this side of the question in his survey.
W are in the presence, as Dr. Pymso truly says, of a natural force

As soon stay the cataract of the London water-works as stay

the great tendency of Dr. Warner to be assassi nated by sonebody.

Pl ace that nan in a Quakers' neeting, anong the nost peaceful of Christians,
and he will inmediately be beaten to death with sticks of chocol ate

Pl ace hi m anong the angels of the New Jerusalem and he will be stoned

to death with precious stones. Circunstances may be beautiful and wonderf ul
t he average nmay be heart-uphol ding, the harvester may be gol den-bearded,

the doctor may be secret-guessing, the cataract nay be iris-|eapt,

t he Angl o- Saxon i nfant may be brave-browed, but against and above

all these prodigies the grand sinple tendency of Dr. Warner to get

murdered will still pursue its way until it happily and triunphantly
succeeds at last."

He pronounced this peroration with an appearance of strong enotion

But even stronger enotions were manifesting thenselves on the other
side of the table. Dr. Warner had | eaned his | arge body quite across
the little figure of Moses Gould and was tal king in excited whispers
to Dr. Pym That expert nodded a great nmany tines and finally started
to his feet with a sincere expression of sternness.

"Ladi es and gentlenen," he cried indignhantly, "as my coll eague has said,

we should be delighted to give any latitude to the defence--if there

were a defence. But M. Mpon seens to think he is there to nake jokes--

very good jokes | dare say, but not at all adapted to assist his client.

He picks holes in science. He picks holes in ny client's social popularity.
He picks holes in ny literary style, which doesn't seemto suit his high-toned
European taste. But how does this picking of holes affect the issue?

This Smith has picked two holes in ny client's hat, and with an inch better

ai m woul d have picked two holes in his head. Al the jokes in the world

won't unpick those holes or be any use for the defence."

I ngl ewood | ooked down in sone enbarrassnment, as if shaken by the evident
fairness of this, but Mon still gazed at his opponent in a dreany way.
"The defence?" he said vaguely--"oh, | haven't begun that yet."

"You certainly have not," said Pymwarmy, amd a murrmur of appl ause
fromhis side, which the other side found it inpossible to answer.
"Perhaps, if you have any defence, which has been doubtful from

t he very beginning--"

"Whil e you' re standing up," said Mon, in the sanme al nost sl eepy style,
"perhaps | mght ask you a question.”

"A question? Certainly," said Pymstiffly. "It was distinctly
arranged between us that as we could not cross-exan ne

the witnesses, we night vicariously cross-exam ne each other.
W are in a position to invite all such inquiry."

"I think you said," observed Mbon absently, "that none of the prisoner's
shots really hit the doctor."

"For the cause of science," cried the conplacent Pym "fortunately not."
"Yet they were fired froma few feet away."
"Yes; about four feet."

"And no shots hit the Warden, though they were fired quite cl ose



to himtoo?" asked Mon
"That is so," said the witness gravely.

"I think," said Mon, suppressing a slight yawn, "that your Sub-Warden
nentioned that Smith was one of the University's record men for shooting."

"Why, as to that--" began Pym after an instant of stillness.

"A second question," continued Moon, conparatively curtly.
"You said there were other cases of the accused trying to kill people
Wy have you not got evidence of thenP"

The Anmerican planted the points of his fingers on the table again.
"I'n those cases," he said precisely, "there was no evidence from outsiders,
as in the Canbridge case, but only the evidence of the actual victins."

"Why didn't you get their evidence?"

"I'n the case of the actual victins," said Pym "there was sone difficulty
and rel uctance, and--"

"Do you nean," asked Moon, "that none of the actual victins would
appear agai nst the prisoner?"

"That woul d be exaggerative," began the other

"Athird question," said Mon, so sharply that every one junped.
"You' ve got the evidence of the Sub-Warden who heard some shots;
where's the evidence of the Warden hinmsel f who was shot at?

The Warden of Brakespeare |ives, a prosperous gentlenan."

"We did ask for a statement fromhim" said Pyma little nervously;
"but it was so eccentrically expressed that we suppressed it out

of deference to an old gentleman whose past services to science
have been great."

Moon | eaned forward. "You mean, | suppose,” he said, "that his statenent

was favourable to the prisoner."

"I't mght be understood so," replied the American doctor
"but, really, it was difficult to understand at all
In fact, we sent it back to him™"

"You have no | onger, then, any statenment signed by the Warden of Brakespeare."

"I only ask," said Mchael quietly, "because we have.

To conclude ny case | will ask ny junior, M. Inglewood,

to read a statenent of the true story--a statenent attested
as true by the signature of the Warden hinself."

Arthur | nglewod rose with several papers in his hand, and though

he | ooked sonewhat refined and sel f-effacing, as he always did,

the spectators were surprised to feel that his presence was,

upon the whole, nore efficient and sufficing than his | eader's. He was,
in truth, one of those nodest nen who cannot speak until they are told
to speak; and then can speak well. Moon was entirely the opposite.

Hi s own i npudences amused himin private, but they slightly



enbarrassed himin public; he felt a fool while he was speaki ng,
whereas Inglewod felt a fool only because he could not speak
The nonent he had anything to say he coul d speak;

and the nmonent he coul d speak, speaking seened quite natural
Nothing in this universe seened quite natural to M chael Moon

"As ny col | eague has just explained," said Inglewod, "there are

two enigmas or inconsistencies on which we base the defence

The first is a plain physical fact. By the adm ssion of everybody,

by the very evidence adduced by the prosecution, it is clear

that the accused was cel ebrated as a specially good shot.

Yet on both the occasions conpl ai ned of he shot froma di stance of four
or five feet, and shot at himfour or five times, and never hit himonce.
That is the first startling circunstance on which we base our argunent.
The second, as ny col |l eague has urged, is the curious fact that we cannot
find a single victimof these alleged outrages to speak for hinself.
Subordi nates speak for him Porters clinmb up |adders to him

But he hinmself is silent. Ladies and gentlenen, | propose to explain

on the spot both the riddle of the shots and the riddle of the silence.

I will first of all read the covering letter in which the true account

of the Canbridge incident is contained, and then that docunent itself.
When you have heard both, there will be no doubt about your decision

The covering letter runs as follows: --

"Dear Sir,--The following is a very exact and even vivid account of the
incident as it really happened at Brakespeare College. W, the undersigned,
do not see any particular reason why we should refer it to any

i sol ated authorship. The truth is, it has been a conposite production

and we have even had sone difference of opinion about the adjectives.

But every word of it is true.--We are, yours faithfully,

"W fred Enmerson Eanes,
"Warden of Brakespeare Coll ege, Canbridge

"l nnocent Smth.

"The encl osed statenent," continued |Inglewood, "runs as follows:--

"A cel ebrated English university backs so abruptly on the river,

that it has, so to speak, to be propped up and patched

with all sorts of bridges and sem -detached buil di ngs.

The river splits itself into several small streans and canal s,

so that in one or two corners the place has al nost the | ook

of Venice. It was so especially in the case with which we

are concerned, in which a few flying buttresses or airy ribs of stone
sprang across a strip of water to connect Brakespeare Coll ege

with the house of the Warden of Brakespeare.

"The country around these colleges is flat; but it does not

seem flat when one is thus in the mdst of the coll eges.

For in these flat fens there are al ways wandering | akes and |ingering
rivers of water. And these always change what m ght have been

a schenme of horizontal lines into a scheme of vertical I|ines.
VWerever there is water the height of high buildings is doubled,

and a British brick house becones a Babyl oni an t ower.

In that shining unshaken surface the houses hang head

downwards exactly to their highest or |owest chi mey.



The coral -col oured cloud seen in that abyss is as far

bel ow the world as its original appears above it.

Every scrap of water is not only a w ndow but a skylight.

Earth splits under nen's feet into precipitous aerial perspectives,
into which a bird could as easily wing its way as--"

Dr. Cyrus Pymrose in protest. The docunents he had put

i n evidence had been confined to cold affirmation of fact.

The defence, in a general way, had an indubitable right to put
their case in their own way, but all this |andscape gardening
seenmed to him (Dr. Cyrus Pyn) to be not up to the business.
"WIl the | eader of the defence tell nme," he asked, "how it can
possibly affect this case, that a cloud was cor'l-col oured,

or that a bird could have wi nged itsel f anywhere?"

"Ch, | don't know," said Mchael, lifting hinself lazily;

"you see, you don't know yet what our defence is.

Till you know that, don't you see, anything may be rel evant.
Wy, suppose,"” he said suddenly, as if an idea had struck him

"suppose we wanted to prove the old Warden col our-blind.
Suppose he was shot by a black man with white hair, when he

t hought he was being shot by a white man with yell ow hair!

To ascertain if that cloud was really and truly coral -col oured
m ght be of the nobst massive inportance.”

He paused with a seriousness which was hardly generally shared,
and continued with the same fluence: "O suppose we wanted to
mai ntain that the Warden committed suicide--that he just got Snmith
to hold the pistol as Brutus's slave held the sword. Wy, it would
nmake all the difference whether the Warden coul d see hinself plain

instill water. Still water has made hundreds of suicides:
one sees oneself so very--well, so very plain."
"Do you, perhaps,"” inquired Pymwi th austere irony, "nmmintain that your client

was a bird of sone sort--say, a flam ngo?"

“"In the matter of his being a flam ngo," said Moon with sudden severity,
"my client reserves his defence."

No one quite knowi ng what to make of this, M. Mon resuned his seat
and I ngl ewood resuned the reading of his docunent:--

"There is sonmething pleasing to a nystic in such a land of mirrors.
For a mystic is one who holds that two worlds are better than one.
In the highest sense, indeed, all thought is reflection

"This is the real truth, in the saying that second thoughts are best.
Ani mal s have no second t houghts; man alone is able to see his own

t hought doubl e, as a drunkard sees a | anp-post; nman alone is able

to see his own thought upside down as one sees a house in a puddle.
This duplication of nentality, as in a mrror, is (we repeat)

the innost thing of human phil osophy. There is a nystical, even a
nonstrous truth, in the statement that two heads are better than one.
But they ought both to grow on the sane body.'"

"I knowit's alittle transcendental at first," interposed |Inglewood,
beam ng round with a broad apol ogy, "but you see this docunent was witten
in collaboration by a don and a--"



"Drunkard, eh?" suggested Mbses Goul d, beginning to enjoy hinself.

"I rather think," proceeded |Inglewod with an unruffled

and critical air, "that this part was witten by the don

I merely warn the Court that the statenent, though indubitably accurate,
bears here and there the trace of coning fromtwo authors.™

“In that case," said Dr. Pym |I|eaning back and sniffing
"I cannot agree with themthat two heads are better than one.”

"The undersi gned persons think it needl ess to touch on a ki ndred
probl em so often di scussed at commttees for University Reform

t he question of whether dons see doubl e because they are drunk

or get drunk because they see double. It is enough for them

(the undersigned persons) if they are able to pursue their own peculiar
and profitable thene--which is puddles. Wat (the undersigned

persons ask thenselves) is a puddle? A puddle repeats infinity,

and is full of light; nevertheless, if analyzed objectively,

a puddle is a piece of dirty water spread very thin on nud.

The two great historic universities of England have all this |arge

and |l evel and reflective brilliance. Nevertheless, or, rather, on the
ot her hand, they are puddl es--puddl es, puddl es, puddles, puddles.

The undersi gned persons ask you to excuse an enphasi s inseparabl e
from strong conviction."

I ngl ewood i gnored a sonewhat wi |l d expression on the faces of some present,
and continued with em nent cheerful ness:--

"Such were the thoughts that failed to cross the mnd of

t he undergraduate Snmith as he picked his way anong the stripes

of canal and the glittering rainy gutters into which the water
broke up round the back of Brakespeare College. Had these thoughts
crossed his mind he woul d have been nmuch happi er than he was.
Unfortunately he did not know that his puzzles were puddl es.

He did not know that the academic mnd reflects infinity and is ful
of light by the sinple process of being shall ow and standing still.
In his case, therefore, there was sonething sol enmm, and even evi
about the infinity inplied. It was half-way through a starry

ni ght of bewildering brilliancy; stars were both above and bel ow
To young Smith's sullen fancy the skies bel ow seemed even hol | ower
than the skies above; he had a horrible idea that if he counted
the stars he would find one too nany in the pool

“In crossing the little paths and bridges he felt |ike one stepping

on the black and slender ribs of some cosnmic Eiffel Tower. For to him

and nearly all the educated youth of that epoch, the stars were cruel things.
Though they glowed in the great done every night, they were an enornous

and ugly secret; they uncovered the nakedness of nature; they were a glinpse
of the iron wheels and pulleys behind the scenes. For the young men

of that sad tinme thought that the god al ways conmes from the nachine.

They did not know that in reality the nmachine only conmes fromthe god

IN short, they were all pessimists, and starlight was atrocious to them-
atroci ous because it was true. Al their universe was black with white spots.

"Smith | ooked up with relief fromthe glittering pools bel ow
to the glittering skies and the great black bul k of the coll ege.



The only light other than stars gl owed through one peacock-green
curtain in the upper part of the building, marking where

Dr. Enerson Eanes al ways worked till norning and received

his friends and favourite pupils at any hour of the night.

Indeed, it was to his roons that the nelancholy Smth was bound.
Smith had been at Dr. Eanes's lecture for the first half of the norning
and at pistol practice and fencing in a saloon for the second half.
He had been sculling madly for the first half of the afternoon

and thinking idly (and still nmore madly) for the second half.

He had gone to a supper where he was uproarious, and on to a debating
club where he was perfectly insufferable, and the nel ancholy

Smith was nelancholy still. Then, as he was going home to his

di ggi ngs he remenbered the eccentricity of his friend and master

t he Warden of Brakespeare, and resolved desperately to turn

into that gentlenman's private house.

"Enerson Eames was an eccentric in nmany ways, but his throne

i n phil osophy and net aphysi cs was of international em nence;

the university could hardly have afforded to | ose him and, noreover,
a don has only to continue any of his bad habits | ong enough

to make thema part of the British Constitution. The bad habits
of Enerson Eanes were to sit up all night and to be a student

of Schopenhauer. Personally, he was a |l ean, |ounging sort of man
with a blond pointed beard, not so very nuch ol der than his

pupil Smith in the nmatter of nere years, but ol der by centuries
in the two essential respects of having a European reputation

and a bal d head.

"I came, against the rules, at this unearthly hour,' said Smith, who was
nothing to the eye except a very big man trying to nake hinself snall
“because | amconing to the conclusion that existence is really too rotten
I know all the arguments of the thinkers that think otherw se--bishops,

and agnostics, and those sort of people. And knowi ng you were the greatest
living authority on the pessim st thinkers--'

"Al'l thinkers,' said Eanes, “are pessim st thinkers.'

"After a patch of pause, not the first--for this depressing conversation

had gone on for some hours with alternations of cynicismand silence--

the Warden continued with his air of weary brilliancy: “It's all a question
of wong calculation. The nost flies into the candl e because he doesn't
happen to know that the gane is not worth the candle. The wasp gets

into the jamin hearty and hopeful efforts to get the jaminto him

IN the sane way the vulgar people want to enjoy life just as they want

to enjoy gin--because they are too stupid to see that they are paying too big
a price for it. That they never find happiness--that they don't even know
how to look for it--is proved by the paral yzi ng cl unsi ness and ugliness

of everything they do. Their discordant colours are cries of pain.

Look at the brick villas beyond the college on this side of the river.
There's one with spotted blinds; |ook at it! just go and look at it!’

"*COf course,' he went on dreamily, “one or two nen see the sober
fact a long way off--they go mad. Do you notice that nmaniacs nostly
try either to destroy other things, or (if they are thoughtful)

to destroy thensel ves? The madman is the man behind the scenes,
like the man that wanders about the coulisse of a theater

He has only opened the wong door and conme into the right place.

He sees things at the right angle. But the comon world--'

"*Ch, hang the common world!' said the sullen Smth, letting his fist



fall on the table in an idle despair.

"“Let's give it a bad name first,' said the Professor calmy

“and then hang it. A puppy w th hydrophobia would probably struggle
for life while we killed it; but if we were kind we should kill it.
So an omi scient god woul d put us out of our pain.

He woul d strike us dead.

"Wy doesn't he strike us dead?' asked the undergraduate abstractedly,
pl ungi ng his hands into his pockets.

""He is dead hinmself,' said the philosopher; “that is where
he is really enviable.'

"*To any one who thinks,' proceeded Eanes, "the pleasures of life,
trivial and soon tasteless, and bribes to bring us into a torture chanber.

We all see that for any thinking man nere extinction is the... What
are you doing?... Are you mad?... Put that thing down.'
“Dr. Eanes had turned his tired but still talkative head over his shoul der

and had found hinself |ooking into a snall round bl ack hole, rinmed by a
six-sided circlet of steel, with a sort of spike standing up on the top
It fixed himlike an iron eye. Through those eternal instants during
whi ch the reason is stunned he did not even know what it was.

Then he saw behind it the chanbered barrel and cocked hammer of

a revol ver, and behind that the flushed and rat her heavy face of Smth
apparently quite unchanged, or even nore nild than before.

"“I'I'l help you out of your hole, old man,' said Smth,

with rough tenderness. “I'Ill put the puppy out of his pain.
"Emerson Eanes retreated towards the window. ~Do you nean
to kill me?'" he cried.

"“It's not athing l'd do for every one,' said Smth with enotion
“but you and | seemto have got so intinmate to-night, sonmehow
| know all your troubles now, and the only cure, old chap.'

"“Put that thing down,' shouted the Warden

"“1t'Il soon be over, you know,' said Smth with the air of a
synmpat hetic dentist. And as the Warden nade a run for the w ndow
and bal cony, his benefactor followed himwith a firmstep

and a conpassi onate expression

"Both nmen were perhaps surprised to see that the gray and white

of early daybreak had already come. One of them however,

had enotions calculated to swallow up surprise. Brakespeare Coll ege
was one of the few that retained real traces of Gothic ornament,

and just beneath Dr. Eanes's bal cony there ran out what had perhaps
been a flying buttress, still shapelessly shaped into gray beasts
and devils, but blinded with nmbsses and washed out with rains.

Wth an ungainly and npost courageous |eap, Eanes sprang out on this
antique bridge, as the only possible node of escape fromthe mani ac.
He sat astride of it, still in his academ c gown, dangling his

long thin |l egs, and considering further chances of flight.

The whitening daylight opened under as well as over himthat

i mpression of vertical infinity already remarked about the little

| akes round Brakespeare. Looking down and seeing the spires

and chi meys pendent in the pools, they felt alone in space



They felt as if they were | ooking over the edge fromthe North Pol e
and seeing the South Pol e bel ow.

"“Hang the world, we said,' observed Smith, “and the world is hanged.
"He has hanged the world upon nothing," says the Bible. Do you |like being

hanged upon nothing? |1'mgoing to be hanged upon sonething nyself.
I"'mgoing to swing for you... Dear, tender old phrase,' he nurnured;
“never true till this nonent. | amgoing to swing for you.

For you, dear friend. For your sake. At your express desire.
"“Hel p!' cried the Warden of Brakespeare Col |l ege; " help!’

" The puppy struggles,' said the undergraduate, with an eye of pity,
“the poor puppy struggles. How fortunate it is that | amw ser

and ki nder than he,' and he sighted his weapon so as exactly to cover
t he upper part of Eanes's bald head.

"*Smth,' said the phil osopher with a sudden change to a sort
of ghastly lucidity, | shall go nud.'

"“And so look at things fromthe right angle,' observed Smth,
sighing gently. “Ah, but nmadness is only a palliative at best,
a drug. The only cure is an operation--an operation that is

al ways successful: death.

"As he spoke the sun rose. It seened to put col our into everything,
with the rapidity of a lightning artist. A fleet of little

cl ouds sailing across the sky changed from pi geon-gray to pink
Al over the little acadenmic town the tops of different buil dings
took on different tints: here the sun would pick out the green
enanel ed on a pinnacle, there the scarlet tiles of a villa;

here the copper ornament on sone artistic shop, and there

the sea-blue slates of some old and steep church roof.

Al these coloured crests seened to have sonething oddly

i ndi vidual and significant about them |ike crests of fanopus

kni ghts pointed out in a pageant or a battlefield: they each
arrested the eye, especially the rolling eye of Enerson Eanes

as he | ooked round on the nmorning and accepted it as his |ast.
Thr ough a narrow chi nk between a black tinber tavern and a big
gray college he could see a clock with gilt hands which the
sunshine set on fire. He stared at it as though hypnoti zed;

and suddenly the clock began to strike, as if in personal reply.
As if at a signal, clock after clock took up the cry:

all the churches awoke |ike chickens at cockcrow.

The birds were already noisy in the trees behind the coll ege.

The sun rose, gathering glory that seenmed too full for the deep
skies to hold, and the shall ow waters beneath them seened gol den
and brinmm ng and deep enough for the thirst of the gods.

Just round the corner of the College, and visible fromhis crazy perch
were the brightest specks on that bright |andscape, the villa
with the spotted blinds which he had nade his text that night.

He wondered for the first tinme what people lived in them

"Suddenly he called out with nere querul ous authority,
as he might have called to a student to shut a door

"“Let me conme off this place,' he cried; “| can't bear it.'

"1 rather doubt if it will bear you,' said Smith critically;
“but before you break your neck, or | blow out your brains,



or let you back into this room (on which conplex points
am undeci ded) | want the netaphysical point cleared up
Do | understand that you want to get back to life?

"“1'"d give anything to get back,' replied the unhappy professor

"“Ave anything!' cried Snith; “then, blast your inpudence,
gi ve us a song!

"“What song do you nean?' denanded the exasperated Eanes; “what song?'

"A hym, | think, would be nost appropriate,' answered the other gravely.
11l let you off if you'll repeat after ne the words--

"1 thank the goodness and the grace
That on ny birth have sml ed.
And perched ne on this curious place,
A happy English child.

"Dr. Enerson Eanes having briefly conplied, his persecutor abruptly
told himto hold his hands up in the air. Vaguely connecting this
proceeding with the usual conduct of brigands and bushrangers,

M. Eames held themup, very stiffly, but w thout marked surprise.
A bird alighting on his stone seat took no nore notice of him

than of a comic statue.

"“You are now engaged in public worship,' remarked Smith severely,
“and before | have done with you, you shall thank God for the very ducks
on the pond.'

"“The cel ebrated pessim st half articulately expressed his perfect
readi ness to thank God for the ducks on the pond.

"“Not forgetting the drakes,' said Smth sternly.

(Eames weakly conceded the drakes.) “~Not forgetting anything, please.
You shall thank heaven for churches and chapels and vill as

and vul gar peopl e and puddl es and pots and pans and sticks

and rags and bones and spotted blinds.'

"All right, all right,' repeated the victimin despair;
“sticks and rags and bones and blinds.'

"“Spotted blinds, |I think we said,' renarked Snith with a
roguei sh rut hl essness, and waggi ng the pistol-barrel at him
like a long netallic finger

"“Spotted blinds,' said Enerson Eanes faintly.

"“You can't say fairer than that,' admtted the younger man,

“and now I "Il just tell you this to wind up with,

If you really were what you profess to be, | don't see that it
would matter to snail or seraph if you broke your inpious stiff
neck and dashed out all your drivelling devil-worshipping brains.
But in strict biographical fact you are a very nice fellow,
addicted to talking putrid nonsense, and | |love you |like a brother
| shall therefore fire off all ny cartridges round your head

so as not to hit you (I ama good shot, you may be glad to hear),
and then we will go in and have sone breakfast.'



"He then let off two barrels in the air, which the Professor
endured with singular firmess, and then said, "But don't fire
themall off.'

"“Why not' asked the other buoyantly.

"“Keep them' asked his conpanion, “for the next nan you neet
who tal ks as we were tal king.'

"It was at this nonent that Smith, |ooking down, perceived apoplectic
terror upon the face of the Sub-Warden, and heard the refined shriek
wi th whi ch he sumoned the porter and the | adder.

"It took Dr. Eames sone little tine to disentangle hinmself from
the | adder,and sone little tine |onger to disentangle hinself
fromthe Sub-Warden. But as soon as he could do so unobtrusively,
he rejoined his conpanion in the |ate extraordi nary scene.

He was astonished to find the gigantic Smith heavily shaken,

and sitting with his shaggy head on his hands. When addressed,
he lifted a very pale face.

"“Wiay, what is the matter?' asked Eanmes, whose own nerves had by this
time twittered thenselves quiet, like the norning birds.

"1 nust ask your indul gence,' said Smith, rather brokenly.
I nmust ask you to realize that | have just had an escape from death.'

"*YOU have had an escape from death?' repeated the Professor
in not unpardonable irritation. “Well, of all the cheek--'

"“Ch, don't you understand, don't you understand?' cried the pale young

man inpatiently. "1 had to do it, Eanmes,; | had to prove you wrong or die.
VWen a man's young, he nearly always has sonme one whom he thinks the top-water
mark of the mind of man--sone one who knows all about it, if anybody knows.

"“Well, you were that to nme; you spoke with authority,
and not as the scribes. Nobody could conmfort ne if YOU
said there was no confort. |If you really thought there was

not hi ng anywhere, it was because you had been there to see.
Don't you see that | HAD to prove you didn't really nean it?--
or else drown nyself in the canal.

"“Well,' said Eanes hesitatingly, "1 think perhaps you confuse--'

"“Ch, don't tell ne that!' cried Smith with the sudden clairvoyance
of mental pain; “don't tell nme | confuse enjoynent of existence

with the WII to Live! That's Gernman, and German is Hi gh Dutch

and High Dutch is Double Dutch. The thing I saw shining in your

eyes when you dangl ed on that bridge was enjoynent of life "the

WIl to Live." Wiat you knew when you sat on that dammed gargoyl e
was that the world, when all is said and done, is a wonderful and
beauti ful place; | knowit, because | knew it at the sane ninute.

| saw the gray clouds turn pink, and the little gilt clock in the crack
bet ween the houses. It was THOSE things you hated | eaving, not Life,
what ever that is. Eanmes, we've been to the brink of death together
won't you adnmit |'mright?

"“Yes, said Eanes very slowy, | think you are right.
You shall have a First!



""Right!' cried Snmith, springing up reanimated. °1've passed with honours,
and now |l et nme go and see about being sent down.'

"“You needn't be sent down,' said Eanes with the quiet
confidence of twelve years of intrigue. “Everything with us
cones fromthe man on top to the people just round him

| amthe nan on top, and | shall tell the people round

me the truth.'

"*The nmassive M. Smth rose and went firmy to the w ndow,
but he spoke with equal firmess. °| nust be sent down,'
he said, “and the people nmust not be told the truth.

"*And why not' asked the other

"“Because | nmean to follow your advice,' answered the nassive youth,
"1 mean to keep the remaining shots for people in the shanmeful state
you and | were in last night--1 wi sh we could even pl ead drunkenness.
| mean to keep those bullets for pessimists--pills for pal e people.
And in this way | want to walk the world |like a wonderful surprise--
to float as idly as the thistledow, and cone as silently as the sunrise;
not to be expected any nore than the thunderbolt, not to be

recall ed any nore than the dying breeze. | don't want people to
anticipate me as a well-known practical joke. | want both ny gifts
to cone virgin and violent, the death and the Iife after death.

I amgoing to hold a pistol to the head of the Mbdern Man. But |
shall not use it to kill him-only to bring himto life.

| begin to see a new nmeaning in being the skeleton at the feast.'

"“You could scarcely be called a skeleton,' said Dr. Eanes, smling

"*That comes of being so nuch at the feast,' answered the massive youth.
"No skel eton can keep his figure if he is always dining out.

But that is not quite what | neant: what | nean is that | caught

a kind of glinpse of the neaning of death and all that--the skul

and cross-bones, the ~menento nori~. It isn't only neant to rem nd

us of a future life, but to remnd us of a present life too

Wth our weak spirits we should growold in eternity if we were not kept
young by death. Providence has to cut inmortality into | engths for us,
as nurses cut the bread and butter into fingers.'

"Then he added suddenly in a voice of unnatural actuality,
"But | know sonet hing now, Eames. | knew it when | saw
the clouds turn pink.'

"“What do you nean?' asked Eames. “~Wiat did you know?'
"I knew for the first tine that nmurder is really wong."'

"He gripped Dr. Eanes's hand and groped his way sonewhat unsteadily
to the door. Before he had vani shed through it he had added,

“It's very dangerous, though, when a man thinks for a split second
t hat he understands deat h.

"Dr. Eanes renmined in repose and rum nation sonme hours after his
| ate assailant had left. Then he rose, took his hat and unbrell a,
and went for a brisk if rotatory walk. Several tines,

however, he stood outside the villa with the spotted blinds,
studying themintently with his head slightly on one side.

Sone took himfor a lunatic and sone for an intendi ng purchaser



He is not yet sure that the two characters would be widely different.

"The above narrative has been constructed on a principle which is,

in the opinion of the undersigned persons, newin the art of letters.
Each of the two actors is described as he appeared to the other.

But the undersigned persons absol utely guarantee the exactitude

of the story; and if their version of the thing be questioned, they,
t he undersi gned persons, would deucedly well like to know who does
know about it if they don't.

"The undersi gned persons will now adjourn to ~The Spotted Dog
for beer. Farewell.

"(Signed) Janes Emerson Eanes,
"Warden of Brakespeare Coll ege, Canbridge

"l nnocent Smth.

Chapter 11

The Two Curates;
or, the Burglary Charge

Art hur | ngl ewood handed the document he had just read to the | eaders

of the prosecution, who exanined it with their heads together

Both the Jew and the Anerican were of sensitive and excitabl e stocks,
and they reveal ed by the junpings and bunpi ngs of the bl ack head and the
yel l ow that nothing could be done in the way of denial of the docunent.
The letter fromthe Warden was as authentic as the letter fromthe
Sub- War den, however regrettably different in dignity and social tone.

"Very few words," said I nglewod, "are required to concl ude

our case in this matter. Surely it is now plain that our client
carried his pistol about with the eccentric but innocent

pur pose of giving a whol esone scare to those whom he regarded
as bl aspheners. |n each case the scare was so whol esone

that the victimhinself has dated fromit as froma new birth.
Smith, so far frombeing a madman, is rather a mad doctor--

he wal ks the world curing frenzies and not distributing them
That is the answer to the two unanswerabl e questions which |

put to the prosecutors. That is why they dared not produce

a line by any one who had actually confronted the pistol

Al'l who had actually confronted the pistol confessed that they
had profited by it. That was why Smith, though a good shot,
never hit anybody. He never hit anybody because he was a good shot.
H's mnd was as clear of nurder as his hands are of bl ood.

This, | say, is the only possible explanation of these facts
and of all the other facts. No one can possibly explain

t he Warden's conduct except by believing the Warden's story.
Even Dr. Pym who is a very factory of ingenious theories,

could find no other theory to cover the case."

"There are prom sing per-spectives in hypnoti smand dual personality,"
said Dr. Cyrus Pymdream ly; "the science of crimnology is in
its infancy, and--"



"Infancy!" cried Moon, jerking his red pencil in the air with a gesture
of enlightenment; "why, that explains it!"

"I repeat," proceeded Inglewod, "that neither Dr. Pymnor any one el se
can account on any other theory but ours for the Warden's signature,
for the shots missed and the witnesses mssing."

The little Yankee had slipped to his feet with some return

of a cock-fighting cool ness. "The defence," he said,

"omts a coldly colossal fact. They say we produce none of

the actual victinms. Wal, here is one victim-England s cel ebrated
and stricken Warner. | reckon he is pretty well produced.

And they suggest that all the outrages were foll owed

by reconciliation. Wal, there's no flies on England' s Warner

and he isn't reconciliated nuch."

"My learned friend," said Moon, getting elaborately to his feet,

"must remenber that the science of shooting Dr. Warner is in its infancy.
Dr. Warner would strike the idlest eye as one specially difficult to startle
into any recognition of the glory of God. W admt that our client,

in this one instance, failed, and that the operation was not successful.

But | am enmpowered to offer, on behalf of my client, a proposal

for operating on Dr. Warner again, at his earliest convenience,

and w t hout further fees.”

"*Ang it all, Mchael," cried Gould, quite serious for the first time
in his life, "you mght give us a bit of bally sense for a chinge."

"What was Dr. Warner tal king about just before the first shot?"
asked Moon sharply.

"The creature," said Dr. Warner superciliously, "asked ne,
with characteristic rationality, whether it was ny birthday."

"And you answered, with characteristic swank," cried Mon, shooting out
a long lean finger, as rigid and arresting as the pistol of Smith,
“"that you didn't keep your birthday."

"Sonething |like that," assented the doctor.

"Then," continued Mbon, "he asked you why not, and you said it was because you
didn't see that birth was anything to rejoice over. Agreed? Now is there
any one who doubts that our tale is true?"

There was a cold crash of stillness in the room and Moon said, "Pax populi
vox Dei; it is the silence of the people that is the voice of God. O in
Dr. Pymis nmore civilized language, it is up to himto open the next charge.
On this we claiman acquittal."”

It was about an hour later. Dr. Cyrus Pym had remrai ned for an unprecedent ed
time with his eyes closed and his thunb and finger in the air.

It al nost seened as if he had been "struck so," as the nurses say;

and in the deathly silence Mchael Mon felt forced to relieve

the strain with sone remark. For the last hal f-hour or so the emni nent

crim nol ogi st had been expl ai ning that science took the same view

of of fences against property as id did of offences against life.

“Most nurder," he had said, "is a variation of homcidal mania,

and in the sane way nost theft is a version of kleptomania.



| cannot entertain any doubt that ny learned friends opposite

adequately con-ceive how this nust involve a schene of puni shnent

nore tol'rant and humane than the cruel methods of ancient codes.

They will doubtless exhibit consci ousness of a chasm so eninently yawning,
so thought-arresting, so--" It was here that he paused and i ndul ged

in the delicate gesture to which allusion has been nade; and M chae

could bear it no |onger.

"Yes, yes," he said inpatiently, "we admt the chasm
The ol d cruel codes accuse a nan of theft and send him
to prison for ten years. The tolerant and hunmane ticket
accuses him of nothing and sends himto prison for ever.
W pass the chasm™

It was characteristic of the eminent Pym in one of his trances
of verbal fastidiousness, that he went on, unconscious not only
of his opponent's interruption, but even of his own pause.

"So stock-inmproving," continued Dr. Cyrus Pym "so fraught

with real high hopes of the future. Science therefore

regards thieves, in the abstract, just as it regards nurderers.

It regards them not as sinners to be punished for an arbitrary period,
but as patients to be detained and cared for," (his first two digits
cl osed again as he hesitated)--"in short, for the required period.

But there is sonething special in the case we investigate here.

Kl ept omani a conmonly con-joins itsel f--"

"I beg pardon,"” said Mchael; "I did not ask just now because,

to tell the truth, | really though Dr. Pym though seem ngly verti cal
was enjoying well-earned slunber, with a pinch in his fingers

of scentless and delicate dust. But now that things are noving
alittle nore, there is something | should really like to know

| have hung on Dr. Pymis lips, of course, with an interest that it
were weak to call rapture, but | have so far been unable to form

any conjecture about what the accused, in the present instance,

i s supposed to have been and gone and done."

"I'f M. Mon will have patience," said Pymw th dignity, "he will find
that this was the very point to which nmy exposition was di-rected.

Kl eptomani a, | say, exhibits itself as a kind of physical attraction
to certain defined nmaterials; and it has been held (by no |l ess a nan
than Harris) that this is the ultimte explanation of the strict
speci ali smand vurry narrow professional outlook of nost crimnals.
One will have an irresistible physical inmpulsion towards pearl

sl eeve-1inks, while he passes over the npost el egant and cel ebrated

di anond sl eeve-links, placed about in the nbst conspicuous |ocations.

Another will inpede his flight with no |l ess than forty-seven buttoned boots,
whil e el astic-sided boots | eave himcold, and even sarcastic.
The specialismof the crimnal, | repeat, is a mark rather of insanity

than of any brightness of business habits; but there is one kind
of depredator to whomthis principle is at first sight hard to apply.
| allude to our fellowcitizen the housebreaker

"I't has been numintai ned by some of our bol dest young

trut h-seekers, that the eye of a burglar beyond the back-garden

wal | could hardly be caught and hypnotized by a fork

that is insulated in a | ocked box under the butler's bed.

They have thrown down the gauntlet to American science on this point.
They declare that dianond |inks are not |eft about in conspicuous

| ocations in the haunts of the | ower classes, as they were



in the great test experinent of Calypso College. W hope this
experinent here will be an answer to that young ringing chall enge,
and will bring the burglar once nore into line and union

with his fellow crimnals."”

Moon, whose face had gone through every phase of black bew | der ment
for five mnutes past, suddenly lifted his hand and struck the table
i n expl osive enlightennent.

"Ch, | seel"” he cried; "you nean that Smth is a burglar."

"I thought | nade it quite ad quately lucid," said M. Pym

folding up his eyelids. It was typical of this topsy-turvy private
trial that all the eloquent extras, all the rhetoric or digression

on either side, was exasperating and unintelligible to the other

Moon coul d not neke head or tail of the solemity of a new civilization
Pym coul d not make head or tail of the gaiety of an old one

"Al'l the cases in which Smith has figured as an expropriator,"
continued the Anerican doctor, "are cases of burglary.
Pursuing the sane course as in the previous case, we sel ect

t he indubitable instance fromthe rest, and we take the nost
correct cast-iron evidence. | will now call on ny coll eague,
M. Gould, to read a letter we have received fromthe earnest,
unspotted Canon of Durham Canon Hawkins."

M. Mses Gould leapt up with his usual alacrity to read the letter from

t he earnest and unspotted Hawkins. Mbses Gould could inmtate a farnyard wel I,
Sir Henry Irving not so well, Marie Lloyd to a point of excellence, and the
new notor horns in a manner that put himupon the platformof great artists.
But his imtation of a Canon of Durham was not convincing; indeed, the sense
of the letter was so nuch obscured by the extraordinary | eaps and gasps of his
pronunci ation that it is perhaps better to print it here as Mon read it when
alittle later, it was handed across the table.

"Dear Sir,--1 can scarcely feel surprise that the incident

you mention, private as it was, should have filtered through
our ommivorous journals to the nere popul ace; for the position
| have since attained makes ne, | conceive, a public character
and this was certainly the nost extraordi nary incident

in a not uneventful and perhaps not an uninportant career

| am by no neans wi thout experience in scenes of civil tumult.

| have faced many a political crisis in the old Prinrose League
days at Herne Bay, and, before | broke with the wilder set,
have spent nany a night at the Christian Social Union. But this
ot her experience was quite inconceivable. | can only describe
it as the letting | oose of a place which it is not for ne,

as a clergyman, to nention

"It occurred in the days when | was, for a short period,
a curate at Hoxton; and the other curate, then my coll eague,

i nduced ne to attend a nmeeting which he described, | nust say
profanely described, as calculated to pronote the ki ngdom
of God. | found, on the contrary, that it consisted entirely

of men in corduroys and greasy cl othes whose manners were coarse
and their opinions extrene.

"OfF ny colleague in question | wish to speak with the full est
respect and friendliness, and I will therefore say little.



No one can be nore convinced than | of the evil of politic

in the pulpit; and | never offer ny congregation any advice
about voting except in cases in which | feel strongly that they
are likely to make an erroneous selection. But, while | do

not nean to touch at all upon political or social problens,

I rmust say that for a clergynan to countenance, even in jest,
such discredited nostruns of dissipated demagogues as Soci al i sm
or Radicalism partakes of the character of the betrayal

of a sacred trust. Far be it fromne to say a word agai nst

t he Reverend Raynond Percy, the colleague in question

He was brilliant, | suppose, and to sone apparently fascinating;
but a clergyman who talks like a Socialist, wears his hair

like a pianist, and behaves |ike an intoxicated person

will never rise in his profession, or even obtain the adniration
of the good and wise. Nor is it for nme to utter ny personal

j udgenents of the appearance of the people in the hall

Yet a gl ance round the room revealing ranks of debased

and envious faces--"

"Adopting," said Mon explosively, for he was getting restive--"adopting
the reverend gentlenman's favourite figure of logic, may | say that

while tortures would not tear fromnme a whisper about his intellect,

he is a blasted old jackass."

"Real ly!" said Dr. Pymy "I protest."

"You nmust keep quiet, Mchael," said | ngl ewood; "they have a right
to read their story."

"Chair! Chair! Chair!" cried Gould, rolling about exuberantly in his own;
and Pym gl anced for a nonent towards the canopy which covered al
the authority of the Court of Beacon

"Ch, don't wake the old | ady," said Moon, |lowering his voice in a noody
good- hunour. "I apologize. | won't interrupt again."

Before the little eddy of interruption was ended the readi ng
of the clergyman's letter was already continuing.

"The proceedi ngs opened with a speech fromny col |l eague, of which |
will say nothing. It was deplorable. WMny of the audi ence

were Irish, and showed t he weakness of that inpetuous people.

VWen gat hered together into gangs and conspiraci es they seem

to lose altogether that |ovable good-nature and readi ness to accept
anything one tells them which distinguishes them as individuals."

Wth a slight start, Mchael rose to his feet, bowed sol emly,
and sat down agai n.

"These persons, if not silent, were at |east applausive during the speech

of M. Percy. He descended to their level with witticisms about rent

and a reserve of labour. Confiscation, expropriation, arbitration, and such
words with which I cannot soil ny lips, recurred constantly. Sone hours
afterward the stormbroke. | had been addressing the neeting for sone tineg,
pointing out the lack of thrift in the working classes, their insufficient
attendance at evening service, their neglect of the Harvest Festival, and of
many other things that mght materially help themto inprove their |ot.

It was, | think, about this time that an extraordinary interruption occurred.



An enornous, powerful man, partly concealed with white plaster

arose in the nmddle of the hall, and offered (in a |loud, roaring voice,

like a bull's) sonme observations which seened to be in a foreign | anguage.
M. Rayrmond Percy, ny colleague, descended to his level by entering into

a duel of repartee, in which he appeared to be the victor. The neeting
began to behave nore respectfully for a little; yet before | had said twelve
sentences nore the rush was made for the platform The enornous plasterer
in particular, plunged towards us, shaking the earth |ike an el ephant;

and | really do not know what woul d have happened if a man equally |arge,

but not quite so ill-dressed, had not junped up also and hel d hi maway.
This other big nan shouted a sort of speech to the nob as he was shoving
t hem back. | don't know what he said, but, what with shouting and shoving

and such horseplay, he got us out at a back door, while the wetched people
went roaring down another passage

"Then follows the truly extraordinary part of ny story. Wen he had got
us outside, in a nmean backyard of blistered grass leading into a | ane
with a very | onely-1ooking |anmp-post, this giant addressed nme as foll ows:
"You are well out of that, sir; now you'd better cone along with ne.

I want you to help me in an act of social justice, such as we've al

been tal king about. Come along!" And turning his big back abruptly,

he led us dowmn the lean old ane with the one | ean old | amp- post,

we scarcely knowi ng what to do but to follow him He had certainly

hel ped us in a nost difficult situation, and, as a gentleman, | could
not treat such a benefactor w th suspicion wi thout grave grounds.

Such al so was the view of ny Socialistic colleague, who (with al

his dreadful talk of arbitration) is a gentleman also. |In fact,

he cones of the Staffordshire Percies, a branch of the ol d house,

and has the black hair and pale, clear-cut face of the whole fanily.

| cannot but refer it to vanity that he should heighten his persona
advantages with black velvet or a red cross of considerable ostentation
and certainly--but | digress.

"A fog was coming up the street, and that |ast |ost |anp-post
faded behind us in a way that certainly depressed the m nd

The large man in front of us |ooked larger and |larger in the haze.
He did not turn round, but he said with his huge back to us,

"All that talking's no good; we want a little practical Socialism'

"1 quite agree,' said Percy; " but |I always |like to understand things
in theory before | put theminto practice.’

"*Ch, you just leave that to ne,' said the practical Socialist,
or whatever he was, with the nost terrifying vagueness.
"I have a way with ne. |'ma Perneator.

"*I could not imagine what he neant, but nmy conpanion | aughed,

so | was sufficiently reassured to continue the unaccountabl e journey
for the present. It led us through nost singular ways; out of the |ane,
where we were already rather cranped, into a paved passage,

at the end of which we passed through a wooden gate | eft open

W then found ourselves, in the increasing darkness and vapour,

crossi ng what appeared to be a beaten path across a kitchen garden

| called out to the enornous person going on in front, but he answered
obscurely that it was a short cut.

"I was just repeating nmy very natural doubt to my clerical conpanion
when | was brought up against a short |adder, apparently |eading

to a higher level of road. M thoughtless conpanion ran up it so
quickly that | could not do otherwi se than follow as best | could.



The path on which | then planted ny feet was quite unprecedentedly narrow.
I had never had to wal k al ong a thoroughfare so exiguous.

Al ong one side of it grew what, in the dark and density of air,

| first took to be some short, strong thicket of shrubs. Then | saw

that they were not short shrubs; they were the tops of tall trees.

I, an English gentlenan and cl ergynan of the Church of England--1 was
wal ki ng along the top of a garden wall |like a tomcat.

"I amglad to say that | stopped within ny first five steps,
and |l et | oose ny just reprobation, balancing nmyself as best |
could all the tinme.
"“It's aright-of-way,"' declared ny indefensible informant.
“It's closed to traffic once in a hundred years.'

"“M. Percy, M. Percy!" | called out; “you are not going
on with this blackguard?

"“Way, | think so,' answered ny unhappy colleague flippantly.
I think you and | are bigger blackguards than he is,
what ever he is.

"I ama burglar,' explained the big creature quite calmy.

1 am a nenber of the Fabian Society. | take back the wealth stolen

by the capitalist, not by sweeping civil war and revolution, but by reform
fitted to the special occasion--here a little and there a little.

Do you see that fifth house along the terrace with the flat roof?

|"m perneating that one to-night.'

"“Whether this is a crinme or a joke," | cried, | desire to be quit of it.'

"“The | adder is just behind you,' answered the creature
with horrible courtesy; “and, before you go, do let ne give
you ny card.'

"I'f I had had the presence of nind to show any proper spirit |
shoul d have flung it away, though any adequate gesture of the kind
woul d have gravely affected ny equilibriumupon the wall

As it was, in the wildness of the nonent, | put it in ny

wai st coat pocket, and, picking ny way back by wall and | adder,

| anded in the respectabl e streets once nore. Not before, however,
I had seen with my own eyes the two awful and | amentable facts--
that the burglar was clinbing up a slanting roof towards

t he chi meys, and that Raynond Percy (a priest of God and,

what was worse, a gentlenman) was crawling up after him

I have never seen either of themsince that day.

"I n consequence of this soul -searching experience | severed

ny connection with the wild set. | amfar from saying that
every nenber of the Christian Social Union nust necessarily
be a burglar. | have no right to bring any such charge.

But it gave me a hint of what courses may lead to in many cases;
and | saw them no nore.

"I have only to add that the photograph you encl ose, taken by a
M. Ingl ewood, is undoubtedly that of the burglar in question
VWen | got home that night | |ooked at his card, and he was inscribed
t here under the nane of Innocent Smith.--Yours faithfully,
"John d ement Hawkins."



Moon nerely went through the formof glancing at the paper. He knew that

t he prosecutors could not have invented so heavy a docunent; that Mdyses CGoul d
(for one) could no nore wite |like a canon than he could read |ike one.

After handing it back he rose to open the defence on the burglary charge.

"W wish," said Mchael, "to give all reasonable facilities to

the prosecution; especially as it will save the tinme of the whole court.
The latter object | shall once again pursue by passing over al

t hose points of theory which are so dear to Dr. Pym | know how t hey

are made. Perjury is a variety of aphasia, leading a man to say

one thing instead of another. Forgery is a kind of witer's cranp,
forcing a man to wite his uncle's nane instead of his own.

Piracy on the high seas is probably a form of sea-sickness. But it is
unnecessary for us to inquire into the causes of a fact which we deny.
I nnocent Smith never did conmit burglary at all

"I should like to claimthe power permitted by our previous arrangenent,
and ask the prosecution two or three questions."

Dr. Cyrus Pymclosed his eyes to indicate a courteous assent.

“In the first place," continued Mion, "have you the date of Canon Hawkins's
last glinpse of Smith and Percy clinmbing up the walls and roofs?"

"Ho, yus!" called out Gould smartly. "Novenber thirteen, eighteen ninety-one."

"Have you," continued Mon, "identified the houses in Hoxton up
whi ch they clinbed?"

"Must have been Ladysmth Terrace out of the highroad,"
answered Gould with the sane cl ockwor k readi ness.

"Well," said Mchael, cocking an eyebrow at him "was there any burglary
in that terrace that night? Surely you could find that out."

"There may well have been," said the doctor primy, after a pause,
"an unsuccessful one that led to no legalities."

"Anot her question," proceeded M chael. "Canon Hawkins, in his
bl ood- and-t hunder boyi sh way, left off at the exciting nonent.
Wy don't you produce the evidence of the other clergyman

who actually followed the burglar and presumably was present
at the crime?"

Dr. Pymrose and planted the points of his fingers on the table,
as he did when he was specially confident of the clearness
of his reply.

"W have entirely failed," he said, "to track the other clergyman
who seenms to have nelted into the ether after Canon Hawki ns had

seen him as-cending the gutters and the leads. | amfully aware
that this may strike many as sing'lar; yet, upon reflection

I think it will appear pretty natural to a bright thinker

This M. Raynond Percy is admttedly, by the canon's evidence,

a mnister of eccentric ways. His con-nection with England' s proudest
and fairest does not seemngly prevent a taste for the society

of the real |owdown. On the other hand, the prisoner Smith is,

by general agreenent, a man of irr'sistible fascination

| entertain no doubt that Smith | ed the Revered Percy into the crine



and forced himto hide his head in the real crininal class.
That would fully account for his non-appearance, and the failure
of all attenpts to trace him"

"It is inpossible, then, to trace hin?" asked Mon
"I npossi ble," repeated the specialist, shutting his eyes.
"You are sure it's inmpossible?"

"Ch dry up, Mchael," cried Gould, irritably. "We'd 'have
found "imif we could, for you bet 'e saw the burglary.
Look for your own 'ead in the dustbin. You'll find that--
after a bit," and his voice died away in grunbling.

"Arthur," directed Mchael Mon, sitting down, "kindly read
M. Raynmond Percy's letter to the court."

"Wshing, as M. Mon has said, to shorten the proceedi ngs as nuch

as possible," began Inglewood, "I will not read the first part

of the letter sent to us. It is only fair to the prosecution

to admit the account given by the second clergyman fully ratifies,

as far as the facts are concerned, that given by the first clergyman.

We concede, then, the canon's story so far as it goes. This nust
necessarily be valuable to the prosecutor and al so convenient to the court.
| begin M. Percy's letter, then, at the point when all three nen

were standing on the garden wall: --

"As | wat ched Hawki ns wavering on the wall, | nade up ny own nind

not to waver. A cloud of wath was on ny brain, |ike the cloud

of copper fog on the houses and gardens round. M decision was
violent and sinple; yet the thoughts that led up to it were so
conplicated and contradictory that | could not retrace them now.

I knew Hawki ns was a ki nd, innocent gentlenman; and | woul d have

gi ven ten pounds for the pleasure of kicking himdown the road.

That God shoul d al | ow good people to be as bestially stupid as that--
rose against ne like a towering bl aspheny.

"At Oxford, | fear, | had the artistic tenperanent rather badly;

and artists love to be limted. | liked the church as a pretty pattern
di sci pline was nere decoration. | delighted in nmere divisions of tine;
| liked eating fish on Friday. But then I like fish; and the fast

was made for men who like meat. Then | cane to Hoxton and found men

who had fasted for five hundred years; nen who had to gnaw fish because
they could not get neat--and fish-bones when they could not get fish.

As too many British officers treat the arny as a review, so | had treated
the Church Mlitant as if it were the Church Pageant. Hoxton cures that.
Then | realized that for eighteen hundred years the Church MIlitant

had not been a pageant, but a riot--and a suppressed riot.

There, still living patiently in Hoxton, were the people to whom

t he trenendous pronises had been made. In the face of that | had

to becone a revolutionary if | was to continue to be religious.

In Hoxton one cannot be a conservative wi thout being al so an atheist--
and a pessimst. Nobody but the devil could want to conserve Hoxton

"On the top of all this comes Hawkins. |If he had cursed all the Hoxton nen
excomuni cated them and told themthey were going to hell, | should

have rather admired him |f he had ordered themall to be burned

in the market-place, | should still have had that patience that al



good Christians have with the wongs inflicted on other people.

But there is no priestcraft about Hawki ns--nor any other kind of craft.

He is as perfectly incapable of being a priest as he is of being a carpenter
or a cabman or a gardener or a plasterer. He is a perfect gentleman;

that is his conplaint. He does not inpose his creed, but sinply his class.
He never said a word of religion in the whole of his dammabl e address.

He sinply said all the things his brother, the najor, would have said.

A voi ce from heaven assures ne that he has a brother, and that this

brother is a major.

"When this hel pless aristocrat had praised cleanliness in the body
and convention in the soul to people who could hardly keep body
and soul together, the stanpede against our platform began.

| took part in his undeserved rescue, | followed his

obscure deliverer, until (as | have said) we stood together

on the wall above the di mgardens, already clouding with fog.

Then | | ooked at the curate and at the burglar, and decided, in a spasm
of inspiration, that the burglar was the better man of the two.
The burglar seened quite as kind and human as the curate was--

and he was al so brave and self-reliant, which the curate was not.

| knew there was no virtue in the upper class, for | belong to

it myself; | knew there was not so very much in the | ower class,
for | had lived with it a long time. Many old texts about

t he despi sed and persecuted came back to my mind, and | thought
that the saints mght well be hidden in the crimnal class.

About the time Hawkins let hinself down the |adder | was crawing
up a low, sloping, blue-slate roof after the |large man, who went
leaping in front of me like a gorilla.

"This upward scranble was short, and we soon found

oursel ves tranping along a broad road of flat roofs,

broader than many big thoroughfares, wth chi mey-pots here

and there that seened in the haze as bulky as small forts.

The asphyxi ati on of the fog seened to increase the sonewhat
swol | en and norbi d anger under which ny brain and body | aboured.
The sky and all those things that are comonly cl ear seened
overpowered by sinister spirits. Tall spectres with turbans of vapour
seermed to stand higher than the sun or moon, eclipsing both.

| thought dimy of illustrations to the "Arabian N ghts

on brown paper with rich but sonbre tints, show ng geni

gat hering round the Seal of Solonobn. By the way, what was

the Seal of Solomon? Nothing to do with sealing-wax really,

| suppose; but my nmuddl ed fancy felt the thick clouds as being
of that heavy and clinging substance, of strong opaque col our
poured out of boiling pots and stanped into nonstrous enbl ens.

"The first effect of the tall turbaned vapours was that discol oured

| ook of pea-soup or coffee brown of which Londoners comonly speak

But the scene grew subtler with famliarity. W stood above the average
of the housetops and saw sonething of that thing called snbke, which in
great cities creates the strange thing called fog. Beneath us rose

a forest of chimey-pots. And there stood in every chimey-pot, as if it
were a flower-pot, a brief shrub or a tall tree of col oured vapour

The col ours of the snoke were various; for sone chi nmneys were from
firesides and sone fromfactories, and sone again from nere rubbi sh heaps.
And yet, though the tints were all varied, they all seemed unnatural
like fumes froma witch's pot. It was as if the shaneful and ugly
shapes growi ng shapel ess in the caul dron sent up each its separate

spurt of steam coloured according to the fish or flesh consuned.

Here, aglow from underneath, were dark red clouds, such as might drift



fromdark jars of sacrificial blood; there the vapour was dark indigo gray,
like the long hair of witches steeped in the hell-broth. In another

pl ace the snpoke was of an awful opaque ivory yellow, such as m ght

be the disenbodi nent of one of their old, |eprous waxen images.

But right across it ran a line of bright, sinister, sulphurous green

as clear and crooked as Arabic--"

M. Mdses Gould once nore attenpted the arrest of the 'bus.

He was understood to suggest that the reader should shorten

t he proceedings by |leaving out all the adjectives. Ms. Duke,

who had woken up, observed that she was sure it was all very nice,
and the decision was duly noted down by Mdses with a bl ue,

and by Mchael with a red, pencil. |nglewod then resuned

t he readi ng of the docunent.

"Then | read the witing of the snmoke. Snoke was |ike the nodern
city that nakes it; it is not always dull or ugly, but it is always
wi cked and vai n.

"Mbdern Engl and was like a cloud of snoke; it could carry

all colours, but it could | eave nothing but a stain. It was our
weakness and not our strength that put a rich refuse in the sky.

These were the rivers of our vanity pouring into the void.

We had taken the sacred circle of the whirlwi nd, and | ooked down on it,
and seen it as a whirlpool. And then we had used it as a sink

It was a good synbol of the nutiny in my own m nd

Only our worst things were going to heaven. Only our crimnals

could still ascend |Iike angels.

"As ny brain was blinded with such enotions, my gui de stopped

by one of the big chimey-pots that stood at the regular intervals
like | amp-posts along that uplifted and aerial highway.

He put his heavy hand upon it, and for the noment | thought he was
nerely leaning on it, tired with his steep scranble along the terrace
So far as | could guess fromthe abysses, full of fog on either side,
and the veiled lights of red brown and ol d gold gl owi ng through

t hem now and again, we were on the top of one of those |ong,
consecutive, and genteel rows of houses which are still to be

found lifting their heads above poorer districts, the remains

of sonme rage of optimsmin earlier speculative builders.

Probably enough, they were entirely untenanted, or tenanted

only by such small clans of the poor as gather also in the old

enpti ed palaces of Italy. Indeed, sone little tine later

when the fog had lifted a little, | discovered that we

were wal king round a senmi-circle of crescent which fell away
bel ow us into one flat square or wi de street bel ow anot her

like a giant stairway, in a manner not unknown in the eccentric
bui I di ng of London, and |l ooking like the |ast |edges of the |and.

But a cloud sealed the giant stairway as yet.

"My specul ation about the sullen skyscape, however, were interrupted
by sonethi ng as unexpected as the nmoon falling fromthe sky.

Instead of ny burglar lifting his hand fromthe chi mey

he | eaned on, he leaned on it a little nore heavily, and the whole
chi mey-pot turned over |ike the opening top of an inkstand

| remenbered the short | adder |eaning against the |low wall and felt
sure he had arranged his crimnal approach | ong before.

"The col | apse of the big chi mey-pot ought to have been the cul nination



of my chaotic feelings; but, to tell the truth, it produced a sudden sense
of conmedy and even of confort. | could not recall what connected this
abrupt bit of housebreaking with sone quaint but still kindly fancies.

Then | renenbered the delightful and uproarious scenes of roofs and chi meys
in the harl equi nades of ny childhood, and was darkly and quite irrationally
conforted by a sense of unsubstantiality in the scene, as if the houses

were of lath and paint and pasteboard, and were only neant to be tunbled

in and out of by policemen and pantal oons. The | aw breaki ng of my conpani on
seermed not only seriously excusable, but even conically excusable.

Who were all these ponpous preposterous people with their footmen and their
foot-scrapers, their chimmey-pots and their chi mey-pot hats, that they
shoul d prevent a poor clown fromgetting sausages if he wanted then?

One woul d suppose that property was a serious thing. | had reached,

as it were, a higher level of that nountainous and vapourous visions,

t he heaven of a higher levity.

"My guide had junped down into the dark cavity reveal ed by the displaced
chi mey-pot. He nust have | anded at a | evel considerably |ower, for

tall as he was, nothing but his weirdly tousled head remai ned visible
Sonet hing again far off, and yet famliar, pleased ne about this way

of invading the houses of nmen. | thought of little chi mey-sweeps,

and " The Water Babies;' but | decided that it was not that.

Then | renenbered what it was that made ne connect such topsy-turvy
trespass with ideas quite opposite to the idea of crine.

Christmas Eve, of course, and Santa Cl aus conmi ng down the chi mey.

"Al nost at the sanme instant the hairy head di sappeared into the black hole;
but | heard a voice calling to ne frombelow. A second or two afterwards,

the hairy head reappeared; it was dark against the nore fiery part of the fog,
and nothing could be spelt of its expression, but its voice called on ne

to follow with that enthusiastic inpatience proper only anong old friends.

| jumped into the gulf, and as blindly as Curtius, for | was still thinking

of Santa Claus and the traditional virtue of such vertical entrance.

"I'n every well-appointed gentlenman's house, | reflected, there was
the front door for the gentlenen, and the side door for the tradesnen;
but there was also the top door for the gods. The chimmey is,

so to speak, the underground passage between earth and heaven

By this starry tunnel Santa C aus manages--1like the skyl ark--

to be true to the kindred points of heaven and hone.

Nay, owing to certain conventions, and a widely distributed |ack

of courage for clinbing, this door was, perhaps, little used.

But Santa C aus's door was really the front door

it was the door fronting the universe.

"I thought this as | groped ny way across the black garret, or loft bel ow

t he roof, and scranbl ed down the squat |adder that let us down into a yet
larger loft below Yet it was not till | was half-way down the | adder that I
suddenly stood still, and thought for an instant of retracing all mny steps,
as nmy conpanion had retraced them fromthe begi nning of the garden wall.

The nane of Santa C aus had suddenly brought ne back to ny senses.

| remenbered why Santa Cl ause came, and why he was wel cone.

"I was brought up in the propertied classes, and with al
their horror of offences against property. | had heard al
t he regul ar denunci ati ons of robbery, both right and wong;
| had read the Ten Commandnents in church a thousand times.
And then and there, at the age of thirty-four, half-way
down a | adder in a dark roomin the bodily act of burglar

| saw suddenly for the first tine that theft, after all



is really wong.

"It was too late to turn back, however, and | foll owed

the strangely soft footsteps of ny huge conpani on across

the lower and larger loft, till he knelt down on a part

of the bare flooring and, after a few funbling efforts,

lifted a sort of trapdoor. This released a |ight from bel ow,
and we found oursel ves | ooking down into a lanp-lit sitting room
of the sort that in |large houses often | eads out of a bedroom
and is an adjunct to it. Light thus breaking from beneath
our feet like a soundl ess expl osion, showed that the trapdoor
just lifted was clogged with dust and rust, and had doubtl ess
been | ong disused until the advent of my enterprising friend.
But | did not ook at this long, for the sight of the shining
room underneath us had an al nost unnatural attractiveness.

To enter a nodern interior at so strange an angl e,

by so forgotten a door, was an epoch in one's psychol ogy.

It was |ike having found a fourth di mension

"My conpanion dropped fromthe aperture into the room so suddenly
and soundl essly, that | could do nothing but follow him

t hough, for lack of practice in crime, | was by no neans soundl ess.
Bef ore the echo of ny boots had died away, the big burglar

had gone quickly to the door, half opened it, and stood | ooking
down the staircase and listening. Then, |eaving the door

still half open, he cane back into the mddle of the room

and ran his roving blue eye round its furniture and ornanent.

The room was confortably lined with books in that rich and human
way that nmakes the walls seemalive; it was a deep and full

but slovenly, bookcase, of the sort that is constantly ransacked
for the purposes of reading in bed. One of those stunted

German stoves that | ook like red goblins stood in a corner,

and a sideboard of wal nut wood with closed doors in its |ower part.
There were three wi ndows, high but narrow. After another glance round
ny housebr eaker plucked the wal nut doors open and rummaged i nsi de.
He found nothing there, apparently, except an extrenely

handsonme cut-gl ass decanter, containing what |ooked |ike port.
Sonehow t he sight of the thief returning with this ridiculous little
[ uxury in his hand woke within ne once nore all the revelation

and revulsion | had felt above.

"“Don't doit!" | cried quite incoherently, "“Santa C aus--'

"“Ah,' said the burglar, as he put the decanter on the table
and stood | ooking at ne, “you've thought about that, too.'

"I can't express a mllionth part of what |'ve thought of,' | cried,
“but it's sonmething like this... oh, can't you see it? Wy are children
not afraid of Santa Cl aus, though he cones like a thief in the night?

He is permtted secrecy, trespass, alnost treachery--because there are
nore toys where he has been. What should we feel if there were |ess?
Down what chimey fromhell would cone the goblin that should take

away the children's balls and dolls while they slept? Could a G eek
tragedy be nore gray and cruel than that daybreak and awakeni ng?
Dog-steal er, horse-steal er, nan-steal er--can you think of anything

so base as a toy-stealer?

"The burglar, as if absently, took a large revolver fromhis pocket and laid
it on the table beside the decanter, but still kept his blue reflective eyes
fixed on ny face.



"*Man!' | said, "all stealing is toy-stealing. That's why
it's really wong. The goods of the unhappy children of men
shoul d be really respected because of their worthl essness.

I know Naboth's vineyard is as painted as Noah's Ark. | know
Nat han's ewe-lanb is really a woolly baa-lanb on a wooden stand.
That is why | could not take themaway. | did not mnd so nuch,

as long as | thought of nen's things as their val uabl es;
but | dare not put a hand upon their vanities.'

"After a monment | added abruptly, “Only saints and sages ought to be robbed.
They may be stripped and pillaged; but not the poor little worldly people
of the things that are their poor little pride.’

"He set out two wi neglasses fromthe cupboard, filled them both,
and lifted one of themwith a salutation towards his |ips.

"“Don't doit!" | cried. "It mght be the last bottle of some rotten
vintage or other. The master of this house may be quite proud of it.
Don't you see there's sonething sacred in the silliness of such things?

"“It's not the last bottle,' answered ny crimnal calny;
“there's plenty nore in the cellar.

" You know t he house, then? | said.

"“Too well,' he answered, with a sadness so strange as to have
sonething eerie about it. °| amalways trying to forget what | know- -
and to find what | don't know.' He drained his glass.

"Besides,' he added, it will do himgood.'

"“What will do him good?

"“The wine I'mdrinking,' said the strange person
"“Does he drink too nmuch, then?'" | inquired.
"“No,' he answered, “not unless | do.'

"“Do you nean,' | demanded, “that the owner of this house approves
of all you do?

"“God forbid,' he answered; “but he has to do the sane.'

"The dead face of the fog looking in at all three w ndows
unr easonabl e increased a sense of riddle, and even terror
about this tall, narrow house we had entered out of the sky.
| had once nore the notion about the gigantic genii--

I fancied that enormous Egyptian faces, of the dead reds

and yell ows of Egypt, were staring in at each wi ndow of our
little lanmp-1it roomas at a lighted stage of marionettes.

My conpani on went on playing with the pistol in front of him
and talking with the same rather creepy confidential ness.

"1 amalways trying to find him-to catch hi munawares
I come in through skylights and trapdoors to find him
but whenever | find him-he is doing what | am doing."'

"I sprang to ny feet with a thrill of fear. “~There is sone one com ng,
| cried, and ny cry had sonething of a shriek init. "Not from



the stairs bel ow, but along the passage fromthe inner bedchanber

(whi ch seenmed sonehow to nake it nore alarmng), footsteps were

com ng nearer. | amaquite unable to say what nystery, or nonster

or double, | expected to see when the door was pushed open fromwthin
| amonly quite certain that | did not expect to see what | did see.

"Franed in the open doorway stood, with an air of great serenity,

a rather tall young woman, definitely though indefinably artistic--
her dress the colour of spring and her hair of autumm | eaves,

with a face which, though still conparatively young,

conveyed experience as well as intelligence. Al she said was,

1 didn't hear you come in.'

"I came in another way,' said the Perneator, somewhat vaguely.
“I'd left ny |atchkey at hone.'

"I got to ny feet in a mxture of politeness and nani a.
“I'mreally very sorry," | cried. "1 know ny position is irregular
Woul d you be so obliging as to tell me whose house this is.?

"*Mne,' said the burglar, "May | present you to ny wfe?

"I doubtfully, and sonewhat slowy, resumed ny seat;

and | did not get out of it till nearly morning. Ms. Smith
(such was the prosaic nane of this far from prosai c househol d)
lingered a little, talking slightly and pleasantly.

She left on nmy mind the inpression of a certain odd m xture
of shyness and sharpness; as if she knew the world well,

but was still alittle harmessly afraid of it.

Per haps t he possession of so junpy and incal cul abl e a husband
had left her a little nervous. Anyhow, when she had retired
to the inner chanmber once nore, that extraordinary nman poured
forth his apol ogi a and aut obi ography over the dw ndling w ne.

"He had been sent to Canbridge with a view to a mathenati cal
and scientific, rather than a classical or literary, career.

A starless nihilismwas then the phil osophy of the schools;
and it bred in hima war between the menbers and the spirit,
but one in which the menbers were right. Wile his brain
accepted the black creed, his very body rebelled against it.
As he put it, his right hand taught himterrible things.

As the authorities of Canbridge University put it, unfortunately,
it had taken the formof his right hand flourishing a | oaded
firearmin the very face of a distinguished don, and driving
himto clinmb out of the window and cling to a waterspout.

He had done it sol ely because the poor don had professed

in theory a preference for non-existence. For this

very unacadeni c type of argunent he had been sent down.
Vomting as he was with revul sion, fromthe pessimsmthat had
quai | ed under his pistol, he made hinself a kind of fanatic

of the joy of life. He cut across all the associations

of serious-mnded nen. He was gay, but by no neans carel ess.
Hi s practical jokes were nore in earnest than verbal ones.
Though not an optinist in the absurd sense of maintaining that
life is all beer and skittles, he did really seemto naintain
that beer and skittles are the nost serious part of it.

"What is nore immortal,' he would cry, “than |l ove and war?
Type of all desire and joy--beer. Type of all battle

and conquest--skittles.'



"There was sonething in himof what the old world called

the solemity of revels--when they spoke of "sol emi zi ng'

a nere masquerade or weddi ng banquet. Neverthel ess he was not
a nere pagan any nore than he was a nere practical joker.

His eccentricities sprang froma static fact of faith,
initself nystical, and even childlike and Christian

"I don't deny,' he said, "that there should be priests to rem nd
men that they will one day die. | only say that at certain
strange epochs it is necessary to have another kind of priests,
call ed poets, actually to renmind men that they are not dead yet.
The intell ectual s anong whom | noved were not even alive enough
to fear death. They hadn't enough blood in themto be cowards.
Until a pistol barrel was poked under their very noses they never
even knew t hey had been born. For ages |ooking up an eterna
perspective it might be true that |life is a learning to die.

But for these little white rats it was just as true that death
was their only chance of learning to |ive.

"His creed of wonder was Christian by this absolute test; that he felt
it continually slipping fromhinself as nuch as from ot hers.

He had the sane pistol for hinmself, as Brutus said of the dagger

He continually ran preposterous risks of high precipice or headl ong
speed to keep alive the nmere conviction that he was alive.

He treasured up trivial and yet insane details that had once

rem nded himof the awful subconscious reality. When the don

had hung on the stone gutter, the sight of his Iong dangling Iegs,
vibrating in the void |like w ngs, sonehow awoke the naked satire

of the old definition of man as a two-1egged ani mal wi thout feathers.
The wret ched professor had been brought into peril by his head,

whi ch he had so el aborately cultivated, and only saved

by his legs, which he had treated with col dness and negl ect.

Smith could think of no other way of announcing or recording this,
except to send a telegramto an old friend (by this tine a

total stranger) to say that he had just seen a man with two | egs;

and that the man was alive.

"The uprush of his released optimsmburst into stars |like a rocket
when he suddenly fell in love. He happened to be shooting a high

and very headlong weir in a canoe, by way of proving to hinself

that he was alive; and he soon found hinmself involved in sone doubt
about the continuance of the fact. Wat was worse, he found he had
equal |y jeopardized a harm ess |ady alone in a row ng-boat, and one
who had provoked death by no professions of phil osophic negation

He apol ogi zed in wild gasps through all his wild wet |abours to bring
her to the shore, and when he had done so at |ast, he seens to have
proposed to her on the bank. Anyhow, with the sane inpetuosity

wi th which he had nearly nurdered her, he conpletely nmarried her;

and she was the lady in green to whom | had recently and "good-night.'

"They had settled down in these high narrow houses

near Hi ghbury. Perhaps, indeed, that is hardly the word.

One could strictly say that Smith was narried, that he was very
happily nmarried, that he not only did not care for any woman

but his wife, but did not seemto care for any place but his hong;
but perhaps one could hardly say that he had settled down.

"I ama very donestic fellow,' he explained with gravity,

“and have often cone in through a broken w ndow rather than be
late for tea.'



"He | ashed his soul with laughter to prevent it falling asleep

He lost his wife a series of excellent servants by knocki ng at

the door as a total stranger, and asking if M. Smith lived there
and what kind of a man he was. The London general servant is not
used to the master indulging in such transcendental ironies.

And it was found inpossible to explain to her that he did it in order
to feel the sane interest in his own affairs that he always felt

i n other people's.

"l know there's a fellow called Snmith," he said in his rather
weird way, “living in one of the tall houses in this terrace.

I know he is really happy, and yet | can never catch himat it.'

"Sometines he woul d, of a sudden, treat his wife with a kind of paral yzed
politeness, like a young stranger struck with love at first sight.

Sonetinmes he would extend this poetic fear to the very furniture;

woul d seemto apol ogize to the chair he sat on, and clinmb the staircase

as cautiously as a cragsman, to renew in hinself the sense of their skeleton
of reality. Every stair is a |adder and every stool a |eg, he said.

And at other times he would play the stranger exactly in the opposite sense,
and woul d enter by another way, so as to feel like a thief and a robber

He woul d break and violate his own honme, as he had done with nme that night.
It was near norning before | could tear nyself fromthis queer confidence

of the Man Who Wuld Not Die, and as | shook hands with himon the doorstep
the last load of fog was lifting, and rifts of daylight reveal ed the stairway
of irregular street levels that |ooked |like the end of the world.

“I't will be enough for many to say that | had passed a night with a maniac.
VWhat other term it will be said, could be applied to such a being?
A man who renminds hinself that he is narried by pretending not to be married!
A man who tries to covet his own goods instead of his neighbor's! On
this | have but one word to say, and |I feel it of my honour to say it,
t hough no one understands. | believe the nmani ac was one of those who
do not nerely cone, but are sent; sent |like a great gale upon ships
by H m who nade Hi s angels winds and H's nessengers a flamng fire.
This, at least, | know for certain. Wether such nen have | aughed
or wept, we have laughed at their laughter as nuch as at their weeping.
Wet her they cursed or blessed the world, they have never fitted it.
It is true that men have shrunk fromthe sting of a great satirist
as if fromthe sting of an adder. But it is equally true that nmen flee
fromthe enbrace of a great optim st as fromthe enbrace of a bear
Not hi ng brings down nmore curses than a real benediction
For the goodness of good things, |ike the badness of bad things,
is a prodi gy past speech; it is to be pictured rather than spoken
We shall have gone deeper than the deeps of heaven and grown ol der than
t he ol dest angels before we feel, even in its first faint vibrations,
the everlasting violence of that double passion with which God hates
and loves the world.--1 am vyours faithfully,

"Raynond Percy."

"Ch, 'oly, 'oly, '"oly!" said M. Mses Gould.

The instant he had spoken all the rest knew they had been

in an alnost religious state of submi ssion and assent.

Sonet hi ng had bound them together; sonmething in the sacred tradition
of the last two words of the letter; something also in the touching
and boyi sh enmbarrassnment with which |Ingl ewood had read them -

for he had all the thin-skinned reverence of the agnostic.

Moses Gould was as good a fellowin his way as ever |ived;



far kinder to his famly than nore refined nen of pleasure,

sinple and steadfast in his admration, a thoroughly whol esone

ani mal and a thoroughly genui ne character. But wherever there

is conflict, crises cone in which any soul, personal or racial
unconsciously turns on the world the nost hateful of its hundred faces.
English reverence, Irish nysticism Anerican idealism

| ooked up and saw on the face of Mdses a certain snle

It was that smile of the Cynic Triunphant, which has been the tocsin
for many a cruel riot in Russian villages or nediaeval towns.

"Ch, 'oly, 'oly, "oly!" said Mises Goul d.

Finding that this was not well received, he explained further,
exuberance deepeni ng on his dark exuberant features.

"Always fun to see a bl oke swallow a wasp when 'e's corfin' up a fly,"
he said pleasantly. "Don't you see you've bunged up old Smth anyhow.
If this parson's tale's OK --why, Smthis 'ot. 'E s pretty 'ot.

We find himelopin' with Mss Gray (best respects!) in a cab

Vel |, what abart this Ms. Smith the curate talks of, with her

bl arsted shyness--transm gogrified into a blighted sharpness?

Mss Gray ain't been very sharp, but | reckon she'll be pretty shy."

"Don't be a brute," grow ed M chael Moon.

None could Iift their eyes to | ook at Mary; but Inglewood sent a gl ance
along the table at Innocent Smith. He was still bowed above his paper toys,
and a winkle was on his forehead that mi ght have been worry or sharne.

He carefully plucked out one corner of a conplicated paper and tucked it

in el sewhere; then the winkle vani shed and he | ooked relieved.

Chapter 111

The Round Road;
or, the Desertion Charge

Pymrose with sincere enbarrassnment; for he was an Anerican
and his respect for ladies was real, and not at all scientific.

"Ignoring," he said, "the delicate and considerable knightly protests

t hat have been called forth by nmy coll eague's native sense of oration

and apol ogizing to all for whomour wild search for truth seenms unsuitable
to the grand ruins of a feudal land, | still think ny colleague's question
by no nmeans devoid of rel'vancy. The | ast charge agai nst the accused was
one of burglary; the next charge on the paper is of bigamy and desertion
It does without question appear that the defence, in aspiring to rebut
this last charge, have really adnmitted the next. Either Innocent Smth

is still under a charge of attenpted burglary, or else that is expl oded;
but he is pretty well fixed for attenpted bigany. It all depends on

what view we take of the alleged letter from Curate Percy. Under these
conditions | feel justified in claimng my right to questions.

May | ask how t he defence got hold of the letter fromCurate Percy? D d it
cone direct fromthe prisoner?"

"We have had nothing direct fromthe prisoner," said Mon quietly.



"The few docunents which the defence guarantees cane to us
from anot her quarter."

"From what quarter?" asked Dr. Pym

"I'f you insist," answered Moon, "we had themfrom M ss G ay.
"Dr. Cyrus Pymquite forgot to close his eyes, and, instead,
opened them very wi de.

"Do you really nean to say," he said, "that Mss Gray was i n possession
of this docunment testifying to a previous Ms. Smth?"

"Quite so," said Inglewod, and sat down.

The doctor said sonething about infatuation in a | ow and pai nful voice,
and then with visible difficulty continued his opening remarKks.

"Unfortunately the tragic truth revealed by Curate Percy's narrative
is only too crushingly confirnmed by other and shocki ng docunents

in our own possession. O these the principal and nost certain is

the testinony of Innocent Smith's gardener, who was present at the nost
dramatic and eye-opening of his many acts of marital infidelity.

M. CGould, the gardener, please."

M. Gould, with his tireless cheerful ness, arose to present the gardener
That functionary expl ained that he had served M. and Ms. Innocent Smith when
they had a little house on the edge of Croydon. Fromthe gardener's tale,
with its many small allusions, Inglewod grew certain he had seen the place.
It was one of those corners of town or country that one does not forget,

for it looked like a frontier. The garden hung very high above

the lane, and its end was steep and sharp, like a fortress.

Beyond was a roll of real country, with a white path sprawing across it,
and the roots, boles, and branches of great gray trees withing and tw sting
against the sky. But as if to assert that the |lane itself was suburban

were sharply relieved against that gray and tossing upland a | anp- post

that stood exactly at the corner. Inglewod was sure of the place;

he had passed it twenty tinmes in his constitutionals on the bicycle;

he had always dimy felt it was a place where sonet hing m ght occur

But it gave himquite a shiver to feel that the face of his frightful friend
or eneny Smith might at any time have appeared over the garden bushes above.
The gardener's account, unlike like the curate's, was quite free

from decorative adjectives, however many he may have uttered privately

when witing it. He sinply said that on a particular nmorning M. Smth

cane out and began to play about with a rake, as he often did.

Sonetinmes he would tickle the nose of his eldest child (he had two children);
someti mes he woul d hook the rake on to the branch of a tree,

and hoist himself up with horrible gymastic jerks, |ike those of

agiant frog in its final agony. Never, apparently, did he think

of putting the rake to any of its proper uses, and the gardener

i n consequence, treated his actions with coldness and brevity.

But the gardener was certain that on one particular norning in Cctober he
(the gardener) had come round the corner of the house carrying the hose,

had seen M. Snith standing on the lawn in a striped red and white jacket
(whi ch m ght have been his snoking-jacket, but was quite as like a part

of his pyjamas), and had heard himthen and there call out to his wife,

who was | ooki ng out of the bedroom w ndow on to the garden, these decisive
and very | oud expressions--

"I won't stay here any longer. |[|'ve got another wi fe and much



better children a long way fromhere. M other w fe's got redder
hair than yours, and my other garden's got a nuch finer situation
and |'mgoing off to them"

Wth these words, apparently, he sent the rake flying far up into the sky,
hi gher than many coul d have shot an arrow, and caught it again.

Then he cleared the hedge at a leap and alighted on his feet down

in the lane below, and set off up the road w thout even a hat.

Much of the picture was doubtless supplied by Inglewod s accidenta
nmenory of the place. He could see with his nind' s eye that big

bar e- headed figure with the ragged rake swaggering up the crooked

woodl and road, and | eaving | anp-post and pillar-box behind.

But the gardener, on his own account, was quite prepared to swear

to the public confession of bigany, to the tenporary di sappearance

of the rake in the sky, and the final disappearance of the man up

the road. Moreover, being a |ocal nan, he could swear that, beyond sone
[ ocal runours that Smith had enbarked on the south-eastern coast,
not hi ng was known of hi m agai n.

Thi s inpression was somewhat curiously clinched by Mchael Mon in the few
but cl ear phrases in which he opened the defence upon the third charge.

So far fromdenying that Smith had fled from Croydon and di sappeared on
the Continent, he seened prepared to prove all this on his own account.

"I hope you are not so insular," he said, "that you will not respect

the word of a French innkeeper as nuch as that of an English gardener.

By M. Inglewod s favour we will hear the French innkeeper."

Bef ore the conpany had deci ded the delicate point |Inglewod was already
readi ng the account in question. It was in French. It seenmed to them
to run sonething like this:--

"Sir,--Yes; | amDurobin of Durobin's Cafe on the sea-front at G as,
rather north of Dunquerque. | amwlling to wite all | know
of the stranger out of the sea.

"I have no synpathy with eccentrics or poets. A man of sense

| ooks for beauty in things deliberately intended to be beauti ful

such as a trimflower-bed or an ivory statuette. One does not pernmit
beauty to pervade one's whole life, just as one does not pave

all the roads with ivory or cover all the fields w th geraniuns.

My faith, but we should mss the onions!

"But whether | read things backwards through nmy nenory, or whether there
are indeed atnospheres of psychol ogy which the eye of science cannot

as yet pierce, it is the huniliating fact that on that particular evening
| felt like a poet--like any little rascal of a poet who drinks absinthe
in the mad Montrmartre.

"Positively the sea itself |ooked |ike absinthe, green and bitter

and poi sonous. | had never known it | ook so unfam liar before.

In the sky was that early and storny darkness that is so depressing to

the mind, and the wind blew shrilly round the little lonely col oured ki osk
where they sell the newspapers, and along the sand-hills by the shore.
There | saw a fishing-boat with a brown sail standing in silently from
the sea. It was already quite close, and out of it clanbered a man

of nmonstrous stature, who came wading to shore with the water not up

to his knees, though it woul d have reached the hips of many nen.

He | eaned on a long rake or pole, which |ooked Iike a trident, and nmade him
look like a Triton. Wt as he was, and with strips of seaweed clinging



to him he wal ked across to ny cafe, and, sitting down at a tabl e outside,
asked for cherry brandy, a |iqueur which | keep, but is sel dom demanded.
Then the nonster, with great politeness, invited me to partake

of a vermouth before ny dinner, and we fell into conversation

He had apparently crossed fromKent by a small boat got at a private
bargai n because of sonme odd fancy he had for passing pronptly in an
easterly direction, and not waiting for any of the official boats.

He was, he sonewhat vaguely expl ained, |ooking for a house. Wen I
natural ly asked hi mwhere the house was, he answered that he did not know
it was on an island; it was sonewhere to the east; or, as he expressed

it with a hazy and yet inpatient gesture, “over there.'

"I asked himhow, if he did not know the place, he would know it when he
saw it. Here he suddenly ceased to be hazy, and becane alarmi ngly mnute.
He gave a description of the house detail ed enough for an aucti oneer

I have forgotten nearly all the details except the last two, which were
that the | amp-post was painted green, and that there was a red pillar-box
at the corner.

"“Ared pillar-box!" I cried in astonishment. ~Wy, the place nust
be i n Engl and!

"I had forgotten,' he said, nodding heavily. “That is the island s nane.'

"“But, ~nomdu nom-,' | cried testily, “you've just cone
from Engl and, ny boy.'

"“They SAID it was England,' said ny inbecile, conspiratorially.
"They said it was Kent. But Kentish nen are such liars one can't
bel i eve anyt hing they say.'

"“Monsieur,' | said, “you nust pardon ne. | amelderly,
and the ~fum steries~ of the young nen are beyond ne.

I go by commpn sense, or, at the largest, by that extension
of applied conmon sense call ed science.'

"“Science!' cried the stranger. “There is only one good things
sci ence ever discovered--a good thing, good tidings of great joy--
that the world is round.

"I told himwith civility that his words conveyed no i npression
tony intelligence. | nean,' he said, “that going right round
the world is the shortest way to where you are already.'

"“Is it not even shorter,' | asked, "to stop where you are?

"“No, no, no!' he cried enphatically. “That way is long and very weary.
At the end of the world, at the back of the dawn, | shall find

the wife | really narried and the house that is really mne

And that house will have a greener |anp-post and a redder pillar-box.

Do you,' he asked with a sudden intensity, ~do you never want to rush
out of your house in order to find it?

"No, | think not," | replied; “reason tells a man from

the first to adapt his desires to the probable supply of life.
| remain here, content to fulfil the Iife of nan.

Al my interests are here, and nost of ny friends, and--'

"“And yet,' he cried, starting to his alnmost terrific height,
“you nmade the French Revolution!'



"“Pardon me," | said, ‘| amnot quite so elderly.
A rel ative perhaps.’

"1 nmean your sort did!' exclainmed this personage

“Yes, your dammed snug, settled, sensible sort nade

the French Revolution. GCh! | know sone say it was no good,
and you're just back where you were before. Wy, blast it all
that's just where we all want to be--back where we were before
That is revolution--going right round! Every revolution

like a repentance, is a return.'

"He was so excited that | waited till he had taken his seat again,
and then said sonething indifferent and soothing; but he struck
the tiny table with his colossal fist and went on

"I amgoing to have a revolution, not a French Revol ution, but an

English Revolution. God has given to each tribe its own type of rmutiny.

The Frenchnmen march against the citadel of the city together; the Englishman
marches to the outskirts of the town, and alone. But | amgoing to turn

the world upside down, too. I1'mgoing to turn nyself upside down.

I"mgoing to wal k upsi de down in the cursed upsi dedownl and of the Antipodes,
where trees and nmen hang head downward in the sky. But ny revol ution,

like yours, like the earth's, will end up in the holy, happy place--

the celestial, incredible place--the place where we were before.'

"Wth these remarks, which can scarcely be reconciled with reason
he I eapt fromthe seat and strode away into the twilight,
swi nging his pole and | eaving behind himan excessive paynent,
whi ch al so pointed to sone | oss of nental bal ance.
This is all | know of the episode of the man | anded fromthe
fishing-boat, and | hope it may serve the interests of justice.--
Accept, Sir, the assurances of the very high consideration
with which | have the honour to be your obedi ent servant,

"Jul es Durobin."

"The next document in our dossier," continued Ingl ewood,
"cones fromthe town of Crazok, in the central plains of Russia,
and runs as follows:--

"Sir,--My name is Paul Nickolaiovitch: | amthe stationmaster
at the station near Crazok. The great trains go by across

the plains taking people to China, but very few people get

down at the platformwhere | have to watch. This nakes ny life
rather lonely, and | amthrown back nuch upon the books | have.
But | cannot discuss these very rmuch with my nei ghbours,

for enlightened i deas have not spread in this part of Russia

so much as in other parts. Many of the peasants round here
have never heard of Bernard Shaw.

"I ama Liberal, and do ny best to spread Liberal ideas; but since

the failure of the revolution this has been even nore difficult.

The revolutionists commtted nany acts contrary to the pure principles
of humani tarianism wth which indeed, owing to the scarcity of books,

they were ill acquainted. | did not approve of these cruel acts,
t hough provoked by the tyranny of the governnment; but now there
is a tendency to reproach all Intelligents with the nenory of them

This is very unfortunate for Intelligents.



"I't was when the railway strike was al nbst over, and a few trains
cane through at long intervals, that | stood one day watchi ng
atrain that had cone in. Only one person got out of the train,

far anmay up at the other end of it, for it was a very long train.

It was evening, with a cold, greenish sky. A little snow had fallen
but not enough to whiten the plain, which stretched away a sort

of sad purple in all directions, save where the flat tops

of sonme distant tabl el ands caught the evening light |ike |akes.

As the solitary man cane stanping along on the thin snow by the train
he grew larger and larger; | thought | had never seen so large a nan.
But he | ooked even taller than he was, | think, because his

shoul ders were very big and his head conparatively little.

From the big shoulders hung a tattered old jacket, striped dul

red and dirty white, very thin for the winter, and one hand rested
on a huge pol e such as peasants rake in weeds with to burn them

"Before he had traversed the full length of the train he was entangled in one
of those knots of rowdies that were the enbers of the extinct revolution

t hough they nostly disgraced t hensel ves upon the governnent side

I was just noving to his assistance, when he whirled up his rake and laid

out right and left with such energy that he cane through them w thout scathe
and strode right up to me, leaving them staggered and really astonished.

"Yet when he reached ne, after so abrupt an assertion of his aim
he could only say rather dubiously in French that he wanted a house.

"“There are not many houses to be had round here,' | answered
in the sane | anguage, "the district has been very disturbed
A revol ution, as you know, has recently been suppressed.

Any further building--'

"*Ch! | don't nmean that,' he cried; | nmean a real house--a |live house.
It really is a live house, for it runs away fromne.'

"1 am ashanmed to say that sonething in his phrase or gesture
noved nme profoundly. W Russians are brought up in an atnosphere
of folk-lore, and its unfortunate effects can still be seen

in the bright colours of the children's dolls and of the ikons.
For an instant the idea of a house running away froma nman gave
nme pleasure, for the enlightennent of man noves slowy.

" Have you no ot her house of your own?' | asked.
"1 have left it," he said very sadly. "It was not the house that grew dull,
but | that grewdull init. M wfe was better than all wonen, and yet

could not feel it.'

"And so,' | said with synpathy, “you wal ked straight out of the front door
i ke a masculine Nora.'

"“Nora?' he inquired politely, apparently supposing it to be a Russian word.
"1 mean Nora in "The Doll's House,"' | replied.

"At this he | ooked very nuch astoni shed, and | knew he was an Engli shman;
for Englishnmen always think that Russians study nothing but " ukases.'

"“"The Doll's House"?' he cried vehenently; “why, that is just where |bsen
was so wong! Wy, the whole aimof a house is to be a doll's house.



Don't you renenber, when you were a child, how those little w ndows
VERE wi ndows, while the big windows weren't. A child has a doll's house,
and shrieks when a front door opens inwards. A banker has a real house,
yet how numerous are the bankers who fail to enmit the faintest shriek
when their real front doors open inwards.

"Sonething fromthe folk-lore of nmy infancy still kept ne foolishly silent;
and before | could speak, the Englishman had | eaned over and was sayi ng

in a sort of loud whisper, | have found out how to nake a big thing snall
| have found out howto turn a house into a doll's house. Get a |ong

way off it: God lets us turn all things into toys by his great gift

of distance. Once let me see ny old brick house standing up quite

little against the horizon, and | shall want to go back to it again.

| shall see the funny little toy |anp-post painted green against the gate,
and all the dear little people like dolls |ooking out of the w ndow.

For the windows really open in ny doll's house."'

"“But why?' | asked, “should you wish to return to that particular
dol1's house? Having taken, |like Nora, the bold step against convention
havi ng made yourself in the conventional sense disreputable, having dared
to be free, why should you not take advantage of your freedonf

As the greatest nodern witers have pointed out, what you called your
marriage was only your nmood. You have a right to leave it all behind,
like the clippings of your hair or the parings of your nails.

Havi ng once escaped, you have the world before you. Though the words

nmay seem strange to you, you are free in Russia.'

"He sat with his dreany eyes on the dark circles of the plains,

where the only nmoving thing was the long and | abouring trail of snoke
out of the railway engine, violet in tint, volcanic in outline,

the one hot and heavy cloud of that cold clear evening of pale green

"“Yes,' he said with a huge sigh, | amfree in Russia. You are right.

| could really walk into that town over there and have | ove all over again,
and perhaps marry sonme beautiful wonman and begin again, and nobody coul d
ever find ne. Yes, you have certainly convinced ne of sonething.'

"Hi s tone was so queer and nystical that | felt inpelled to ask
hi m what he neant, and of what exactly |I had convinced him

"“You have convinced ne,' he said with the sane dreany eye,
"why it is really w cked and dangerous for a man to run away
fromhis wife.'

"“And why is it dangerous?" | inquired.

"“Why, because nobody can find him' answered this odd person
“and we all want to be found.'

"*The nost original nodern thinkers,' | remarked,

"I bsen, Gorki, Nietzsche, Shaw, would all rather say that what we
want nmost is to be lost: to find ourselves in untrodden paths,
and to do unprecedented things: to break with the past and bel ong
to the future.'

"He rose to his whol e height somewhat sleepily, and | ooked round on

what was, | confess, a sonewhat desol ate scene--the dark purple plains,
the neglected railroad, the few ragged knots of nal contents.
"1 shall not find the house here,' he said. "It is still eastward--

further and further eastward.'



"Then he turned upon ne with sonething like fury, and struck the foot
of his pole upon the frozen earth.

"“And if | do go back to my country,’ he cried, I may be locked up in a
madhouse before I reach ny own house. | have been a bit unconventiona
inm tinel Wiy, N etzsche stood in a row of ranrods in the silly old
Prussi an arny, and Shaw takes tenperance beverages in the suburbs;

but the things | do are unprecedented things. This round road
amtreading is an untrodden path. | do believe in breaking out;

| ama revolutionist. But don't you see that all these real |eaps

and destructions and escapes are only attenpts to get back to Eden--
to sonet hing we have had, to something we at |east have heard of ?
Don't you see one only breaks the fence or shoots the nmoon in order

to get HOVE?

""No,' | answered after due reflection, "I don't think I should accept that.'

"“Ah,' he said with a sort of a sigh, “then you have expl ained a second
thing to ne.'

"“What do you nean?' | asked; “what thing?

"“Why your revolution has failed,' he said; and wal king across quite
suddenly to the train he got into it just as it was steam ng away at |ast.
And as | saw the long snaky tail of it disappear along the darkening flats.

"I saw no nore of him But though his views were adverse to the best

advanced thought, he struck nme as an interesting person: | should

like to find out if he has produced any literary works.--Yours, etc.
"Paul N ckol aiovitch."

There was sonething in this odd set of glinpses into foreign lives which kept
the absurd tribunal quieter than it had hitherto been, and it was again

wi thout interruption that Inglewdod opened another paper upon his pile.

"The Court will be indulgent,” he said, "if the next note |acks the special
cerenonies of our letter-witing. It is cerenpnious enough in its own way: --

"The Celestial Principles are permanent: Geeting.--1 am Wng-Hi

and | tend the tenple of all the ancestors of ny famly in the forest
of Fu. The man that broke through the sky and cane to nme said that it
nmust be very dull, but | showed himthe wongness of his thought.

I amindeed in one place, for my uncle took me to this

tenple when I was a boy, and in this |I shall doubtless die.

But if a man remain in one place he shall see that the place changes.
The pagoda of ny tenple stands up silently out of all the trees,

like a yell ow pagoda above many green pagodas. But the skies

are sonetines blue |ike porcelain, and sonetinmes green |like jade,

and sonetines red |like garnet. But the night is always ebony

and al ways returns, said the Enperor Ho.

"The sky-breaker cane at evening very suddenly, for | had hardly
seen any stirring in the tops of the green trees over which | |ook
as over a sea, when | go to the top of the tenple at norning

And yet when he came, it was as if an el ephant had strayed
fromthe armes of the great kings of India. For pal ms snapped,
and banmboos broke, and there came forth in the sunshine before

the tenple one taller than the sons of nmen.



"Strips of red and white hung about himlike ribbons of a carnival

and he carried a pole with a row of teeth on it like the teeth of a dragon
Hi s face was white and di sconposed, after the fashion of the foreigners,
so that they | ook Iike dead men filled with devils; and he spoke

our speech brokenly.

"He said to ne, "This is only a tenple; | amtrying to find a house."'
And then he told ne with indelicate haste that the | anp outside his house
was green, and that there was a red post at the corner of it.

"*1 have not seen your house nor any houses,' | answered.
I dwell in this tenple and serve the gods.'

"“Do you believe in the gods?' he asked with hunger in his eyes,
i ke the hunger of dogs. And this seened to ne a strange question
to ask, for what should a nan do except what nen have done?

"My Lord,' | said, “it must be good for men to hold up their hands even
if the skies are enpty. For if there are gods, they will be pleased
and if there are none, then there are none to be displ eased

Sonetimes the skies are gold and sonetinmes porphyry and soneti mes
ebony, but the trees and the tenple stand still under it all

So the great Confucius taught us that if we do al ways the sane things
wi th our hands and our feet as do the w se beasts and birds, with our
heads we may think many things: yes, nmy Lord, and doubt many things.
So long as men offer rice at the right season, and kindle | anterns

at the right hour, it matters little whether there be gods or no.

For these things are not to appease gods, but to appease men.'

"He cane yet closer to nme, so that he seenmed enornous;
yet his | ook was very gentle.

"“Break your tenple,' he said, “and your gods will be freed.

"And I, smiling at his sinplicity, answered: "“And so, if there be no gods,
I shall have nothing but a broken tenple.

"And at this, that giant fromwhomthe |ight of reason was

wi thheld threw out his mghty arns and asked ne to forgive him
And when | asked himfor what he should be forgiven he answered:
“For being right.'

"“Your idols and enperors are so old and w se and sati sfying,

he cried, “it is a shane that they should be wong.

We are so vulgar and violent, we have done you so nmany iniquities--
it is a shane we should be right after all.’

"And |, still enduring his harnl essness, asked hi mwhy he thought
that he and his people were right.

"And he answered: "W are right because we are bound where

men shoul d be bound, and free where nen should be free.

We are right because we doubt and destroy |aws and custons--

but we do not doubt our own right to destroy them For you live
by custons, but we live by creeds. Behold nme! |In nmy country I
amcalled Smip. M country is abandoned, ny name is defil ed,
because | pursue around the world what really belongs to mne.

You are steadfast as the trees because you do not believe.

I amas fickle as the tenpest because | do believe.



| do believe in nmy own house, which | shall find again.
And at the last renmmineth the green lantern and the red post.

"I said to him At the last remuineth only w sdom'

"But even as | said the word he uttered a horrible shout,
and rushing forward di sappeared anong the trees.
| have not seen this man agai n nor any other nan.
The virtues of the wise are of fine brass.
"Wong- Hi . "

"The next letter | have to read," proceeded Arthur I|Inglewod, "will probably
make cl ear the nature of our client's curious but innocent experiment.
It is dated froma mountain village in California, and runs as follows:--

"Sir,--A person answering to the rather extraordinary
description required certainly went, sonme tine ago,

over the high pass of the Sierras on which I live and

of which | am probably the sole stationary inhabitant.

| keep a rudinmentary tavern, rather ruder than a hut,

on the very top of this specially steep and threatening pass.
My nane is Louis Hara, and the very name nmay puzzle you

about ny nationality. Well, it puzzles me a great deal

When one has been for fifteen years without society it is hard
to have patriotism and where there is not even a hamet it

is difficult to invent a nation. M father was an Irishman of
the fiercest and nost free-shooting of the old Californian kind.
My not her was a Spani ard, proud of descent fromthe old
Spani sh fam lies round San Franci sco, yet accused for all that
of some adm xture of Red Indian blood. | was well educated
and fond of music and books. But, |ike many other hybrids,

| was too good or too bad for the world; and after attenpting
many things | was gl ad enough to get a sufficient though
alonely living inthis little cabaret in the nountains.

In ny solitude | fell into many of the ways of a savage.

Li ke an Eskimo, | was shapeless in winter; like a Red Indian, | wore
in hot sunmers nothing but a pair of |leather trousers, with a
great straw hat as big as a parasol to defend ne fromthe sun
I had a bowie knife at ny belt and a | ong gun under ny arm
and | dare say | produced a pretty wild inpression on the few
peaceabl e travellers that could clinmb up to ny place.

But | promise you | never |ooked as nad as that man did.
Conpared with himl| was Fifth Avenue.

"I dare say that living under the very top of the Sierras has an odd
effect on the mind; one tends to think of those lonely rocks not as peaks
conmng to a point, but rather as pillars holding up heaven itself.
Straight cliffs sail up and away beyond the hope of the eagles;

cliffs so tall that they seemto attract the stars and coll ect them as
sea-crags collect a nere glitter of phosphorous. These terraces and towers
of rock do not, like smaller crests, seemto be the end of the world.

Rat her they seemto be its awful beginning: its huge foundations.

We coul d al nost fancy the nountain branching out above us like a tree

of stone, and carrying all those cosmic lights |like a candel abrum

For just as the peaks failed us, soaring inpossibly far,

so the stars crowded us (as it seened), coming inpossibly near.

The spheres burst about us nore |ike thunderbolts hurled at the earth
than planets circling placidly about it.



"Al'l this may have driven me mad: | amnot sure. | know there is one
angl e of the road down the pass where the rock leans out a little,

and on wi ndow nights | seemto hear it clashing overhead with other rocks--
yes, city against city and citadel against citadel, far up into the night.
It was on such an evening that the strange nman struggled up the pass.
Broadl y speaking, only strange nmen did struggle up the pass.

But | had never seen one like this one before.

"He carried (I cannot conceive why) a |long, dil apidated

garden rake, all bearded and bedraggl ed with grasses,

so that it |looked Iike the ensign of some old barbarian tribe.
Hi s hair, which was as | ong and rank as the grass, hung down
bel ow hi s huge shoul ders; and such cl othes as clung about him
were rags and tongues of red and yellow, so that he had the air
of being dressed like an Indian in feathers or autum | eaves.

The rake or pitchfork, or whatever it was, he used sonetines

as an al penstock, sonetines (I was told) as a weapon.

| do not know why he should have used it as a weapon, for he had,
and afterwards showed nme, an excellent six-shooter in his pocket.
“But THAT,' he said, " | use only for peaceful purposes.'

| have no notion what he neant.

"He sat down on the rough bench outside nmy inn and drank some wi ne
fromthe vineyards below, sighing with ecstasy over it |ike one

who had travelled | ong anong alien, cruel things and found at | ast
somet hing that he knew. Then he sat staring rather foolishly at
the rude lantern of |ead and col oured gl ass that hangs over my door
It is old, but of no value; ny grandnother gave it to nme | ong ago:
she was devout, and it happens that the glass is painted with a crude
pi cture of Bethlehemand the Wse Men and the Star. He seened

so mesnerized with the transparent glow of Qur Lady's blue gown and
the big gold star behind, that he led me also to | ook at the thing,
which | had not done for fourteen years.

"Then he slowy withdrew his eyes fromthis and | ooked out eastward
where the road fell away bel ow us. The sunset sky was a vault

of rich velvet, fading away i nto mauve and silver round the edges

of the dark mountain anpitheatre; and between us and the ravine bel ow
rose up out of the deeps and went up into the heights the straight
solitary rock we call Green Finger. O a queer vol canic col our

and winkled all over with what |ooks undeci pherable witing,

it hung there like a Babylonian pillar or needle.

"The man silently stretched out his rake in that direction
and before he spoke | knew what he neant. Beyond the great green
rock in the purple sky hung a single star.

"“Astar in the east,' he said in a strange hoarse voice |ike one of our
anci ent eagles'. "The wise nen followed the star and found the house.
But if |I followed the star, should | find the house?

"It depends perhaps,’' | said, smling, “on whether you are a w se man.
| refrained fromadding that he certainly didn't look it.

"“You may judge for yourself,' he answered. | ama man who left his own
house because he could no | onger bear to be away fromit.

"1t certainly sounds paradoxical,' | said.



"1 heard ny wife and children tal king and saw t hem novi ng
about the room' he continued, “and all the tine | knew

they were wal ki ng and tal king i n another house thousands

of miles away, under the light of different skies, and beyond
the series of the seas. | loved themw th a devouring |ove,
because they seened not only distant but unattainable.

Never did human creatures seem so dear and so desirable:

but | seenmed like a cold ghost; therefore | cast off

their dust frommy feet for a testinony. Nay, | did nore.

| spurned the world under ny feet so that it swng full circle
like a treadm I1."

"“Do you really nean,' | cried, “that you have cone right round the world?
Your speech is English, yet you are conming fromthe west.'

"My pilgrimage is not yet acconplished,' he replied sadly.
1 have becone a pilgrimto cure nyself of being an exile.'

"Something in the word “pilgrim awke down in the roots

of my ruinous experience nmenories of what ny fathers had
felt about the world, and of sonething fromwhence |I cane.

| looked again at the little pictured lantern at which | had
not | ooked for fourteen years.

"My grandnother,' | said in a |lowtone, "would have said that we
were all in exile, and that no earthly house could cure the holy
hone- si ckness that forbids us rest.

"He was silent a long while, and watched a single eagle drift
out beyond the Green Finger into the darkening void

"Then he said, | think your grandnother was right,' and stood up

| eaning on his grassy pole. "I think that nust be the reason,

he said--"the secret of this life of man, so ecstatic and so unappeased.
But | think there is nmore to be said. | think God has given us

the | ove of special places, of a hearth and of a native |and,

for a good reason.'

"1 dare say,' | said. ~Wat reason?

" Because otherwi se,' he said, pointing his pole out at the sky and the abyss,
“we mght worship that.'

"“What do you nean?' | demanded.

"“Eternity,' he said in his harsh voice, "the largest of the idols--
the mightiest of the rivals of God.

"“You nean pantheismand infinity and all that,' | suggested.

"1 nean,' he said with increasing vehenence, "that if there be a house

for me in heaven it will either have a green | anp-post and a hedge,
or sonething quite as positive and personal as a green | anp-post
and a hedge. | nean that God bade ne |ove one spot and serve it,

and do all things however wild in praise of it, so that this one spot

m ght be a witness against all the infinities and the sophistries,

that Paradi se is somewhere and not anywhere, is something and not anyt hing.
And | would not be so very much surprised if the house in heaven had

a real green | anp-post after all.’



"Wth which he shoul dered his pole and went striding down

the perilous paths below, and left nme alone with the eagl es.
But since he went a fever of honel essness will often shake ne.
| amtroubl ed by rainy neadows and nud cabins that | have
never seen; and | wonder whether Anerica will endure.--

Yours faithfully, Louis Hara."

After a short silence Inglewod said: "And, finally, we desire
to put in as evidence the follow ng docunent: --

"This is to say that | am Ruth Davis, and have been housemaid to
Ms. |I. Smith at “~The Laurels' in Croydon for the last six nonths.
When | cane the lady was alone, with two children; she was not a w dow,
but her husband was away. She was left with plenty of noney and did not
seem di sturbed about him though she often hoped he woul d be back soon
She said he was rather eccentric and a little change did hi m good.
One evening last week | was bringing the tea-things out on to the | awn
when | nearly dropped them The end of a |ong rake was suddenly stuck
over the hedge, and planted |ike a junping-pole; and over the hedge,
just like a nmonkey on a stick, cane a huge, horrible man, all hairy
and ragged |ike Robinson Crusoe. | screanmed out, but ny mstress didn't
even get out of her chair, but smled and said he wanted shavi ng.
Then he sat down quite calmy at the garden table and took a cup
of tea, and then | realized that this nust be M. Smith hinself.
He has stopped here ever since and does not really give nmuch trouble,
t hough | sometines fancy he is a little weak in his head.

"Ruth Davi s.

"P.S.--1 forgot to say that he | ooked round at the garden and said,
very loud and strong: ~Ch, what a lovely place you' ve got;'
just as if he'd never seen it before."

The room had been growi ng dark and drowsy; the afternoon sun sent one
heavy shaft of powdered gold across it, which fell with an intangible

sol emmity upon the enpty seat of Mary Gray, for the younger wonen

had left the court before the nore recent of the investigations.

Ms. Duke was still asleep, and Innocent Smth, |ooking Iike a |arge
hunchback in the twilight, was bending closer and closer to his paper toys.
But the five nen really engaged in the controversy, and concerned not

to convince the tribunal but to convince each other, still sat round

the table Iike the Conmttee of Public Safety.

Suddenly Mboses Goul d banged one big scientific book on top of another
cocked his little legs up against the table, tipped his chair
backwards so far as to be in direct danger of falling over,

emtted a startling and prolonged whistle |like a steam engine,

and asserted that it was all his eye.

VWen asked by Mbon what was all his eye, he banged down behi nd
t he books again and answered with consi derabl e excitenent,
throwi ng his papers about. "All those fairy-tales you've
been reading out,"” he said. "Ch! don't talk to ne!

| ain't littery and that, but | know fairy-tales when | hear
| got a bit stunped in sone of the phil osophical bits

and felt inclined to go out for a B. and S. But we're |iving
in West 'Ampstead and not in "Ell; and the long and the short
of it is that sone things 'appen and sone things don't 'appen

em



Those are the things that don't 'appen.”
"I thought," said Mion gravely, "that we quite clearly explained--"

"Ch yes, old chap, you quite clearly explained," assented M. Gould
with extraordinary volubility. "You'd explain an el ephant

of f the doorstep, you would. | ain't a clever chap |like you

but I ain't a born natural, M chael Mon, and when there's

an el ephant on ny doorstep | don't listen to no expl anations.

“It's got a trunk,' | says.--"My trunk,' you says:

“I"'mfond of travellin', and a change does ne good.'--"But

the blasted thing's got tusks,' | says.--"Don't look a gift 'orse
in the mouth,' you says, “but thank the goodness and the graice
that on your birth "as smled.'--"But it's nearly as big as

the 'ouse,' | says.-- That's the bloom n' perspective,' you says,
“and the sacred nagi ¢ of distance.'-- "Wy, the elephant's trunpetin'
li ke the Day of Judgenent,' | says.-- That's your own consci ence
a-talking to you, Mises Gould,' you says in a grive and

tender voice. WelIl, | '"ave got a conscience as nuch as you

| don't believe nost of the things they tell you in church
on Sundays; and | don't believe these 'ere things any nore
because you goes on about 'emas if you was in church

| believe an el ephant's a great big ugly dingerous beast--
and | believe Snmith's another."

"Do you nmean to say," asked |Inglewod, "that you still doubt the evidence
of excul pati on we have brought forward?"

"Yes, | do still doubt it," said Gould warmy. "It's al

a bit too far-fetched, and sone of it a bit too far off.

"Ow can we test all those tales? 'Ow can we drop in and buy
the "Pink '"Un' at the railway station at Kosky Wosky or what ever
it was? 'Ow can we go and do a gargle at the sal oon-bar on top
of the Sierra Muntains? But anybody can go and see Bunting's
boar di ng- house at Worthing."

Moon regarded himwi th an expression of real or assuned surprise.
"Any one," continued Gould, "can call on M. Trip."

"It is a conforting thought,"” replied Mchael with restraint;
"but why should any one call on M. Trip?"

"For just exactly the sine reason," cried the excited Mses,
hamrering on the table with both hands, "for just exactly the sine
reason that he should comunicate with Messrs. 'Anbury and Bootle
of Paternoster Row and with Mss Gidley's '"igh class Acadeny

at 'Endon, and with old Lady Bullingdon who |ives at Penge."

"Again, to go at once to the noral roots of life," said M chael
"why is it anmong the duties of man to comrunicate with old
Lady Bullingdon who |ives at Penge?"

"It ain't one of the duties of man," said Gould, "nor one of his pleasures,
either, | can tell you. She takes the crunpet, does Lady Bullingdon

at Penge. But it's one of the duties of a prosecutor pursuin

t he innocent, blaneless butterfly career of your friend Snith,

and it's the sime with all the others |I mentioned."

"But why do you bring in these people here?" asked I ngl ewood.



"Why! Because we've got proof enough to sink a steanboat,"

roared Moses; "because |'ve got the papers in ny very 'and;

because your precious Innocent is a blackguard and 'onme smasher,

and these are the 'ones he's snashed. | don't set up for a 'oly man;
but I wouldn't "ave all those poor girls on ny conscience for sonething.
And | think a chap that's capabl e of deserting and perhaps

killing "emall is about capable of cracking a crib or shootin

an ol d school master--so | don't care nuch about the other yarns

one way or another."

"I think," said Dr. Cyrus Pymwi th a refined cough,

"that we are approaching this matter rather irregularly.
This is really the fourth charge on the charge sheet,
and perhaps | had better put it before you in an ordered
and scientific manner."

Not hi ng but a faint groan from M chael broke the silence
of the darkening room

Chapter 1V

The WId Weddi ngs;
or, the Pol ygamy Charge

"A nodern nman," said Dr. Cyrus Pym "nust, if he be thoughtful
approach the problemof narriage with some caution

Marriage is a stage--doubtless a suitable stage--in the |ong
advance of manki nd towards a goal which we cannot as yet conceive;
which we are not, perhaps, as yet fitted even to desire.

What, gentlemen, is the ethical position of marriage?

Have we outlived it?"

"Qutlived it?" broke out Moon; "why, nobody's ever survived it!
Look at all the people married since Adam and Eve--and al
as dead as mutton."

"This is no doubt an inter-pellation joc'lar in its character,"”
said Dr. Pymfrigidly. "I cannot tell what may be M. Mon's
mat ured and ethical view of narriage--"

"I can tell," said Mchael savagely, out of the gloom "Marriage is a due
to the death, which no man of honour shoul d decline."

"M chael ," said Arthur Inglewood in a | ow voice, "you MJST keep quiet.'

"M. Mon," said Pymwi th exquisite good tenper, "probably regards

the institution in a nore antiquated nanner. Probably he woul d make

it stringent and uniform He would treat divorce in sone great sou

of steel--the divorce of a Julius Caesar or of a Salt Ring Robinson--
exactly as he would treat sone no-account tramp or | abourer who

scoots fromhis wife. Science has views broader and nore hunane.

Just as murder for the scientist is a thirst for absolute destruction
just as theft for the scientist is a hunger for nonotonous acquisition
so polygany for the scientist is an extrene devel opnent of the instinct
for variety. A man thus afflicted is incapable of constancy.



Doubt| ess there is a physical cause for this flitting fromflower to flower--
as there is, doubtless, for the intermttent groani ng which appears

to afflict M. Mon at the present nonent. Qur own worl d-scorning

W nterbottom has even dared to say, "For a certain rare and fine

physi cal type polygany is but the realization of the variety of fenales,

as conradeship is the realization of the variety of nales.'

In any case, the type that tends to variety is recognized by al
authoritative inquirers. Such a type, if the w dower of a negress,

does in many ascertai ned cases espouse ~en seconde noces~ an al bino;

such a type, when freed fromthe gigantic enbraces of a fenal e Patagoni an
will often evolve fromits own imagi native instinct the consoling figure of
an Eskinpb. To such a type there can be no doubt that the prisoner bel ongs.
If blind doomand unbearabl e tenptation constitute any slight excuse

for a man, there is no doubt that he has these excuses.

"Earlier in the inquiry the defence showed real chivalric

ideality in adnmitting half of our story wi thout further dispute.

We should like to acknowl edge and initate so eminently | arge-hearted

a style by conceding also that the story told by Curate Percy about

the canoe, the weir, and the young wife seens to be substantially true.
Apparently Smth did marry a young wonan he had nearly run down in a boat;
it only remains to be considered whether it would not have been

ki nder of himto have nurdered her instead of marrying her

In confirmation of this fact | can now con-cede to the defence

an unquestionable record of such a nmarriage.”

So saying, he handed across to Mchael a cutting fromthe

"Mai denhead Gazette" which distinctly recorded the marriage

of the daughter of a "coach," a tutor well known in the place,
to M. Innocent Smith, |ate of Brakespeare Coll ege, Canbridge.

VWhen Dr. Pymresuned it was realized that his face had grown
at once both tragic and triunphant.

"I pause upon this pre-limnary fact," he said seriously,
"because this fact alone would give us the victory,

were we aspiring after victory and not after truth.

As far as the personal and donestic probl em hol ds us,

that problemis solved. Dr. Warner and | entered this house at

an instant of highly enmotional diff'culty. England s Warner has
entered many houses to save hunan kind from sickness; this tine
he entered to save an innocent l[ady from a wal ki ng pestil ence.
Smith was just about to carry away a young girl fromthis house;
his cab and bag were at the very door. He had told her she was
going to await the marriage |license at the house of his aunt.

That aunt," continued Cyrus Pym his face darkening grandly--"that
vi sionary aunt had been the dancing will-o0'-the-w sp

who had | ed many a hi gh-soul ed nai den to her doom

Into how nany virginal ears has he whispered that holy word?

When he said “aunt' there glowed about her all the nerrinment

and high nmorality of the Angl o- Saxon hone. Kettles began to hum
pussy cats to purr, in that very wild cab that was being

driven to destruction."”

I ngl ewood | ooked up, to find, to his astonishnent (as nmany anot her
deni zen of the eastern hem sphere has found), that the American was
not only perfectly serious, but was really eloquent and affecting--
when the difference of the hem spheres was adj usted.

"I't is therefore atrociously evident that the man Smith has at



| east represented hinself to one innocent fenale of this house

as an eligible bachelor, being, in fact, a married man. | agree with
ny col |l eague, M. CGould, that no other crime could approxinmate to this.
As to whet her what our ancestors called purity has any ultinate ethica
val ue indeed, science hesitates with a high, proud hesitation

But what hesitation can there be about the baseness of a citizen

who ventures, by brutal experiments upon living fenales, to anticipate
the verdict of science on such a point?

"The woman nmentioned by Curate Percy as living with Snith
in H ghbury may or nmay not be the sane as the lady he nmarried

i n Mai denhead. |If one short sweet spell of constancy and heart
repose interrupted the plunging torrent of his profligate life,
we will not deprive himof that |ong past possibility.

After that conjectural date, alas, he seems to have plunged deeper
and deeper into the shaking quagmres of infidelity and shane."

Dr. Pymclosed his eyes, but the unfortunate fact that there was no nore
light left this famliar signal without its full and proper noral effect.
After a pause, which al nost partook of the character of prayer, he continued.

"The first instance of the accused' s repeated and irregular nuptials,"
he excl ai med, "comes from Lady Bul | i ngdon, who expresses herself

wi th the high haughtiness which must be excused in those who | ook

out upon all nmankind fromthe turrets of a Nornman and ancestral keep
The communi cation she has sent to us runs as follows:--

"Lady Bul lingdon recalls the painful incident to which reference
is made, and has no desire to deal with it in detail

The girl Polly Green was a perfectly adequate dressnaker

and lived in the village for about two years. Her unattached
condition was bad for her as well as for the general norality

of the village. Lady Bullingdon, therefore, allowed it to be
understood that she favoured the marriage of the young woman.
The villagers, naturally w shing to oblige Lady Bullingdon

cane forward in several cases; and all would have been well had it
not been for the deplorable eccentricity or depravity of the girl
Green herself. Lady Bullingdon supposes that where there is

a village there nust be a village idiot, and in her village,

it seems, there was one of these wetched creatures.

Lady Bullingdon only saw hi monce, and she is quite aware

that it is really difficult to distinguish between actua

idiots and the ordinary heavy type of the rural |ower classes.
She noticed, however, the startling snallness of his head

in conparison to the rest of his body; and, indeed, the fact

of his having appeared upon el ection day wearing the rosette

of both the two opposing parties appears to Lady Bullingdon

to put the matter quite beyond doubt. Lady Bullingdon was
astounded to learn that this afflicted being had put hinself
forward as one of the suitors of the girl in question

Lady Bullingdon's nephew interviewed the wetch upon the point,
telling himthat he was a ~donkey' to dream of such a thing,

and actually received, along with an inbecile grin

t he answer that donkeys generally go after carrots.

But Lady Bul lingdon was yet further amazed to find the unhappy
girl inclined to accept this nmonstrous proposal, though she

was actually asked in marriage by Garth, the undertaker, a man
in a far superior position to her own. Lady Bullingdon could not,
of course, countenance such an arrangenent for a nonent,



and the two unhappy persons escaped for a clandestine marriage.
Lady Bulli ngdon cannot exactly recall the man's nane,

but thinks it was Smith. He was always called in the village
the I nnocent. Later, Lady Bullingdon believes he nurdered
Geen in a nental outbreak."

"The next comunication," proceeded Pym "is nore conspicuous for brevity,
but I amof the opinion that it will adequately convey the upshot.

It is dated fromthe offices of Messrs. Hanbury and Bootle, publishers,
and is as follows:--

"Sir,--Yrs. rcd. and conts. noted. Runour re typewiter possibly refers
to a Mss Blake or simlar nane, |left here nine years ago to nmarry an
organ-grinder. Case was undoubtedly curious, and attracted police attention
Grl worked excellently till about GCct. 1907, when apparently went mad.
Record was written at the tinme, part of which | enclose.--

Yrs., etc., W Trip."

"The fuller statenent runs as follows:--

"On October 12 a letter was sent fromthis office to Messrs.
Bernard and Juke, bookbi nders. Opened by M. Juke, it was found

to contain the following: “Sir, our M. Trip will call at 3,

as we wish to know whether it is really decided 00000073bb!!!I!1xy. "

To this M. Juke, a person of a playful nmind, returned the answer:

"Sir, | amin a position to give it as ny nost deci ded opinion

that it is not really decided that 00000073bb!!!!I!xy." Yrs., etc.
“J. Juke.'

"On receiving this extraordinary reply, our M. Trip asked for the origina
letter sent fromhim and found that the typewiter had indeed substituted
t hese denmented hi eroglyphics for the sentences really dictated to her.

Qur M. Trip interviewed the girl, fearing that she was in an

unbal anced state, and was not nuch reassured when she nerely renarked

that she always went |ike that when she heard the barrel organ

Becomi ng yet nore hysterical and extravagant, she nade a series of npst

i mprobabl e statenents--as, that she was engaged to the barrel -organ nan
that he was in the habit of serenading her on that instrunent,

that she was in the habit of playing back to himupon the typewiter

(in the style of King Richard and Bl ondel), and that the organ nman's

nusi cal ear was so exquisite and his adoration of herself so ardent

that he could detect the note of the different letters on the nachine,

and was enraptured by themas by a nelody. To all these statenents

of course our M. Trip and the rest of us only paid that sort of assent
that is paid to persons who nmust as quickly as possible be put in the
charge of their relations. But on our conducting the |ady downstairs,

her story received the nmost startling and even exasperating confirmation;
for the organ-grinder, an enornmous man with a small head and manifestly

a fellowlunatic, had pushed his barrel organ in at the office doors

like a battering-ram and was boi sterously denmanding his all eged fiancee.
VWen | nyself canme on the scene he was flinging his great, ape-like arns about
and reciting a poemto her. But we were used to lunatics conming and reciting
poens in our office, and we were not quite prepared for what foll owed.

The actual verse he uttered began, | think



"Ovivid, inviolate head,
Ri nged --'

but he never got any further. M. Trip made a sharp

novenent towards him and the next nonent the giant picked

up the poor lady typewiter like a doll, sat her on top

of the organ, ran it with a crash out of the office doors,
and raced away down the street like a flying wheel barrow

| put the police upon the matter; but no trace of the amazing

pair could be found. | was sorry nyself; for the |ady was
not only pleasant but unusually cultivated for her position
As | amleaving the service of Messrs. Hanbury and Bootle, | put

these things in a record and leave it with them
"(Signed) Aubrey d arke,
Publ i shers' reader."

"And the last docunent," said Dr. Pym conplacently, "is from
one of those high-soul ed wonen who have in this age introduced
your English girlhood to hockey, the higher nmathematics,

and every formof ideality.

"Dear Sir (she wites),--1 have no objection to telling you

the facts about the absurd incident you nention; though I would
ask you to communicate themw th sone caution, for such things,
however entertaining in the abstract, are not always auxiliary

to the success of a girls' school. The truth is this:

| wanted sone one to deliver a lecture on a philol ogica

or historical question--a |ecture which, while containing

solid educational natter, should be a little nore popular and
entertaining than usual, as it was the last lecture of the term

| remenbered that a M. Snmith of Canbridge had witten somewhere

or other an anusing essay about his own somewhat ubi quitous nane--
an essay whi ch showed consi derabl e knowl edge of geneal ogy

and topography. | wote to him asking if he would cone and

gi ve us a bright address upon English surnanes; and he did.

It was very bright, alnost too bright. To put the matter otherwi se,
by the tinme that he was hal fway through it becane apparent

to the other mstresses and nyself that the nman was totally

and entirely off his head. He began rationally enough by dealing
with the two departments of place nanes and trade names, and he said
(quite rightly, |I dare say) that the |loss of all significance

in nanes was an instance of the deadening of civilization

But then he went on calmy to maintain that every nan who had

a place nane ought to go to live in that place, and that every

man who had a trade nane ought instantly to adopt that trade;

t hat peopl e named after colours should al ways dress in those col ours,
and that people naned after trees or plants (such as Beech or Rose)
ought to surround and decorate thensel ves with these veget abl es.

In a slight discussion that arose afterwards anong the elder girls
the difficulties of the proposal were clearly, and even eagerly,
pointed out. It was urged, for instance, by M ss Younghusband

that it was substantially inpossible for her to play the part
assigned to her; Mss Mann was in a simlar dilemm, from which

no nodern views on the sexes could apparently extricate her

and sonme young | adi es, whose surnanmes happened to be Low, Coward,
and Craven, were quite enthusiastic against the idea.

But all this happened afterwards. What happened at the crucia
nonent was that the | ecturer produced several horseshoes and a



large iron hamer from his bag, announced his inmediate intention
of setting up a smithy in the nei ghbourhood, and called on every
one to rise in the sane cause as for a heroic revolution

The other mistresses and | attenpted to stop the wetched man,

but | must confess that by an accident this very intercession
produced the worst explosion of his insanity. He was waving

the hamer, and w ldly dermandi ng the names of everybody;

and it so happened that M ss Brown, one of the younger teachers,
was wearing a brown dress--a reddi sh-brown dress that went quietly
enough with the warner col our of her hair, as well she knew.

She was a nice girl, and nice girls do know about those things.
But when our mani ac di scovered that we really had a M ss Brown
who WAS brown, his ~idee fixe~ blew up |ike a powder nagazine,
and there, in the presence of all the nistresses and girls,

he publicly proposed to the lady in the red-brown dress.

You can imagine the effect of such a scene at a girls' school

At least, if you fail to imagine it, | certainly fai

to describe it.

"Of course, the anarchy died dowmn in a week or two, and | can

think of it now as a joke. There was only one curious detail,

which I will tell you, as you say your inquiry is vital; but |I should
desire you to consider it a little nore confidential than the rest.

M ss Brown, who was an excellent girl in every way, did quite
suddenly and surreptitiously |eave us only a day or two afterwards.

| shoul d never have thought that her head woul d be the one

to be really turned by so absurd an excitenment.--Believe ne,

yours faithfully, Ada Gidley.

"I think," said Pym with a really convincing sinplicity and seri ousness,
"that these letters speak for thenselves."

M. Moon rose for the last tinme in a darkness that gave no hint
of whether his native gravity was mixed with his native irony.
"Throughout this inquiry," he said, "but especially in this its

cl osi ng phase, the prosecution has perpetually relied upon one argunent;
I mean the fact that no one knows what has becone of all the unhappy
worren apparently seduced by Smth. There is no sort of proof

that they were nurdered, but that inplication is perpetually nade

when the question is asked as to how they died. Now | am not
interested in how they died, or when they died, or whether they died.
But | aminterested in another anal ogous question--that of how they
were born, and when they were born, and whether they were born.

Do not misunderstand me. | do not dispute the existence of

t hese wonen, or the veracity of those who have w tnessed to them

| merely remark on the notable fact that only one of these victins,

t he Mai denhead girl, is described as having any hone or parents.

Al the rest are boarders or birds of passage--a guest, a solitary
dressnaker, a bachelor-girl doing typewiting. Lady Bullingdon

| ooking fromher turrets, which she bought fromthe Wartons wth

the ol d soap-boiler's noney when she junped at marrying an unsuccessfu
gentl eman from Ul ster--Lady Bullingdon, |ooking out fromthose turrets,
did really see an object which she describes as Geen. M. Trip,

of Hanbury and Bootle, really did have a typewiter betrothed

to Smith. Mss Gidley, though idealistic, is absolutely honest.

She did house, feed, and teach a young woman whom Snmith succeeded

in decoying away. W admit that all these wonmen really I|ived.

But we still ask whether they were ever born?"



"Ch, crikey!" said Mdses Gould, stifled with anusenent.

"There could hardly," interposed Pymwith a quiet snile

"be a better instance of the neglect of true scientific process.
The scientist, when once convinced of the fact of vitality

and consciousness, would infer fromthese the previous

process of generation.”

"If these gals," said Gould inpatiently--"if these gals were all alive
(all alive O) I'd chance a fiver they were all born."

"You'd | ose your fiver," said Mchael, speaking gravely out of the gl oom
"Al'l those adnirable | adies were alive. They were nore alive for having
cone into contact with Smith. They were all quite definitely alive,

but only one of themwas ever born."

"Are you asking us to believe--" began Dr. Pym

"I am asking you a second question," said Mon sternly. "Can the court
now sitting throw any light on a truly singular circunstance?
Dr. Pym in his interesting | ecture on what are called, | believe

the relations of the sexes, said that Smith was the slave

of a lust for variety which would lead a man first to a negress

and then to an albino, first to a Patagonian giantess and then

to atiny Eskino. But is there any evidence of such variety here?

Is there any trace of a gigantic Patagonian in the story?

Was the typewiter an Eski nb? So picturesque a circunstance woul d not
surely have escaped remark. WAs Lady Bul lingdon's dressmaker a negress?
A voice in ny bosomanswers, “No!' Lady Bullingdon, | amsure,

woul d think a negress so conspicuous as to be al nbost Socialistic,

and woul d feel sonmething a little rakish even about an al bi no.

"But was there in Snith's taste any such variety as the |earned
doctor describes? So far as our slight materials go,

the very opposite seens to be the case. W have only

one actual description of any of the prisoner's wves--

the short but highly poetic account by the aesthetic curate.

“Her dress was the colour of spring, and her hair of autumm | eaves.
Autum | eaves, of course, are of various colours, sone of

whi ch woul d be rather startling in hair (green, for instance);
but | think such an expression would be nost naturally used of
the shades fromred-brown to red, especially as ladies with their
coppery-coloured hair do frequently wear |ight artistic greens.
Now when we come to the next wife, we find the eccentric |over
when told he is a donkey, answering that donkeys al ways go

after carrots; a remark which Lady Bullingdon evidently

regarded as pointless and part of the natural table-talk of a
village idiot, but which has an obvi ous neaning if we suppose
that Polly's hair was red. Passing to the next wife, the one

he took fromthe girls' school, we find Mss Gidley noticing
that the schoolgirl in question wore “a reddi sh-brown dress,

that went quietly enough with the warner col our of her hair.

In other words, the colour of the girl's hair was sonething redder
than red-brown. Lastly, the romantic organ-grinder decl ai nmed

in the office sone poetry that only got as far as the words, --

"Ovivid, inviol ate head,
Ri nged --'



But | think that a wi de study of the worst nodern poets

will enable us to guess that "ringed with a glory of red,’

or ‘ringed with its passionate red,' was the line that rhyned
to "head.' In this case once nore, therefore, there is good
reason to suppose that Smith fell in love with a girl with
sone sort of auburn or darkish-red hair--rather," he said,

| ooking down at the table, "rather like Mss Gay's hair."

Cyrus Pymwas | eaning forward with | owered eyeli ds,

ready with one of his nore pedantic interpellations;

but Moses Goul d suddenly struck his forefinger on his nose,
with an expression of extrene astoni shment and intelligence
in his brilliant eyes.

"M. Mon's contention at present," interposed Pym "is not,
even i f veracious, inconsistent with the |unatico-crimnal view
of I. Smth, which we have nailed to the mast. Sci ence has

I ong anticipated such a conplication. An incurable attraction
to a particular type of physical woman is one of the comonest
of crimnal per-versities, and when not considered narrowy,
but in the Iight of induction and evol ution--"

"At this late stage," said Mchael Mon very quietly, "I nmay perhaps
relieve nyself of a sinple enotion that has been pressing ne

t hr oughout the proceedi ngs, by saying that induction and evol ution
may go and boil thenselves. The Mssing Link and all that is

wel | enough for kids, but |I'mtalking about things we know here.

Al we know of the Mssing Link is that he is missing--and he won't

be missed either. | know all about his human head and his horrid tail
they belong to a very old gane called "Heads | win, tails you | ose.'
If you do find a fellow s bones, it proves he lived a | ong whil e ago;
if you don't find his bones, it proves how | ong ago he |ived.

That is the game you' ve been playing with this Snith affair.

Because Smith's head is snall for his shoul ders you cal

hi m m crocephalous; if it had been large, you'd have called it

wat er-on-the-brain. As long as poor old Smth's seraglio seened
pretty various, variety was the sign of madness: now, because it's
turning out to be a bit nmonochrone--now nonotony is the sign of madness.
| suffer fromall the disadvantages of being a grown-up person

and I'mjolly well going to get sonme of the advantages too;

and with all politeness | propose not to be bullied with | ong words

i nstead of short reasons, or consider your business a triunphant
progress nerely because you're always finding out that you were w ong.

Havi ng relieved nyself of these feelings, | have nerely to add
that | regard Dr. Pymas an ornanent to the world far nore beautifu
than the Parthenon, or the nmonument on Bunker's Hill, and that |

propose to resunme and conclude nmy remarks on the nmany marriages
of M. Innocent Smith.

"Besides this red hair, thee is another unifying thread that
runs through these scattered incidents. There is sonething
very peculiar and suggestive about the names of these wonen.

M. Trip, you will remenber, said he thought the typewiter's
nane was Bl ake, but coul d not renmenber exactly.

| suggest that it mght have been Black, and in that case we
have a curious series: Mss Green in Lady Bullingdon's village;
M ss Brown at the Hendon School; M ss Black at the publishers.
A chord of colours, as it were, which ends up with Mss G ay

at Beacon House, West Hanpstead."



Am d a dead silence Mon continued his exposition

"What is the neaning of this queer coincidence about col ours?

Personally | cannot doubt for a nmoment that these nanes are purely
arbitrary names, assuned as part of sone general schene or joke

| think it very probably that they were taken froma series of costunmes--
that Polly Green only neant Polly (or Mary) when in green

and that Mary Gray only neans Mary (or Polly) when in gray.

This woul d expl ai n--"

Cyrus Pymwas standing up rigid and al nost pallid.

"Do you actually nean to suggest--" he cried.
"Yes," said Mchael; "I do nean to suggest that. I|nnocent Snith has had
many wooi ngs, and many weddi ngs for all | know, but he has had only one wife.

She was sitting on that chair an hour ago, and is now talking to Mss Duke
in the garden.

"Yes, I nnocent Snith has behaved here, as he has on hundreds of

ot her occasions, upon a plain and perfectly bl anmel ess principle.

It is odd and extravagant in the nodern world, but not nore than any ot her
principle plainly applied in the nodern world would be. His principle

can be quite sinply stated: he refuses to die while he is still alive.
He seeks to renmind hinmself, by every electric shock to the intellect,
that he is still a man alive, wal king on two | egs about the world.

For this reason he fires bullets at his best friends; for this reason

he arranges | adders and col |l apsi bl e chimeys to steal his own property;

for this reason he goes plodding around a whol e planet to get back to his
own hore; and for this reason he has been in the habit of taking the wonman
whom he | oved with a permanent |oyalty, and | eaving her about (so to speak)
at school s, boardi ng- houses, and pl aces of business, so that he mi ght
recover her again and again with a raid and a ronmanti c el openent.

He seriously sought by a perpetual recapture of his bride to keep alive

t he sense of her perpetual value, and the perils that should be run

for her sake.

"So far his notives are clear enough; but perhaps his convictions are

not quite so clear. | think Innocent Snith has an idea at the bottom

of all this. | amby no neans sure that | believe it nyself, but |I am
quite sure that it is worth a man's uttering and def endi ng.

"The idea that Snmith is attacking is this. Living in an entangl ed
civilization, he have cone to think certain things wong which are

not wong at all. W have cone to think outbreak and exuberance,
bangi ng and barging, rotting and w ecking, wong. |In thenselves they
are not nerely pardonable; they are uni npeachable. There is nothing

wi cked about firing a pistol off even at a friend, so long as you do not
mean to hit himand know you won't. It is no nore wong than throw ng

a pebble at the sea--less, for you do occasionally hit the sea.

There is nothing wong in bashing down a chi mey-pot and breaki ng
through a roof, so long as you are not injuring the life or property

of other men. It is no nore wong to choose to enter a house from

the top than to choose to open a packing-case fromthe bottom

There is nothing wi cked about wal ki ng round the world and coni ng back
to your own house; it is no nmore wicked than wal king round the garden
and coming back to your own house. And there is nothing w cked

about picking up your wife here, there, and everywhere, if, forsaking
all others, you keep only to her so long as you both shall live.

It is as innocent as playing a game of hide-and-seek in the garden

You associ ate such acts with bl ackguardi sm by a nere snobbi sh associ ati on
as you think there is sonething vaguely vile about going (or being



seen going) into a pawnbroker's or a public-house. You think there
is sonething squalid and comobnpl ace about such a connection
You are m staken

"This man's spiritual power has been precisely this,

t hat he has distingui shed between custom and cr eed.

He has broken the conventions, but he has kept the commandnents.
It is as if a man were found ganbling wildly in a ganbling hell,
and you found that he only played for trouser buttons.

It is as if you found a man naki ng a cl andesti ne appoi nt nent
with a lady at a Covent Garden ball, and then you found it

was his grandnother. Everything is ugly and discreditable,
except the facts; everything is wong about him except that

he has done no w ong.

"I't will then be asked, "Wy does Innocent Smith continued far into his

nm ddl e age a farcical existence, that exposes himto so many fal se charges?
To this | merely answer that he does it because he really is happy,

because he really is hilarious, because he really is a man and alive.

He is so young that clinbing garden trees and playing silly

practical jokes are still to himwhat they once were to us all

And if you ask me yet again why he al one anbng nen shoul d be fed

wi th such inexhaustible follies, | have a very sinple answer to that,
though it is one that will not be approved.

"There is but one answer, and | amsorry if you don't like it.

If Innocent is happy, it is because he IS innocent. |If he can defy
the conventions, it is just because he can keep the conmandnents.
It is just because he does not want to kill but to excite to life
that a pistol is still as exciting to himas it is to a school boy.

It is just because he does not want to steal, because he does not covet

hi s nei ghbour's goods, that he has captured the trick (oh, how we al

long for it!), the trick of coveting his own goods. It is just because

he does not want to conmmt adultery that he achieves the romance of sex;

it is just because he |oves one wife that he has a hundred honeynoons.

If he had really nurdered a man, if he had really deserted a wonan,

he woul d not be able to feel that a pistol or a love-letter was |ike a song--
at least, not a comc song."

"Do not imagine, please, that any such attitude is easy

to me or appeals in any particular way to ny symnpathi es.

I aman Irishman, and a certain sorrowis in ny bones, bred either
of the persecutions of ny creed, or of my creed itself.

Speaking singly, | feel as if a man was tied to tragedy,

and there was no way out of the trap of old age and doubt.

But if there is a way out, then, by Christ and St. Patrick,

this is the way out. |f one could keep as happy as a child or a dog,
it would be by being as innocent as a child, or as sinless as a dog.
Barely and brutally to be good--that may be the road,

and he may have found it. Well, well, well, | see a | ook

of skepticismon the face of ny old friend Mbses. M. Gould

does not believe that being perfectly good in all respects

woul d nake a man nerry."

"No," said Gould, with an unusual and convincing gravity;

"I do not believe that being perfectly good in all respects
woul d nake a man nerry."
"Well," said Mchael quietly, "
Which of us has ever tried it?"

will you tell ne one thing?



A silence ensued, rather |like the silence of sone |ong geol ogica
epoch which awaits the energence of sone unexpected type;

for there rose at last in the stillness a nmassive figure

that the other nen had al nost conpletely forgotten

"Well, gentlenen," said Dr. Warner cheerfully, "I've been pretty
well entertained with all this pointless and i nconpetent tonfoolery
for a couple of days; but it seens to be wearing rather thin

and |'mengaged for a city dinner. Anong the hundred flowers

of futility on both sides | was unable to detect any sort of reason
why a lunatic should be allowed to shoot me in the back garden.”

He had settled his silk hat on his head and gone out sailing placidly to

the garden gate, while the alnbst wailing voice of Pymstill followed him
"But really the bullet mssed you by several feet." And another voice added:
"The bull et mssed himby several years."

There was a | ong and mainly unmeani ng sil ence, and then
Moon said suddenly, "W have been sitting with a ghost.
Dr. Herbert Warner died years ago."

Chapter V

How t he Great Wnd Went
from Beacon House

Mary was wal ki ng between Di ana and Rosanund slowly up and down the garden
they were silent, and the sun had set. Such spaces of daylight as renmined
open in the west were of a warmtinted white, which can be conpared

to nothing but a cream cheese; and the lines of pluny cloud that ran

across themhad a soft but vivid violet bloom Iike a violet snoke.

Al the rest of the scene swept and faded away into a dove-Ilike gray,

and seened to nelt and nmount into Mary's dark-gray figure until she seened
clothed with the garden and the skies. There was sonething in these |ast
qui et colours that gave her a setting and a suprenacy; and the tw light,

whi ch conceal ed Diana's statelier figure and Rosamund's braver array,

exhi bited and enphasi zed her, | eaving her the [ady of the garden, and al one.

When they spoke at last it was evident that a conversation |ong
fallen silent was being revived.

"But where is your husband taking you?" asked Diana in her practical voice.

"To an aunt," said Mary; "that's just the joke. There really
is an aunt, and we left the children with her when | arranged
to be turned out of the other boarding-house down the road.
We never take nore than a week of this kind of holiday,

but sometinmes we take two of themtogether."

"Does the aunt mnd rmuch?" asked Rosamund innocently. "Of course,
| dare say it's very narrow nm nded and--what's that other word?--
you know, what Goliath was--but |I've known many aunts who woul d
think it--well, silly."



"Silly?" cried Mary with great heartiness. "Oh, ny Sunday hat!
| should think it was silly! But what do you expect?
He really is a good man, and it m ght have been snakes or sonething.'

"Snakes?" inquired Rosamund, with a slightly puzzled interest.

"Uncl e Harry kept snakes, and said they loved him" replied Mary
with perfect sinplicity. "Auntie |let himhave themin his pockets,
but not in the bedroom"

"And you--" began Diana, knitting her dark brows a little.

"Ch, | do as auntie did," said Mary; "as long as we're not away
fromthe children nore than a fortnight together | play the gane
He calls nme "Manalive;' and you nmust wite it all one word,

or he's quite flustered."

"But if men want things |like that," began Di ana.

"Ch, what's the good of tal king about nen?" cried Mary inpatiently;
"why, one mght as well be a |ady novelist or sone horrid thing.
There aren't any nmen. There are no such people. There's a man
and whoever he is he's quite different."

"So there is no safety,"” said Diana in a | ow voi ce.

"Ch, | don't know," answered Mary, lightly enough;

"there's only two things generally true of them

At certain curious times they're just fit to take care of us,
and they're never fit to take care of thenselves."

"There is a gale getting up," said Rosamund suddenly.
"Look at those trees over there, a long way off, and the
cl ouds goi ng qui cker."

"I know what you're thinking about," said Mary; "and don't

you be silly fools. Don't you listen to the | ady novelists.

You go down the king' s highway; for God's truth, it is

CGod's. Yes, ny dear Mchael will often be extrenely untidy.

Arthur Inglewood will be worse--he'll be untidy. But what else

are all the trees and clouds for, you silly kittens?"

"The clouds and trees are all waving about," said Rosanund. "There is
a stormcomng, and it nmakes nme feel quite excited, sonehow. Mchael is
really rather like a storm he frightens ne and nakes ne happy."

"Don't you be frightened," said Mary. "All over, these men
have one advantage; they are the sort that go out."

A sudden thrust of wind through the trees drifted the dying | eaves al ong
the path, and they could hear the far-off trees roaring faintly.

"I mean," said Mary, "they are the kind that | ook outwards and get interested
inthe world. It doesn't matter a bit whether it's arguing, or bicycling,

or breaking down the ends of the earth as poor old Innocent does. Stick to
the man who | ooks out of the wi ndow and tries to understand the world.

Keep cl ear of the man who | ooks in at the window and tries to understand you.
VWhen poor ol d Adam had gone out gardening (Arthur will go out gardening),

the other sort cane along and worned hinself in, nasty old snake."



"You agree with your aunt," said Rosamund, smiling: "no snakes
in the bedroom"

"I didn't agree with ny aunt very much," replied Mary sinply,
"but | think she was right to et Uncle Harry coll ect dragons
and griffins, so long as it got himout of the house."

Al nost at the same nmoment |ights sprang up inside the darkened house,
turning the two glass doors into the garden into gates of beaten gold
The gol den gates were burst open, and the enornous Smth, who had

sat like a clumsy statue for so nany hours, came flying and turning
cart-wheels down the | awn and shouting, "Acquitted! acquitted!"
Echoing the cry, Mchael scanpered across the |lawn to Rosanund and
wildly swung her into a few steps of what was supposed to be a waltz.
But the conmpany knew I nnocent and M chael by this tineg,

and their extravagances were gaily taken for granted; it was far

nore extraordi nary that Arthur Inglewod wal ked straight up to Di ana
and kissed her as if it had been his sister's birthday. Even Dr. Pym
t hough he refrained fromdancing, |ooked on with real benevol ence;
for indeed the whole of the absurd revelation had di sturbed him

| ess than the others; he half supposed that such irresponsible
tribunals and i nsane di scussions were part of the nmedi aeval nummeries
of the dd Land

Wiile the tenpest tore the sky as with trunpets, w ndow after w ndow was
lighted up in the house within; and before the conpany, broken with |aughter
and the buffeting of the wind, had groped their way to the house again,

they saw that the great apish figure of Innocent Smith had cl anbered

out of his own attic wi ndow, and roaring again and again, "Beacon House!"
whirl ed round his head a huge log or trunk fromthe wood fire bel ow,

of which the river of crinson flame and purpl e snoke drove out on

t he deafening air.

He was evi dent enough to have been seen fromthree counti es;
but when the wind died down, and the party, at the top of
their evening's nerriment, |ooked again for Mary and for him
they were not to be found.



