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Early Short Fiction

TheEarly Short
Fiction
of

Edith Wharton

Part One

KERFOL
asfirst published in Scribner’sMagazine, March 1916

“You ought to buy it,” said my host; “it’sjust the placefor a
solitary-minded devil likeyou. And it would berather worth
while to own the most romantic house in Brittany. The
present people are dead broke, and it’s going for asong—
4

you ought to buy it.”

It wasnot with theleast ideaof living up to the character my
friend Lanrivain ascribed to me (asamatter of fact, under my
unsociable exterior | have always had secret yearningsfor
domesticity) that | took hishint oneautumn afternoon and went
toKerfol. My friend was motoring over to Quimper on busi-
ness: he dropped me on theway, at across-road on aheath,
and said: “First turnto theright and second to theleft. Then
sraight aheadtill you seean avenue. If you meet any peasants,
don’'t ask your way. They don’t understand French, and they
would pretend they did and mix you up. I’ ll be back for you
here by sunset—and don'’t forget thetombsin the chapel.”

| followed Lanrivain’ sdirectionswith the hesitation occa-
sioned by theusud difficulty of remembering whether hehad
said the first turn to the right and second to the left, or the
contrary. If | had met apeasant | should certainly have asked,
and probably been sent astray; but | had the desert |andscape
to myself, and so stumbled on theright turn and walked on
acrosstheheathtill | cameto anavenue. It wasso unlikeany
other avenue| haveever seenthat | ingtantly knew it must be
THE avenue. Thegrey-trunked trees sprang up straight to a
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great height and theninterwovetheir pale-grey branchesina
long tunnel throughwhichtheautumnlight fell faintly. I know
most trees by name, but | haven't to this day been able to
decidewhat thosetreeswere. They had thetall curveof eims,
thetenuity of poplars, theashen colour of olivesunder arainy
sky; and they stretched ahead of mefor half amileor more
without a break in their arch. If ever | saw an avenue that
unmistakeably led to something, it wastheavenueat Kerfol.
My heart beat alittleas| began towalk downit.

Presently thetreesended and | cameto afortified gateina
long wall. Between me and the wall was an open space of
grass, with other grey avenuesradiating fromit. Behind the
wall weretall dateroofsmossed with silver, achapel belfry,
thetop of akeep. A moat filled with wild shrubsand brambles
surrounded the place; the drawbridge had been replaced by a
stonearch, and the portcullisby aniron gate. | stood for along
time on the hither side of themoat, gazing about me, and | et-
ting theinfluenceof theplacesnkin. | saidtomysdlf: “If | wait
long enough, theguardianwill turn up and show methetombs—
" and | rather hoped hewouldn’t turn up too soon.

| sat down onastoneand lit acigarette. Assoon as| had

doneit, it struck measapuerile and portentousthing to do,
with that great blind house looking down at me, and al the
empty avenuesconverging on me. It may have been thedepth
of the silencethat made me so consciousof my gesture. The
squeak of my match sounded as loud as the scraping of a
brake, and | amost fancied | heardit fall when| tossedit onto
thegrass. But therewasmorethanthat: asenseof irrelevance,
of littleness, of childishbravado, ingtting therepuffingmy ciga:
rette-smokeinto theface of such apast.

| knew nothing of thehistory of Kerfol—I wasnew to Brit-
tany, and Lanrivain had never mentioned the nameto metill
the day before—but one couldn’t asmuch asglance at that
pilewithout fedinginit alongaccumulation of history. What
kind of history | wasnot prepared to guess. perhapsonly the
sheer weight of many associated livesand deathswhich gives
akind of mgjesty toall old houses. But the aspect of Kerfol
suggested something more—aperspective of stern and cruel
memoriesstretching away, likeitsown grey avenues, into a
blur of darkness.

Certainly no house had ever more completely and finally
broken with the present. Asit stood there, lifting its proud
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roofsand gablesto the sky, it might havebeenitsown funerd
monument. “ Tombsin the chape ? Thewholeplaceisatomb!”
| reflected. | hoped moreand morethat the guardian would not
come. Thedetailsof the place, however striking, would seem
trivial comparedwithitscollectiveimpressiveness, and | wanted
only to St thereand be penetrated by theweight of itssilence.
“It'sthevery placefor you!” Lanrivain had said; and | was
overcome by theadmost blasphemousfrivolity of suggestingto
any living being that Kerfol wastheplacefor him. “Isit pos-
siblethat any one could NOT see—7?’ | wondered. | did not
finish thethought: what | meant was undefinable. | stood up
and wandered toward the gate. | was beginning to want to
know more; not to SEE more—I wasby now so sureit was
not aquestion of seeing—nbut to feel more: fed al the place
had to communicate. “ But to get in onewill haveto rout out
the keeper,” | thought reluctantly, and hesitated. Finaly |
crossed the bridge and tried theiron gate. It yielded, and |
walked under thetunnd formed by thethicknessof thechemin
deronde. At the farther end, awooden barricade had been
laid acrossthe entrance, and beyond it | saw acourt enclosed
innoblearchitecture. Themain building faced me; and | now

discovered that one haf wasamereruined front, with gaping
windowsthrough which thewild growths of themoat and the
treesof the park werevisible. Therest of thehousewasdtill in
itsrobust beauty. One end abutted on the round tower, the
other onthesmall traceried chapel, andinan angleof thebuild-
ing stood agraceful well-head adorned with mossy urns. A
few rosesgrew against thewalls, and on an upper window-sil|
| remember noticing apot of fuchsias.

My senseof thepressureof theinvisblebegantoyiedtomy
architecturd interest. Thebuildingwassofinethat | felt adesire
toexploreit for itsown sake. | looked about the court, wonder-
ing inwhich corner theguardianlodged. Then| pushed open
thebarrier andwentin. Asl did so, alittledog barred my way.
Hewassucharemarkably beautiful littledog that for amoment
he made meforget the splendid placehewasdefending. | was
not sure of hisbreed at thetime, but have sincelearned that it
wasChinese, andthat hewasof ararevariety cdledthe” Seeve-
dog.” Hewasvery smal and golden brown, withlarge brown
eyesand aruffled throat: helooked rather likealargetawny
chrysanthemum. | saildtomysf: “Theselittlebeastsawayssnep
and scream, and somebody will beout inaminute.”
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Thelittleanima stood before me, forbidding, almost men-
acing: therewasanger in hislarge brown eyes. But hemade
no sound, he cameno nearer. Instead, as| advanced, hegradu-
aly fell back, and | noticed that another dog, avaguerough
brindled thing, had limped up. “ There' |l beahubbub now,” |
thought; for at the same moment athird dog, along-haired
whitemongrel, slipped out of adoorway and joined the oth-
ers. All three stood looking at mewith grave eyes, but not a
sound camefrom them. As| advanced they continued to fall
back on muffled paws, still watching me. “ At agiven point,
they’ll dl chargeat my ankles: it'soneof the dodgesthat dogs
who livetogether put up onone,” | thought. | wasnot much
alarmed, for they wereneither large nor formidable. But they
let mewander about the court as| pleased, followingmeat a
little distance—awaysthe same distance—and dwayskeep-
ing their eyeson me. Presently | looked acrossat the ruined
facade, and saw that in one of itswindow-framesanother dog
stood: alarge white pointer with one brown ear. Hewasan
old grave dog, much more experienced than the others; and
he seemed to be observing mewith adeeper intentness.

“I'll hear from him,” | said to myself; but he stood in the

empty window-frame, against thetrees of the park, and con-
tinued towatch mewithout moving. | looked back at himfor a
time, to seeif the sensethat he was being watched would not
rouse him. Half thewidth of the court lay between us, andwe
stared at each other slently acrossit. But hedid not stir, and at
last | turned away. Behind me| found the rest of the pack,
with anewcomer added: asmall black greyhound with pale
agate-coloured eyes. Hewas shivering alittle, and hisexpres-
sionwasmoretimid than that of the others. | noticed that he
kept alittlebehind them. And still therewas not asound.

| stood therefor fully five minutes, the circle about me—
waiting, asthey seemedto bewaiting. Atlast | went uptothe
little golden-brown dog and stooped to pat him. As| did so, |
heard myself laugh. Thelittle dog did not start, or growl, or
takehiseyesfrom me—hesmply dipped back about ayard,
and then paused and continued to ook at me. “ Oh, hangiit!” |
exclaimed aoud, and walked acrossthe court toward thewell.

Asl advanced, the dogs separated and dlid away into dif-
ferent cornersof the court. | examined theurnsonthewell,
tried alocked door or two, and up and down the dumb fa-
cade; then | faced about toward the chapel. When | turned |
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perceived that all the dogs had disappeared except the old
pointer, who still watched mefrom the empty window-frame.
It wasrather arelief to berid of that cloud of witnesses; and |
began to look about mefor away to the back of the house.
“Perhapsthere’ Il be somebody in the garden,” | thought. |
found away acrossthe moat, scrambled over awall smoth-
ered in brambles, and got into thegarden. A few lean hydran-
geasand geraniums pined in theflower-beds, and the ancient
houselooked down onthemindifferently. Itsgarden Ssdewas
plainer and severer than the other: thelong granitefront, with
itsfew windowsand steep roof, looked like afortress-prison.
| walked around the farther wing, went up some digjointed
steps, and entered the deep twilight of anarrow andincredibly
old box-walk. Thewalk wasjust wide enough for one person
to dipthrough, anditsbranchesmet overhead. It waslikethe
ghost of abox-walk, itslustrousgreen al turning to the shad-
owy greynessof theavenues. | waked onand on, thebranches
hitting meintheface and springing back with adry rattle; and
at length | came out on the grassy top of the chemin deronde.
| walked along it to the gate-tower, looking down into the
court, which wasjust below me. Not ahuman beingwasin

sight; and neither werethedogs. | found aflight of stepsinthe
thicknessof thewal and went downthem; andwhen| emerged
againintothe court, there stood thecircle of dogs, the golden-
brown onealittle ahead of the others, the black greyhound
shiveringintheresar.

“Oh, hang it—you uncomfortablebeasts, you!” | exclaimed,
my voice startling me with asudden echo. The dogs stood
motionless, watching me. | knew by thistimethat they would
not try to prevent my approaching the house, and the know!-
edgeleft mefreeto examinethem. | had afeeling that they
must be horribly cowed to be so silent and inert. Yet they did
not look hungry or ill-treated. Their coatswere smooth and
they werenot thin, except the shivering greyhound. It wasmore
asif they had lived along timewith peoplewho never spoke
tothem or looked at them: asthough the silence of the place
had gradually benumbed their busy inquisitive natures. And
thisstrange passivity, thisalmost human lassitude, seemed to
me sadder than the misery of starved and beaten animals. |
should have liked to rouse them for aminute, to coax them
into agame or ascamper; but thelonger | looked into their
fixed and weary eyesthe more preposteroustheideabecame.



Wharton

With the windows of that house looking down on us, how
could | haveimagined such athing? The dogs knew better:
THEY knew what the housewould tolerate and what it would
not. | even fancied that they knew what was passing through
my mind, and pitied mefor my frivolity. But eventhat feeling
probably reached them through athick fog of listlessness. |
had anideathat their distance from mewas as nothing to my
remotenessfromthem. Inthelast andlys's, theimpressonthey
produced wasthat of havingin common onememory so deep
and dark that nothing that had happened sincewasworth ei-
ther agrowl or awag.

“l say,” | brokeout abruptly, addressing myself to thedumb
circle, “do you know what you look like, thewholelot of
you? You look asif you’ d seen a ghost—that’s how you
look! | wonder if there | Saghost here, and nobody but you
left for it to appear to?’ The dogs continued to gaze at me
without moving... .

It wasdark when | saw Lanrivain’smotor lampsat the cross-
roads—and | wasn't exactly sorry to seethem. | hadthe sense
of having escaped from theloneliest placein thewholeworld,

and of not liking loneliness—to that degree—asmuch as| had
imagined | should. My friend had brought hissolicitor back
from Quimper for the night, and seated beside afat and af -
fablestranger | felt noinclinationtotalk of Kerfal. ..

But that evening, when Lanrivain and thesolicitor wereclos-
eted inthe study, Madamede L anrivain began to question me
inthedrawing-room.

“Well—areyou going to buy Kerfol 7’ sheasked, tilting up
her gay chinfrom her embroidery.

“1 haven’t decided yet. Thefactis, | couldn’t get into the
house,” | said, asif | had smply postponed my decision, and
meant to go back for another 1ook.

“You couldn’t get in? Why, what happened? Thefamily are
mad to sall the place, and the old guardian hasorders—"

“Very likely. But theold guardian wasn’t there.”

“What a pity! He must have gone to market. But his
daughter—?’

“Therewas nobody about. At least | saw noone.”

“How extraordinary! Literaly nobody?’

“Nobody but alot of dogs—awhol e pack of them—who
seemed to havethe placeto themselves.”
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Madame de Lanrivain let the embroidery dlip to her knee
and folded her handsonit. For several minutesshelooked at
methoughtfully.

“A pack of dogs—you sawthem?”’

“Saw them?1 saw nothing el se!”

“How many?’ Shedropped her voicealittle. “I' veaways
wondered—"

| looked at her with surprise: | had supposed the placeto be
familiar to her. “Haveyou never beentoKerfol 7’ | asked.

“Oh, yes: often. But never onthat day.”

“What day?’

“1’d quiteforgotten—and so had Herve, I'm sure. If we'd
remembered, we never should have sent you today—hbut then,
after dl, onedoesn’'t half believethat sort of thing, doesone?’

“What sort of thing?” | asked, involuntarily snking my voice
tothelevd of hers. Inwardly | wasthinking: “I knewtherewas
something...”

Madame de Lanrivain cleared her throat and produced a
reassuring smile. “ Didn't Hervetell you the story of Kerfol ?
An ancestor of hiswasmixed up init. You know every
Breton house hasits ghost-story; and some of them are

10

rather unpleasant.”

“Yes—but thosedogs?’ | insisted.

“Well, thosedogsaretheghostsof Kerfol. At least, the peas-
antssay there’ soneday intheyear when alot of dogs appear
there; and that day the keeper and hisdaughter go off toMorlaix
and get drunk. Thewomen in Brittany drink dreadfully.” She
stooped to match asilk; then shelifted her charminginquisitive
Parisianface: “Did youreally seealot of dogs? Thereisn't
oneat Kerfol,” shesaid.

Lanrivain, thenext day, hunted out ashabby calf volumefrom
the back of an upper shelf of hislibrary.

“Yes—hereitis. What doesit cal itself? A History of the
Assizesof the Duchy of Brittany. Quimper, 1702. The book
waswritten about ahundred yearslater thanthe Kerfol affair;
but | believethe account istranscribed pretty literally fromthe
judicial records. Anyhow, it’squeer reading. Andthere'sa
HervedeLanrivain mixed upinit—not exactly MY style, as
you' |l see. But thenhe’sonly acollaterd . Here, takethe book
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up to bed with you. | don’t exactly remember thedetails; but
after you' vereadit I’ ll bet anythingyou' |l leaveyour light burning
al night!”

| left my light burning al night, ashe had predicted; but it
was chiefly because, till near dawn, | was absorbed in my
reading. Theaccount of thetrial of Annede Cornault, wife of
thelord of Kerfol, waslong and closdly printed. It was, asmy
friend had said, probably an amost literd transcription of what
took placeinthecourt-room; and thetrid |asted nearly amonth.
Besides, thetype of the book wasdetestable. . .

Atfirst | thought of trandating theold record literaly. But it
isfull of wearisomerepetitions, and themainlinesof the story
areforever straying off into Sideissues. So | havetriedtodis-
entangleit, and giveit hereinasimpler form. At times, how-
ever, | havereverted to thetext because no other wordscould
have conveyed so exactly the senseof what | felt at Kerfol;
and nowhere have| added anything of my own.

11

It wasin the year 16— that Yves de Cornault, lord of the
domain of Kerfol, went to the pardon of Locronanto perform
hisrdigiousduties. Hewasarich and powerful noble, thenin
his sixty-second year, but hale and sturdy, agreat horseman
and hunter and apious man. So al hisneighboursattested. In
appearance he seemsto have been short and broad, with a
swarthy face, legsdightly bowed from the saddle, ahanging
nose and broad handswith black hairson them. Hehad mar-
ried young and lost hiswifeand son soon after, and sincethen
had lived alone at Kerfol. Twice ayear hewent to Morlaix,
where he had a handsome house by theriver, and spent a
week or ten daysthere; and occasionally herodeto Rennes
on business. Witnesseswerefound to declarethat during these
absencesheled alifedifferent from the onehewasknownto
lead at Kerfol, where he busied himself with hisestate, at-
tended massdaily, and found hisonly amusement in hunting
thewild boar and water-fowl. But theserumoursarenot par-
ticularly relevant, and it iscertain that among peopleof his
own class in the neighbourhood he passed for a stern and
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even austere man, observant of hisreligiousobligations, and
keeping gtrictly tohimsalf. Therewasnotak of any familiarity
with thewomen on hisestate, though at that timethe nobility
werevery freewith their peasants. Some peoplesaid hehad
never looked at awoman sincehiswife' sdegth; but suchthings
are hard to prove, and the evidence on this point was not
worth much.

Wl in hissixty-second year, Yvesde Cornault went tothe
pardon at Locronan, and saw there a young lady of
Douarnenez, who had ridden over pillion behind her father to
do her duty tothesaint. Her namewas AnnedeBarrigan, and
she came of good old Breton stock, but much lessgreat and
powerful than that of Yvesde Cornault; and her father had
squandered hisfortuneat cards, and lived dmost likeapeas-
antin hislittle granite manor onthemoors. . . | havesaid |
would add nothing of my owntothisbad statement of astrange
case; but | must interrupt myself hereto describethe young
lady who rode up to the lych-gate of Locronan at the very
moment when the Baron de Cornault was al so dismounting
there. | take my description from arather rarething: afaded
drawing inred crayon, sober and truthful enoughto beby a
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late pupil of the Clouets, which hangsin Lanrivain’sstudy, and
issaidto beaportrait of AnnedeBarrigan. Itisunsigned and
hasno mark of identity but theinitialsA. B., andthedate 16—
, theyear after her marriage. It represents ayoung woman
withasmall oval face, dmost pointed, yet wideenoughfor a
full mouthwith atender depression at the corners. Thenoseis
small, and the eyebrowsare set rather high, far apart, and as
lightly pencilled asthe eyebrowsin aChinese painting. The
forehead ishigh and serious, and the hair, which onefeelsto
befineand thick and fair, drawn off it and lying closelikea
cap. Theeyesarenedther largenor small, hazel probably, with
alook at once shy and steady. A pair of beautiful long hands
arecrossed below thelady’sbreast. . .

The chaplain of Kerfol, and other witnesses, averred that
when the Baron came back from Locronan hejumped from
hishorse, ordered another to beinstantly saddled, calledtoa
young page comewith him, and rode away that ssme evening
to the south. Hissteward foll owed the next morning with cof-
fersladen onapair of pack mules. Thefollowing week Yves
de Cornault rode back to Kerfol, sent for hisvassalsand ten-
ants, andtold them hewasto bemarried at All Saintsto Anne
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deBarrigan of Douarnenez. And on All Saints' Day the mar-
riagetook place.

Astothenext few years, the evidence on both sides seems
to show that they passed happily for the couple. No onewas
found to say that Yves de Cornault had been unkind to his
wife, andit wasplainto all that he was content with hisbar-
gain. Indeed, it was admitted by the chaplain and other wit-
nessesfor the prosecution that the young lady had asoftening
influence on her husband, and that he becameless exacting
with histenants, less harsh to peasants and dependents, and
less subject to thefits of gloomy silence which had darkened
hiswidow-hood. Asto hiswife, theonly grievance her cham-
pionscould call upin her behalf wasthat Kerfol wasalonely
place, and that when her husband was away on business at
Rennesor Morlaix—whither shewas never taken—shewas
not alowed so much asto walk in the park unaccompanied.
But no one asserted that she was unhappy, though one ser-
vant-woman said she had surprised her crying, and had heard
her say that shewasawoman accursed to have no child, and
nothinginlifetocall her own. But that wasanatural enough
fedinginawifeattached to her husband; and certainly it must
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havebeenagreat grief to Yvesde Cornault that shegavehim
no son. Yet he never made her fedl her childlessnessasare-
proach—she herself admitsthisin her evidence—but seemed
totry to makeher forget it by showering giftsand favourson
her. Rich though hewas, he had never been open-handed; but
nothing wastoofinefor hiswife, intheway of slksor gemsor
linen, or whatever el seshefancied. Every wandering merchant
waswelcomeat Kerfol, and when themaster wascalled avay
he never came back without bringing hiswife ahandsome
present—something curiousand particular—from Morlaix or
Rennesor Quimper. Oneof thewaiting-women gave, in cross-
examination, aninteresting list of oneyear’sgifts, which | copy.
FromMorlaix, acarvedivory junk, with Chinamen at the oars,
that astrange sailor had brought back asavaotive offering for
Notre DamedelaClarte, above Ploumanac’ h; from Quimper,
an embroidered gown, worked by the nuns of the Assump-
tion; from Rennes, asilver rosethat opened and showed an
amber Virginwithacrown of garnets, fromMorlaix, again, a
length of Damascus velvet shot with gold, bought of a Jew
from Syria; and for Michaglmasthat sameyear, from Rennes,
anecklet or bracel et of round stones—emeradsand pearls
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and rubies—strung like beads on agold wire. Thiswasthe
present that pleased the lady best, thewoman said. Later on,
asit happened, it was produced at thetrial, and appearsto
have struck the Judges and the public asacuriousand valu-
ablejewd.

Thevery samewinter, the Baron absented himself again,
thistimeasfar asBordeaux, and on hisreturn hebrought his
wife something even odder and prettier than the bracelet. It
wasawinter evening when herode up to Kerfol and, walking
intothehall, found her stting listlessly by thefire, her chinon
her hand, looking into thefire. Hecarried avelvet box inhis
hand and, setting it down onthe hearth, lifted thelid and et out
alittle golden-brown dog.

Annede Cornault exclaimed with pleasureasthelittlecrea
ture bounded toward her. “ Oh, it lookslikeabird or abutter-
fly!” shecried asshepickedit up; and thedog put itspawson
her shouldersand looked at her with eyes“likeaChrigtian's.”
After that shewould never haveit out of her sight, and petted
andtakedtoit asif it had been achild—asindeed it wasthe
nearest thing to achild shewasto know. Yves de Cornault
wasmuch pleased with hispurchase. Thedog had been brought

14

to him by asailor from an East Indiamerchantman, and the
sailor had bought it of apilgriminabazaar at Jaffa, who had
stolenit from anobleman’swifein China: aperfectly permis-
siblething to do, since the pilgrim was a Christian and the
nobleman aheathen doomed to hellfire. Yvesde Cornault had
paid along pricefor thedog, for they were beginningtobein
demand at the French court, and the sailor knew he had got
hold of agood thing; but Anne'spleasurewas so greet that, to
seeher laugh and play withthelittleanimd,, her husband would
doubtlesshave giventwicethesum.

Sofar, dl theevidenceisat one, and thenarrative plain sailing;
but now the steering becomesdifficult. | will try to keep as
nearly aspossibleto Anne'sown statements, though toward
theend, poor thing... .

WEell, to go back. Thevery year after thelittle brown dog
was brought to Kerfol, Yves de Cornault, one winter night,
wasfound dead at the head of anarrow flight of stairsleading
down from hiswife'sroomsto adoor opening onthecourt. It
washiswifewho found himand gavetheadarm, so distracted,
poor wretch, with fear and horror—for hisblood wasall over
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her—that at first the roused household could not make out
what shewas saying, and thought she had gone suddenly mad.
But there, sureenough, at thetop of thestairslay her husband,
stone dead, and head foremost, the blood from hiswounds
dripping down to the stepsbel ow him. He had been dreadfully
scratched and gashed about the face and throat, asif witha
dull weapon; and one of hislegshad adeep tear init which
had cut an artery, and probably caused hisdeath. But how did
he comethere, and who had murdered him?
Hiswifedeclared that she had been adeep in her bed, and
hearing hiscry had rushed out to find him lyingon the stairs;
but thiswasimmediately questioned. Inthefirst place, it was
proved that from her room she could not have heard thestruggle
onthegtairs, owingto thethicknessof thewallsand thelength
of theintervening passage; then it wasevident that she had not
been inbed and ad eep, since shewas dressed when sheroused
the house, and her bed had not been slept in. Moreover, the
door at the bottom of the stairswas gjar, and the key in the
lock; and it was noticed by the chaplain (an observant man)
that the dresssheworewas stai ned with blood about theknees,
and that there were traces of small blood-stained handslow

15

down onthe staircase walls, so that it was conjectured that
shehad redly been at the postern-door when her husband fell
and, feeling her way up to himin the darknesson her hands
and knees, had been stained by hisblood dripping down on
her. Of courseit wasargued on the other side that the blood-
markson her dressmight have been caused by her kneeling
down by her husband when she rushed out of her room; but
therewasthe open door below, and thefact that thefingermarks
inthestaircaseall pointed upward.

Theaccused held to her statement for thefirst two days, in
spiteof itsimprobability; but onthethird day word wasbrought
to her that Herve de Lanrivain, ayoung nobleman of the
nel ghbourhood, had been arrested for complicity inthecrime.
Two or three witnessesthereupon cameforward to say that it
wasknown throughout the country that L anrivain had formerly
been on good termswith thelady of Cornault; but that he had
been absent from Brittany for over ayear, and people had
ceased to associate their names. Thewitnesseswho madethis
statement were not of avery reputable sort. Onewasan old
herb-gatherer suspected of witch-craft, another adrunken clerk
from aneighbouring parish, thethird ahalf-witted shepherd
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who could be madeto say anything; and it wasclear that the
prosecution was not satisfied with its case, and would have
likedtofind moredefinite proof of Lanrivain’'scomplicity than
the statement of the herb-gatherer, who sworeto having seen
him climbing thewall of the park on the night of the murder.
Oneway of patching out incomplete proofsin thosedayswas
to put some sort of pressure, moral or physical, on the ac-
cused person. Itisnot clear what pressurewas put on Anne
de Cornault; but onthethird day, when shewasbrought into
court, she* appeared weak and wandering,” and after being
encouraged to collect hersalf and speek thetruth, on her honour
and thewounds of her Blessed Redeemer, she confessed that
shehad in fact gone down the stairsto speak with Hervede
Lanrivain (who denied everything), and had been surprised
there by the sound of her husband’sfall. That wasbetter; and
the prosecution rubbed itshandswith satisfaction. The satis-
factionincreased when variousdependentsliving at Kerfol were
induced to say—with apparent sincerity—that during theyear
or two preceding hisdegth their master had oncemoregrown
uncertain and irascible, and subject to thefitsof brooding si-
lence which his household had learned to dread before his
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second marriage. This seemed to show that things had not
been going well at Kerfol; though no one could befound to
say that there had been any signsof open disagreement be-
tween husband and wife.

Anne de Cornault, when questioned asto her reason for
going down at night to open the door to Hervede Lanrivain,
madean answer which must have sent asmilearoundthecourt.
She said it was because she was lonely and wanted to talk
with theyoung man. Wasthisthe only reason? shewasasked,
andreplied: “ Yes, by the Crossover your Lordships heads.”
“But why a midnight?’ the court asked. “Because| could see
himinno other way.” | can seetheexchange of glancesacross
theerminecollarsunder the Crucifix.

Annede Cornault, further questioned, said that her married
life had been extremely lonely: “ desolate” wastheword she
used. It wastrue that her husband seldom spoke harshly to
her; but there were dayswhen hedid not speak at all. It was
truethat he had never struck or threatened her; but he kept
her likeaprisoner a Kerfol, and when herodeaway toMorlaix
or Quimper or Renneshe set so closeawatch on her that she
could not pick aflower inthe garden without having awaiting-
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woman at her hedls. “I am no Queen, to need such honours,”
she once said to him; and he had answered that aman who
hasatreasure doesnot leavethekey inthelock when hegoes
out. “ Then take mewith you,” she urged; but tothishe said
that townswere pernicious places, and young wives better off
at their ownfiresdes.

“But what did you want to say to Hervede Lanrivain?’ the
court asked; and sheanswered: “Toask himtotakemeaway.”

“ Ah—you confessthat you went down to himwith adulter-
ousthoughts?’

“No.”

“Thenwhy did you want himto takeyou away?’

“Becausel wasafrad for my life”

“Of whomwereyou afraid?’

“Of my husband.”

“Why wereyou afraid of your husband?’

“Because hehad strangled my littledog.”

Another smile must have passed around the court-room: in
dayswhen any nobleman had aright to hang his peasants—
and most of them exercised it—pinching apet animal’swind-
pipewas nothing to make afussabout.
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At thispoint one of the Judges, who appearsto havehad a
certain sympathy for the accused, suggested that she should
bealowed to explain herself in her own way; and shethere-
upon madethefollowing statement.

Thefirst yearsof her marriage had beenlonely; but her hus-
band had not been unkind to her. If she had had achild she
would not have been unhappy; but the dayswerelong, and it
rained too much.

It wastruethat her husband, whenever he went away and
left her, brought her ahandsome present on hisreturn; but this
did not make up for theloneliness. At least nothing had, till he
brought her thelittle brown dog from the East: after that she
was much less unhappy. Her husband seemed pleased that
shewas so fond of thedog; he gave her leaveto put her jew-
elled bracelet around itsneck, and to keep it alwayswith her.

Oneday she had fallen asleepin her room, with the dog at
her feet, ashishabit was. Her feet werebareand restingon his
back. Suddenly she was waked by her husband: he stood
beside her, smiling not unkindly.

“Youlook like my great-grandmother, Juliane de Cornaullt,
lying inthe chapel with her feet on alittledog,” hesaid.
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Theanaogy sent achill through her, but she laughed and
answered: “Well, when | am dead you must put me beside
her, carved inmarble, withmy dog at my feet.”

“Oho—we' Il wait and see,” hesaid, laughing aso, but with
hisblack brows closetogether. “ The dog isthe emblem of
fiddity.”

“And do you doubt my right toliewith mineat my feet?’

“When|’mindoubt | find out,” heanswered. “l ananold
man,” headded, “and peoplesay | makeyoulead alondy life.
But | swear you shall haveyour monument if you earnit.”

“And | swear to befaithful,” shereturned, “if only for the
sakeof havingmy littledog at my feet.”

Not long afterward he went on businessto the Quimper As-
sizes, and while hewas away hisaunt, thewidow of agreat
nobleman of the duchy, cameto spend anight at Kerfol on her
way to the pardon of Ste. Barbe. Shewas awoman of great
piety and consequence, and much respected by Yves de
Cornault, and when she proposed to Anneto go with her to
Ste. Barbeno one could object, and even the chaplain declared
himsalf infavour of the pilgrimage. So Anne set out for Ste.
Barbe, and therefor the first time she talked with Herve de

Lanrivain. Hehad comeonceor twiceto Kerfol with hisfather,
but she had never before exchanged adozen wordswith him.
They did not talk for morethan five minutesnow: it wasunder
thechestnuts, asthe process on was coming out of thechapdl.
Hesaid: “I pity you,” and shewas surprised, for she had not
supposed that any onethought her an object of pity. Headded:
“Cdl formewhenyouneed me” and sheamiledalittle, but was
glad afterward, and thought often of themeeting.

She confessed to having seen himthreetimesafterward: not
more. How or where she would not say—one had the im-
pression that shefeared toimplicate someone. Their meetings
had been rareand brief; and at thelast he had told her that he
was starting the next day for aforeign country, onamission
which was not without peril and might keep him for many
months absent. He asked her for aremembrance, and shehad
noneto give him but thecollar about thelittledog’sneck. She
was sorry afterward that she had givenit, but hewas so un-
happy at going that she had not had the courageto refuse.

Her hushand wasaway at thetime. When hereturned afew
dayslater he picked up thelittledog to pet it, and noticed that
itscollar wasmissing. Hiswifetold himthat thedog had lost it
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intheundergrowth of the park, and that sheand her maidshad
hunted awhole day for it. It wastrue, she explained to the
court, that she had made the maids search for the necklet—
they dl believed thedog had lost itinthe park....

Her husband made no comment, and that evening at supper
hewasin hisusual mood, between good and bad: you could
never tell which. Hetalked agood deal, describing what he
had seen and done at Rennes; but now and then he stopped
and looked hard at her; and when she went to bed shefound
her littledog strangled on her pillow. Thelittlething wasdeed,
but still warm; shestoopedtoliftit, and her distressturned to
horror when shediscovered that it had been strangled by twist-
ingtwicerounditsthroat the necklet shehad givento Lanrivain.

The next morning at dawn she buried the dog in the gar-
den, and hid the necklet in her breast. She said nothing to her
husband, then or later, and he said nothing to her; but that
day hehad apeasant hanged for stealing afaggot in the park,
and the next day he nearly beat to death ayoung horse he
was breaking.

Winter setin, and the short dayspassed, and thelong nights,
oneby one; and she heard nothing of HervedeLanrivain. It
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might bethat her husband had killed him; or merely that hehad
been robbed of the necklet. Day after day by the hearth among
the spinning maids, night after night aloneon her bed, shewon-
dered and trembled. Sometimes at table her husband looked
acrossat her and smiled; and then shefelt surethat Lanrivain
was dead. She dared not try to get news of him, for shewas
sure her husband wouldfind out if shedid: shehad anideathat
he couldfind out anything. Evenwhenawitch-womanwhowas
anoted seer, and could show you thewholeworldin her crys-
tal, cametothecastlefor anight’ sshelter, and themaidsflocked
to her, Anne held back. The winter waslong and black and
rainy. Oneday, in Yvesde Cornault’sabsence, somegypsies
cameto Kerfol with atroop of performing dogs. Annebought
thesmallest and cleverest, awhite dog with afeathery coat and
oneblueand onebrown eye. It seemed to have beenill-treated
by the gypsies, and clung to her plaintively when shetook it
fromthem. That evening her husband cameback, andwhenshe
went to bed shefound the dog strangled on her pillow.

After that she said to herself that she would never have
another dog; but one bitter cold evening apoor lean grey-
hound was found whining at the castle-gate, and she took
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him in and forbade the maids to speak of him to her hus-
band. She hid himinaroom that no one went to, smuggled
food to him from her own plate, madehimawarmbedtolie
on and petted him likeachild.

Yvesde Cornault came home, and the next day shefound the
greyhound strangled on her pillow. Shewept in secret, but said
nothing, and resolved that evenif shemet adog dying of hunger
shewould never bring himinto thecastle; but oneday shefound
ayoung sheep-dog, abrindled puppy with good blueeyes, ly-
ingwithabroken leginthesnow of the park. Yvesde Cornault
wasat Rennes, and she brought thedog in, warmed and fed it,
tiedupitslegand hiditinthecadtletill her husband'sreturn. The
day before, she gaveit to apeasant woman who lived along
way off, and paid her handsomely to carefor it and say nothing;
but that night she heard awhining and scratching at her door,
and when she opened it thelame puppy, drenched and shiver-
ing, jumped up on her with little sobbing barks. Shehid himin
her bed, and the next morning was about to have him taken
back to the peasant woman when she heard her husband ride
into the court. She shut the dog in achest and went down to
receive him. An hour or two later, when she returned to her
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room, thepuppy lay strangled onher pillow....

After that she dared not make apet of any other dog; and
her |oneliness became a most unendurable. Sometimes, when
she crossed the court of the castle, and thought no onewas
looking, she stopped to pat the old pointer at the gate. But one
day as she was caressing him her husband came out of the
chapel; and the next day the old dog wasgone....

Thiscuriousnarrativewasnot toldin onestting of thecourt,
or received without impatience and incredul ous comment. It
was plainthat the Judgeswere surprised by itspuerility, and
that it did not help the accused in the eyesof the public. It was
an odd tale, certainly; but what did it prove? That Yvesde
Cornault disliked dogs, and that hiswife, to gratify her own
fancy, peragently ignored thisdidike. Asfor pleading thistrivia
disagreement asan excusefor her relations—whatever their
nature—with her supposed accomplice, theargument was so
absurdthat her ownlawyer manifestly regretted having let her
makeuse of it, and tried several timesto cut short her story.
But shewent on to the end, with akind of hypnotizedinsis-
tence, asthough the scenes she evoked were so real to her
that she had forgotten where shewas and imagined hersalf to
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bere-livingthem.

At length the Judge who had previously shown acertain
kindnessto her said (leaning forward alittle, one may sup-
pose, from hisrow of dozing colleagues): “ Thenyouwould
have usbelievethat you murdered your husband because he
would not |et you keep apet dog?’

“I did not murder my husband.”

“Whodid, then?HervedeLanrivan?’

“No.”

“Who then? Canyoutdll us?’

“Yes, | can tell you. The dogs—" At that point she was
carried out of the court in aswoon.

It wasevident that her lawyer tried to get her to abandon this
line of defense. Possibly her explanation, whatever it was, had
seemed convincing when shepouredit out to himin the heet of
their first private colloquy; but now that it wasexposed tothe
colddaylight of judicid scrutiny, and thebanter of thetown, he
wasthoroughly ashamed of it, and would have sacrificed her
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without ascrupleto save hisprofessiona reputation. But the
obgtinate Judge—who perhaps, after dl, wasmoreinquistive
than kindly—evidently wanted to hear the story out, and she
was ordered, the next day, to continue her deposition.

She said that after the di sappearance of the old watch-dog
nothing particular happened for amonth or two. Her husband
wasmuch asusud: shedid not remember any specia incident.
But one evening apedlar woman cameto the castleand was
sdling trinketsto themaids. Shehad no heart for trinkets, but
shestood |ooking on whilethewomen madetheir choice. And
then, she did not know how, but the pedlar coaxed her into
buying for hersalf an odd pear-shaped pomander withastrong
scent in it—she had once seen something of the kind on a
gypsy woman. She had no desirefor the pomander, and did
not know why she had bought it. The pedlar said that whoever
woreit had the power to read thefuture; but shedid not redlly
believethat, or care much either. However, she bought the
thing andtook it up to her room, where she sat turning it about
in her hand. Then the strange scent attracted her and she be-
ganto wonder what kind of spicewasin the box. She opened
itand found agrey beanrolled in astrip of paper; and onthe



Early Short Fiction

paper she saw asign sheknew, and amessagefrom Hervede
Lanrivain, saying that hewasat homeagain and would be at
the door inthe court that night after themoon had set. . .

She burned the paper and then sat down to think. It was
nightfall, and her husband wasat home. . . She had noway of
warning Lanrivain, and therewasnothing to do but towait. . .

Atthispoint | fancy thedrowsy courtroom beginningtowake
up. Eventotheoldest hand on the bench theremust have been
acertain aestheticreishinpicturing thefeglingsof awomanon
recelving suchamessageat night-fall fromamanliving twenty
milesaway, towhom shehad no meansof sendingawarning. ...

She was not a clever woman, | imagine; and as the first
result of her cogitation she appearsto have madethe mistake
of being, that evening, too kind to her husband. She could not
ply himwithwine, according to thetraditional expedient, for
though he drank heavily at timeshe had astrong head; and
when hedrank beyond itsstrength it was because he choseto,
and not because awoman coaxed him. Not hiswife, at any
rate—shewasan old story by now. Asl read thecasg, | fancy
therewasno feeling for her left in him but the hatred occa-
sioned by hissupposed dishonour.
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Atany rate, shetriedto call up her old graces; but early in
theevening hecomplained of painsand fever, and | eft the hall
to go up to hisroom. His servant carried him a cup of hot
wine, and brought back word that hewas deeping and not to
bedisturbed; and an hour later, when Annelifted the tapestry
and listened at hisdoor, she heard hisloud regular breathing.
Shethought it might beafeint, and stayed along timebare-
footedinthecold passage, her ear to the crack; but the breath-
ing went ontoo steadily and naturally to be other thanthat of a
man inasound s eep. She crept back to her room reassured,
and stood in the window watching the moon set through the
treesof the park. The sky wasmisty and starless, and after the
moon went down the night was pitch black. She knew the
timehad come, and stoled ong the passage, past her husband's
door—where she stopped again to listen to hisbreathing—to
thetop of the stairs. There she paused amoment, and assured
herself that no onewasfollowing her; then shebeganto go
downthedairsinthedarkness. They wereso steep and winding
that shehad to go very dowly, for fear of ssumbling. Her one
thought wasto get the door unbolted, tell Lanrivainto make
his escape, and hasten back to her room. She had tried the
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bolt earlier inthe evening, and managed to put alittle grease
onit; but nevertheless, when shedrew it, it gaveasquesk . . .
not loud, but it made her heart stop; and the next minute, over-
head, sheheardanoise....

“What noise?’ the prosecution interposed.

“My husband’svoicecdling out my nameand cursing me.”

“What did you hear after that?’

“Aterriblescreamand afall.”

“WherewasHervedelLanrivain at thistime?’

“Hewasstanding outsdeinthecourt. | just madehimoutin
thedarkness. | told himfor God'ssaketo go, and then | pushed
thedoor shut.”

“What did you do next?’

“1 stood at thefoot of the stairsand listened.”

“What didyou hear?’

“1 heard dogs snarling and panting.” (Visible discourage-
ment of the bench, boredom of the public, and exasperation of
thelawyer for thedefense. Dogsagain—! But theinquisitive
Judgeinssted.)

“What dogs?’

She bent her head and spoke so low that she had to betold
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torepeat her answer: “I don’t know.”

“How do you mean—you don’t know?’

“1 don’t know what dogs. . .”

TheJudgeagainintervened: “ Try totell usexactly what hap-
pened. How long did you remain at thefoot of the stairs?’

“Only afew minutes.”

“ And what was going on meanwhile overhead?’

“The dogskept on snarling and panting. Onceor twice he
cried out. | think hemoaned once. Thenhewasquiet.”

“Thenwhat happened?’

“Then| heard asound likethe noise of apack whenthewolf
isthrownto them—gulping and lapping.”

(Therewasagroan of disgust and repulsonthroughthecourt,
and another attempted intervention by the distracted lawyer.
Buttheinquigitive Judgewasdtill inquidtive.)

“Andal thewhileyoudid not goup?’

“Yes—I went up then—to drivethem off.”

“Thedogs?’

“Yes”

“Well—?'

“When| got thereit wasquitedark. | found my husband’'s
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flint and steel and struck aspark. | saw himlying there. He
wasdead.”

“Andthedogs?’

“Thedogsweregone.”

“Gone—whereto?’

“1 don’t know. Therewas no way out—and therewere no
dogsat Kerfol.”

Shestraightened herself to her full height, threw her arms
above her head, and fell down on the stonefloor withalong
scream. Therewasamoment of confusioninthe court-room.
Some one onthebench washeardto say: “Thisisclearly a
casefor theecclesagticd authorities’—and the prisoner’slaw-
yer doubtlessjumped at the suggestion.

Afterthis, thetrid losesitself inamazeof cross-questioning
and squabbling. Every withesswho was called corroborated
Annede Cornault’ sstatement that therewereno dogsat Kerfol :
had been nonefor several months. The master of the house
had taken adidliketo dogs, therewasno denying it. But, on
the other hand, at theinquest, there had been long and bitter
discussion asto the nature of the dead man’swounds. One of
the surgeons called in had spoken of marksthat |looked like
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bites. The suggestion of witchcraft wasrevived, and the op-
posing lawyershurled tomes of necromancy at each other.

At last Annede Cornault was brought back into court—at
theinstance of the same Judge—and asked if sheknew where
the dogs she spoke of could have comefrom. On the body of
her Redeemer she sworethat shedid not. Then the Judge put
hisfinal question: “If thedogsyou think you heard had been
known to you, do you think you would have recognized them
by their barking?’

“Ves”

“Didyou recognizethem?’

“Ves”

“What dogsdo you take themto have been?’

“My dead dogs,” she said in awhisper. . . Shewastaken
out of court, not to reappear there again. There was some
kind of ecclesasticd investigation, and theend of thebusiness
wasthat the Judges disagreed with each other, and with the
ecclesiastical committee, and that Anne de Cornault wasfi-
nally handed over to the keeping of her husband’sfamily, who
shut her upinthe keep of Kerfol, where sheissaid to have
died many yearslater, aharmless madwoman.
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So endsher story. Asfor that of Hervede Lanrivain, | had
only to apply to hiscollateral descendant for its subsequent
detalls. Theevidence against theyoung man being insufficient,
and hisfamily influencein the duchy considerable, hewas set
free, and left soon afterward for Paris. Hewas probably inno
mood for aworldly life, and he appearsto have comea most
immediately under theinfluence of thefamousM. Arnauld
d Andilly and the gentlemen of Port Royd. A year or two later
hewasreceivedinto their Order, and without achieving any
particular distinction hefollowed itsgood and evil fortunestill
his death some twenty yearslater. Lanrivain showed mea
portrait of him by apupil of Philippede Champaigne: sad eyes,
an impulsive mouth and a narrow brow. Poor Herve de
Lanrivain: itwasagrey ending. Yet as| looked at hisstiff and
sdlow effigy, inthedark dressof the Jansenigts, | amost found
mysealf envying hisfate. After al, inthecourseof hislifetwo
great things had happened to him: he had loved romanticaly,
and hemust havetalked with Pascal. . .
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MRS. MANSTEY'S VIEW
asfirst publishedin Scribner’'sMagazine, July, 1891

Theview from Mrs. Manstey’swindow was not astriking
one, but to her at least it wasfull of interest and beauty. Mrs.
Manstey occupied the back room on thethird floor of aNew
York boarding-house, in astreet wherethe ash-barrelslin-
gered late onthe sidewak and the gapsin the pavement would
have staggered a Quintus Curtius. Shewasthewidow of a
clerk in alarge wholesale house, and his death had | eft her
alone, for her only daughter had married in California, and
could not afford the long journey to New York to see her
mother. Mrs. Manstey, perhaps, might havejoined her daugh-
ter inthe West, but they had now been so many years apart
that they had ceased to feel any need of each other’ssociety,
and their intercourse had |ong been limited to the exchange of
afew perfunctory letters written withindifferenceby thedaugh-
ter, and with difficulty by Mrs. Mangtey, whoseright hand was
growing stiff with gout. Even had shefelt astronger desirefor
her daughter’scompanionship, Mrs. Mangtey’sincreasingin-
firmity, which caused her to dread the threeflights of stairs
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between her room and the street, would have given her pause
ontheeve of undertaking solong ajourney; and without per-
haps, formulating these reasons she had |ong since accepted
asamatter of courseher solitary lifein New York.

Shewas, indeed, not quitelonely, for afew friendstill toiled
up now and thento her room; but their visitsgrew rare asthe
years went by. Mrs. Manstey had never been a sociable
woman, and during her husband'’slifetimehiscompanionship
had been all-sufficient to her. For many years she had cher-
ished adesiretoliveinthe country, to haveahen-houseand a
garden; but thislonging had faded with age, leaving only inthe
breast of the uncommuni cative old woman avaguetenderness
for plantsand animals. It was, perhaps, thistendernesswhich
made her cling so fervently to her view from her window, a
view inwhichthemost optimisticeyewould at first havefailed
todiscover anything admirable.

Mrs. Mangtey, from her coign of vantage (adightly project-
ing bow-window where she nursed anivy and asuccession of
unwholesome-looking bulbs), looked out first upon theyard
of her own dwelling, of which, however, shecould get but a
restricted glimpse. Still, her gaze took inthetopmost boughs
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of the ailanthus bel ow her window, and she knew how early
each year the clump of dicentrastrungitsbending stalk with
heartsof pink.

But of greater interest weretheyardsbeyond. Being for the
most part attached to boarding-housesthey werein astate of
chronic untidinessand fluttering, on certain daysof theweek,
with miscellaneous garmentsand frayed table-cloths. In spite
of thisMrs. Manstey found much to admireinthelong vista
which shecommanded. Some of the yardswere, indeed, but
stony wastes, with grassin the cracks of the pavement and no
shadein spring savethat afforded by theintermittent leafage of
the clothes-lines. TheseyardsMrs. Manstey disapproved of,
but the others, the green ones, sheloved. She had grown used
to their disorder; the broken barrels, the empty bottlesand
paths unswept no longer annoyed her; herswas the happy
faculty of dwelling on the pleasanter side of the prospect be-
foreher.

Inthevery next enclosuredid not amagnoliaopenitshard
whiteflowersagaingt thewatery blueof April? And wasthere
not, alittleway downtheline, afencefoamed over every May
belilac wavesof wigtaria? Farther ill, ahorse-chestnut lifted
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itscandelabraof buff and pink blossoms above broad fans of
foliage; whilein the opposite yard June was sweet with the
breath of aneglected syringa, which persisted in growingin
spite of the countless obstacles opposed toitswelfare.

But if natureoccupiedthefront rank inMrs. Manstey’sview,
therewas much of amore persona character tointerest herin
the aspect of the housesand their inmates. She deeply disap-
proved of the mustard-colored curtainswhich had lately been
hung in the doctor’ swindow opposite; but she glowed with
pleasurewhenthe housefarther down haditsold brickswashed
withacoat of paint. The occupants of the housesdid not often
show themselvesat the back windows, but the servantswere
alwaysin sight. Noisy datterns, Mrs. Manstey pronounced
thegreater number; sheknew their waysand hated them. But
to thequiet cook in the newly painted house, whose mistress
bullied her, and who secretly fed the stray cats at nightfall,
Mrs. Manstey’ swarmest sympathieswere given. On one oc-
casion her feelings were racked by the neglect of ahouse-
maid, who for two daysforgot to feed the parrot committed to
her care. Onthethird day, Mrs. Mangtey, in spite of her gouty
hand, had just penned aletter, beginning: “Madam, itisnow
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threedayssinceyour parrot hasbeenfed,” when theforgetful
maid appeared at the window with acup of seed in her hand.

But in Mrs. Manstey’ smore meditative moodsit wasthe
narrowing perspective of far-off yardswhich pleased her best.
Sheloved, at twilight, when the distant brown-stone spire
seemed mdtinginthefluid yelow of thewes, tolosehersdlfin
vague memoriesof atrip to Europe, madeyearsago, and now
reduced in her mind’ seyeto apale phantasmagoriaof indis-
tinct steeplesand dreamy skies. Perhapsat heart Mrs. Mangtey
wasan artis; at al events shewas sens ble of many changesof
color unnoticed by the average eye, and dear to her asthe
green of early spring wastheblack | attice of branchesagainst
acold sulphur sky at the close of asnowy day. She enjoyed,
aso, thesunny thawsof March, when patchesof earth showed
through the snow, likeink-spots spreading on asheet of white
blotting-paper; and, better still, the haze of boughs, |eafless
but swollen, which replaced the clear-cut tracery of winter.
She even watched with acertain interest thetrail of smoke
from afar-off factory chimney, and missed adetail intheland-
scapewhen thefactory was closed and the smoke disappeared.

Mrs. Manstey, in thelong hourswhich she spent at her win-
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dow, wasnot idle. Sheread alittle, and knitted numberless
stockings; but the view surrounded and shaped her lifeasthe
seadoesalonely island. When her rare callerscameit was
difficult for her to detach hersdlf from the contempl ation of the
opposite window-washing, or the scrutiny of certain green
pointsin aneghboring flower-bed which might, or might not,
turninto hyacinths, whileshefeigned aninterestin her visitor’s
anecdotes about some unknown grandchild. Mrs. Manstey’s
real friendswerethe denizensof theyards, the hyacinths, the
magnolia, the green parrot, the maid who fed the cats, the
doctor who studied | ate behind hismustard-col ored curtains,
and the confidant of her tenderer musingswasthe church-
spirefloating inthesunset.

OneApril day, asshesat in her usud place, with knitting cast
asdeand eyesfixed ontheblue sky mottled with round clouds,
aknock at the door announced the entrance of her landlady.
Mrs. Manstey did not carefor her landlady, but she submitted
toher vistswithladylikeresgnation. To-day, however, it seemed
harder than usud to turn from the blue sky and the blossoming
magnolia to Mrs. Sampson’s unsuggestive face, and Mrs.
Manstey was consciousof adistinct effort asshedid so.
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“The magnoliais out earlier than usual this year, Mrs.
Sampson,” sheremarked, yieldingto arareimpulse, for she
seldom alluded to the absorbing interest of her life. Inthefirst
placeit wasatopic not likely to appeal to her visitors and,
besides, she lacked the power of expression and could not
have given utteranceto her feelingshad shewished to.

“Thewhat, Mrs. Manstey?’ inquired thelandlady, glancing
about the room asiif to find there the explanation of Mrs.
Manstey’sstatement.

“Themagnoliainthenext yard—inMrs. Black’syard,” Mrs.
Manstey repeated.

“Isit, indeed?1 didn’'t know therewasamagnoliathere,”
said Mrs. Sampson, carelessly. Mrs. Manstey looked at her;
shedid not know that there wasamagnoliain the next yard!

“By theway,” Mrs. Sampson continued, “ speaking of Mrs.
Black reminds methat thework on the extensionisto begin
next week.”

“Thewhat?’ it wasMrs. Manstey’sturnto ask.

“Theextension,” said Mrs. Sampson, nodding her head in
thedirection of theignored magnolia. “You knew, of course,
that Mrs. Black wasgoing to build an extension to her house?
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Yes, ma am. | hear itisto runright back to theend of theyard.
How shecan afford to build an extensoninthesehard timesl
don't see; but sheawayswas crazy about building. She used
to keep aboarding-housein Seventeenth Street, and she nearly
ruined herself then by sticking out bow-windows and what
not; | should havethought that would have cured her of build-
ing, but | guessit’sadisease, likedrink. Anyhow, thework is
to beginonMonday.”

Mrs. Manstey had grown pale. She always spoke slowly,
so thelandlady did not heed the long pausewhich followed.
Atlast Mrs. Mangtey said: “ Do you know how hightheexten-
sonwill be?’

“That’sthe most absurd part of it. The extensionisto be
built right up to theroof of the main building; now, did you
ever?’

“Mrs. Manstey paused again. “Won't it be agreat annoy-
anceto you, Mrs. Sampson?’ sheasked.

“1 should say it would. But there'sno helpfor it; if people
have got amind to build extensionsthere’sno law to prevent
‘em, that I’'m aware of.” Mrs. Manstey, knowing this, was
slent. “Thereisnohelpforit,” Mrs. Sampson repeated, “ but

29

if I amachurch member, | wouldn’t beso sorry if it ruined
ElizaBlack. Well, good-day, Mrs. Manstey; I'm glad tofind
you so comfortable.”

So comfortable—so comfortable! Left to herself theold
woman turned once moreto thewindow. How lovely theview
wasthat day! Thebluesky withitsround cloudsshed abright-
nessover everything; theailanthus had put on atinge of yel-
low-green, the hyacinthswere budding, the magnoliaflowers
looked morethan ever likerosettes carved in alabaster. Soon
thewistariawould bloom, then the horse-chestnut; but not for
her. Between her eyesand them abarrier of brick and mortar
would swiftly rise; presently even the spirewould disappear,
and al her radiant world be blotted out. Mrs. Manstey sent
away untouched the dinner-tray brought to her that evening.
Shelingered inthewindow until thewindy sunset diedin bat-
colored dusk; then, going to bed, shelay deeplessall night.

Early the next day she was up and at the window. It was
raining, but eventhrough thedanting gray gauze the scenehad
itscharm—and then therain was so good for thetrees. She
had noticed theday beforethat theailanthuswasgrowing dusty.

“Of course | might move,” said Mrs. Manstey aoud, and
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turning from thewindow shelooked about her room. Shemight
move, of course; so might she beflayed dive; but shewasnot
likely to survive either operation. Theroom, though far less
important to her happinessthan theview, wasasmuch apart
of her existence. Shehadlivedinit seventeenyears. Sheknew
every sainonthewall-paper, every rent inthe carpet; thelight
fell inacertain way on her engravings, her bookshad grown
shabby ontheir shelves, her bulbsand ivy were used to their
window and knew whichway to leanto thesun. “Weareall
toooldtomove,” shesaid.

That afternoonit cleared. Wet and radiant the blueregppeared
through tornragsof cloud; theailanthus sparkled; theearthin
the flower-borders |ooked rich and warm. It was Thursday,
and on Monday thebuilding of theextensonwasto begin.

On Sunday afternoon acard was brought to Mrs. Black, as
shewasengaged in gathering up the fragments of the board-
ers dinner inthebasement. The card, black-edged, boreMrs.
Mangtey’sname.

“One of Mrs. Sampson’s boarders; wantsto move, | sup-
pose. Well, | can give her aroom next year inthe extension.
Dinah,” sadMrs. Black, “tdl thelady I'll beupgtarsinaminute.”
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Mrs. Black found Mrs. Manstey standing inthelong parlor
garnished with statuettes and antimacassars; inthat house she
could not sit down.

Stooping hurriedly to open theregister, whichlet out acloud
of dust, Mrs. Black advanced on her visitor.

“I’'m happy to meet you, Mrs. Manstey; take asedt, please,”
thelandlady remarked in her prosperousvoice, thevoiceof a
womanwho can afford to build extensions. Therewasno help
forit; Mrs. Manstey sat down.

“Isthereanything | can dofor you, ma am?’ Mrs. Black
continued. “My houseisfull at present, but | am goingto build
anextenson, and—"

“It isabout the extension that | wish to speak,” said Mrs.
Manstey, suddenly. “1 am apoor woman, Mrs. Black, and |
have never been ahappy one. | shall havetotalk about mysalf
first to—to makeyou understand.”

Mrs. Black, astonished but imperturbable, bowed at this
parenthes's.

“I never had what | wanted,” Mrs. Manstey continued. “ It
was always one disappointment after another. For years|
wanted to livein the country. | dreamed and dreamed about it;
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but we never could manageit. Therewasno sunny window in
our house, and so all my plantsdied. My daughter married
years ago and went away—Dbesides, she never cared for the
samethings. Then my husband died and | wasleft done. That
was seventeen yearsago. | went to liveat Mrs. Sampson’s,
and | havebeenthereever since. | havegrownalittleinfirm,
asyou see, and | don't get out often; only onfinedays, if | am
feeling very well. So you can understand my sitting agreat
deal in my window—the back window on thethird floor—"

“Well, Mrs. Manstey,” said Mrs. Black, liberally, “1 could
giveyou aback room, | dare say; oneof thenew roomsinthe
v

“But | don’'twanttomove; | can'tmove,” saidMrs. Mangey,
amost withascream. “And | cametotell youthat if you build
that extengon| shdl havenoview from my window—noview!
Doyou understand?’

Mrs. Black thought herself faceto facewith alunatic, and
she had dwaysheard that lunatics must be humored.

“Dear me, dear me,” sheremarked, pushing her chair back
alittleway, “that istoo bad, isn’'tit?Why, | never thought of
that. Tobesure, theextenson WILL interferewith your view,
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Mrs. Manstey.”

“You do understand?’ Mrs. Manstey gasped.

“Of coursel do. And I’ mreal sorry about it, too. But there,
don’'t you worry, Mrs. Manstey. | guess we can fix that all
right.”

Mrs. Manstey rosefrom her seat, and Mrs. Black dlipped
toward the door.

“What do you mean by fixingit? Do you meanthat | can
induce you to change your mind about theextengon?Oh, Mrs.
Black, listentome. | havetwo thousand dollarsin the bank
and | could manage, | know | could manage, to giveyou a
thousand if—" Mrs. Manstey paused; thetearswererolling
down her cheeks.

“There, there, Mrs. Manstey, don’t youworry,” repeated
Mrs. Black, soothingly. “1 am surewe can settleit. | am sorry
that | can’t stay and talk about it any longer, but thisissucha
busy timeof day, with supper to get—"

Her hand was on the door-knob, but with sudden vigor Mrs.
Manstey seized her wrist.

“You arenot giving me adefiniteanswer. Do you meanto
say that you accept my proposition?”’
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“Why, I'll think it over, Mrs. Manstey, certainly | will. |
wouldn’t annoy you for theworld—"

“But the work is to begin to-morrow, | am told,” Mrs.
Mangtey persisted.

Mrs. Black hesitated. “ It shan’'t begin, | promiseyou that;
I’ll send word to the builder thisvery night.” Mrs. Manstey
tightened her hold.

“You are not decelving me, areyou?’ shesaid.

“No—no,” sammered Mrs. Black. “How canyouthink such
athing of me, Mrs. Manstey?’

Sowly Mrs. Mangtey’sclutch rel axed, and she passed through
theopendoor. “Onethousand dollars,” sherepeated, pausing
inthe hal; then shelet hersalf out of the house and hobbled
down thesteps, supporting hersdf onthecast-ironrailing.

“My goodness,” exclaimed Mrs. Black, shutting and bolting
the hall-door, “1 never knew the old woman was crazy! And
shelooksso quiet and ladylike, too.”

Mrs. Manstey dept well that night, but early the next morn-
ing shewas awakened by asound of hammering. Shegot to
her window with what haste she might and, looking out saw
that Mrs. Black’syard wasfull of workmen. Somewerecar-
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ryingloadsof brick fromthekitchentotheyard, othersbegin-
ning to demolish the ol d-fashioned wooden bal cony which
adorned each story of Mrs. Black’ shouse. Mrs. Manstey saw
that she had been deceived. At first shethought of confiding
her troubleto Mrs. Sampson, but asettled discouragement
soon took possession of her and she went back to bed, not
caring to seewhat was going on.

Toward afternoon, however, fedling that shemust know the
worst, sherose and dressed herself. It wasalaborioustask,
for her handswere stiffer than usual, and the hooks and but-
tons seemed to evade her.

When she seated herself in the window, she saw that the
workmen had removed the upper part of the bal cony, and that
the bricks had multiplied since morning. One of themen, a
coarsefelow with abloated face, picked amagnoliablossom
and, after smelling it, threw it to the ground; the next man,
carrying aload of bricks, trod on theflower in passing.

“Look out, Jm,” called oneof the men to another whowas
smoking apipe, “if you throw matchesaround near those bar-
relsof paper you' || havethe old tinder-box burning down be-
foreyouknow it.” And Mrs. Manstey, leaning forward, per-
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ceived that there were several barrels of paper and rubbish
under thewooden bal cony.

At lengththework ceased and twilight fell. The sunset was
perfect and aroseatelight, transfiguring thedistant spire, lin-
geredlateinthewest. Whenit grew dark Mrs. Manstey drew
down the shadesand proceeded, in her usua methodica man-
ner, to light her lamp. Sheadwaysfilled andlit it with her own
hands, keeping akettle of kerosene onazinc-covered shelf in
acloset. Asthelamp-light filled theroomit assumeditsusual
peaceful aspect. The booksand pictures and plants seemed,
liketheir mistress, to settlethemsal vesdown for another quiet
evening, and Mrs. Manstey, as was her wont, drew up her
armchair to thetable and began to knit.

That night she could not sleep. The weather had changed
and awild wind was abroad, blotting the stars with close-
driven clouds. Mrs. Manstey rose once or twice and looked
out of thewindow; but of the view nothing wasdiscernible
saveatardy light or twointheoppositewindows. Theselights
at last went out, and Mrs. Manstey, who had watched for their
extinction, beganto dressherself. Shewasin evident haste,
for shemerely flung athin dressing-gown over her night-dress
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and wrapped her head in ascarf; then she opened her closet
and cautioudy took out thekettle of kerosene. Having dipped
abundle of wooden matchesinto her pocket she proceeded,
with increasing precautions, to unlock her door, and afew
moments|ater shewasfeeling her way downthedark stair-
case, led by aglimmer of gasfromthelower hall. Atlength she
reached the bottom of the stairsand began the moredifficult
descent into the utter darkness of the basement. Here, how-
ever, shecould move morefredly, astherewaslessdanger of
being overheard; and without much delay she contrived to
unlock theirondoor leadinginto theyard. A gust of cold wind
smote her asshe stepped out and groped shiveringly under the
clothes-lines.

That morning at three 0’ clock an alarm of fire brought the
enginesto Mrs. Black’sdoor, and a so brought Mrs. Sampson’s
startled boardersto their windows. Thewooden ba cony at the
back of Mrs. Black’ shouse was ablaze, and among thosewho
watched the progressof theflameswasMrs. Manstey, leaning
in her thin dressing-gown from the openwindow.

Thefire, however, was soon put out, and thefrightened oc-
cupantsof the house, who had fled in scant attire, reassembled
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at dawntofind that little mischief had been done beyond the
cracking of window panesand smoking of cellings. Infact, the
chief sufferer by thefirewasMrs. Manstey, who wasfoundin
the morning gasping with pneumonia, anot unnatura result, as
everyoneremarked, of her having hung out of an openwin-
dow at her agein adressing-gown. It waseasy to seethat she
wasvery ill, but no one had guessed how gravethedoctor’s
verdict would be, and the faces gathered that evening about
Mrs. Sampson’s table were awestruck and disturbed. Not
that any of the boardersknew Mrs. Manstey well; she*“kept
to hersdf,” asthey said, and seemed to fancy hersalf too good
for them; but then it isalways disagreeabl e to have anyone
dyinginthehouseand, asonelady observed to another: “It
might just aswell have been you or me, my dear.”

Butit wasonly Mrs. Manstey; and shewasdying, asshe
had lived, lonely if not alone. The doctor had sent atrained
nurse, and Mrs. Sampson, with muffled step, camein from
timeto time; but both, to Mrs. Manstey, seemed remoteand
unsubstantial asthefiguresinadream. All day she said noth-
ing; but when shewas asked for her daughter’saddress she
shook her head. At timesthe nurse noticed that sheseemedto
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belistening attentively for some sound which did not come;
then again shedozed.

Thenext morning at daylight shewasvery low. Thenurse
caled Mrs. Sampson and asthetwo bent over theold woman
they saw her lipsmove.

“Lift meup—out of bed,” shewhispered.

They raised her intheir arms, and with her stiff hand she
pointed to thewindow.

“Oh, thewindow—shewantsto sitin thewindow. Sheused
tositthereall day,” Mrs. Sampson explained. “It can do her
no harm, | suppose?’

“Nothing mattersnow,” saidthenurse.

They carried Mrs. Manstey to thewindow and placed her
in her chair. The dawn was abroad, ajubilant spring dawn;
the spire had already caught agolden ray, though the mag-
noliaand horse-chestnut still lumbered in shadow. InMrs.
Black’syard all wasquiet. The charred timbers of the bal -
cony lay wherethey had fallen. It was evident that sincethe
firethe buildershad not returned to their work. The magno-
liahad unfolded afew more sculptura flowers; theview was
undisturbed.
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It was hard for Mrs. Manstey to breathe; each moment it
grew moredifficult. Shetried to make them open thewindow,
but they would not understand. If she could havetasted the
air, sweet with the penetrating ailanthus savor, it would have
eased her; but theview at least wasthere—the spirewasgolden
now, the heavens had warmed from pearl to blue, day was
aight from east to west, even the magnoliahad caught the sun.

Mrs. Manstey’shead fell back and smiling shedied.

That day the building of the extension wasresumed.
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THE BOLTED DOOR
asfirst publishedin Scribner’sMagazine, March 1909

Hubert Granice, pacing thelength of hispleasant lamp-lit li-
brary, paused to compare hiswatch with the clock onthechim-
ney-piece.

Threeminutesto eight.

In exactly three minutesMr. Peter Ascham, of the eminent
legal firm of Ascham and Pettilow, would have his punctual
hand on the door-bell of theflat. It wasacomfort to reflect
that Ascham was so punctua—the suspensewasbeginning to
make hishost nervous. And the sound of the door-bell would
be the beginning of the end—after that there’ d be no going
back, by God—no going back!

Graniceresumed hispacing. Eachtime hereached theend
of the room opposite the door he caught hisreflectioninthe
Florentinemirror abovethefine old walnut credence he had
picked up at Dijon—saw himsealf spare, quick-moving, care-
fully brushed and dressed, but furrowed, gray about the
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temples, with a stoop which he corrected by a spasmodic
draghtening of the shoulderswhenever aglassconfronted him:
atired middle-aged man, baffled, beaten, worn out.

Ashesummed himsdlf up thusfor thethird or fourthtimethe
door opened and heturned with athrill of relief to greet his
guest. But it was only the man-servant who entered, advanc-
ing silently over themaossy surfaceof theold Turkey rug.

“Mr. Aschamtelephones, sit, to say he'sunexpectedly de-
tained and can’t beheretill eight-thirty.”

Granice madeacurt gesture of annoyance. It wasbecoming
harder and harder for himto control thesereflexes. Heturned
on hisheel, tossing to the servant over hisshoulder: “ Very
good. Put off dinner.”

Down hisspine hefelt theman’sinjured stare. Mr. Granice
had always been so mild-spoken to his people—no doubt the
odd changein hismanner had already been noticed and dis-
cussed below stairs. And very likely they suspected the cause.
Hestood drumming onthewriting-tabletill he heard the ser-
vant go out; then hethrew himself into achair, propping his
elbowson thetable and resting his chin on hislocked hands.

Another half hour alonewithit!
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Hewondered irritably what could have detained hisguest.
Some professiona matter, no doubt—the punctiliouslawyer
would havedlowed nothing lessto interferewith adinner en-
gagement, moreespecidly snceGranice, inhisnote, had sad:
“I shall want alittlebusinesschat afterward.”

But what professional matter could have come up at that
unprofessional hour? Perhaps some other soul inmisery had
caled onthelawyer; and, after all, Granice' snotehad given
no hint of hisown need! No doubt Ascham thought hemerely
wanted to makeanother changein hiswill. Sncehehad come
into hislittle property, ten yearsearlier, Granice had been per-
petudly tinkeringwith hiswill.

Suddenly another thought pulled him up, sending aflushto
hissallow temples. Heremembered aword he had tossed to
thelawyer somesx weeksearlier, a the Century Club. “ Yes—
my play’sasgood astaken. | shall be calling on you soonto
go over the contract. Thosetheatrical chapsareso dippery—
| won't trust anybody but youtotietheknot for me!” That, of
course, waswhat Ascham would think he waswanted for.
Granice, at theidea, brokeinto an audible laugh—aqueer
stage-laugh, likethe cackleof abaffled villaninameodrama
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Theabsurdity, theunnaturalness of the sound abashed him, and
he compressed hislipsangrily. Would hetaketo soliloquy next?

Helowered hisarmsand pulled open the upper drawer of
thewriting-table. In theright-hand corner lay athick manu-
script, bound in paper folders, and tied with astring beneath
which aletter had been dipped. Next to the manuscript wasa
small revolver. Granice stared amoment at these oddly asso-
ciated objects; then hetook the letter from under the string
and slowly began to openit. He had known he should do so
from themoment hishand touched the drawer. Whenever his
eyefell onthat |etter somerelentlessforce compelled himto
re-readit.

It was dated about four weeks back, under theletter-head
of “TheDiversity Theatre.”

“My Dear Mr. Granice:

“1 have given the matter my best consideration for thelast
month, and it'sno use—the play won't do. | havetalked it
over with MissMelrose—and you know thereisn’t agamer
artist on our stage—and | regret to tell you shefeelsjust as|
doabout it. Itisn’t the poetry that scares her—or meeither.
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Weboth want to do dl we canto help d ong the poetic drama—
webelievethepublic'sready for it, and we rewilling totakea
bigfinancial risk inorder to bethefirst to givethemwhat they
want. But we don't believe they could be made to want
this. Thefactis, thereisn’t enough dramainyour play tothe
alowance of poetry—thething dragsal through. You' vegot
abigidea, but it'snot out of swaddling clothes.

“If thiswasyour first play I’ d say: Tryagain. Butit hasbeen
just thesamewith all the othersyou’ ve shownme. Andyou
remember theresult of ‘ TheLee Shore,” whereyou carried al
the expenses of production yourself, and we couldn't fill the
theatrefor aweek. Yet ‘' The Lee Shore’ wasamodern prob-
lem play—much easier to swing than blank verse. Itisn't asif
you hadn’ttried dl kinds—"

Granicefolded theletter and put it carefully back into the
envelope. Why on earth was here-reading it, when heknew
every phraseinit by heart, when for amonth past he had seen
it, night after night, stand out in letters of flame against the
darknessof hisdeeplesslids?

“It has been just the same with all the others you've
shown me.”
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That wasthe way they dismissed ten years of passionate
unremittingwork!

“You remember the result of ‘ The Lee Shore.””

Good God—asif hewerelikely toforgetit! Here-livedital
now inadrowning flash: the persistent regjection of theplay, his
sudden resolveto put it on at hisown cogt, to spend ten thou-
sand dollars of hisinheritance on testing his chance of suc-
cess—thefever of preparation, thedry-mouthed agony of the
“first night,” theflat fall, the stupid press, his secret rush to
Europeto escape the condolence of hisfriends!

“Itisn't asif you hadn't tried all kinds.”

No—he had tried all kinds: comedy, tragedy, prose and
verse, thelight curtain-rai ser, the short sharp drama, the bour-
geois-redlistic and thelyrica -romantic—finally deciding that
hewould nolonger “progtitute histaent” towin popularity, but
would imposeonthepublichisowntheory of artintheform of
fiveactsof blank verse. Yes, hehad offered them everything—
and dwayswith thesameresullt.

Tenyearsof it—ten years of dogged work and unrelieved
fallure. Thetenyearsfromforty tofifty—the best ten yearsof
hislife! Andif onecounted theyearsbefore, theslent yearsof
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dreams, assmilation, preparation—then cdl it haf aman'slife-
time: haf aman'slife-timethrown away!

Andwhat washeto dowiththeremaining half?Well, hehad
settled that, thank God! Heturned and glanced anxioudly at
theclock. Ten minutes past eight—only ten minuteshad been
consumed inthat stormy rush through hiswhole past! And he
must wait another twenty minutesfor Ascham. It wasone of
theworst symptomsof hiscasethat, in proportion ashe had
grown to shrink from human company, he dreaded more and
moreto bealone. . . . But why the devil was hewaiting for
Ascham?Why didn’t he cut theknot himsalf? Sincehewasso
unutterably sick of thewholebusiness, why did hehaveto cal
inanoutsder torid himof thisnightmareof living?

He opened the drawer again and laid his hand on there-
volver. Itwasasmall dimivory toy—just theinstrument for a
tired sufferer to give himself a*hypodermic” with. Granice
raised it dowly inonehand, whilewith theother hefelt under
thethinhair at the back of hishead, between the ear and the
nape. Heknew just whereto place the muzzle: he had once
got ayoung surgeon to show him. And ashefound the spot,
and lifted therevolver toit, theinevitable phenomenon oc-
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curred. The hand that held the weapon began to shake, the
tremor communicated itself to hisarm, hisheart gaveawild
leap which sent up awave of deadly nauseato histhroat, he
smelt the powder, hes ckened at the crash of thebullet through
hisskull, and asweat of fear broke out over hisforehead and
randown hisquiveringface....

Helaid away therevolver with an oath and, pulling out a
cologne-scented handkerchief, passed it tremuloudly over his
brow and temples. It was no use—he knew he could never do
itinthat way. Hisattemptsat salf-destruction wereasfutileas
hissnatchesat fame! Hecouldn’'t makehimself ared life, and
hecouldn’t get rid of thelife hehad. And that waswhy he had
sent for Aschamto helphim. ...

Thelawyer, over the Camembert and Burgundy, beganto
excusehimsdf for hisdelay.

“1 didn’t liketo say anything whileyour man was about—
but thefactis, | wassent for on arather unusual matter—"

“Oh,it'sdl right,” said Granicechearfully. Hewashbeginning
tofed the usua reaction that food and company produced. It
was not any recovered pleasureinlifethat hefelt, but only a
deeper withdrawal into himself. It was easier to go on auto-
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matically withthe socia gesturesthan to uncover to any hu-
man eyetheabysswithin him.

“My dear fellow, it's sacrilege to keep adinner waiting—
especidly the production of anartist likeyours.” Mr. Ascham
spped hisBurgundy luxurioudy. “ But thefactis Mrs. Ashgrove
sentfor me.”

Graniceraised hishead with aquick movement of surprise.
For amoment he was shaken out of his self-absorption.

“Mrs. Ashgrove?’

Ascham smiled. “| thought you’ d beinterested; | know your
passion for causes celebres. And this promisesto be one. Of
courseit’sout of our line entirely—we never touch criminal
cases. But shewanted to consult me asafriend. Ashgrove
was adistant connection of my wife’'s. And, by Jove, itISa
gueer case!” The servant re-entered, and Ascham snapped
hislipsshut.

Would the gentlemen havetheir coffeein thedining-room?

“No—serveitinthelibrary,” said Granice, rising. Heled the
way back to the curtained confidential room. Hewasreally
curiousto hear what Ascham hadtotell him.

Whilethe coffee and cigarswere being served hefidgeted
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about thelibrary, glancing a hisletters—the usual meaningless
notesand bills—and picking up the evening paper. Asheun-
foldedit aheadline caught hiseye.

“Rose Melrose Wantsto Play Poetry.
“Thinks she Has Found Her Poet..”

Heread on with athumping heart—found the name of a
young author he had barely heard of, saw thetitle of aplay, a
“poetic drama,” dance before hiseyes, and dropped the pa-
per, sick, disgusted. It wastrue, then—shewas” game’ —it
was not the manner but the matter she mistrusted!

Granice turned to the servant, who seemed to be pur-
posely lingering. “1 shan’t need you thisevening, Flint. I'll
lock up myself.”

Hefancied theman’'sacquiescenceimplied surprise. What
wasgoing on, Fint seemed to wonder, that Mr. Graniceshould
want him out of theway?Probably hewould find apretext for
coming back to see. Granice suddenly felt himself enveloped
inanetwork of espionage.

Asthedoor closed hethrew himself into an armchair and
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leaned forward to takealight from Ascham’scigar.

“Tel meabout Mrs. Ashgrove,” hesaid, seeming to himsdlf
to speak stiffly, asif hislipswere cracked.

“Mrs. Ashgrove?\Well, there'snot muchtotell.”

“Andyou couldn’tif therewere?’ Granicesmiled.

“Probably not. Asamatter of fact, shewanted my advice
about her choiceof counsd. Therewasnothing especialy con-
fidentid inour talk.”

“Andwhat’syour impression, now you' veseen her?’

“My impressionis, very distinctly, that nothing will ever
be known.”

“Ah—?7" Granicemurmured, puffing a hiscigar.

“1I"m more and more convinced that whoever poisoned
Ashgroveknew hisbusiness, and will consequently never be
found out. That’sacapital cigar you' vegivenme.”

“Youlikeit?I get them over from Cuba.” Graniceexamined
hisownreflectively. “ Thenyou believein thetheory that the
clever crimindsnever arecaught?’

“Of coursel do. Look about you—Ilook back for the last
dozen years—none of the big murder problems are ever
solved.” Thelawyer ruminated behind hisbluecloud. “Why,
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taketheinstancein your ownfamily: I’d forgotten| had an
illustration at hand! Take old Joseph Lenman’s murder—do
you supposethat will ever beexplained?’

Asthewordsdropped from Ascham’slipshishost looked
dowly about thelibrary, and every object init stared back at
him with astale unescapablefamiliarity. How sick hewas of
looking at that room! It wasasdull astheface of awifeone
haswearied of. He cleared histhroat slowly; then heturned
hishead to thelawyer and said: “I could explain the Lenman
murder mysdlf.”

Ascham’seyekindled: heshared Granice'sinterestin crimi-
nal cases.

“By Jove! You've had atheory all thistime?It’'sodd you
never mentioned it. Go ahead and tell me. Thereare certain
featuresinthe Lenman case not unlikethis Ashgrove affair,
and your ideamay beahelp.”

Granicepaused and hiseyerevertedingtinctively tothetable
drawer inwhich therevolver and the manuscript lay side by
side. What if hewereto try another appeal to Rose Melrose?
Then he looked at the notes and bills on the table, and the
horror of taking up again thelifelessroutine of life—of per-
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forming the same automati c gestures another day—di splaced
hisflegtingvison.

“I haven't atheory. | knowwho murdered Joseph Lenman.”

Ascham settled himself comfortably inhischair, prepared
for enjoyment.

“You know?Well, who did?’ helaughed.

“I did,” said Granice, rising.

He stood before Ascham, and the lawyer lay back staring
up a him. Then hebrokeinto another laugh.

“Why, thisisglorious! You murdered him, didyou?Toin-
herit hismoney, | suppose? Better and better! Go on, my boy!
Unbosomyoursdlf! Tell med| about it! Confessonisgood for
thesoul.”

Granicewaited till thelawyer had shaken the last peal of
laughter from histhroat; then he repeated doggedly: “I mur-
deredhim.”

Thetwo men looked at each other for along moment, and
thistime Aschamdid not laugh.

“Granicel”

“I murdered him—to get hismoney, asyou say.”

Therewasanother pause, and Granice, with avague under-
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lying sense of amusement, saw hisguest’slook changefrom
pleasantry to apprehension.

“What'sthejoke, my dear fellow?| fail to see.”

“It'snot ajoke. It'sthetruth. | murdered him.” Hehad spoken
panfully a firg, asif therewereaknotin histhroat; but eechtime
herepeated thewordshefound they wereeasier to say.

Aschamlaid down hisextinct cigar.

“What'sthe matter? Aren’t you well? What on earth are
youdrivingat?’

“I"'m perfectly well. But | murdered my cousin, Joseph
Lenman, and | want it known that | murdered him.”

“You want it known?”

“Yes. That'swhy | sent for you. I’'m sick of living, andwhen
| try tokill mysdlf | funkit.” Hespokequitenaturaly now, asif
theknot in histhroat had been untied.

“Good Lord—good Lord,” thelawyer gasped.

“But | suppose,” Granice continued, “there’sno doubt this
would bemurder inthefirst degree?l’ m sure of thechair if |
ownup?’

Aschamdrew along breath; then hesaid dowly: “ Sit down,
Granice. Let'stak.”
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Granicetold hisstory smply, connectedly.

Hebegan by aquick survey of hisearly years—theyearsof
drudgery and privation. Hisfather, acharming manwho could
never say “no,” had sosgndly falledto say it on certain essen-
tial occasionsthat when hedied heleft anillegitimatefamily
andamortgaged estate. Hislawful kinfound themsalveshanging
over agulf of debt, and young Granice, to support hismother
and sister, had to leave Harvard and bury himself at eighteen
inabroker’soffice. Heloathed hiswork, and hewasaways
poor, alwaysworried andinill-health. A few yearslater his
mother died, but hiss ster, anineffectud neurasthenic, remained
on hishands. Hisown health gave out, and he had to go away
for sx months, and work harder than ever when he came back.
He had no knack for business, no head for figures, no dim-
mest insight into the mysteries of commerce. Hewanted to
travel and write—thosewerehisinmost longings. And asthe
yearsdragged on, and he neared middle-age without making
any moremoney, or acquiring any firmer hedlth, asick despair
possessed him. Hetried writing, but he aways came home
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fromtheoffice sotired that hisbrain could not work. For half
theyear hedid not reach hisdim up-town flat till after dark,
and could only “brush up” for dinner, and afterward lieonthe
loungewith hispipe, whilehissster droned through theevening
paper. Sometimes he spent an evening at the theatre; or he
dined out, or, morerardly, strayed off with an acquaintance or
two inquest of what isknown as*pleasure.” Andin summer,
when he and K ate went to the sea-sidefor amonth, he dozed
through the daysin utter weariness. Oncehefdl inlovewitha
charming girl—but what had heto offer her, in God’'sname?
She seemed to like him, and in common decency hehad to
drop out of therunning. Apparently no onereplaced him, for
shenever married, but grew stoutish, grayish, philanthropic—
yet how sweet she had been when he had first kissed her! One
morewasted life, hereflected....

But the stage had dwaysbeen hismaster-passion. Hewould
have sold hissoul for thetimeand freedom to write plays! It
wasin him—hecould not remember whenit had not been his
deepest-seated ingtinct. Astheyearspassed it becameamor-
bid, arelentless obsession—yet with every year the materid
conditionsweremoreand moreagaingt it. Hefdt himself grow-

43

ing middle-aged, and hewatched therefl ection of the process
inhissister’swasted face. At eighteen she had been pretty,
and asfull of enthusiasm as he. Now shewas sour, trivial,
inggnificant—she had missed her chanceof life. And shehad
N0 resources, poor creature, wasfashioned smply for theprimi-
tivefunctions shehad been denied thechancetofulfil! It exas-
perated himto think of it—and to reflect that even now alittle
travel, alittlehedlth, alittlemoney, might transform her, make
her young and desirable. . . Thechief fruit of hisexperience
wasthat thereisno such fixed state asage or youth—thereis
only hedlth asagainst sickness, wedth asagainst poverty; and
ageor youth asthe outcome of thelot onedraws.

At thispointin hisnarrative Granice stood up, and went to
|ean agai nst the mantel-pi ece, |ooking down at Ascham, who
had not moved from hisseat, or changed hisattitudeof rigid
fascinated attention.

“Then camethe summer when wewent to Wrenfield to be
near old Lenman—my mother’scousin, asyou know. Some
of thefamily alwaysmounted guard over him—generaly a
niece or so. But that year they were al scattered, and one of
theniecesoffered to lend usher cottageif we dreieveher of
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duty for two months. It wasanuisancefor me, of course, for
Wrenfieldistwo hoursfrom town; but my mother, whowasa
daveto family observances, had dwaysbeen good to theold
man, so it wasnatural we should be called on—and therewas
the saving of rent and thegood air for Kate. So we went.
“You never knew Joseph Lenman?Well, pictureto yoursalf
an amoebaor some primitive organism of that sort, under a
Titan'smicroscope. Hewaslarge, undifferentiated, inert—since
| could remember him he had done nothing but take histem-
perature and read the Churchman. Oh, and cultivate melons—
that washishobby. Not vulgar, out-of-door melons—hiswere
grown under glass. He had milesof it at Wrenfield—hisbig
kitchen-garden was surrounded by blinking battalionsof green-
houses. Andin nearly al of them melonswere grown—early
melonsand late, French, English, domestic—dwarf melons
and monsters. every shape, colour and variety. They were
petted and nursed like children—astaff of trained attendants
waited onthem. I’m not surethey didn’t haveadoctor totake
their temperature—at any ratethe placewasfull of thermom-
eters. Andthey didn’t sprawl ontheground like ordinary mel-
ons, they weretrained against the glasslike nectarines, and
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each melon hunginanet which sustained itsweight and I eft it
freeonal sdestothesunandair. . .

“It used to strike me sometimesthat old Lenman wasjust
like one of hisown melons—the pale-fleshed English kind.
Hislife, apathetic and motionless, hung inanet of gold, in
an equable warm ventilated atmosphere, high above sordid
earthly worries. The cardinal rule of hisexistence was not
tolet himself be‘worried.’ ... | remember hisadvising me
totry it myself, one day when | spoketo him about Kate's
bad health, and her need of achange. ‘| never let myself
worry,” he said complacently. ‘ It'sthe worst thing for the
liver—and you look to me asif you had aliver. Take my
advice and be cheerful. You'll make yourself happier and
otherstoo.” And all he had to do was to write a cheque,
and send the poor girl off for aholiday!

“Thehardest part of it wasthat themoney half-belonged to
usaready. Theold skin-flintonly hadit for life, intrust for us
andtheothers. But hislifewasagood deal sounder thanmine
or Kate's—and one could picture him taking extracareof it
for thejokeof kegping uswaiting. | awaysfdt that thesight of
our hungry eyeswasatonictohim.
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“Well, | triedto seeif | couldn’t reach himthrough hisvanity.
| flattered him, feigned apassionateinterestinhismelons. And
hewastaken in, and used to discourse on them by the hour.
Onfinedayshewasdriven to the green-housesin his pony-
chair, and waddled through them, prodding and leering at the
fruit, likeafat Turk in hisseraglio. When he bragged to me of
the expense of growing them | wasreminded of ahideousold
L othario bragging of what hispleasurescost. And theresem-
blance was completed by thefact that he couldn’t eat asmuch
asamouthful of hismelons—had lived for yearson buttermilk
andtoast. ' But, after dl, it'smy only hobby—why shouldn’t |
indulgeit? hesaid sentimentally. Asif I’ d ever been ableto
indulge any of mine! On the keep of those melonsKateand |
could havelivedlikegods....

“One day toward the end of the summer, when Katewas
too unwell to drag herself up to the big house, sheasked meto
go and spend theafternoon with cousin Joseph. It wasalovely
soft September afternoon—aday to lie under aRoman stone-
pine, with one' seyeson the sky, and | et the cosmic harmonies
rush through one. Perhapsthe vision was suggested by the
fact that, as| entered cousin Joseph'’s hideous black wal nut
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library, | passed one of the under-gardeners, ahandsomefull-
throated Italian, who dashed out in such ahurry that he nearly
knocked me down. | remember thinking it queer that thefel-
low, whom | had often seen about the melon-houses, did not
bow to me, or even seemto seeme.

“Cousin Joseph sat in hisusual seat, behind the darkened
windows, hisfat handsfolded on his protuberant wai stcoat,
thelast number of the Churchman at hiselbow, and neer it, on
ahugedish, afat melon—thefattest melon I’ d ever seen. Asl
looked at it | pictured theecstasy of contemplation fromwhich
| must haveroused him, and congratulated myself on finding
himin such amood, sincel had made up my mindto ask him
afavour. Then | noticed that hisface, instead of looking as
camasan egg-shdll, wasdistorted and whimpering—and with-
out stopping to greet me he pointed passionately to themelon.

“‘Look at it, look at it—did you ever see such abeauty?
Such firmness—roundness—such delicioussmoothnessto the
touch? Itwasasif hehad said‘she’ instead of ‘it,” and when
he put out his senile hand and touched themelon | positively
had to |ook the other way.

“Then hetold mewhat had happened. The Italian under-
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gardener, who had been specialy recommended for themelon-
houses—though it wasagainst my cousin’sprinciplesto em-
ploy aPapist—had been assigned to the care of the monster:
for it had revealed itself, early initsexistence, asdestined to
become amonster, to surpassits plumpest, pulpiest sisters,
carry off prizesat agricultural shows, and be photographed
and celebrated in every gardening paper intheland. Theltal-
ian had donewell—seemed to have asense of responsibility.
And that very morning he had been ordered to pick themelon,
which was to be shown next day at the county fair, and to
bringitinfor Mr. Lenmanto gazeonitsblondevirginity. Butin
pickingit, what had the damned scoundrelly Jesuit done but
drop it—drop it crash on the sharp spout of awatering-pot,
sothat it received adeep gashinitsfirm palerotundity, and
was henceforth but abruised, ruined, fallen melon?

“Theold man'sragewasfearful initsimpotence—he shook,
spluttered and strangled with it. He had just had the Italian up
and had sacked him on the spot, without wages or charac-
ter—had threatened to have him arrested if hewasever caught
prowling about Wrenfield. ‘ By God, and I’ [| doit—I’ Il write
to Washington—I' |l havethe pauper scoundrel deported! I'll
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show him what money can do!’ Aslikely asnot therewas
some murderous Black-hand businessunder it—it would be
foundthat thefellow wasamember of a‘gang.” Thoseltdians
would murder you for aquarter. He meant to have the police
look intoit. . . And then he grew frightened at hisown excite-
ment. ‘But | must cam mysdf,” hesaid. Hetook histempera-
ture, rang for hisdrops, and turned to the Churchman. Hehad
been reading an article on Nestorianism when themelonwas
brought in. Heasked meto goonwithit, and | readtohimfor
anhour, inthedim closeroom, with afat fly buzzing stedthily
about thefallenmelon.

“All thewhile one phrase of the old man’sbuzzed in my
brainlikethefly about themelon. ‘1’1l show himwhat money
cando!’ Good heaven! If | could but show theold man! If |
could make him see his power of giving happinessasanew
outlet for hismonstrousegotism! | tried to tell him something
about my situation and K ate' s—spoke of my ill-health, my
unsuccessful drudgery, my longing towrite, to makemysdlf a
name—I stammered out an entreaty for aloan. ‘| can guaran-
teeto repay you, Sr—I’veahaf-written play assecurity... .’

“1 shal never forget hisglassy stare. Hisfacehad grown as
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smooth asan egg-shell again—hiseyespeered over hisfat
cheekslikesentinelsover adippery rampart.

“*A half-written play—aplay of yours as security? He
looked at meamost fearfully, asif detecting thefirst symp-
tomsof insanity. Do you understand anything of business? he
enquired mildly. | laughed and answered: * No, not much.’

“Heleaned back with closed lids. * All thisexcitement has
beentoo muchfor me,” hesaid. ‘If you'll excuseme, I'll pre-
parefor my ngp.” And | stumbled out of theroom, blindly, like
theltdian.”

Granice moved away from the mantel-piece, and walked
acrossto thetray set out with decantersand soda-water. He
poured himself atall glass of soda-water, emptied it, and
glanced at Ascham’sdead cigar.

“Better light another,” hesuggested.

Thelawyer shook hishead, and Granicewent onwith his
tale. Hetold of hismounting obsess on—how the murderous
impulsehad waked in himontheingtant of hiscousin'srefusd,
and he had muttered to himself: “By God, if youwon't, Il
makeyou.” He spoke moretranquilly asthe narrative pro-
ceeded, asthough hisrage had died down oncetheresolveto
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act onit wastaken. He gpplied hiswhole mind tothequestion
of how the old man wasto be “disposed of.” Suddenly he
remembered theoutcry: “ Those Italianswill murder youfor a
quarter!” But no definite project presented itself: hesimply
waited for aninspiration.

Graniceand hissister moved to town aday or two after the
incident of themelon. But the cousins, who had returned, kept
them informed of the old man’s condition. One day, about
threeweekslater, Granice, on getting home, found Kate ex-
cited over areport from Wrenfield. Theltalian had been there
agai n—had somehow dlipped into the house, made hisway
uptothelibrary, and* used threatening language.” The house-
keeper found cousin Joseph gasping, thewhitesof hiseyes
showing “something awful.” The doctor wassent for, and the
attack warded off; and the police had ordered the Italianfrom
the neighbourhood.

But cousin Joseph, thereafter, languished, had * nerves,” and
lost histastefor toast and butter-milk. Thedoctor caledina
colleague, and the consultation amused and excited the old
man—he became oncemorean important figure. Themedica
men reassured the family—too completel y!—and to the pa-
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tient they recommended amorevaried diet: advised himto
takewhatever “tempted him.” And so oneday, tremuloudly,
prayerfully, hedecided on atiny bit of melon. It wasbrought
up with ceremony, and consumed in the presence of thehouse-
keeper and ahovering cousin; and twenty minutes|ater he
wasdead....

“But you remember the circumstances,” Granicewent on;
“how suspicionturned at once ontheltalian?1n spite of the
hint the police had given him he had been seen hanging about
the house since ‘the scene.’ It was said that he had tender
relationswith thekitchen-maid, and therest seemed easy to
explain. But whenthey looked round to ask himfor theexpla-
nation he was gone—gone clean out of sight. He had been
‘warned’ toleave Wrenfield, and he had takenthewarning so
to heart that no oneever laid eyesonhimagain.”

Granice paused. He had dropped into achair oppositethe
lawyer’s, and he sat for amoment, his head thrown back,
looking about thefamiliar room. Everythinginit had grown
grimacing and adlien, and each strangeing stent object seemed
craning forward fromitsplaceto hear him.

“It was | who put the stuff inthemelon,” hesaid. “And |
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don’t want you to think I'm sorry for it. Thisisn’'t ‘remorse;’

understand. I’'mglad the old skin-flintisdead—I’ mglad the
othershavetheir money. But mine'sno useto meany more.
My sister married miserably, and died. And I’ ve never had
what | wanted.”

Ascham continued to stare; then he said: “What on earth
wasyour object, then?’

“Why, to get what | wanted—what | fancied wasin reach!
| wanted change, rest, life, for both of us—wanted, aboveal,
for mysdlf, thechancetowrite! | travelled, got back my hedlth,
and camehometo tiemyself uptomy work. And I’ vedaved
at it steadily for ten yearswithout reward—uwithout the most
distant hope of success! Nobody will look at my stuff. And
now I’ mfifty, and I’ mbeaten, and | know it.” Hischindropped
forward on hisbreast. “1 want to chuck thewhole business,”
he ended.



Wharton

It wasafter midnight when Ascham | eft.

Hishand on Granice sshoulder, asheturnedto go—"Dis-
trict Attorney be hanged; seeadoctor, seeadoctor!” hehad
cried; and so, with an exaggerated laugh, had pulled on his
coat and departed.

Graniceturned back into thelibrary. It had never occurred
to himthat Aschamwould not believe hisstory. For threehours
hehad explained, e ucidated, patiently and painfully goneover
every detail—but without once breaking down theironincre-
dulity of thelawyer’seye.

At first Ascham had feigned to be convinced—buit that, as
Granicenow perceived, wassmply to get himto exposehim-
slf, to entrap himinto contradictions. And when the attempt
failed, when Granicetriumphantly met and refuted each dis-
concerting question, thelawyer dropped the mask suddenly,
and saildwithagood-humoured laugh: “By Jove, Graniceyou |l
writeasuccessful play yet. Theway you' veworked thisall
outisamarvel.”

Granice swung about furiously—that | ast sneer about the
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play inflamed him. Wasall theworldin aconspiracy toderide
hisfalure?

“ldidit, 1 didit,” hemuttered sullenly, hisrage spending
itself against theimpenetrable surface of the other’smockery;
and Ascham answered with asmile: “Ever read any of those
bookson halucination?!’ ve got afairly good medico-legal
library. | could sendyou oneor twoif youlike. . .”

L eft done, Granice cowered downinthechair before hiswrit-
ing-table. Heunderstood that Ascham thought him off hishead.

“Good God—what if they all think me crazy?’

Thehorror of it broke out over himinacold swest—he sat
there and shook, hiseyeshiddenin hisicy hands. But gradu-
aly, ashebegan to rehearsehisstory for thethousandth time,
he saw again how incontrovertibleit was, and fet surethat any
crimina lawyer would believehim.

“That’sthetrouble—Ascham’snot acrimina lawyer. And
thenhe’'safriend. What afool | wastotalk toafriend! Even
if hedid believeme, he' d never let meseeit—hisingtinct would
beto cover thewholething up. . . But inthat case—if hedid
believe me—hemight think it akindnessto get meshut upin
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anasylum....” Granicebegantotrembleagan. “ Good heaven!
If he should bring in an expert—one of thosedamned dienists!
Ascham and Pettilow can do anything—their word dwaysgoes.
If Ascham dropsahint that I’ d better beshut up, I'll beina
strait-jacket by to-morrow! And he' d do it from the kindest
motives—bequiterighttodoitif hethinksl’mamurderer!”

Thevisonfrozehimto hischair. He pressed hisfiststo his
bursting templesand tried to think. For thefirst timehehoped
that Ascham had not believed hisstory.

“But hedid—hedid! | can seeit now—I noticed what a
gueer eye he cocked at me. Good God, what shall | do—
what shdl | do?’

He started up and |ooked at the clock. Half-past one. What
if Ascham should think the case urgent, rout out an alienist,
and come back with him?Granicejumped to hisfeet, and his
sudden gesture brushed the morning paper fromthetable. Me-
chanically he stooped to pick it up, and the movement started
anew train of association.

He sat down again, and reached for the telephone book in
therack by hischair.

“Givemethree-o-ten. . .yes.”
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Thenew ideain hismind had revived hisflagging energy. He
would act—act at once. It wasonly by thus planning ahead,
committing himsalf to some unavoidableline of conduct, that
he could pull himsalf through the meaninglessdays. Eachtime
hereached afresh decisionit waslike coming out of afoggy
weltering seainto acdm harbour withlights. Oneof thequeerest
phases of hislong agony wastheintenserelief produced by
thesemomentary lulls.

“That theoffice of thelnvestigator?Yes? GivemeMr. Den-
ver, please. . . Hallo, Denver. . . Yes, Hubert Granice. . . . Just
caught you? Going straight home? Can | comeand seeyou. .
.yes, now ... haveatalk?1t' srather urgent . . . yes, might give
you somefirst-rate‘copy.’ ... All right!” Hehung up there-
ceiver withalaugh. It had been ahappy thought to call up the
editor of the Investigator—Robert Denver wasthevery man
heneeded....

Graniceput out thelightsinthelibrary—it was odd how the
automatic gestures persisted'—went into the hall, put on his
hat and overcoat, and let himself out of theflat. Inthehall, a
deepy elevator boy blinked at him and then dropped hishead
on hisfolded arms. Granice passed out into the street. At the
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corner of Fifth Avenuehehailed acrawling cab, and called out
an up-town address. Thelong thoroughfare stretched before
him, dim and deserted, like an ancient avenue of tombs. But
from Denver’shouse afriendly beam fell on the pavement;
and as Granice sprang from hiscab theeditor’ selectric turned
thecorner.

The two men grasped hands, and Denver, feeling for his
latch-key, ushered Graniceinto thebrightly-lit hall.

“Disturb me?Not abit. You might have, at ten to-morrow
morning ... butthisismy liveliest hour . . . you know my habits
of old.”

Granice had known Robert Denver for fifteen years—
watched hisrisethrough all the stages of journalism to the
Olympian pinnacleof thelnvestigator’seditorid office. Inthe
thick-set manwith grizzling hair therewerefew traces|eft of
the hungry-eyed young reporter who, on hisway homeinthe
small hours, used to “bobin” on Granice, whilethelatter sat
grinding at hisplays. Denver had to pass Granice' sflat onthe
way to hisown, and it becameahabit, if hesaw alightinthe
window, and Granice's shadow against the blind, togoiin,
smokeapipe, and discussthe universe.

ol

“Well—thisislikeold times—agood old habit reversed.”
Theeditor smotehisvistor genidly ontheshoulder. “Reminds
me of the nightswhen | used to rout you out.... How’sthe
play, by theway? TherelSaplay, | suppose?It’sassafeto
ask you that asto say to some men: ‘ How’ sthe baby? ”

Denver laughed good-naturedly, and Grani ce thought how
thick and heavy hehad grown. It wasevident, evento Granice's
tortured nerves, that the words had not been uttered in mal-
ice—andthefact gavehimanew measureof hisinggnificance.
Denver did not even know that he had been afailure! Thefact
hurt morethan Ascham'’sirony.

“Comein—comein.” Theeditor led theway into asmall
cheerful room, where there were cigars and decanters. He
pushed an arm-chair toward hisvisitor, and dropped into an-
other with acomfortable groan.

“Now, then—helpyoursalf. Andlet’shear al about it.”

He beamed at Granice over hispipe-bowl, and thelatter,
lighting hiscigar, said to himself: *“ Success makes men com-
fortable, but it makesthem stupid.”

Then heturned, and began: “ Denver, | want totell you—"

Theclock ticked rhythmically onthemantel -piece. Thelittle
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roomwasgradually filled with drifting bluelayers of smoke,
and through them the editor’ s face came and went like the
moon through amoving sky. Once the hour struck—then the
rhythmical ticking began again. Theatmospheregrew denser
and heavier, and beads of perspiration began to roll from
Granice'sforehead.

“Doyoumindif | openthewindow?’

“No. It ISstuffy inhere. Wait—I’ll do it myself.” Denver
pushed down the upper sash, and returned to hischair. “Well—
goon,” hesaid, filling another pipe. Hiscomposure exasper-
ated Granice.

“Thereé'snouseinmy goingonif youdon't believeme.”

Theeditor remained unmoved. “Who says| don’t believe
you? And how can| tell till you' vefinished?’

Granicewent on, ashamed of hisoutburst. “I1t wassimple
enough, asyou’ll see. From the day the old man said to me,
‘Those Italianswould murder you for aquarter,’ | dropped
everything and just worked at my scheme. It struck me at
oncethat | must find away of getting to Wrenfield and back in
anight—and that |ed to theidea of amotor. A motor—that
never occurred to you? You wonder wherel got themoney, |
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suppose. Well, | had athousand or so put by, and | nosed
around till I found what | wanted—a second-hand racer. |
knew how todriveacar, and | tried thething and found it was
al right. Timeswerebad, and | bought it for my price, and
stored it away. Where? Why, in one of those no-questions-
asked garageswherethey keep motorsthat arenot for family
use. | had alively cousin who had put me up to that dodge,
and | looked about till | found aqueer holewherethey took in
my car likeababy inafoundling asylum. .. Then| practiced
running to Wrenfield and back inanight. | knew theway pretty
well, for I’d doneit often with the samelively cousn—andin
thesmal hours, too. Thedistanceisover ninety miles, andon
thethirdtrial | did it under two hours. But my armswere so
lamethat | could hardly get dressed thenext morning. . .

“Well, then camethereport about the Italian’sthreets, and |
saw | must act at once. . . | meant to break into theold man’s
room, shoot him, and get away again. It wasabigrisk, but |
thought | could manageit. Then we heard that hewasill—that
there’ d been aconsultation. Perhapsthe fateswere going to
doitfor me! Good Lord, if that could only be! ...”

Granice stopped and wiped hisforehead: the open window
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did not seem to have cooled theroom.

“Then cameword that hewas better; and theday after, when
| cameupfrommy office, | found Katelaughing over thenews
that hewasto try abit of melon. The house-keeper had just
telephoned her—all Wrenfidd wasin aflutter. Thedoctor him-
self had picked out themel on, one of thelittle French onesthat
arehardly bigger than alargetomato—and the patient wasto
edt it at hisbreakfast the next morning.

“Inaflash| saw my chance. It wasabare chance, nomore.
But | knew thewaysof thehouse—I wassurethemelonwould
bebroughtin over night and put in the pantry ice-box. If there
wereonly onemeonintheice-box | could befairly sureitwas
theonel wanted. Meonsdidn’t liearound looseinthat house—
every onewas known, numbered, catalogued. Theold man
was beset by the dread that the servantswould eat them, and
hetook ahundred mean precautionsto prevent it. Yes, | felt
pretty sureof my melon ... and poisoning was much safer than
shooting. It would have beenthedevil and al to get into the
old man’sbedroom without hisrousing the house; but | ought
to be ableto break into the pantry without much trouble.

“It wasacloudy night, too—everything served me. | dined
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quietly, and sat down at my desk. Kate had one of her usual
headaches, and went to bed early. Assoon asshewasgonel
slipped out. | had got together asort of disguise—red beard
and queer-looking ulster. | shoved theminto abag, and went
roundtothegarage. Therewasno onetherebut aha f-drunken
machinist whom I’ d never seen before. That served me, too.
They were aways changing machinists, and thisnew fellow
didn’'t even bother to ask if the car belonged to me. It wasa
very easy-going place....

“Well, | jumped in, ran up Broadway, and | et thecar go as
soon as | was out of Harlem. Dark asit was, | could trust
myself to strike a sharp pace. In the shadow of awood |
stopped asecond and got into the beard and ul ster. Then away
again—itwasjust eleven-thirty when | got to Wrenfield.

“I left the car inadark lane behind the Lenman place, and
dipped through thekitchen-garden. The me on-houseswinked
at methrough the dark—I remember thinking that they knew
what | wantedtoknow. ... By the stableadog came out growl-
ing—but he nosed me out, jumped on me, and went back. . .
Thehousewasasdark asthegrave. | knew everybody went
to bed by ten. But there might be a prowling servant—the



Early Short Fiction

kitchen-maid might havecomedowntoletin her Itdian. | had
torisk that, of course. | crept around by the back door and
hid in the shrubbery. Then | listened. It was all assilent as
death. | crossed over to the house, pried open the pantry win-
dow and climbed in. | had alittleelectric lampinmy pocket,
and shieldingit withmy cap | groped my way to theice-box,
opened it—and therewasthelittle Frenchmelon ... only one.

“| stopped tolisten—I wasquitecool. Then| pulled out my
bottle of stuff and my syringe, and gave each section of the
melonahypodermic. It wasdl doneingdeof threeminutes—
at tenminutesto twelvel wasback inthecar. | got out of the
laneasquietly asl could, struck aback road that skirted the
village, and | et the car out as soon as | was beyond the last
houses. | only stopped onceontheway in, to drop the beard
and ulster into apond. I had abig stoneready to weight them
with and they went down plump, like adead body—and at
two o’ clock | wasback at my desk.”

Granice stopped speaking and |ooked across the smoke-
fumesat hislistener; but Denver’ sfaceremained inscrutable.

Atlengthhesad: “Why did youwant totell methis?’

The question startled Granice. Hewas about to explain, as
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he had explained to Ascham; but suddenly it occurred to him
that if hismotive had not seemed convincing to the lawyer it
would carry much lessweight with Denver. Both were suc-
cessful men, and successdoes not understand the subtleagony
of failure. Granice cast about for another reason.

“Why, I—thething hauntsme. . . remorse, | supposeyou’d
cdlit...”

Denver struck the ashesfrom hisempty pipe.

“Remorse?Bosh!” hesaid energetically.

Granice' sheart sank. “ You don’t believein—remorse?’

“Not an atom: inthe man of action. Themerefact of your
talking of remorse provesto methat you’ re not the man to
have planned and put through such ajob.”

Granicegroaned. “Well—I lied to you about remorse. I’ ve
never fdtany.”

Denver’slipstightened scepticaly about hisfreshly-filled pipe.
“What wasyour motive, then? You must have had one.”

“I"ll tell you—" And Granice began againto rehearsethe
story of hisfailure, of hisloathingfor life.“Don’'t say you don't
believemethistime... that thisisn't areal reason!” he stam-
mered out piteoudy asheended.
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Denver meditated. “No, | won't say that. I’ ve seen too many
queer things. There’ salwaysareason for wanting to get out of
life—thewonder isthat wefind Somany for sayingin!” Granice's
heart grew light. “ Thenyou do believeme?’ hefdtered.

“Believe that you're sick of the job? Yes. And that you
haven't the nerveto pull thetrigger? Oh, yes—that’s easy
enough, too. But dll that does't makeyou amurdere—though
| don’t say it provesyou could never have been one.”

“1 have been one, Denver—I swear to you.”

“Perhaps.” He meditated. “ Just tell me oneor two things.”

“Oh, goahead. Youwon't ssump me!” Granice heard him-
sf say withalaugh.

“Well—how did you makeall thosetria tripswithout excit-
ing your Sster’scuriogity?1 knew your night habitspretty well
at that time, remember. Youwerevery seldom out late. Didn’t
thechangeinyour wayssurpriseher?’

“No; because she was away at the time. She went to pay
severa visitsin the country soon after we came back from
Wrenfield, and wasonly intown for anight or two before—
beforel didthejob.”

“ And that night shewent to bed early with aheadache?’
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“Yes—blinding. Shedidn't know anything when shehad that
kind. And her room was at the back of theflat.”

Denver again meditated. “ And when you got back—she
didn’t hear you?You got inwithout her knowing it?’

“Yes. | went straight to my work—took it up at theword
where I'd left off—why, Denver, don’'t you remember?”
Granice suddenly, passionately interjected.

“Remember—7?’

“Yes; how you found me—when you lookedin that morn-
ing, betweentwo andthree... your usua hour ...7

“Yes,” theeditor nodded.

Granicegaveashort laugh. “In my old coat—with my pipe:
looked asif I’d beenworking dl night, didn't 1?Well, | hadn’t
beeninmy chair ten minutes!”

Denver uncrossed hislegsand then crossed themagain. “I
didn’t know whether you remembered that.”

“What?’

“My cominginthat particular night—or morning.”

Graniceswungroundinhischair.“Why, manalive! That's
why I’ m here now. Because it wasyou who spokefor meat
theinguest, when they looked round to seewhat all theold
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man’s heirs had been doing that night—you who testified to
having dropped in and found meat my desk asusudl. . . . |
thought that would appeal to your journaistic senseif nothing
elsewould!”

Denver amiled. “ Oh, my journdistic senseisdtill susceptible
enough—and theidea spicturesque, | grant you: asking the
manwho proved your alibi to establish your guilt.”

“That'sit—that’sit!” Granice'slaugh had aring of triumph.

“Well, but how about the other chap’ stestimony—I mean
that young doctor: what was hisname? Ned Ranney. Don’t
you remember my testifying that I' d met him at the elevated
station, and told him | was on my way to smoke apipewith
you, and hissaying: ‘ All right; you'll findhimin. | passedthe
housetwo hoursago, and saw hisshadow against theblind, as
usua.” Andthelady withthetoothachein theflat acrossthe
way: she corroborated hisstatement, you remember.”

“Yes; | remember.”

Well, then?’

“Smpleenough. Beforestarting | rigged up akind of manni-
kinwith old coatsand acushion—something to cast ashadow
ontheblind. All you fellowswere used to seeing my shadow
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thereinthe small hours—I counted on that, and knew you'd
takeany vagueoutlineasmine.”

“Simpleenough, asyou say. But thewoman with thetooth-
ache saw the shadow move—you remember shesaid shesaw
you sink forward, asif you' dfalenadeep.”

“Yes; and shewasright. It did move. | suppose someextra-
heavy dray must havejolted by theflimsy building—at any
rate, something gave my mannikin ajar, and when | cameback
he had sunk forward, half over thetable.”

Therewasalong silence between thetwo men. Granice,
with athrobbing heart, watched Denver refill hispipe. The
editor, at any rate, did not sneer and flout him. After al, jour-
nalism gave adeeper insight than thelaw into the fantastic
possibilities of life, prepared one better to allow for the
incal culablenessof humanimpulses.

“Well?’ Granicefdtered out.

Denver stood up with ashrug. “Look here, man—what’s
wrong with you? Make aclean breast of it! Nervesgoneto
smash? I’d like to take you to see a chap | know—an ex-
prize-fighter—who'sawonder at pulling fellowsinyour state
out of their hole—"
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“Oh, oh—" Granice broke in. He stood up also, and the
two men eyed each other. “ You don't believe me, then?’

“Thisyarn—how can1? Therewasn't aflaw inyour alibi.”

“But haven't | filledit full of them now?’

Denver shook hishead. “I might think soif | hadn’t hap-
pened to know that you wanted to. There'sthe hitch, don’t
you see?’

Granicegroaned. “No, | didn’t. You mean my wanting to be
found guilty—?’

“Of course! If somebody else had accused you, the story
might have beenworthlookinginto. Asitis, achild could have
invented it. It doesn’t do much credit to your ingenuity.”

Graniceturned sullenly toward the door. What wasthe use of
arguing?But onthethreshold asuddenimpul sedrew him back.
“Look here, Denver—I daresay you' reright. But will you do
just onething to proveit? Put my statement intheInvestigator,
just asl’vemadeit. Ridiculeitasmuch asyoulike. Only give
theother felowsachanceat it—menwho don’ t know anything
about me. Set themtalking and looking about. | don’t carea
damnwhether you believe me—what | want isto convincethe
Grand Jury! | oughtn’t to have cometo amanwho knowsme—

S7

your cursed incredulity isinfectious. | don't put my casewell,
becausel know inadvanceit’sdiscredited, and | dmost end by
not believing it myself. That’swhy | can’t convinceyou. It'sa
viciouscircle.” Helaid ahand on Denver’sarm. “Send aste-
nographer, and put my statement inthe paper.

But Denver did not warmtotheidea. “My dear fellow, you
seemtoforget that dl theevidencewaspretty thoroughly sifted
at thetime, every possiblecluefollowed up. Thepublicwould
have been ready enough then to believe that you murdered old
L enman—you or anybody else. All they wanted wasamur-
derer—the most improbablewould have served. But your dibi
wastoo confoundedly complete. And nothing you' vetold me
hasshakenit.” Denver laid hiscool hand over theother’ sburn-
ing fingers. “L ook here, old fellow, go homeand work up a
better case—then comein and submit it tothe Investigator.”

vV

The perspiration wasrolling off Granice' sforehead. Every few
minutes he had to draw out his handkerchief and wipethe
moisturefrom hishaggardface.
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For an hour and ahalf he had been talking steadily, putting
hiscaseto the District Attorney. Luckily he had aspeaking
acquaintancewith Allonby, and had obtained, without much
difficulty, aprivateaudienceonthevery day after histalk with
Robert Denver. Intheinterval between he had hurried home,
got out of hisevening clothes, and goneforth again at once
intothedreary dawn. Hisfear of Ascham and thedienist made
itimpossiblefor himtoremaininhisrooms. Andit seemedto
him that the only way of averting that hideous peril wasby
establishing, in somesaneimpartia mind, theproof of hisguilt.
Evenif he had not been soincurably sick of life, theelectric
chair seemed now theonly aternativeto the strait-jacket.

Ashe paused to wipe hisforehead he saw the District At-
torney glance at hiswatch. The gesturewas significant, and
Granicelifted an appealing hand. “| don’t expect you to be-
lieve me now—abut can’t you put meunder arrest, and have
thethinglookedinto?’

Allonby smiled faintly under hisheavy grayish moustache.
Hehad aruddy face, full and jovid, inwhich hiskeen profes-
sional eyes seemed to keep watch over impulsesnot strictly
professond.
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“Well, | don’t know that weneed lock you up just yet. But
of coursel’ m bound to look into your statement—"

Granicerosewithanexquistesenseof relief. Surey Allonby
wouldn’t havesaid that if hehadn’t believed him!

“That'sdl right. Then| needn’t detainyou. | can befound at
any timeat my apartment.” Hegavetheaddress.

TheDigtrict Attorney smiled again, more openly. “What do
you say toleavingitfor an hour or twothisevening?l’ mgiving
alittlesupper at Rector’s—quiet, littleaffair, you understand:
just MissMelrose—I think you know her—and afriend or
two; andif you'll joinus... .”

Granice stumbled out of the office without knowing what
reply he had made.

Hewaited for four days—four daysof concentrated horror.
During thefirst twenty-four hoursthefear of Ascham’sdienist
dogged him; and asthat subsided, it wasreplaced by the ex-
asperating sensethat hisavowal had made noimpression on
the Digtrict Attorney. Evidently, if he had been going tolook
into the case, Allonby would have been heard from before
now. ... And that mocking invitation to supper showed clearly
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enough how littlethestory had impressed him!

Granicewasovercomeby thefutility of any farther attempt to
incul pate himself. Hewaschained tolife—a* prisoner of con-
sciousness.” Wherewasit he had read the phrase? Well, he
waslearningwhat it meant. Intheglaring night-hours, when his
brain seemed ablaze, hewasvisited by asenseof hisfixediden-
tity, of hisirreducible, inexpugnable salfness, keener, morein-
sidious, more unescapable, than any sensation he had ever
known. He had not guessed that the mind was capable of such
intricaciesof sdf-redization, of penetrating sodegpintoitsown
dark windings. Often hewokefrom hisbrief snatchesof deep
withthefeding that something materia wasdingingtohim, was
onhishandsandface, andin histhroat—and ashisbraincleared
he understood that it wasthe sense of hisown |oathed person-
dity that stuck to himlike somethick viscoussubstance.

Then, inthefirst morning hours, hewould riseand look out of
hiswindow at theawakening activitiesof thestrest—at the tret-
cleaners, theash-cart drivers, and the other dingy workersflit-
ting hurriedly by throughthe sdlow winter light. Oh, to beoneof
them—any of them—to take hischancein any of their skins!
They werethetoilers—themenwhoselot waspitied—thevic-
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timswept over and ranted about by altruistsand economists;
and how gladly hewould havetaken up theload of any one of
them, if only hemight have shaken off hisown! But, no—the
iron circleof consciousnessheld them too: each onewashand-
cuffed to hisown hideous ego. Why wish to beany one man
rather than another? The only absolutegood wasnotto be. ...
AndHint, comingintodraw hisbath, would askif hepreferred
hiseggsscrambled or poached that morning?

Onthefifth day hewrotealong urgent I etter to Allonby; and
for the succeeding two days he had the occupation of waiting
for ananswer. Hehardly stirred from hisrooms, in hisfear of
missing theletter by amoment; but would the District Attor-
ney write, or send arepresentative: apoliceman, a*“ secret
agent,” or some other mysteriousemissary of thelaw?
Onthethird morning Flint, stepping softly—asif, confound
it hismaster wereill—entered thelibrary where Granice sat
behind an unread newspaper, and proferred acard on atray.
Graniceread the name—J. B. Hewson—and underneath,
inpencil, “FromtheDistrict Attorney’soffice.” Hestarted up
with athumping heart, and signed an assent to the servant.
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Mr. Hewson wasasdlight sallow nondescript man of about
fifty—thekind of man of whom oneissureto seeaspecimen
in any crowd. “Just the type of the successful detective,”
Granicereflected ashe shook handswith hisvigitor.

Andit wasinthat character that Mr. Hewson briefly intro-
duced himself. He had been sent by the District Attorney to
have“aquiet talk” with Mr. Granice—to ask himtorepesat the
statement he had made about the L enman murder.

Hismanner was so quiet, so reasonable and receptive, that
Granice sself-confidencereturned. Herewasasensibleman—
amanwho knew his business—it would be easy enough to
make him seethrough that ridiculousalibi! Granice offered
Mr. Hewson acigar, and lighting one himself—to provehis
coolness—began againtotdl hisstory.

Hewas conscious, as he proceeded, of telling it better than
ever before. Practice helped, no doubt; and hislistener’sde-
tached, impartid attitude hel ped still more. He could seethat
Hewson, at |east, had not decided in advanceto disbelieve
him, and the sense of being trusted made him morelucid and
more consecutive. Yes, thistime hiswordswould certainly
carry conviction....
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V

Despairingly, Granice gazed up and down the shabby street.
Beside him stood ayoung man with bright prominent eyes, a
smooth but not too smoothly-shavenface, and an Irish amile.
Theyoung man’snimbleglancefollowed Granice's.

“Sure of the number, areyou?’ heasked briskly.

“Oh, yes—itwas104.”

“Well, then, the new building has swallowed it up—that’s
certain.”

Hetilted hishead back and surveyed the half-finished front
of abrick and limestoneflat-housethat reared itsflimsy el-
egance abovearow of tottering tenementsand stables.

“Dead sure?’ herepeated.

“Yes” said Granice, discouraged. “ And evenif | hadn’t been,
| know the garagewasjust opposite Leffler’sover there.” He
pointed across the street to a tumble-down stable with a
blotched sgn onwhichthewords“Livery and Boarding” were
dill faintly discernible.

Theyoung man dashed acrossto the opposite pavement.
“Well, that’' ssomething—may get acluethere. Leffler’s—same
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namethere, anyhow. You remember that name?’

“Yes—didtinctly.”

Granicehad felt areturn of confidencesince he had enlisted
theinterest of the Explorer’s“smartest” reporter. If therewere
momentswhen he hardly believed hisown story, therewere
otherswhen it seemed impossiblethat every one should not
believeit; and young Peter M cCarren, peering, listening, ques-
tioning, jotting down notes, inspired himwithanexquistesense
of security. McCarren had fastened on the case at once, “like
aleech,” as he phrased it—jumped at it, thrilled to it, and
settled downto* draw thelast drop of fact fromit, and had not
let gotill he had.” No one else had treated Granicein that
way—even Allonby’ sdetective had not taken asingle note.
And though aweek had el apsed sincethevisit of that autho-
rized official, nothing had been heard from the District
Attorney’soffice: Allonby had apparently dropped the matter
again. But McCarren wasn't going to drop it—not he! He
positively hung on Granice'sfootsteps. They had spent the
greater part of the previousday together, and now they were
off again, running down clues.

But a L effler’ sthey got none, after dl. Leffler’ swasnolonger
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astable. It was condemned to demolition, and in therespite
between sentence and execution it had become avague place
of storage, ahospital for broken-down carriages and carts,
presided over by ablear-eyed old woman who knew nothing
of Flood's garage across the way—did not even remember
what had stood there beforethe new flat-house begantorise.

“Well—we may run Leffler down somewhere; |’ ve seen
harder jobsdone,” said McCarren, cheerfully noting down
thename.

Asthey walked back toward Sixth Avenue headded, ina
lesssanguinetone: “I’ d undertake now to put thething through
if you could only put me onthetrack of that cyanide.”

Granice's heart sank. Yes—there was the weak spot; he
hadfeltitfromthefirst! But hedtill hopedto convinceMcCarren
that his case was strong enough without it; and he urged the
reporter to come back to hisroomsand sum up thefactswith
himagan.

“Sorry, Mr. Granice, but I’ m due at the office now. Besides,
it dbenousetill | get somefresh stuff to work on. Supposel
call you up tomorrow or next day?’

Heplungedinto atrolley and | eft Granice gazing desolately
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after him.

Two dayslater hereappeared at the apartment, ashadeless
jaunty in demeanor.

“Well, Mr. Granice, thestarsintheir coursesareagainst you,
as the bard says. Can’t get atrace of Flood, or of Leffler
either. And you say you bought the motor through Flood, and
soldit through him, too?’

“Yes,” said Granicewesarily.

“Who bought it, do you know?’

Granicewrinkled hisbrows. “Why, Flood—yes, FHlood him-
sdf. | soldit back to himthreemonthslater.”

“Hood?Thedevil! And I’ veransacked thetownfor Flood.
That kind of bus nessdisgppearsasif theearthhad svdlowedit.”

Granice, discouraged, kept silence.

“That brings us back to the poison,” McCarren continued,
hisnote-book out. “ Just go over that again, will you?’

And Granicewent over it again. It had all beensossimpleat
thetime—and he had been so clever in covering up histraces!
Assoon as he decided on poison helooked about for an ac-
guai ntance who manufactured chemicals, and therewas Jim
Dawes, aHarvard classmate, inthe dyeing business—just the
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man. But at thelast moment it occurred to him that suspicion
might turn toward so obvious an opportunity, and hedecided
on amoretortuous course. Another friend, Carrick Venn, a
sudent of medicinewhomirremediableill-hedth had kept from
thepractice of hisprofession, amused hisle surewith experi-
mentsin physics, for the exercise of which hehad set up a
simple laboratory. Granice had the habit of dropping into
smokeacigar with him on Sunday afternoons, and thefriends
generally sat in Venn’swork-shop, at the back of theold fam-
ily housein Stuyvesant Square. Off thiswork-shop wasthe
cupboard of supplies, withitsrow of deadly bottles. Carrick
Vennwasan origina, aman of restlesscurioustastes, and his
place, onaSunday, wasoftenfull of vistors: acheerful crowd
of journdigs, scribblers, painters, experimentersindiversforms
of expression. Coming and going among so many, it waseasy
enough to pass unperceived; and one afternoon Granice, ar-
riving before Venn had returned home, found himself lonein
thework-shop, and quickly dipping into the cupboard, trans-
ferred the drug to his pocket.

But that had happened ten years ago; and Venn, poor fel-
low, waslong since dead of hisdragging ailment. Hisold fa-
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ther wasdead, too, the housein Stuyvesant Square had been
turned into aboarding-house, and the shifting lifeof New York
had passed itsrapid sponge over every trace of their obscure
littlehistory. Eventheoptimistic M cCarren seemed to acknowl -
edgethe hopel essness of seeking for proof inthat direction.

“Andthere’ sthethird door dammed in our faces.” He shut
hisnote-book, and throwing back hishead, rested hisbright
inquisitiveeyeson Granice' sfurrowed face.

“Look here, Mr. Granice—Yyou see the weak spot, don’t
you?’

The other made adespairing motion. “| seeso many!”

“Yes: but the onethat weskensal the others. Why thedeuce
do you want thisthing known?Why do you want to put your
head into the noose?”’

Granicelooked a him hopelessly, trying to takethemeasure
of hisquick light irreverent mind. No oneso full of acheerful
animd lifewould believeinthecraving for deeth asasufficient
motive; and Graniceracked hisbrain for onemore convinc-
ing. But suddenly he saw thereporter’ sface soften, and melt
toanaivesentimentalism.

“Mr. Granice—hasthememory of it dwayshaunted you?’
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Granice stared amoment, and then leapt at the opening.
“That'sit—thememory of it ... . dways...”

M cCarren nodded vehemently. “ Dogged your steps, eh?
Wouldn't let you sleep? The time came when you HAD to
make aclean breast of it?’

“I hadto. Can’'t you understand?’

Thereporter struck hisfist onthetable. “God, sir! | don’'t
supposethere’ sahuman being with adrop of warmbloodin
himthat can’t picturethe deadly horrorsof remorse—"

The Celticimagination was aflame, and Granice mutely
thanked himfor theword. What neither Ascham nor Denver
would accept asaconceivablemotivethelrishreporter seized
on asthe most adequate; and, ashe said, once one could find
aconvincing motive, thedifficultiesof the casebecame so many
incentivesto effort.

“Remorse—remorse,” herepeated, rolling theword under
histonguewith an accent that wasaclueto the psychology of
the popular drama; and Granice, perversely, said to himself:
“If I could only have struck that note | should have been run-
ninginsix thestresat once.”

Hesaw that from that moment M cCarren’sprofessional zedl
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would befanned by emotional curiosity; and he profited by
thefact to proposethat they should dinetogether, and goon
afterward to somemusic-hal or theatre. It wasbecoming nec-
essary to Graniceto fed himself an object of pre-occupation,
tofind himsdf inanother mind. Hetook akind of gray penum-
brd pleasureinriveting McCarren’sattention on hiscase; and
tofeignthegrimaces of moral anguish becameapassionately
engrossing game. He had not entered atheatrefor months; but
he sat out the meaningless performanceinrigid tolerance, sus-
tained by the sense of thereporter’s observation.

Between the acts, M cCarren amused him with anecdotes
about the audience: heknew every oneby sight, and could lift
thecurtain from every physiognomy. Granicelistened indul-
gently. Hehadlost al interest in hiskind, but heknew that he
washimself thereal centre of McCarren’sattention, and that
every word thelatter spokehad anindirect bearing on hisown
problem.

“Seethat fellow over there—thelittle dried-up maninthe
third row, pulling hismoustache? Hismemoirswould beworth
publishing,” McCarren said suddenly inthelast entr’ acte.

Granice, following hisglance, recognized the detectivefrom
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Allonby’soffice. For amoment he had thethrilling sensethat
hewas being shadowed.

“Caesar, if hecould talk—!” McCarren continued. “Know
who heis, of course?Dr. John B. Stell, thebiggest alienistin
the country—"

Granice, with astart, bent again between the headsin front
of him. “ That man—thefourth fromtheaisle? You' remis-
taken. That'snot Dr. Stell.”

McCarrenlaughed. “Wdll, | guess!’ vebeenin court enough
toknow Stell when | seehim. Hetestifiesin nearly dl thebig
caseswherethey plead insanity.”

A cold shiver ran down Granice's spine, but he repeated
obgtinately: “That'snot Dr. Stell.”

“Not Stell?Why, man, | know him. Look—here he comes.
Ifitisn't Stell, hewon't speak to me.”

Thelittledried-up manwasmoving dowly uptheaide. As
he neared M cCarren hemade adight gesture of recognition.

“How’ do, Doctor Stell? Pretty dim show, ain'tit?’ there-
porter cheerfully flung out a him. And Mr. J. B. Hewson, with
anod of amicabl e assent, passed on.

Granicesat benumbed. Heknew hehad not been mistaken—
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theman who had just passed wasthe same man whom Allonby
had sent to see him: a physician disguised as a detective.
Allonby, then, had thought him insane, like the others—had
regarded his confession asthe maundering of amaniac. The
discovery froze Granice with horror—he seemed to seethe
mad-housegaping for him.

“lsn’t thereaman agood dedl like him—adetective named
J. B. Hewson?’

But heknew in advance what McCarren’sanswer would
be. “Hewson?J. B. Hewson? Never heard of him. But that
wasJ. B. Stdl fast enough—I guesshecan betrusted to know
himsdlf, and you saw heanswered to hisname.”

VI

Somedayspassed before Grani ce could obtainaword with the
Didrict Attorney: hebegantothink that Allonby avoided him.

But when they werefaceto face Allonby’sjovia counte-
nance showed no sign of embarrassment. Hewaved hisvisitor
toachair, and leaned across hisdesk with the encouraging
smileof aconsulting physician.
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Granicebrokeout at once: “ That detectiveyou sent methe
other day—"

Allonby raised adeprecating hand.

“—I know: it was Stell the alienist. Why did you do that,
Allonby?’

The other’s face did not lose its composure. “Because |
looked up your story first—and there’ snothinginit.”

“Nothinginit?’ Granicefurioudy interposed.

“ Absolutely nothing. If thereis, why the deucedon’t you
bring me proofs?1 know you' ve beentaking to Peter Ascham,
andto Denver, and to that little ferret McCarren of the Ex-
plorer. Have any of them been able to make out a case for
you?No. Well, what am | to do?’

Granice'slipsbegantotremble. “Why did you play methat
trick?’

“About Stell?1 had to, my dear fellow: it’spart of my busi-
ness. el isadetective, if you cometo that—every doctor is.”

Thetrembling of Granice'slipsincreased, communicating
itsalf inalong quiver to hisfacial muscles. Heforced alaugh
through hisdry throat. “Well—and what did he detect?’

“Inyou? Oh, hethinksit’'s overwork—overwork and too
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much smoking. If you look in on him someday at hisoffice
he’ Il show you therecord of hundredsof caseslikeyours, and
adviseyou what treatment to follow. It'sone of the common-
est formsof hallucination. Haveacigar, dl thesame.”

“But, Allonby, | killed that man!”

TheDidrict Attorney’slarge hand, outstretched on hisdesk,
had an dmost imperceptible gesture, and amoment later, asif
ananswer tothecall of aneectricbell, aclerk lookedinfrom
theouter office.

“Sorry, my dear fellow—I ot of peoplewaiting. Dropinon
Stell somemorning,” Allonby said, shaking hands.

M cCarren had to own himsdf beaten: therewasabsolutely no
flaw inthealibi. And since hisduty to hisjournal obviousy
forbade hiswasting time oninsoluble mysteries, he ceased to
frequent Granice, who dropped back into adeeper isolation.
For aday or two after hisvisit to Allonby he continuedtolive
indread of Dr. Stell. Why might not Allonby have deceived
himastothedienist’sdiagnosis?What if hewereredly being
shadowed, not by a police agent but by a mad-doctor? To
havethetruth out, he suddenly determinedto call on Dr. Stell.
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Thephysicianreceived himkindly, and reverted without em-
barrassment to the conditionsof their previousmeeting. “We
haveto dothat occasionaly, Mr. Granice; it' soneof our meth-
ods. Andyou had given Allonby afright.”

Granicewasslent. Hewould haveliked toreaffirmhisguilt,
to produce the fresh arguments which had occurred to him
sincehislast talk with the physician; but hefeared hiseager-
ness might betaken for asymptom of derangement, and he
affectedto smileaway Dr. Stell’sdlusion.

“Youthink, then, it'sacase of brain-fag—nothing more?’

“Nothing more. And | should advise you to knock off to-
bacco. You smokeagood deal, don’t you?’

Hedeve oped histreatment, recommending massage, gym-
nastics, travel, or any form of diversion that did not—that in
short—

Graniceinterrupted himimpatiently. “ Oh, | loatheall that—
andI’'msick of travelling.”

“H’'m. Then somelarger interest—politics, reform, philan-
thropy? Something to take you out of yoursalf.”

“Yes. | understand,” said Granicewearily.

“Aboveall, don't lose heart. | see hundreds of caseslike
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yours,” the doctor added cheerfully fromthethreshold.

Onthedoorstep Granice stood still and laughed. Hundreds
of caseslike his—the case of aman who had committed a
murder, who confessed his guilt, and whom no one would
believe! Why, there had never been acaselikeitintheworld.
What agood figure Stell would have madeinaplay: thegreat
alienist who couldn’'t read aman’smind any better than that!

Granice saw huge comic opportunitiesinthetype.

But ashewalked away, hisfearsdispelled, thesenseof list-
lessnessreturned on him. For thefirst timesincehisavowal to
Peter Ascham hefound himself without an occupation, and
understood that he had been carried through the past weeks
only by the necessity of constant action. Now hislifehad once
more become a stagnant backwater, and as he stood on the
street corner watching thetides of traffic sweep by, he asked
himsalf despairingly how muchlonger he could enduretofloat
about intheduggish circleof hisconsciousness.

Thethought of salf-destruction recurredto him; but againhis
flesh recoiled. Heyearned for death from other hands, but he
could never takeit from hisown. And, asdefrom hisinsuper-
ablephysica rductance, another motiverestraned him. Hewas
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possessed by thedogged desireto establishthetruth of hisstory.
Herefused to be swept aside asan irresponsible dreamer—
even if he had to kill himself in the end, he would not do so
before proving to society that he had deserved death fromit.
He began to writelong lettersto the papers; but after the
first had been published and commented on, public curiosity
wasquelled by abrief statement from the District Attorney’s
office, andtherest of hiscommunicationsremained unprinted.
Ascham cameto see him, and begged himto travel. Robert
Denver dropped in, and tried to joke him out of hisdelusion;
till Granice, mistrustful of their motives, began to dread the
reappearance of Dr. Stell, and set aguard on hislips. But the
words he kept back engendered othersand still othersin his
brain. Hisinner self becameahumming factory of arguments,
and he spent long hoursreciting and writing down elaborate
statements of hiscrime, which he constantly retouched and
developed. Then gradually hisactivity languished under the
lack of an audience, the sense of being buried beneath deep-
ening driftsof indifference. Inapasson of resentment heswore
that hewould prove himself amurderer, evenif hehad to com-
mit another crimeto doit; and for adeeplessnight or two the
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thought flamed red on hisdarkness. But daylight dispelledit.
The determining impul sewaslacking and he hated too pro-
miscuoudy to choosehisvictim. . . So hewasthrown back on
theunavailing struggletoimposethetruth of hisstory. Asfast
asonechannel closed onhim hetried to pierceanother through
thediding sandsof incredulity. But every issue seemed blocked,
and thewhole human raceleagued together to cheat one man
of therighttodie.

Thusviewed, theSituation became so monstrousthat helost
hislast shred of self-restraint in contemplating it. What if he
wereredly thevictim of somemocking experiment, thecentre
of aring of holiday-makersjeering at apoor creatureinits
blind dashes against the solid walls of consciousness? But,
no—menwerenot so uniformly cruel: therewereflawsinthe
close surface of their indifference, cracks of weaknessand
pity hereandthere. ..

Granice began to think that hismistakelay in having ap-
pealed to personsmoreor lessfamiliar with hispast, and to
whom thevisible conformitiesof hislife seemed afinal dis-
proof of itsonefierce secret deviation. The genera tendency
was to take for the whole of life the slit seen between the
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blindersof habit: andin hiswak downthat narrow visaGranice
cut acorrect enough figure. Toavisonfreetofollow hiswhole
orbit hisstory would bemoreintelligible: it would beeasier to
convinceachanceidler inthe street than thetrained intelli-
gence hampered by asense of hisantecedents. Thisideashot
upinhimwiththetropicluxurianceof each new seed of thought,
and he beganto walk the streets, and to frequent out-of-the-
way chop-houses and bars in his search for the impartial
stranger towhom he should disclosehimself.

Atfirst every facelooked encouragement; but at thecrucia
moment he always held back. So much was at stake, and it
was so essential that hisfirst choice should bedecisive. He
dreaded stupidity, timidity, intolerance. Theimaginativeeye,
thefurrowed brow, werewhat he sought. Hemust revea him-
sdf only toaheart versed inthetortuous motionsof the human
will; and he began to hate the dull benevolence of theaverage
face. Onceor twice, obscurely, allusively, hemade abegin-
ning—oncesitting down at aman’ssidein abasement chop-
house, another day approaching alounger on an east-side
wharf. But in both casesthe premonition of failure checked
himon thebrink of avowa . Hisdread of being takenfor aman
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intheclutch of afixedideagavehiman unnatural keennessin
reading theexpression of hisinterlocutors, and hehad provided
himsdf inadvancewithaseriesof verbd dternatives, trap-doors
of evasonfromthefirst dart of ridiculeor suspicion.

He passed the greater part of the day in the streets, coming
homeat irregular hours, dreading thesilence and orderliness
of hisapartment, and thecritical scrutiny of Flint. Hisred life
was spent inaworld so remotefrom thisfamiliar setting that
he sometimes had the mysterious sense of a living
metempsychosis, afurtive passage from oneidentity to an-
other—yet the other as unescapably himself!

Onehumiliation hewas spared: thedesiretolive never re-
vived in him. Not for amoment was hetempted to ashabby
pact with existing conditions. Hewanted to die, wanted it with
thefixed unwavering desirewhich aoneattainsitsend. And
still theend eluded him! 1t would not aways, of course—he
had full faithinthedark star of hisdestiny. And hecould prove
it best by repeating hisstory, persistently and indefatigably,
pouringitintoindifferent ears, hammeringitintodull brains till
a lastit kindled aspark, and some oneof the cardessmillions
paused, listened, believed. . .
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It wasamild March day, and he had been loitering on the
west-side docks, looking at faces. He was becoming an ex-
pertinphysognomies: hiseagernessno longer maderash darts
and awkward recoils. He knew now the face he needed, as
clearly asif it had cometo himinavision; and not till hefound
it would he speak. Ashewalked eastward through the shabby
reeking streetshe had apremonitionthat he shouldfind it that
morning. Perhapsit wasthe promise of springintheair—
certainly hefelt calmer thanfor many days. . .

Heturned into Washington Square, struck acrossit obliquely,
and walked up University Place. Its heterogeneous passers
awaysallured him—they werelesshurried than in Broadway,
lessenclosed and classified than in Fifth Avenue. Hewal ked
dowly, watching for hisface.

At Union Square hefelt asudden relapseinto discourage-
ment, likeavotary who haswatched too long for asignfrom
thealtar. Perhaps, after all, he should never find hisface....
Theair waslanguid, and hefelt tired. Hewal ked between the
bald grass-plotsand the twisted trees, making for an empty
seat. Presently he passed abench onwhich agirl sat alone,
and something as definite asthe twitch of acord made him
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stop before her. Hehad never dreamed of telling hisstory toa
girl, had hardly looked at thewomen’ sfacesasthey passed.
Hiscasewasman’swork: how could awoman help him?But
thisgirl’sface wasextraordinary—quiet and wide asaclear
evening sky. It suggested ahundred images of space, distance,
mystery, like shipshe had seen, asaboy, quietly berthed by a
familiar wharf, but with the breath of far seas and strange
harboursintheir shrouds. . . Certainly thisgirl would under-
stand. Hewent up to her quietly, lifting hishat, observing the
forms—wishing her to seeat oncethat hewas* agentleman.”

“l amastranger toyou,” hebegan, sitting down beside her,
“but your faceissoextremely intdligentthet | fed. .. | fed itis
thefacel’ vewaitedfor . .. looked for everywhere; and | want
totel you—"

Thegirl’seyeswidened: sheroseto her feet. Shewases-
capinghim!

In hisdismay heran afew stepsafter her, and caught her
roughly by thearm.

“Here—wait—Iisten! Oh, don’t scream, you fool!” he
shouted out.

He felt ahand on his own arm; turned and confronted a
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policeman. Instantly he understood that hewasbeing arrested,
and something hard within himwasloosened and rantotears.

“Ah, you know—you know I’'m guilty!”

Hewas consciousthat acrowd wasforming, and that the
girl’sfrightened face had disappeared. But what did hecare
about her face? It wasthe policeman who had really under-
stood him. Heturned and followed, thecrowd at hisheels. . .

VI

Inthe charming placeinwhich hefound himself therewere so
many sympathetic facesthat hefelt morethan ever convinced
of the certainty of making himself heard.

It wasabad blow, at first, to find that he had not been ar-
rested for murder; but Ascham, who had cometo himat once,
explained that he needed rest, and thetimeto “review” his
statements; it appeared that reiteration had madethemalittle
confused and contradictory. To thisend hehad willingly ac-
quiescedinhisremova to alargequiet establishment, withan
open space and trees about it, where he had found anumber
of intelligent companions, some, likehimself, engaged in pre-
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paring or reviewing statementsof their cases, and othersready
tolend aninterested ear to hisownrecital.

For atime hewas content to let himself go on thetranquil
current of thisexistence; but athough hisauditorsgavehimfor
themost part an encouraging attention, which, in some, went
thelength of redly brilliant and hel pful suggestion, hegradudly
felt arecurrenceof hisold doubts. Either hishearerswerenot
sincere, or else they had less power to aid him than they
boasted. Hisinterminable conferencesresultedin nothing, and
asthe benefit of thelong rest madeitself felt, it produced an
increased mental lucidity which rendered inaction more and
moreunbearable. At length hediscovered that on certaindays
visitorsfromthe outer world were admitted to hisretreat; and
hewrote out long and logically constructed relations of his
crime, and furtively dipped them into the hands of thesemes-
sengersof hope.

Thisoccupation gave him afresh lease of patience, and he
now lived only to watch for thevisitors' days, and scan the
facesthat swept by himlikestarsseen andlost intheriftsof a
hurrying sky.

Modtly, thesefaceswerestrangeand lessintelligent than those
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of hiscompanions. But they represented hislast meansof ac-
cesstotheworld, akind of subterranean channel onwhich he
could set his” statements’ afloat, like paper boatswhich the
mysterious current might sweep out into the open seas of life.

Oneday, however, hisattention was arrested by afamiliar
contour, apair of bright prominent eyes, and achininsuffi-
ciently shaved. He sprang up and stood in the path of Peter
McCarren.

Thejourndist looked a him doubtfully, thenheld out hishand
with astartled deprecating, “ Why—?’

“You didn’t know me?1’ m so changed?’ Granicefatered,
feeling therebound of the other’swonder.

“Why, no; but you’ re looking quieter—smoothed out,”
McCarren amiled.

“Yes: that’swhat I'm herefor—torest. And I’ vetaken the
opportunity towrite out aclearer statement—"

Granice shand shook sothat he could hardly draw thefolded
paper from his pocket. Ashe did so he noticed that the re-
porter was accompanied by atall man with grave compas-
sionateeyes. It cameto Graniceinawildthrill of conviction
that thiswasthefacehehad waitedfor....
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“Perhgpsyour friend—heisyour friend?—woul d glanceover
it—or | could put the casein afew wordsif you havetime?’
Granice svoice shook like hishand. If this chance escaped
him hefelt that hislast hope was gone. McCarren and the
stranger looked at each other, and theformer glanced at his
watch.

“I’msorry wecan't stay and talk it over now, Mr. Granice,
but my friend hasan engagement, and we rerather pressed—"

Granice continued to proffer the paper. “1’ m sorry—I think
| could haveexplained. But you'll takethis, at any rate?’

Thestranger looked at him gently. “ Certainly—I’ |l takeit.”
Hehad hishand out. “ Good-bye.”

“Good-bye,” Graniceechoed.

Hestood wetching thetwo men moveaway fromhimthrough
thelong light hall; and ashewatched them atear ran down his
face. But as soon as they were out of sight he turned and
walked hagtily toward hisroom, beginning to hopeagain, a-
ready planning anew statement.

Outsdethebuilding thetwo men stood dtill, and thejourndist’s
companion looked up curioudly at thelong monotonousrows
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of barred windows.

“So that was Granice?’

“Yes—that was Granice, poor devil,” said McCarren.

“Strange case! | supposethere’ snever beenonejust likeit?
He still absolutdly convinced that he committed that murder?”’

“Absolutely. Yes.”

Thedranger reflected. “ And therewasno conceivableground
for theidea? No one could make out how it started? A quiet
conventiond sort of fellow likethat—wheredo you supposehe
got suchadeluson?Didyouever get theleast cluetoit?’

McCarren stood still, his hands in his pockets, his head
cocked up in contemplation of the barred windows. Then he
turned hisbright hard gaze on hiscompanion.

“That wasthe queer part of it. I’ ve never spoken of it—but
| didgetaclue”

“By Jove! That'sinteresting. What wasit?’

McCarrenformed hisred lipsinto awhistle. “Why—that it
wasn'tadeluson.”

He produced hiseffect—the other turned on himwith apal-
lid stare.

“Hemurdered themanal right. | tumbled onthetruth by the
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merest accident, when |’ d pretty nearly chucked thewholejob.”

“Hemurdered him—murdered hiscousn?’

“Sureasyou live. Only don't split on me. It’ s about the
gueerest business| ever raninto.... Do about it? Why, what
was| to do?1 couldn’t hang the poor devil, could I? Lord,
but | was glad when they collared him, and had him stowed
away safeintherel”

Thetal manlistened with agraveface, grasping Granice's
statement in hishand.

“Here—takethis, it makesmesick,” hesaid aoruptly, thrust-
ing the paper at the reporter; and the two men turned and
wakedinslencetothegates.
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THE DILETTANTE
asfirst published in Harper’sMonthly, December 1903

It was on animpul se hardly needing the argumentshefound
himsdf advancinginitsfavor, that Thursdae, onhisway tothe
club, turned asusud into Mrs. Vervain'sstreet.
The*"asusua” washisown qudlification of theact; aconve-
nientway of bridging theinterval—in daysand other ssquences—
that lay between thisvisit and thelast. It was characteristic of
himthat heingtinctively excluded hiscall two daysearlier, with
Ruth Gaynor, fromthelist of hisviststo Mrs. Vervain: thespe-
cia conditionsattending it had madeit nomorelikeavisitto
Mrs. Vervain than an engraved dinner invitationislike aper-
sondl letter. Yet it wastotak over hiscal with MissGaynor that
hewasnow returning to the scene of that episode; andit was
because Mrs. Vervain could betrusted to handle the talking
over asskilfully astheinterview itsdlf that, at her corner, hehad
felt thedilettante' sirresistible craving totakealast look at a
work of art that was passing out of hispossession.
Onthewhole, heknew no one better fitted to deal with the
unexpected than Mrs. Vervain. Sheexcelledintherareart of
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taking thingsfor granted, and Thursdalefelt apardonablepride
in the thought that she owed her excellenceto histraining.
Early in his career Thursdale had made the mistake, at the
outset of hisacquaintancewith alady, of telling her that he
loved her and exacting the sameavowal inreturn. Thelatter
part of that episode had been likethelong walk back froma
picnic, when one hasto carry dl the crockery one hasfinished
using: itwasthelast time Thursddeever alowed himself tobe
encumbered with the debris of afeast. Hethusincidentally
learned that the privilege of loving her isoneof theleast favors
that acharming woman can accord; and in seeking to avoid
thepitfallsof sentiment he had devel oped ascienceof evasion
inwhichthewoman of themoment becameamereimplement
of thegame. He owed agreat deal of delicate enjoyment to
thecultivation of thisart. Theperilsfromwhichit hadbeenhis
refuge becamenaively harmless: wasit possiblethat hewho
now took hiseasy way alongthelevelshad once preferredto
gasp ontheraw heightsof emotion? Youthisahigh-colored
season; but he had the satisfaction of feeling that he had en-
tered earlier than mostinto that chiar’ oscuro of sensationwhere
every haf-tonehasitsvaue.
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Asapromoter of this pleasure no one he had known was
comparable to Mrs. Vervain. He had taught a good many
women not to betray their feelings, but he had never before
had such finematerial to work in. She had been surprisingly
crude when hefirst knew her; capable of making the most
awkwardinferences, of plunging throughthinice, of recklesdy
undressing her emotions; but she had acquired, under thedis-
ciplineof hisreticencesand evasions, askill amost equa to
hisown, and perhapsmoreremarkableinthat it involved keep-
ing timewith any tune he played and reading at sight some
uncommonly difficult passages.

It had taken Thursdale seven yearsto formthisfinetalent;
but theresult justified theeffort. At the crucial moment shehad
been perfect: her way of greeting Miss Gaynor had madehim
regret that he had announced hisengagement by | etter. It was
an evasionthat confessed adifficulty; adeviationimplying an
obstacle, where, by common consent, it was agreed to see
none; it betrayed, in short, alack of confidencein the com-
pleteness of his method. It had been his pride never to put
himsdlf inapositionwhich had to bequitted, asit were, by the
back door; but here, ashe perceived, the main portalswould
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have opened for him of their own accord. All this, and much
more, heread inthefinished natura nesswithwhich Mrs. Ver-
vain had met Miss Gaynor. He had never seen abetter piece
of work: therewas no over-eagerness, no suspiciouswarmth,
aboveall (andthisgave her art thegrace of anatural quality)
therewere none of those damnableimplicationswhereby a
woman, inwelcoming her friend’ s betrothed, may keep him
on pinsand needleswhile shelapsthelady in complacency.
So masterly aperformance, indeed, hardly needed the offset
of Miss Gaynor’sdoor-step words—" To be so kind to me,
how shemust haveliked you!”—though he caught himsalf wish-
ingitlay withintheboundsof fitnessto transmit them, asafina
tribute, to the onewoman heknew whowasunfallingly certain
to enjoy agood thing. It was perhapsthe onedrawback to his
new Situation that it might develop good thingswhichit would
beimpossibleto hand onto Margaret Vervain.

Thefact that he had made the mistake of underrating his
friend’ spowers, the consciousnessthat hiswriting must have
betrayed hisdistrust of her efficiency, seemed an added rea-
sonfor turning down her street instead of going ontotheclub.
Hewould show her that he knew how to value her; hewould
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ask her to achievewith him afeat infinitely rarer and more
delicate than the one he had appeared to avoid. Incidentally,
hewould a so dispose of theinterval of time beforedinner:
ever since he had seen Miss Gaynor off, an hour earlier, on
her return journey to Buffal o, he had been wondering how he
should put intherest of the afternoon. It wasabsurd, how he
missedthegirl. ... Yes, that wasit; thedesireto talk about her
was, after all, at the bottom of hisimpulse to call on Mrs.
Vervain! Itwasabsurd, if you like—but it wasddightfully re-
juvenating. He could recall thetimewhen he had been afraid
of being obvious: now hefelt that thisreturn to the primitive
emotionsmight beasrestorative asaholiday inthe Canadian
woods. And it was precisaly by thegirl’scandor, her direct-
ness, her lack of complications, that hewastaken. Thesense
that she might say something rash at any moment was posi-
tively exhilarating: if shehad thrown her armsabout himat the
station hewould not have given athought to hiscrumpled dig-
nity. It surprised Thursdaleto find what freshness of heart he
brought to the adventure; and though his sense of irony pre-
vented hisascribing hisintactnessto any conscious purpose,
he could but rgoiceinthefact that his sentimental economies
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had left him such alarge surplusto draw upon.

Mrs. Vervain was at home—asusual. When onevisitsthe
cemetery one expectsto find theangel on thetombstone, and
it struck Thursdale asanother proof of hisfriend’sgood taste
that she had been in no undue hasteto change her habits. The
whole house appeared to count on hiscoming; the footman
took hishat and overcoat as naturally as though there had
been no lapsein hisvisits, and the drawing-room at once en-
veloped himinthat aamosphereof tacitintelligencewhich Mrs,
Vervainimparted to her very furniture.

It wasasurprisethat, inthisgeneral harmony of circum-
stances, Mrs. Vervain should hersalf sound thefirst falsenote.

“You?' sheexclaimed; and thebook sheheld dipped from
her hand.

It wascrude, certainly; unlessit wereatouch of thefinest art.
Thedifficulty of dassfyingit disturbed Thursdd € sbaance.

“Why not?’ hesaid, restoring thebook. “1sn’t it my hour?’
And as she made no answer, he added gently, “Unlessit’'s
someoneese’s?’

Shelaid thebook aside and sank back into her chair. “Mine,
merdly,” shesad.
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“I hopethat doesn’t mean that you' reunwilling to shareit?’

“Withyou? By no means. You' rewelcometomy last crust.”

Helooked at her reproachfully. “Doyou call thisthelast?’

She smiled as he dropped into the seat across the hearth.
“It'saway of givingit moreflavor!”

Hereturned the smile. “ A visit to you doesn’t need such
condiments.”

Shetook thiswith just the right measure of retrospective
amusement.

“Ah, but | want to put into thisoneavery specid taste,” she
confessed.

Her smilewas so confident, so reassuring, that it lulled him
into theimprudence of saying, “Why should youwantit to be
different fromwhat wasawaysso perfectly right?’

Shehesitated. “Doesn’'t thefact that it sthelast congtitutea
difference?’

“Thelast—my last visittoyou?’

“Oh, metaphorically, | mean—there' sabreak in the conti-
nuity.”

Decidedly, shewas pressing too hard: unlearning hisarts

dready!
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“I don't recognizeit,” hesaid. “Unlessyou makeme—" he
added, with anotethat dightly stirred her attitude of languid
attention.

Sheturned to himwith grave eyes. “You recognize no dif-
ferencewhatever?’

“None—except an added link inthechain.”

“Anadded link?’

“Inhaving onemorethingto likeyou for—your letting Miss
Gaynor seewhy | had aready so many.” Heflattered himself
that thisturn had taken theleast hint of fatuity fromthephrase.

Mrs. Vervain sank into her former easy pose. “Wasit that
you camefor?’ sheasked, dmost gaily.

“If itisnecessary to have areason—that wasone.”

“Totak tomeabout Miss Gaynor?’

“Totell you how shetaksabout you.”

“That will bevery interesting—especidly if you have seen
her since her second visittome.”

“Her second visit?’ Thursdale pushed hischair back witha
start and moved to another. “ She cameto seeyou again?’

“Thismorning, yes—by appointment.”

He continued to look at her blankly. “ You sent for her?’

77

“1 didn’t haveto—shewrote and asked melast night. But
no doubt you have seen her since.”

Thursdale sat silent. Hewastrying to separate hiswords
from histhoughts, but they still clung together inextricably. “I
saw her off just now at the station.”

“And shedidn’t tell youthat she had been hereagain?’

“There was hardly time, | suppose—there were people
about—" hefloundered.

“Ah, she'll write, then.”

Heregained hiscomposure. “ Of course she' Il write: very
often, | hope. You know I'm absurdly inlove,” hecried auda
coudy.

Shetilted her head back, looking up at him as heleaned
againgt the chimney-piece. He had |eaned there so often that
the attitude touched a pul se which set up athrobbing in her
throat. “Oh, my poor Thursdale!l” shemurmured.

“| supposeit’srather ridiculous,” heowned; and asshere-
mained silent, he added, with asudden break—" Or haveyou
another reason for pitying me?’

Her answer was another question. “Have you been back to
your roomssinceyou left her?’
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“Sincel left her at the station?1 came straight here.”

“Ah, yes—you could: therewas no reason—" Her words
passedintoasilent musing.

Thursddemoved nervoudy nearer. “ You said you had some-
thingtotell me?’

“Perhaps| had better let her do so. Theremay bealetter at
your rooms.”

“A letter?What do you mean? A letter from her? What has
happened?’

His pal eness shook her, and sheraised ahand of reassur-
ance. “Nothing has happened—perhapsthat isjust theworst
of it. You alwayshated, you know,” she added incoherently,
“to havethingshappen: you never would let them.”

“And now—7"

“Wll, that waswhat she cameherefor: | supposed you had
guessed. To know if anything had happened.”

“Had happened?’ He gazed at her slowly. “ Between you
andme?’ hesaidwitharushof light.

The words were so much cruder than any that had ever
passed between them that the color roseto her face; but she
held hisstartled gaze.
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“You know girlsare not quite as unsophisticated asthey
used to be. Areyou surprised that such an ideashould occur
toher?’

Hisown color answered hers: it wasthe only reply that came
tohim.

Mrs. Vervain went on, smoothly: 1 supposed it might have
struck you that there were timeswhen we presented that ap-
pearance.”

Hemade animpatient gesture. “ A man’spastishisown!”

“Perhaps—it certainly never belongsto thewomanwho has
shared it. But onelearnssuch truthsonly by experience; and
MissGaynor isnaturally inexperienced.”

“Of course—but—supposing her act anatural one—" he
floundered lamentably among hisinnuendoes—"1 still don’t
see—how therewas anything—"

“Anythingtotakehold of ? Therewasn't—"

“Well, then—?" escaped him, in crude satisfaction; but as
shedid not completethe sentence hewent onwith afatering
laugh: “ Shecan hardly object to theexistence of amerefriend-
ship betweenusg!”

“But shedoes,” said Mrs. Vervain.
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Thursdale stood perplexed. He had seen, on the previous
day, no trace of jeal ousy or resentment in hisbetrothed: he
could still hear the candid ring of thegirl’spraise of Mrs. Ver-
vain. If shewere such an abyssof insincerity asto dissemble
distrust under such frankness, shemust at least bemoresubtle
thanto bring her doubtsto her rival for solution. Thesituation
seemed one through which one could no longer moveina
penumbra, and helet in aburst of light with thedirect query:
“Won't you explain what you mean?’

Mrs. Vervain sat silent, not provokingly, asthough to pro-
long hisdistress, but asif, in the attenuated phraseol ogy he
had taught her, it wasdifficult to find wordsrobust enough to
meet hischallenge. It wasthefirst timehehad ever asked her
to explain anything; and she had lived solongin dread of of-
fering elucidationswhich were not wanted, that she seemed
unableto produce one on the spot.

Atlast shesaid dowly: “ Shecametofind out if you were
redly free”

Thursddecolored again. “ Free?” hestammered, withasense
of physical disgust at contact with such crassness.

“Yes—if | had quitedonewith you.” Shesmiledinrecov-
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ered security. “ 1t seemsshelikesclear outlines, shehasapas-
sonfor definitions.”

“Yes—well?’ hesaid, wincing at theecho of hisown subtlety.

“Well—and when | told her that you had never belonged to
me, shewanted meto defineMY status—to know exactly
wherel had stood al dong.”

Thursdale sat gazing at her intently; hishand wasnot yet on
theclue. “ And even when you had told her that—"

“Evenwhen | had told her that | had had no status—thét |
had never stood anywhere, inany senseshemeant,” sad Mrs.
Vervain, dowly—"eventhen shewasn't satisfied, it seems.”

He uttered an uneasy exclamation. “ Shedidn’'t believeyou,
youmean?’

“I mean that shedid believe me: too thoroughly.”

“Well, then—in God sname, what did shewant?’

“ Something more—thosewerethewords she used.”

“ Something more? Between—between you and me?Isita
conundrum?’ Helaughed awkwardly.

“Girlsarenot what they werein my day; they arenolonger
forbidden to contemplatetherelation of the sexes.”

“Soitseems!” hecommented. “ But Since, inthiscase, there
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wasn't any—" hebroke off, catching thedawn of arevelation
inher gaze.

“That’sjust it. The unpardonable offence hasbeen—in our
not offending.”

Heflung himsalf downdespairingly. “1 giveit up!—What did
youtell her?” heburst out with sudden crudeness.

“Theexact truth. If | had only known,” shebroke off witha
beseeching tenderness, “won’t you believethat | would still
haveliedfor you?’

“Liedfor me?Why on earth should you havelied for either
of us?’

“To save you—to hide you from her to the last! Asl’ve
hidden you from mysdlf all theseyears!” Shestood upwitha
suddentragic import in her movement. “ You believe meca-
pable of that, don’t you?If | had only guessed—but | have
never known agirl like her; shehad thetruth out of mewitha
Soring.”

“Thetruththat youand | had never—"

“Had never—never inal theseyears! Oh, sheknew why—
she measured us both in aflash. She didn’'t suspect me of
having haggled with you—her wordspelted melikehail. ‘He
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just took what he wanted—sifted and sorted you to suit his
taste. Burnt out thegold and left ahegp of cinders. Andyoulet
him—you let yourself be cut in bits —she mixed her meta-
phorsalittle—'becut in bits, and used or discarded, whileall
thewhileevery drop of blood in you belonged to him! But
he's Shylock—and you have bled to death of the pound of
fleshhehascut out of you.” But she despisesmethemost, you
know—far themost—" Mrs. Vervain ended.

Thewordsfell strangely on the scented stillnessof theroom:
they seemed out of harmony with itssetting of afternoon inti-
macy, thekind of intimacy onwhich at any moment, avisitor
might intrude without perceptibly lowering theatmosphere. It
wasasthough agrand opera-singer had strained the acoustics
of aprivate music-room.

Thursdale stood up, facing hishostess. Half theroom was
between them, but they seemed to stare close at each other
now that theveilsof reticenceand ambiguity had fallen.

Hisfirst wordswere characteristic. “ She does despise me,
then?’ heexclaimed.

“ Shethinksthe pound of flesh you took wasalittletoo near
theheart.”
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Hewasexcessively pale. “ Pleasetell meexactly what she
saidof me.”

“Shedid not speak much of you: sheisproud. But | gather
that while sheunderstandslove or indifference, her eyeshave
never been opened to themany intermedi ate shades of fedling.
At any rate, sheexpressed an unwillingnessto betakenwith
reservations—shethinksyou would haveloved her better if
you had loved someoneelsefirst. Thepoint of view isorigi-
nal—sheinsstsonamanwithapast!”

“Oh, apast—if she'sserious—I could rakeup apast!” he
sadwithalaugh.

“So | suggested: but she hasher eyeson hisparticular por-
tionof it. Sheinsistson making it atest case. Shewanted to
know what you had doneto me; and before | could guessher
drift1 blunderedintotelling her.”

Thursdaedrew adifficult breath. “I never supposed—your
revengeiscomplete,” hesaiddowly.

Heheard alittlegaspin her throat. “ My revenge? When |
sent for you to warn you—to save you from being surprised
as| wassurprised?’

“You' revery good—>but it'srather lateto talk of savingme.”
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Heheld out hishandinthemechanica gestureof leave-taking.
“How you must care!—for | never saw you so dull,” was
her answer. “Don’'t you seethat it’snot too latefor meto help
you?’ And ashecontinued to stare, she brought out sublimely:
“Taketherest—inimagination! Letit at least be of that much
usetoyou. Tell her | lied to her—she'stoo ready to believeit!
And so, after all, inasense, | sha n't have been wasted.”

Hisstare hung on her, widening to akind of wonder. She
gavethelook back brightly, unblushingly, asthough the expe-
dient were too s mpleto need oblique approaches. It wasex-
traordinary how afew words had swept them from an atmo-
sphere of the most complex dissimulationsto thiscontact of
naked souls.

It wasnot in Thursdale to expand with the pressure of fate;
but something in him cracked withit, and therift let in new
light. Hewent up to hisfriend and took her hand.

“Youwoulddo it—youwould doit!”

Shelooked at him, smiling, but her hand shook.

“Good-by,” hesaid, kissingit.

“Good-by?You aregoing—7?’

“Toget my letter.”
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“Your letter? Theletter won't matter, if youwill only dowhat
| ask.”

Hereturned her gaze. “1 might, | suppose, without being out
of character. Only, don't you seethat if your plan helped meit
couldonly harm her?’

“Harmher?’

“To sacrificeyou wouldn’t makemedifferent. | shall goon
being what | have alwaysbeen—sifting and sorting, asshe
cdlsit. Doyouwant my punishment tofall on her?’

Shelooked at himlong and deeply. “ Ah, if | had to choose
betweenyou—!"

“Youwould let her take her chance?But | can’t, you see. |
must takemy punishment done.”

Shedrew her hand away, sighing. “Oh, therewill beno pun-
ishment for either of you.”

“For either of us? Therewill bethereading of her letter for
me”

She shook her head with adight laugh. “Therewill beno
letter.”

Thursdale faced about from thethreshold with freshlifein
hislook. “Noletter?'You don't mean—"
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“1 mean that she’s been with you since | saw her—she's
seen you and heard your voice. If there IS aletter, she has
recalled it—from thefirst station, by telegraph.”

Heturned back to the door, forcing an answer to her smile.
“Butinthemeanwhilel shal havereadit,” hesaid.

Thedoor closed on him, and shehid her eyesfrom thedread-
ful emptinessof theroom.
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THE HOUSE OF THE DEAD HAND
asfirst publishedin Atlantic Monthly, August 1904

“Aboveall,” theletter ended, “ don’t leave Sienawithout see-
ing Doctor Lombard’s Leonardo. Lombard is a queer old
Englishman, amystic or amadman (if thetwo are not synony-
mous), and adevout student of the Italian Renaissance. He
haslivedfor yearsinItay, exploring itsremotest corners, and
haslately picked up an undoubted L eonardo, which cameto
light inafarmhouse near Bergamo. It isbelieved to be one of
the missing picturesmentioned by Vasari, and isat any rate,
according to the most competent authorities, agenuineand
almost untouched exampl e of the best period.
“Lombardisaqueer stick, andjea ousof showing histrea-
sures, but we struck up afriendship when | wasworking on
the Sodomasin Sienathreeyearsago, and if youwill givehim
the enclosed lineyou may get apeep at the Leonardo. Prob-
ably not more than a peep, though, for | hear herefusesto
haveit reproduced. | want badly to useit in my monograph on

83

the Windsor drawings, so please seewhat you cando for me,
andif you can’t persuade himto let you take aphotograph or
make asketch, at least jot down adetailed description of the
pictureand get from him al thefactsyou can. | hear that the
French and Italian governments have offered him alarge ad-
vance on hispurchase, but that herefusesto sell at any price,
though he certainly can’t afford such luxuries; infact, | don’t
seewhere hegot enough money to buy thepicture. Helivesin
theViaPapaGiulio.”

Wyant sat at the table d’ hote of his hotel, re-reading his
friend’sletter over alateluncheon. Hehad beenfivedaysin
Sienawithout having found timeto call on Doctor Lombard;
not from any indifference to the opportunity presented, but
becauseit washisfirst visit to the strangered city and hewas
gtill under thespdll of itsmore conspicuouswonders—thebrick
pal acesflinging out their wrought-iron torch-holderswith a
gestureof arrogant suzerainty; the great council-chamber em-
blazoned with civic alegories; the pageant of Pope Juliuson
theLibrary walls, the Sodomas smiling balefully through the
dusk of mouldering chapels—and it was only when hisfirst
hunger was appeased that he remembered that one coursein
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the banquet was <till untasted.

Heput theletter in his pocket and turned to leavetheroom,
with anodtoitsonly other occupant, an olive-skinned young
man with lustrouseyesand alow collar, who sat on the other
dgdeof thetable, perusngthe Fanfulladi Domenica. Thisgentle-
man, hisdaily vis-a-vis, returned the nod with aL atin elo-
guenceof gesture, and Wyant passed on to the ante-chamber,
wherehe paused tolight acigarette. Hewasjust restoring the
caseto hispocket when he heard ahurried step behind him,
and thelustrous-eyed young man advanced through the glass
doorsof thedining-room.

“Pardonme, Sir,” hesaidin measured English, and withan
intonation of exquisitepoliteness; “you havelet thisletter fall.”

Wyant, recognizing hisfriend’snoteof introductionto Doc-
tor Lombard, took it with aword of thanks, and was about to
turn away when he perceived that the eyesof hisfellow diner
remained fixed on himwith agaze of melancholy interrogation.

“Aganpardonme,” theyoung man at length ventured, “ but
are you by chance the friend of the illustrious Doctor
Lombard?’

“No,” returned Wyant, withtheingtinctive Anglo-Saxon dis-
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trust of foreign advances. Then, fearing to appear rude, he
said withaguarded politeness: “ Perhaps, by theway, you can
tell methenumber of hishouse. | seeitisnot given here.”

Theyoung man brightened perceptibly. “Thenumber of the
houseisthirteen; but any onecanindicateit toyou—itiswell
knownin Siena. Itiscalled,” he continued after amoment,
“the House of the Dead Hand.”

Wyant stared. “What agqueer name!” hesaid.

“Thename comesfrom anantique hand of marblewhichfor
many hundred years has been abovethedoor.”

Whyant wasturning away with agesture of thanks, whenthe
other added: “If you would havethekindnessto ring twice.”

“Toringtwice?’

“Atthedoctor’s.” Theyoung mansmiled. “Itisthecustom.”

It was adazzling March afternoon, with a shower of sun
fromthemid-blue, andamarshalling of daty cloudsbehind the
umber-colored hills. For nearly an hour Wyant | oitered onthe
Lizza, watching the shadowsrace acrossthe naked |andscape
and thethunder blackenin thewest; then he decided to set out
for the House of the Dead Hand. The map in hisguidebook
showed him that the Via Papa Giulio was one of the streets
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which radiatefrom the Piazza, and thither he bent hiscourse,
pausing a every other septofill hiseyewith somefreshimage
of weather-beaten beauty. The clouds had rolled upward,
obscuring the sunshineand hanging likeafunereal baldachin
abovethe projecting cornices of Doctor Lombard’ s street,
and Wyant walked for some distancein the shade of the bee-
tling paacefrontsbeforehiseyefel onadoorway surmounted
by asallow marblehand. He stood for amoment staring up at
the strange emblem. The hand wasawoman’s—adead droop-
ing hand, which hung there convul sed and hel pless, asthough
it had been thrust forth in denunciation of someevil mystery
within the house, and had sunk struggling into degth.

A girl whowasdrawing water fromthewell inthe court said
that the English doctor lived onthefirst floor, and Wyant, pass-
ing through a glazed door, mounted the damp degrees of a
vaulted stairway withaplaster AEsculgpiusmoulderinginaniche
onthelanding. Facing the A=scul apius was another door, and
asWyant put his hand on the bell-rope he remembered his
unknown friend’sinjunction, and rang twice.

Hisring wasanswered by apeasant womanwith alow fore-
head and small close-set eyes, who, after aprolonged scrutiny
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of himsdlf, hiscard, and hisletter of introduction, left him stand-
inginahigh, cold ante-chamber floored with brick. He heard
her wooden pattensclick down aninterminable corridor, and
after somede ay shereturned andtold himtofollow her.

They passed through along saloon, bare asthe ante-cham-
ber, but loftily vaulted, and frescoed with aseventeenth-cen-
tury Triumph of Scipio or Alexander—martia figuresfollow-
ing Wyant with thefilmed melancholy gaze of shadesinlimbo.
At the end of this apartment he was admitted to a smaller
room, with the same atmosphere of mortal cold, but showing
more obvious signs of occupancy. Thewallswere covered
with tapestry which had faded to the gray-brown tints of de-
caying vegetation, sothat theyoung man felt asthough hewere
entering asunlessautumnwood. Againgt these hangings stood
afew tal cabinetson heavy gilt feet, and at atablein thewin-
dow three personswere seeted: an e derly lady whowaswarm-
ing her handsover abrazier, agirl bent aboveastrip of needle-
work, and an old man.

Asthelatter advanced toward Wyant, the young man was
consciousof garingwithunseemly intentnessat hissmdl round-
backed figure, dressed with shabby disorder and surmounted
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by awonderful head, lean, vulpine, eagle-beaked asthat of
someart-loving despot of the Renai ssance: ahead combining
thevenerable hair and large prominent eyes of the humanist
withthegreedy profileof theadventurer. Wyant, inmusing on
theltalian portrait-medal s of thefifteenth century, had often
fancied that only inthat period of fierceindividualism could
typesso paradoxica havebeen produced; yet the subtle crafts-
men who committed them to the bronze had never drawn a
facemore strangely stamped with contradii ctory passionsthan
that of Doctor Lombard.

“l amgladto seeyou,” hesaid to Wyant, extending ahand
which seemed amereframework held together by knotted
veins. “Welead aquiet life hereand receivefew visitors, but
any friend of Professor Clyde'siswelcome.” Then, witha
gesturewhichincluded thetwo women, headded dryly: “My
wifeand daughter oftentalk of Professor Clyde.”

“Oh yes—he used to make me such nicetoast; they don’t
understandtoastinItaly,” ssid Mrs. Lombardinahigh plain-
tivevoice,

It would have been difficult, from Doctor Lombard’ sman-
ner and appearance to guess hisnationality; but hiswifewas
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soinconsciently and ineradicably English that eventheslhou-
ette of her cap seemed aprotest against Continental laxities.
Shewasastout fair woman, with pale cheeks netted with red
lines. A brooch withaminiature portrait sustained abogwood
watch-chain upon her bosom, and at her elbow lay aheap of
knitting and an old copy of The Queen.

Theyounggirl, who had remained standing, wasadimreplica
of her mother, with an apple-cheeked face and opague blue
eyes. Her small head was prodigally laden with braids of dull
fair hair, and she might have had akind of transient prettiness
but for the sullen droop of her round mouth. It washard to say
whether her expressonimpliedill-temper or gpathy; but Wyant
was struck by the contrast between thefierce vitality of the
doctor’ sageand theinanimatenessof hisdaughter’syouth.

Seating himself in the chair which hishost advanced, the
young man tried to open the conversation by addressing to
Mrs. Lombard somerandom remark onthebeautiesof Siena.
Thelady murmured aresigned assent, and Doctor Lombard
interposed withasmile: “My dear sir, my wifeconsdersSena
amost salubrious spot, and is favorably impressed by the
cheapness of the marketing; but she deplores the total ab-
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senceof muffinsand cannel coal, and cannot resign hersalf to
theltalian method of dusting furniture.”

“But they don’t, you know—they don’t dust it!” Mrs.
Lombard protested, without showing any resentment of her
husband’ smanner.

“Precisely—they don't dustit. Sincewehavelivedin Siena
we have not once seen the cobwebsremoved from the battle-
mentsof the Mangia. Can you conceive of such housekeep-
ing?My wifehasnever yet dared towriteit hometo her aunts
at Bonchurch.”

Mrs. Lombard accepted in silence thisremarkabl e state-
ment of her views, and her husband, withamalicioussmileat
Wyant’sembarrassment, planted himself suddenly beforethe
young man.

“Andnow,” said he, “do you want to seemy Leonardo?’

“Dol? cried Wyant, on hisfeetinaflash.

Thedoctor chuckled. “Ah,” hesaid, withakind of crooning
deliberation, “that’ stheway they al behave—that’swhat they
al comefor.” Heturned to hisdaughter with another variation of
mockery inhisamile. “ Don't fancy it'sfor your beaux yeux, my
dear; or for themature charmsof Mrs. Lombard,” he added,
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glaring suddenly at hiswife, who had taken up her knitting and
wassoftly murmuring over thenumber of her stitches.

Neither lady appeared to notice hispleasantries, and he con-
tinued, addressing himsdlf to Wyant: “They al come—they dl
come; but many are called and few are chosen.” Hisvoice
sank to solemnity. “Whilel live,” hesaid, “no unworthy eye
shall desecratethat picture. But | will not do my friend Clyde
theinjusticeto suppose that hewould send an unworthy rep-
resentative. Hetellsme hewishesadescription of thepicture
for hisbook; and you shall describeit to him—if you can.”

Wyant hesitated, not knowing whether it wasapropitious
moment to put in hisappeal for aphotograph.

“Well, gr,” hesaid, “you know Clydewantsmeto take away
allcanofit.”

Doctor Lombard eyed him sardonically. “You' rewelcome
totakeaway dl you cancarry,” hereplied; adding, asheturned
tohisdaughter: “That is, if hehasyour permission, Syhilla.”

Thegirl rose without aword, and laying aside her work,
took akey from asecret drawer in one of the cabinets, while
thedoctor continued inthe samenote of grim jocularity: “ For
youmust know that thepictureisnot mine—itismy deughter’s”
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Hefollowed with evident amusement the surprised glance
whichWyant turned on theyoung girl’simpassivefigure.

“Sybilla,” hepursued, “isavotary of thearts; shehasinher-
ited her fond father’ spassonfor theunattainable. L uckily, how-
ever, sheadso recently inherited atidy legacy from her grand-
mother; and having seen the Leonardo, on whichitsdiscov-
erer had placed apricefar beyond my reach, shetook astep
which deservesto go downto history: sheinvested her whole
inheritancein the purchase of thepicture, thusenabling meto
gpend my closing yearsin communion with oneof theworld's
masterpieces. My dear sir, could Antigone do more?’

Theobject of thisstrange eulogy had meanwhiledrawvnaside
one of the tapestry hangings, and fitted her key into acon-
cealed door.

“Come,” said Doctor Lombard, “let usgo beforethelight
falsus”

Wyant glanced at Mrs. Lombard, who continued to knitim-
passvdly.

“No, no,” said hishogt, “ my wifewill not comewithus. You
might not suspect it from her conversation, but my wifehasno
feelingfor at—Italian art, that is; for no oneisfonder of our
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early Victorianschool .”

“Frith’sRailway Station, you know,” said Mrs. Lombard,
amiling. “I likeananimated picture.”

MissLombard, who had unlocked the door, held back the
tapestry to let her father and Wyant pass out; then shefol-
lowed them down anarrow stone passage with another door
at itsend. Thisdoor wasiron-barred, and Wyant noticed that
it had acomplicated patent lock. Thegirl fitted another key
into thelock, and Doctor Lombard led theway into asmall
room. Thedark panelling of thisapartment wasirradiated by
sreamsof yellow light danting through the disbanded thunder
clouds, andin the central brightness hung apicture concedled
by acurtain of faded velvet.

“A littletoo bright, Sybilla,” said Doctor Lombard. His
face had grown solemn, and hismouth twitched nervoudy as
his daughter drew alinen drapery acrossthe upper part of
thewindow.

“That will do—that will do.” Heturnedimpressively to Wyarnt.
“Doyou seethe pomegranate bud in thisrug? Place yoursalf
there—keep your left foot onit, please. And now, Sybilla,
draw thecord.”
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Miss Lombard advanced and placed her hand on a cord
hidden behind thevelvet curtain.

“Ah,” saildthedoctor, “ onemoment: | shouldlikeyou, while
looking at the picture, to haveinmind afew linesof verse.
Sybilla—"

Without the slightest change of countenance, and with a
promptnesswhich proved her to be prepared for therequest,
MissLombard began torecite, inafull round voicelikeher
mother’s, St. Bernard'sinvocation to the Virgin, inthethirty-
third canto of the Paradise.

“Thank you, my dear,” said her father, drawing adeep bresth
assheended. “ That unapproachable combination of vowel
sounds prepares one better than anything | know for the con-
templation of thepicture.”

As he spoke the folds of velvet lowly parted, and the
Leonardo appeared initsframe of tarnished gold:

From the nature of MissLombard’srecitation Wyant had
expected asacred subject, and hissurprisewasthereforegreat
asthe composition wasgradually revea ed by thewidening
divisonof thecurtain.

In the background a steel-colored river wound through a
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pal e cal careouslandscape; whileto theleft, on alonely pesk,
acrucified Christ hung livid againgt indigo clouds. The central
figureof theforeground, however, wasthat of awoman seated
in an antique chair of marble with bas-reliefs of dancing
maenads. Her feet rested on ameadow sprinkled with minute
wild-flowers, and her attitude of smiling majesty recalled that
of Dosso Doss’sCirce. Sheworearedrobe, flowinginclosey
fluted linesfromunder afancifully embroidered cloak. Above
her high forehead the crinkled golden hair flowed sideways
beneath aveil; one hand drooped onthearm of her chair; the
other held up an inverted human skull, into which ayoung
Dionysus, smooth, brown and sidelong asthe St. John of the
Louvre, poured astream of winefrom ahigh-poised flagon.
Atthelady’sfeet lay thesymbolsof art and luxury: afluteand
aroll of music, aplatter heaped with grapes and roses, the
torso of aGreek statuette, and abow! overflowing with coins
and jewe s, behind her, on the chalky hilltop, hung the cruci-
fied Christ. A scroll inacorner of the foreground bore the
legend: Lux Mundi.

Wyant, emerging fromthefirst plunge of wonder, turnedin-
quiringly toward hiscompanions. Neither had moved. Miss
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Lombard stood with her hand on the cord, her lidslowered,
her mouth drooping; the doctor, hisstrange Thoth-like profile
turned toward hisguest, wastill lost inrapt contempl ation of
histreasure.

Wyant addressed theyoung girl.

“You arefortunate,” hesaid, “to bethe possessor of any-
thing so perfect.”

“Itiscongdered very beautiful,” shesaid coldly.

“Beautiful—beautiful!” thedoctor burst out. “ Ah, the poor,
worn out, over-worked word! Thereareno adjectivesinthe
language fresh enough to describe such pristinebrilliancy; al
thelir brightness has been worn off by misuse. Think of the
thingsthat have been called beautiful, and then look at that!”

“Itisworthy of anew vocabulary,” Wyant agreed.

“Yes,” Doctor Lombard continued, “my daughter isindeed
fortunate. She haschosen what Catholicscal the higher life—
the counsdl of perfection. What other private person enjoys
the same opportunity of understanding the master? Who el se
livesunder the sameroof with an untouched masterpiece of
Leonardo’s? Think of the happinessof being dwaysunder the
influenceof suchacregtion; of livingintoit; of partaking of itin
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daily and hourly communion! Thisroomisachape; thesight
of that pictureisasacrament. What an atmaospherefor ayoung
lifetounfolditsdf in! My daughter issngularly blessed. Syhilla,
point out some of thedetailsto Mr. Wyant; | seethat hewill
appreciatethem.”

Thegirl turned her dense blue eyestoward Wyant; then,
glancing away from him, she pointed to the canvas.

“Noticethemodeling of theleft hand,” shebeganinamo-
notonousvoice; “it recallsthe hand of the MonaLisa. The
head of the naked geniuswill remind you of that of the St. John
of theLouvre, butitismorepurely pagan andisturned alittle
lesstotheright. Theembroidery onthecloak issymbalic: you
will seethat therootsof thisplant have burst through thevase.
Thisrecallsthefamous definition of Hamlet'scharacter in
Wilhdm Me ster. Herearethe mystic rose, theflame, and the
serpent, emblem of eternity. Some of the other symbolswe
have not yet been ableto decipher.”

Wyant watched her curioudly; she seemed to bereciting a
lesson.

“Andthepictureitsdf?’ hesad. “How doyou explain that?
Lux Mundi—what a curiousdeviceto connect withsucha



Wharton

subject! What canit mean?’

MissLombard dropped her eyes. theanswer wasevidently
not includedin her lesson.

“What, indeed?’ the doctor interposed. “What doeslife
mean? Asone may defineitinahundred different ways, so
onemay find ahundred different meaningsinthispicture. Its
symbolismisasmany-faceted asawell-cut diamond. Who,
for instance, isthat divinelady?Isit shewhoisthetrue Lux
Mundi—thelight reflected from jewelsand young eyes, from
polished marble and clear watersand statuesof bronze?Or is
that the Light of the\World, extinguished on yonder stormy hill,
andisthislady the Prideof Life, feasting blindly onthewineof
iniquity, with her back turned to thelight which has shonefor
her invain? Something of both these meaningsmay betraced
inthepicture; but to meit symbolizesrather the centra truth of
existence: that dl that israised inincorruptionissownin cor-
ruption; art, beauity, love, religion; that al our wineisdrunk out
of skulls, and poured for usby the mysteriousgeniusof are-
mote and cruel past.”

Thedoctor’sfaceblazed: hisbent figureseemedto straighten
itself and becometaller.
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“Ah,” hecried, growing moredithyrambic, “ how lightly you
ask what it means! How confidently you expect an answer!
Yet heream | who have given my lifeto the study of the Re-
nal ssance; who haveviolated itstomb, |aid openitsdead body,
and traced the course of every muscle, bone, and artery; who
have sucked itsvery soul from the pages of poetsand human-
Ists; who havewept and believed with Joachim of Fora, smiled
and doubted with A Eneas Sylvius Piccolomini; who have pa
tiently followed toits sourcetheleast inspiration of the mas-
ters, and groped in neolithic cavernsand Babylonian ruinsfor
thefirst unfolding tendrils of the arabesques of Mantegnaand
Crivelli; and| tell youthat | stand abashed and ignorant before
themydtery of thispicture. It meansnothing—it meansal things.
It may represent the period which saw itscreation; it may rep-
resent all ages past and to come. Thereare volumes of mean-
ing inthetiniest emblem onthelady’s cloak; the blossoms of
itsborder arerooted in the deepest soil of myth and tradition.
Don’t ask what it means, young man, but bow your headin
thankfulnessfor having seenit!”

MissLombardlaid her hand on hisarm.

“Don't exciteyoursdlf, father,” shesaid inthedetached tone
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of aprofessond nurse.

Heanswered with adespairing gesture. “Ah, it'seasy for
youtotak. You haveyearsand yearsto spend withit; | anan
old man, and every moment counts!”

“It'sbad for you,” sherepeated with gentle obstinacy.

The doctor’s sacred fury had in fact burnt itself out. He
dropped into aseat with dull eyesand dackeninglips, and his
daughter drew the curtain acrossthe picture.

Wyant turned away reluctantly. Hefelt that hisopportunity
wasdippingfromhim, yet hedared not refer to Clyde swishfor
aphotograph. He now understood the meaning of the laugh
withwhich Doctor Lombard had given himleaveto carry away
al thedetail she could remember. The picturewasso dazzling,
S0 unexpected, so crossed with elusiveand contradi ctory sug-
gestions, that the most alert observer, when placed suddenly
beforeit, must lose hiscoordinating faculty in asense of con-
fused wonder. Yet how valuableto Clydetherecord of sucha
work would be! In somewaysit seemed to bethesumming up
of themaster’sthought, thekey to hisenigmatic philosophy.

The doctor had risen and waswalking slowly toward the
door. Hisdaughter unlocked it, and Wyant followed them back
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insilenceto theroominwhichthey had left Mrs. Lombard.
That lady wasnolonger there, and he could think of no excuse
forlingering.

Hethanked the doctor, and turned to MissL ombard, who
stood in the middle of the room asthough awaiting farther
orders.

“Itisvery good of you,” hesad, “toalow oneevenaglimpse
of suchatreasure.”

Shelooked at himwith her odd directness. “ Youwill come
again?’ shesaid quickly; and turning to her father she added:
“You know what Professor Clyde asked. Thisgentleman can-
not givehimany account of thepicturewithout seeingit again.”

Doctor Lombard glanced at her vaguely; hewastill likea
personinatrance.

“Eh?’ hesaid, rousing himsalf withan effort.

“| said, father, that Mr. Wyant must seethe pictureagainiif
heistotdl Professor Clydeabout it,” MissLombard repesated
with extraordinary precision of tone.

Wyant wassilent. He had the puzzled sense that hiswishes
were being divined and gratified for reasonswith which he
wasinnoway connected.



Wharton

“Well, well,” thedoctor muttered, “1 don't say no—I don't
say no. | know what Clydewants—I don't refusetohephim.”
Heturned to Wyant. “You may come agai n—you may make
notes,” he added with asudden effort. * Jot down what occurs
toyou. I’mwilling to concedethat.”

Wyant again caught thegirl’ seye, but itsemphatic message
perplexed him.

“You'revery good,” hesaid tentatively, “ but thefact isthe
pictureisso mysterious—so full of complicated detail—that
I’m afraid no notes | could makewould serve Clyde' s pur-
pose aswell as—as a photograph, say. If you would allow
me—"

MissLombard’ sbrow darkened, and her father raised his
head furioudy.

“A photograph? A photograph, did you say? Good God,
man, not ten people have been alowed to set foot inthat room!
A Photograph?”

Wyant saw hismistake, but saw also that he had gonetoo
far toretreat.

“1 know, sir, fromwhat Clyde hastold me, that you object
to having any reproduction of the picture published; but he
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hoped you might let me take a photograph for his personal
use—not to bereproduced in hisbook, but smply to givehim
something to work by. | should take the photograph myself,
and the negativewould of coursebeyours. If youwishedit,
only oneimpression would be struck off, and that one Clyde
could returnto you when he had donewithit.”

Doctor Lombard interrupted him with asnarl. “When he
had donewithit? Just so: | thank theefor that word! Whenit
had been re-photographed, drawn, traced, autotyped, passed
about from hand to hand, defiled by every ignorant eyein En-
gland, vulgarized by the blundering praise of every art-scrib-
bler in Europe! Bah! I’ d assoon giveyou the pictureitself:
why don’'t you ask for that?’

“Wdl, ar,” sadWyant cdmly, “if youwill trust mewithit, I'll
engagetotakeit safely to England and back, andtolet noeye
but Clyde'sseeit whileitisout of your keeping.”

Thedoctor received thisremarkableproposal inslence; then
heburstinto alaugh.

“Uponmy soul!” he said with sardonic good humor.

It wasMissLombard’sturntolook perplexedly at Wyant.
Hislast wordsand her father’ sunexpected reply had evidently
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carried her beyond her depth.

“Well, sir, am | totakethe picture?” Wyant smilingly pur-
sued.

“No, young man; nor aphotograph of it. Nor asketch, ei-
ther; mind that,—nothing that can bereproduced. Syhbilla,” he
cried with sudden passion, “ swear to methat the pictureshall
never be reproduced! No photograph, no sketch—now or
afterward. Do you hear me?’

“Yes, father,” said thegirl quietly.

“Thevandads,” hemuttered, “the desecratorsof beauty; if |
thought it would ever get into their hands |’ d burnit first, by
God!” Heturned to Wyant, speaking morequietly. “1 said you
might come back—I never retract what | say. But you must
givemeyour word that no one but Clyde shall seethe notes
youmake.”

Wyant wasgrowingwarm.

“If youwon't trust mewith aphotograph | wonder you trust
me not to show my notes!” heexclaimed.

Thedoctor |looked at himwithamalicioussmile.

“Humph!” hesad; “would they beof much useto anybody?’

Wyant saw that hewas|osing ground and controlled hisim-
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patience.

“To Clyde, | hope, at any rate,” he answered, holding out
hishand. The doctor shook it without atrace of resentment,
and Wyant added: “When shall | come, sir?’

“To-morrow—to-morrow morning,” cried MissLombard,
speaking suddenly.

Shelooked fixedly at her father, and he shrugged hisshoul -
ders.

“Thepictureishers,” hesaid to Wyant.

| n the ante-chamber the young man was met by thewoman
who had admitted him. She handed him hishat and stick, and
turned to unbar the door. Asthe bolt slipped back hefelt a
touchonhisarm.

“You havealetter?’ shesaidinalow tone.

“Aletter?’ Hestared. “What | etter?’

Sheshrugged her shoulders, and drew back to let him pass.

AsWyant emerged from the house he paused once moreto
glanceup at itsscarred brick facade. Themarblehand drooped
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tragically abovetheentrance: inthewaning light it seemedto
haverelaxed into the passivenessof despair, and Wyant stood
musi ng on itshidden meaning. But the Dead Hand wasnot the
only mysteriousthing about Doctor Lombard’shouse. What
were the rel ations between Miss Lombard and her father?
Aboveal, between MissLombard and her picture? Shedid
not look like aperson capabl e of adisinterested passion for
the arts; and there had been momentswhen it struck Wyant
that she hated thepicture.

Thesky at theend of the street wasflooded with turbulent
yellow light, and the young man turned his stepstoward the
church of San Domenico, inthehopeof catching thelingering
brightnesson Sodoma'sSt. Catherine.

The great bare aisleswere almost dark when he entered,
and he had to grope hisway to the chapel steps. Under the
momentary evocation of thesunset, thesaint’ sfigureemerged
pale and swooning from the dusk, and thewarmlight gavea
sensual tingeto her ecstasy. The flesh seemed to glow and
heave, theeyelidsto tremble; Wyant stood fascinated by the
accidentd collaboration of light and color.

Suddenly he noticed that something white had fluttered to
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theground at hisfeet. He stooped and picked up asmall thin
sheet of note-paper, folded and seal ed like an ol d-fashioned
|etter, and bearing the superscription:—

Tothe Count Ottaviano Cels.

Wyant stared at this mysterious document. Where had it
comefrom?Hewasdistinctly consciousof having seenitfal
through the air, closeto hisfeet. He glanced up at the dark
ceiling of the chapel; then he turned and looked about the
church. Therewasonly onefigureinit, that of amanwho knelt
near thehigh dtar.

Suddenly Wyant recall ed the question of Doctor Lombard's
maid-servant. Wasthisthe | etter she had asked for? Had he
been unconscioudly carrying it about with him all the after-
noon?Who was Count Ottaviano Cels, and how came Wyant
to have been chosen to act asthat nobleman’sambulant | et-
ter-box?

Wyant laid hishat and stick on the chapel stepsand began
to explore hispockets, intheirrationa hopeof finding there
someclueto themystery; but they held nothing which hehad
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not himself put there, and hewas reduced to wondering how
theletter, suppos ng some unknown hand to have bestowed it
on him, had happened to fall out while he stood motionless
beforethepicture.

At thispoint hewasdisturbed by astep on thefloor of the
aisle, and turning, he saw hislustrous-eyed neighbor of the
tabled' hote.

Theyoung man bowed and waved an apologetic hand.

“l donotintrude?’ heinquired suavely.

Without waiting for areply, hemounted the tepsof thechapd,
glancing about himwiththeaffableair of anafternoon caller.

“1 see,” heremarked withasmile, “that you know the hour
at which our saint should bevisited.”

Wyant agreed that the hour wasindeed felicitous.

Thestranger stood beamingly beforethe picture.

“What grace! What poetry!” hemurmured, apostrophizing
the St. Catherine, but |etting hisglance dip rapidly about the
chapel ashe spoke.

Wyant, detecting the manoeuvre, murmured abrief assent.

“Butitiscold here—mortally cold; you do not find it so?’
Theintruder put on hishat. “Itispermitted at thishour—when
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the churchisempty. And you, my dear sir—do you not feel
thedampness?You arean artist, areyou not? And to artistsit
ispermitted to cover the head when they areengaged inthe
study of thepaintings.”

Hedarted suddenly toward the stepsand bent over Wyant's
hat.

“Permit me—cover yoursdf!” hesaid amoment | ater, hold-
ing out thehat with aningratiating gesture.

A light flashed on Wyant.

“Perhaps,” hesaid, looking straight at theyoung man, “you
will tell meyour name. My ownisWyant.”

Thestranger, surprised, but not disconcerted, drew fortha
coroneted card, which he offered with alow bow. On the
card wasengraved:—

Il Conte Ottaviano Cels.

“l ammuch obligedtoyou,” said Wyant; “and | may aswell
tell you that theletter which you apparently expectedtofindin
thelining of my hat isnot there, but in my pocket.”

Hedrew it out and handed it to its owner, who had grown
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very pale.

“And now,” Wyant continued, “you will perhaps be good
enoughtotell mewhat all thismeans.”

There was no mistaking the effect produced on Count
Ottaviano by thisrequest. Hislipsmoved, but he achieved
only anineffectud smile,

“1 supposeyou know,” Wyant went on, hisanger rising at
thesight of the other’sdiscomfiture, “that you have taken an
unwarrantableliberty. | don’t yet understand what part | have
been madeto play, but it’ sevident that you have made use of
me to serve some purpose of your own, and | propose to
know thereason why.”

Count Ottaviano advanced with animploring gesture.

“Sir,” hepleaded, “you permit meto speak?’

“1 expect youto,” cried Wyant. “But not here,” he added,
hearing the clank of theverger’skeys. “Itisgrowing dark, and
weshall beturned out inafew minutes.”

Hewalked acrossthe church, and Count Ottaviano followed
him out into the deserted square.

“Now,” said Wyant, pausing on the steps.

The Count, who had regained some measure of self-pos-
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session, beganto spesk inahigh key, with an accompaniment
of conciliatory gesture.

“My dear sir—my dear Mr. Wyant—you find mein an
abominable position—that, asaman of honor, | immediately
confess. | havetaken advantage of you—yes! | have counted
onyour amiability, your chivary—toofar, perhaps?1 confess
it! But what could | do? It wasto obligealady”—helaid a
hand on hisheart—"alady whom | would dieto serve!” He
went onwithincreasing volubility, hisdeliberate English swept
away by atorrent of Italian, through which Wyant, with some
difficulty, struggled to acomprehension of thecase.

Count Ottaviano, according to hisown statement, had come
to Sienasomemonths previoudy, on businessconnected with
hismother’ sproperty; the paterna estate being near Orvieto, of
whichancient city hisfather wassyndic. Soon after hisarriva in
Sienatheyoung Count had met theincomparable daughter of
Doctor Lombard, and falling deeply inlovewith her, had pre-
vailed on his parents to ask her hand in marriage. Doctor
L ombard had not opposed hissuit, but when the question of
settlementsaroseit becameknown that MissL ombard, who
was possessed of asmall property in her own right, had a
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short time beforeinvested thewholeamount in the purchase
of the Bergamo L eonardo. Thereupon Count Ottaviano’spar-
entshad politely suggested that she should sall the pictureand
thusrecover her independence; and thisproposal being met
by acurt refusal from Doctor Lombard, they had withdrawn
their consent to their son’smarriage. Theyoung lady’ séttitude
had hitherto been one of passve submission; shewashorribly
afraid of her father, and would never venture openly to op-
pose him; but she had made known to Ottaviano her intention
of not giving himup, of waiting patiently till eventsshould take
amorefavorableturn. She seemed hardly aware, the Count
sadwithasgh, that themeansof escapelay inher own hands;
that shewasof age, and had aright to sell the picture, and to
marry without asking her father’sconsent. Meanwhileher suitor
gpared no painsto keep himsalf before her, to remind her that
he, too, waswaiting and would never give her up.

Doctor Lombard, who suspected the young man of trying
to persuade Syhillato sell the picture, had forbidden thelov-
ersto meet or to correspond; they werethusdriven to clan-
destine communication, and had severa times, the Count in-
genuously avowed, made use of the doctor’svisitorsasa
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meansof exchanging letters.
“Andyoutoldthevigtorstoring twice?’ Wyant interposed.
Theyoung man extended hishandsin adeprecating gesture.
Could Mr. Wyant blame him? Hewasyoung, hewasardent,
hewasenamored! Theyoung lady had done himthe supreme
honor of avowing her attachment, of pledging her unaterable
fidelity; should he suffer hisdevotion to be outdone?But his
purposeinwriting to her, headmitted, wasnot merely toreit-
eratehisfiddity; hewastrying by every meansinhispower to
induce her to sell the picture. He had organized aplan of ac-
tion; every detail wascomplete; if shewould but havethe cour-
ageto carry out hisingtructionshewould answer for theresuilt.
Hisideawasthat she should secretly retireto aconvent of
which hisaunt wasthe Mother Superior, and from that strong-
hold should transact the sale of the L eonardo. He had a pur-
chaser ready, whowaswilling to pay alarge sum; asum, Count
Ottavianowhispered, consderably inexcessof theyounglady’s
original inheritance; oncethe picturesold, it could, if neces-
sary, be removed by force from Doctor Lombard’s house,
and hisdaughter, being safely inthe convent, would be spared
thepainful scenesincidental totheremovad. Findly, if Doctor
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Lombard werevindictive enough to refuse hisconsent to her
marriage, she had only to make asommation respectueuse,
and at the end of the prescribed delay no power on earth
could prevent her becoming thewife of Count Ottaviano.

Wyant'sanger had falenat therecitd of thissmpleromance.
It wasabsurd to beangry with ayoung man who confided his
secretstothefirst stranger hemet inthe streets, and placed his
hand on hisheart whenever he mentioned the name of hisbe-
trothed. The easiest way out of the businesswastotakeit asa
joke. Wyant had played the wall to this new Pyramus and
Thisbe, and was philosophic enough to laugh at the part he
had unwittingly performed.

Heheld out hishand with asmileto Count Ottaviano.

“1 won't depriveyou any longer,” hesaid, “ of the pleasure
of reading your |etter.”

“Oh, sir, athousand thanks! And when you return to the
casalL ombard, you will take amessage from me—theletter
sheexpected thisafternoon?’

“Theletter she expected?’” Wyant paused. “ No, thank you.
| thought you understood that wherel comefromwedon’'t do
that kind of thing—knowingly.”
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“But, dir, to serveayoung lady!”

“I’'msorry for theyoung lady, if what you tell meistrue’—
the Count’s expressive hands resented the doubt—" but re-
member that if | am under obligationsto any oneinthismetter,
itisto her father, who has admitted meto hishouse and has
alowed meto seehispicture.”

“Hispicture? Hers”

“Well, thehouseishis, at all events.”

“Unhappily—sinceto her itisadungeon!”

“Why doesn’'t sheleaveit, then?’ exclaimed Wyant impa-
tiently.

The Count clasped hishands. “ Ah, how you say that—with
what force, withwhat virility! If youwould but say ittoher in
that tone—you, her countryman! Shehasno oneto adviseher;
themother isanidiot; thefather isterrible; sheisinhispower; it
ismy belief that hewouldkill her if sheresisted him. Mr. Wyant,
| tremblefor her lifewhilesheremainsinthat house!”

“Oh, come,” said Wyant lightly, “they seem to understand
each other well enough. But in any case, you must seethat |
can'tinterfere—at least you would if you werean English-
man,” he added with an escape of contempt.
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Wyant’saffiliationsin Sienabeing restricted to an acquain-
tancewith hisland-lady, hewasforced to apply to her for the
verification of Count Ottaviano'sstory.

Theyoung nobleman had, it gppeared, given aperfectly cor-
rect account of hisstuation. Hisfather, Count CelS-Mongirone,
wasaman of distinguished family and somewesdlth. Hewas
syndic of Orvieto, andlived either inthat town or onhisneigh-
boring estate of Mongirone. Hiswifeowned alarge property
near Siena, and Count Ottaviano, who wasthe second son,
cametherefromtimetotimetolook into itsmanagement. The
eldest sonwasinthearmy, theyoungest inthe Church; andan
aunt of Count Ottaviano’'s was Mother Superior of the
Vidtandineconventin Sena. At onetimeit had been said that
Count Ottaviano, who wasamost amiable and accomplished
young man, wasto marry the daughter of thestrange English-
man, Doctor Lombard, but difficultieshaving arisen astothe
adjustment of theyoung lady’sdower, Count CelsS-Mongirone
had very properly broken off the match. It was sad for the
young man, however, who was said to bedeeply inlove, and

to find frequent excusesfor coming to Sienato inspect his
mother’'sestate.

Viewedinthelight of Count Ottaviano’'spersondity thestory
had atinge of operabouffe; but the next morning, as Wyant
mounted the stairsof theHouse of the Dead Hand, the Situation
insensi bly assumed another aspect. It wasimpossibleto take
Doctor Lombardlightly; andtherewasasuggestion of fatdity in
thegppearanceof hisgaunt dwelling. Who could tell amid what
tragic records of domestic tyranny and fluttering broken pur-
posesthelittledramaof MissLombard’ sfatewasbeing played
out?Might not theaccumul ated influencesof suchahousemodify
theliveswithinitinamanner unguessed by theinmatesof a
suburbanvillawith sanitary plumbing and atel ephone?

Oneperson, at least, remained unperturbed by such fanciful
problems; and that was Mrs. Lombard, who, at Wyant’sen-
trance, raised aplacidly wrinkled brow from her knitting. The
morning wasmild, and her chair had been wheeled into abar
of sunshinenear thewindow, so that shemadeacheerful spot
of proseinthe poetic gloom of her surroundings.

“Whatanicemorning!” shesad; “it must beddightful westher
at Bonchurch.”

100



Wharton

Her dull blue glancewandered acrossthe narrow street with
itsthreatening house fronts, and fluttered back baffled, likea
bird with clipped wings. It was evident, poor lady, that she
had never seen beyond the opposite houses.

Wyant was not sorry to find her al one. Seeing that shewas
surprised at hisreappearance he said at once: “1 have come
back to study MissLombard'spicture.”

“Oh, thepicture—" Mrs. Lombard' sfaceexpressed agentle
disappointment, which might have been boredominaperson
of acuter sengbilities. “1t'san origina Leonardo, you know,”
shesaid mechanicdly.

“And Miss Lombard isvery proud of it, | suppose? She
seemsto haveinherited her father’slovefor art.”

Mrs. Lombard counted her stitches, and hewent on: “It’s
unusual insoyoung agirl. Suchtastesgeneraly developlater.”

Mrs. Lombard looked up eagerly. “ That’swhat | say! | was
quitedifferent at her age, you know. | liked dancing, and doing
apretty bit of fancy-work. Not that | couldn’t sketch, too; |
had amaster down from London. My aunts have some of my
crayonshung upintheir drawing-room now—I did aview of
Kenilworth which wasthought pleasing. But | liked apicnic,

too, or apretty walk through thewoodswith young peopl e of
my ownage. | say it smorenatura, Mr. Wyant; onemay have
afeeling for art, and do crayonsthat areworth framing, and
yet not give up everything else. | wastaught that therewere
other things”

Wyant, half-ashamed of provoking theseinnocent confi-
dences, could not resist another question. “ And MissLombard
caresfor nothing else?’

Her mother looked troubled.

“Syhillaisso dlever—shesays| don't understand. You know
how self-confident young peopleare! My husband never said
that of me, now—heknows| had an excellent education. My
auntswerevery particular; | wasbrought up to haveopinions,
and my husband hasawaysrespected them. He sayshimself
that hewouldn't for theworld misshearing my opiniononany
subject; you may havenoticed that he often refersto my tastes.
Hehasawaysrespected my preferencefor livingin England;
he likes to hear me give my reasonsfor it. He is so much
interested in my ideasthat he often saysheknowsjust what |
amgoingto say beforel speak. But Sybilladoesnot carefor
what | think—"
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At thispoint Doctor Lombard entered. He glanced sharply
at Wyant. “Theservantisafool; shedidn’t tell meyou were
here.” Hiseyeturned to hiswife. “Well, my dear, what have
you beentelling Mr. Wyant? About the aunts at Bonchurch,
I’ll bebound!”

Mrs. Lombard |ooked triumphantly at Wyant, and her hus-
band rubbed hishooked fingers, withasmile.

“Mrs. Lombard’ sauntsarevery superior women. They sub-
scribetothecirculating library, and borrow Good Wordsand
the Monthly Packet from the curate’ swife acrossthe way.
They have the rector to teatwice ayear, and keep a page-
boy, and arevisited by two baronets’ wives. They devoted
themselvesto theeducation of their orphan niece, and | think |
maly say without boasting that Mrs. Lombard’ s conversation
showsmarked traces of the advantages sheenjoyed.”

Mrs. Lombard colored with pleasure.

“I wastelling Mr. Wyant that my auntswerevery particular.”

“Quite so, my dear; and did you mention that they never
degpinanything but linen, and that Miss Sophiaputsaway the
fursand blanketsevery spring with her own hands?Both those
factsareinteresting to the student of human nature.” Doctor

Lombard glanced at hiswatch. “But we are missing anincom-
parable moment; thelight isperfect at thishour.”

Wyant rose, and the doctor |ed him through the tapestried
door and down the passageway.

Thelight was, infact, perfect, and the picture shonewith an
inner radiancy, asthough alamp burned behind the soft screen
of thelady’sflesh. Every detail of theforeground detached
itself with jewel-like precision. Wyant noticed adozen acces-
sorieswhich had escaped him onthe previous day.

He drew out his note-book, and the doctor, who had
dropped hissardonic grinfor alook of devout contemplation,
pushed achair forward, and seated himself onacarved settle
againgtthewadll.

“Now, then,” hesaid, “tell Clydewhat you can; but theletter
killeth.”

He sank down, hishands hanging on thearm of the settle
likethe clawsof adead bird, hiseyesfixed on Wyant’s note-
book with the obviousintention of detecting any attempt at a
surreptitious sketch.

Wyant, nettled at this surveillance, and disturbed by the
speculationswhich Doctor Lombard’s strange household ex-
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cited, sat motionlessfor afew minutes, staring first at thepic-
tureand then at the blank pages of the note-book. Thethought
that Doctor Lombard wasenjoying hisdiscomfitureat length
roused him, and hebegan towrite.

He was interrupted by a knock on the iron door. Doctor
Lombard roseto unlock it, and hisdaughter entered.

Shebowed hurriedly to Wyant, without looking at him.

“Father, had you forgotten that the man from Monte Amiato
wasto comeback thismorning with an answer about the bas-
relief?Heisherenow; hesayshecan't wait.”

“Thedevil!” cried her fatherimpatiently. “ Didn't youtdl him—"

“Yes; but he says he can’'t come back. If you want to see
himyou must comenow.”

“Thenyouthink there' sachance?>—"

She nodded.

Heturned and |ooked at Wyant, who waswriting assidu-
oudy.

“Youwill stay here, Syhilla; | shal beback inamoment.”

Hehurried out, locking the door behind him.

Wyant had |ooked up, wondering if MissLombard would
show any surpriseat beinglocked inwith him; but it washis

turnto be surprised, for hardly had they heard the key with-
drawn when she moved closeto him, her small face paleand
tumultuous.

“I arranged it—I must speak toyou,” shegasped. “He'll be
back infiveminutes.”

Her courage seemed to fail, and she looked at him help-
ledy.

Wyant had asense of stepping among explosives. Heglanced
about him at the dusky vaulted room, at the haunting smile of
the strange picture overhead, and at the pink-and-whitegirl
whispering of conspiraciesinavoice meant to exchangeplati-
tudeswith acurate.

“How can| helpyou?’ hesaid with arush of compassion.

“Oh, if youwould! | never have achanceto speak to any
one; it'sso difficult—hewatchesme—he' Il be back immedi-
ady.”

“Try totel mewhat | cando.”

“l don’'t dare; | feel asif hewerebehind me.” Sheturned
away, fixing her eyesonthepicture. A sound sartled her. “There
he comes, and | haven't spoken! It wasmy only chance; but it
bewildersmesotobehurried.”
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“1 don’t hear any one,” said Wyant, listening. “ Try to tell
me”

“How can | makeyou understand? It would take solong to
explain.” Shedrew adeep breath, and then with aplunge—
"Will you come hereagain thisafternoon—at about five?’ she
whispered.

“Comehereagain?’

“Yes—you can ask to see the picture—make some ex-
cuse. Hewill comewithyou, of course; | will open the door
for you—and—and lock you both in”—she gasped.

“Lock usin?’

“You see?You understand?It’sthe only way for metoleave
thehouse—if | anever todoit”— Shedrew another difficult
breath. “Thekey will bereturned—by asafe person—in half
an hour,—perhaps sooner—”

Shetrembled so much that shewas obliged to lean against
the settlefor support.

“Wyant |ooked at her steadily; hewasvery sorry for her.

“l can't, MissLombard,” hesaid at length.

“Youcan't?’

“I’'msorry; | must seem cruel; but consider—"

Hewas stopped by the futility of theword: aswell ask a
hunted rabbit to pauseinitsdash for ahole!

Wyant took her hand; it was cold and nerveless.

“I will serveyouinany way | can; but you must seethat this
way isimpossible. Can't | talk to you again? Perhaps—"

“Oh,” shecried, starting up, “therehe comes!”

Doctor Lombard's step sounded in the passage.

Wyant held her fagt. “ Tell me onething: hewon't let you sl
thepicture?’

“No—hush!”

“Makeno pledgesfor thefuture, then; promisemethat.”

“Thefuture?’

“Incaseheshould die: your father isan old man. You haven't
promised?’

Sheshook her head.

“Don't, then; remember that.”

Shemade no answer, and the key turned in thelock.

As he passed out of the house, its scowling cornice and
facade of ravaged brick looked down on him with the
startlingness of astrangeface, seen momentarily inacrowd,
andimpressing itself onthebrain aspart of aninevitablefu-
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ture. Above the doorway, the marble hand reached out like
thecry of animprisoned anguish.

Wyant turned away impatiently.

“Rubbish!” hesaidto himsdlf. “SHE isn't walled in; shecan
getout if shewantsto.”

Y

Wyant had any number of plans for coming to Miss
Lombard'said: he was elaborating the twentieth when, on
the same afternoon, he stepped into the expresstrain for Flo-
rence. By thetimethetrain reached Certaldo he was con-
vinced that, in thus hastening his departure, he had followed
the only reasonabl e course; at Empoli, he began to reflect
that the priest and the L evite had probably justified them-
selvesin much the same manner.

A monthlater, after hisreturn to England, hewas unexpect-
edly relieved from these alternatives of extenuation and ap-
proval. A paragraphinthe morning paper announced the sud-
dendesth of Doctor Lombard, thedistinguished English dilet-
tantewho had long resded in Siena. Wyant'sjudtification was

complete. Our blindest impul sesbecome evidence of perspi-
cacity whenthey fall inwith the course of events.

Wyant could now comfortably specul ate on the particul ar
complicationsfromwhich hisforesight had probably saved
him. The climax was unexpectedly dramatic. MissLombard,
on the brink of astep which, whatever itsissue, would have
burdened her with retrospective compunction, had been set
freebeforeher suitor’sardor could have had timeto cool, and
wasnow doubtlessplanning alifeof domesticfelicity onthe
proceeds of the L eonardo. Onething, however, struck Wyant
as odd—nhe saw no mention of the sale of the picture. Hehad
scanned the papersfor animmediate announcement of itstrans-
fer to oneof thegreat museums;, but presently concluding that
MissLombard, out of filial piety, had wished to avoid an ap-
pearance of unseemly hasteinthe disposa of her treasure, he
dismissed thematter from hismind. Other affairshappenedto
engage him; themonthsdipped by, and gradually thelady and
thepicturedwelt lessvividly inhismind.

Itwasnot till five or six yearslater, when chancetook him
againto Siena, that the recollection started from someinner
fold of memory. Hefound himsdlf, asit happened, at the head
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of Doctor Lombard'sstreet, and glancing down that grim thor-
oughfare, caught an obliqueglimpseof thedoctor’ shousefront,
with the Dead Hand projecting aboveitsthreshold. Thesight
revived hisinterest, and that evening, over anadmirablefrittata,
he questioned hislandlady about MissLombard’ smarriage.

“Thedaughter of the English doctor? But she hasnever mar-
ried, sgnore.”

“Never married? What, then, became of Count Ottaviano?’

“For along timehewaited; but last year hemarried anoble
lady of theMaremma.”

“But what happened—why wasthe marriage broken?’

Thelandlady enacted apantomime of baffled interrogation.

“AndMissLombard still livesin her father’ shouse?’

“Yes, agnore; sheisdtill there”

“AndtheLeonardo—"

“TheLeonardo, a0, istill there.”

Thenext day, asWyant entered the House of the Dead Hand,
he remembered Count Ottaviano’sinjunctionto ring twice,
and smiled mournfully to think that so much subtlety had been
vain. But what could have prevented the marriage? If Doctor
Lombard’ sdeath had been long delayed, timemight haveacted

asadissolvent, or theyoung lady’sresolve havefailed; but it
seemed impossiblethat thewhite heat of ardor inwhich Wyant
had | eft thelovers should have cooled in afew short weeks.

Asheascended the vaulted stairway the atmosphere of the
place seemed areply to hisconjectures. Thesamenumbing air
fel onhim, likean emanation from some pers stent will-power,
asomething fierceand imminent which might reducetoimpo-
tenceevery impulsewithinitsrange. WWyant could amost fancy
ahand on hisshoulder, guiding him upward with theironical
intent of confronting himwiththeevidenceof itswork.

A strange servant opened the door, and he was presently
introduced to the tapestried room, where, from their usual seets
inthewindow, Mrs. Lombard and her daughter advanced to
welcomehimwith faint gaculationsof surprise.

Both had grown oddly old, but in adry, smooth way, as
fruitsmight shrivel onashef instead of ripening onthetree.
Mrs. Lombard was still knitting, and pausing now and then
to warm her swollen hands above the brazier; and Miss
Lombard, inrising, hadlaid asdeastrip of needle-work which
might have been the same on which Wyant had first seen her
engaged.
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Their visitor inquired discreetly how they had fared inthe
interval, and learned that they had thought of returning to En-
gland, but had somehow never done so.

“1 am sorry not to see my auntsagain,” Mrs. Lombard said
resgnedly; “but Sybillathinksit best that we should not gothis
year.”

“Next year, perhaps,” murmured MissLombard, inavoice
which seemed to suggest that they had agreat waste of time
tofill.

Shehad returned to her seet, and sat bending over her work.
Her hair envel oped her head in the samethick braids, but the
rose color of her cheeks had turned to blotches of dull red,
like some pigment which hasdarkenedindrying.

“And Professor Clyde—ishewe |?” Mrs. Lombard asked
affably; continuing, asher daughter rased adartledeye “ Surdly,
Syhilla, Mr. Wyant was the gentleman who was sent by Pro-
fessor Clydeto seethe Leonardo?’

MissLombard wasslent, but Wyant hastened to assurethe
elder lady of hisfriend’ swell-being.

“ Ah—perhaps, then, hewill comeback someday to Sena,”
shesad, Sghing. Wyant declared that it wasmorethan likely;

and there ensued apause, which he presently broke by saying
to MissLombard: “Andyou still havethe picture?’

Sheraised her eyesand looked at him. “ Should you liketo
seeit?’ sheasked.

Onhisassenting, sherose, and extracting the samekey from
the same secret drawer, unlocked the door beneath the tapes-
try. They walked down the passagein silence, and she stood
asdewith agrave gesture, making Wyant passbefore her into
theroom. Then she crossed over and drew the curtain back
fromthepicture.

Thelight of the early afternoon poured full onit: itssurface
appearedtoripple and heavewith afluid splendor. Thecolors
had |ost none of their warmth, the outlines none of their pure
precison; it seemed to Wyant like somemagica flower which
had burst suddenly from the mould of darknessand oblivion.

Heturned to Miss L ombard with amovement of compre-
hengon.

“Ah, | understand—you couldn’t part withit, after all!” he
cried.

“No—I couldn’t part withit,” sheanswered.

“It’stoo beautiful,—too beautiful,” —heassented.
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“Too beautiful?” Sheturned onhimwith acuriousstare. “|
have never thought it beautiful, you know.”

Hegaveback the stare. “ You have never—”

She shook her head. “It's not that. | hateit; I’ ve aways
hatedit. But hewouldn’t let me—hewill never let menow.”

Wyant was startled by her use of the present tense. Her
look surprised him, too: there was astrangefixity of resent-
ment in her innocuouseye. Wasit possiblethat shewaslabor-
ing under some delusion? Or did the pronoun not refer to her
father?

“You mean that Doctor Lombard did not wish you to part
withthepicture?’

“No—nheprevented me; hewill alwaysprevent me.”

Therewasanother pause. “ You promised him, then, before
hisdeath—"

“No; | promised nothing. He died too suddenly to make
me.” Her voicesank toawhisper. “| wasfree—perfectly free—
or | thought | wastill I tried.”

“Till youtried?’

“To disobey him—to sell thepicture. Then | found it was
impossible. | tried again and again; but hewasawaysinthe

roomwithme.”

Sheglanced over her shoulder asthough she had heard a
step; and to Wyant, too, for amoment, the room seemed full
of athird presence.

“Andyou can’'t”—hefatered, unconscioudy dropping his
voiceto thepitch of hers.

Sheshook her head, gazing at himmystically. “1 can’t lock
him out; | can never lock him out now. | told you | should
never have another chance.”

Wyant felt thechill of her wordslikeacold breathin hishair.

“Oh"—hegroaned; but shecut him off with agrave gesture.

“Itistoolate,” shesaid; “but you ought to have helped me
that day.”
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