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TI-IE Gl1EAT GOD P.A.N. 

THE EXPERI~IE~T. 

" J A:\I glad you came, Clarke; very 

glau indeetl. I was not sure you 

coulu spare the ti1ne.'' 

" I was able to 1nake arrangements for 

a few days; things are not Yery liYely 

just now. 

Raymond? 

But haYe yon no 111i~giYings, 

Is it absolutely safe J " 

'The two n1en ·were slowly pacing the 

terrace in front of Dr. Raymonu's house. 

The sun still hung above the western 

n1ountain-line, but it shone ·with a dull 

red glow that cast no shadows, and all the 

air was quiet; a sweet breath came fro1n 

the great wood on the hillside aboYe, and 
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with it, at intervals, the soft murmuring 

call of the ·wild doves. Below, in the long 

lo,·ely yalley, the river wound in and out 

between the lonely hills and, as the sun 

hovered and Yanished into the west, a 

faint 1nist, pure white, began to rise fro1n 

the banks. Dr. Rayn1ond turned sharply 

to his friend. 

" Safe'? Of course it is. In itself the 

operation is a perfectly si1nple one; any 
11 l 't ,, surgeon con l co 1 . 

"And there is no danger at any other 
stage?" 

"None; absolutely no physical danger 

whateYer, I give you n1y "·ord. You 

"·ere always ti1nid, Clarke, always, but 

you k11ow 1ny history. I have devoted 

rnyself to transcendental 1nedicine for the 

last twenty years. I haYe heard n1yself 

called quack, and charlatan, and impostor, 

but all the while I knew I ·was on the 
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right path. Five years ago I reached the 

goal, and sinl'.e then every <lay has been ,1, 

preparation for what we shall <lo to-night." 

" I should like to belie\·e it is aU true.'' 

Clarke knit his brows and looked doubt

fully at Dr. Haymond. " Are you per

fectly sure, Raymond, that your theory is 

not a phantasmagoria, - a splendid vision, 

certainly, but a 1nere vision after all~'' 

Dr. Rayn1on<l stopped in his walk and 

turned sharply. Ile was a micldle-aged 

1nan,. gaunt and thin, of a pale yellow com

plexion, but as he ans"·erc<l Clarke and 

faced hi1n, there was a finsh on his check. 

" Look about yon, Clarke, yon see the 

1nountai11, and hiU following after hill, as 

wave on wave, you see the woods and 

orchards, the field of ripe corn, and the 

1nea<lows reaching to the rcecl-becls by the 

river. You see n1e standing here beside 

you, and_hear my voice ; but I tell you that 
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all these things, - yes, fro1n that star that 
has just shone out in the sky to the solid 
ground beneath our feet, - I say that all 
these are but dreams and shaclo\Ys: tlie 
slwdo"·s that hide the real world fro1n our 
eyes. There is a real ,Yorlcl, but it is 
beyond this glan101ll' and this Yision, be
yond these "chases in Arras, dreams in 
a career," beyond them all as beyond 
a veil. I do not know ,Yhether any hu
n1an being has ever lifted that veil ; but 
I do kno\Y, Clarke, that yon and I shall 
see it lifted this Yery night fro1n before 
another's eyes. You 111ay think all this 
strange nonsense ; it may be strange, but 
it is true, and the anrients knew what lift
ing the veil 1neans. They called it seeing 
the God Pan.'' 

Clarke shivered ; the ,vhite mist gather
ing over the river ,vas chilly. 

"It is wonderful indeed," he said. "We 
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are standing 011 the brink of a strange 

worl<l, Raymond, if ·what 
. 

you say IS 

true. I the knife 
. 

absolutely suppm;e IS 

;, " necessary ; 

" Yes ; a slight lesion 111 the gray 

n1atter, that is all; a trifling rearrange

ment of certain cells, a n1icroscopical 

alteration that woul<l. escape the attention 

of ninety-nine brain specialists out of a 

hundreLL I don't want to bother you 

with ' shop,' Clarke; I 1night give you a 

n1ass of technical detail which would sound 

very imposing, an<l. would leave yon as 

enlightened as you are now. But I sup

pose you have read, casually, in out-of

the-way corners of your paper, that im-

1nense strides have been made recently in 

the physiology of the brain. I saw a 

paragraph the other day about Digby's 

theory and Browne Faber's discoveries. 

Theories and discoveries ! ,vhere they 
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are standing now, I stood fifteen years 

ago, and I need not tell you that I have 

uot been standing still for the last fifteen 

years. It will be enough if I say that 

fiye years ago I 1nade the discoYery to 

which I alluded ,Yhen I said that then I 

reached the goal. After years of labor, 

after years of toiling and groping in the 

dark, after days and nights of disappoint

ment and son1etimes of despair, in ,Yhich 

I used now and then to tren1ble and grow 

cold ,Yith the thought that perhaps there 

were others seeking for ,yhat I sought, at 

last, after so long, a pang of sudden joy 

thrilled 1ny soul, and I knew the long 

jour11ey ,Yas at an end. By what see111ed 

then and still seen1s a chance, the sugges

tion of a 1110111ent's idle thought followed 

up upon fan1iliar lines and paths that I had 

tracked a hundred ti111es already, the great 

truth burst upon 1ne, and I saw, 1napped 
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out in lines of light, a whole worlcl, a 

sphere unknown; continents and islanch;, 

ancl great oceans in which no ship has 

sailed ( to n1y belief) since a :\Ian first 

lifted up his eyes and beheld the sun, and 

the stars of heaven, and the quiet earth 

beneath. You will think all this high

flown language, Clarke, Lnt it is hanl to 

be literal. And yet, I do not know whether 

what I ain hinting at cannot be set forth 

in plain and homely tenns. For instance, 

this world of ours is pretty well girded 

now with the telegraph wires and cables; 

tl10nn·ht, with s01nethin~ less tlrnn the u (_,,I 

speed of thong-ht, flashes frmn sn11rise to 

sunset, from Horth to south, across the 

floocls and the desert places. Suppose 

that an electrician of to-clay were sud

denly to perceive that lie and his friends 

have merely been playing with pebbles 

and mistaking thein for the foundations of 
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the world; suppose that such a man saw 

uttermost space lie open before the current, 
and words of men flash forth to the sun 

and beyond the snn into the syste111s be

yond, and the voices of articulate-speaking 
1nen echo in the waste void tl1at bounds 

our thought. As analogies go, that is a 

pretty good analogy of what I have done ; 
you can understand now a little of what 
I felt as I stood here one evening ; it was 

a smnmer evening, and the valley looked 
n1uch as it does now; I stood here, and 
saw before n1e the unutterable, the un
thinkaLle gulf that yawns profound be
tween two worlds, the world of 1natter 
and the ·world of spirit; I saw the great 

e1npty deep stretch di1n before n1e, and in 

that instant a bridge of light leapt fro1n 

the earth to the unknown shore, and the 
abyss was spanned. You n1ay look in 
Browne Faber's book, if YOU like and 

J ' 
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you will find that to the present day 1nen 

of science are u11able to account for the 
I 

presence, or to specify the functions of a 

certain group of nerve-cells in the brain. 

That group is, as it were, land to let, a 

mere waste place for fanciful theories. I 

an1 not in the position of Browne Faber 

and the specialists, I mu perfectly in

structed as to the possible functions of 

those nerve-centres in the sche1ne of 

things. ,Vith. a touch I can bring thein 

into play ; with a touch, I say, I can set 

free the current; with a touch I can coin

plete the conunnnication between this 

·world of sense and - ,ve shall be able to 

finish the sentence later on. Yes, the 

knife is necessary; hut think what that 

knife ,vill effect. It will level utterly the 

solid wall of sense, and, probably for the 

first time since man was n1acle, a spirit will 

gaze on a spirit world. Clarke, :Mary 

will see the god Pan ! " 
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'' But you ren1en1ber ,vhat you "\"\Tote to 
me ? I thought it would be requisite that 
she-'' 

I-I e whispered the rest into the doctor's 

ear. 

"Not at all, not at all. That is non· 
sense, I assure you. Incleecl, it is better 
as it is, I an1 quite certain of that." 

•' Consicler the niatter "·ell, Raymond. 
It\; a great responsibility. Son1ething 
n1i 0 ·ht 0'0 ,vron O' · '-'OU "\Yould be a n1iser-c t:, l:))J 

able n1an for the rest of your cla YS. '' ., .; 

"No, I think not, eYen if the worst hap
pc'11c1l. .As ~·nn knn,Y, l l'l'Sl'tted :\Iary 
fro111 the gntter, mul from ,dmost C'ertain 
stan·a tion, ''" hen sl1e was a l· hihl; I think 
her life is n1ine, to use as I see fit. Con1e, 
it is O'ettinO' late "·e had better o·o in'' t:, t:, ' . t'.' • 

Dr. Hayn1011d led the ,yay into the 
house, through the hall, and clown a 
long; dark p,issage. Ile took a key fron1 
his poekl't ancl opened a heayy door, and 
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motioned Clarke into his laboratory. It 

had once been a billanl room, and was 

lighted by a glass dome in the centre of 

the ceiling, whence there still shone a sad 

O'l'a)r lio·ht on the fiO'nre of the doctor as 
0 0 0 

he lit a lamp \Yith a heavy shade, and 

placed it 011 a taLle in the 111iddle of the 

room. 

Clarke looked about hi1n. Scarcely a 

foot of wall remained bare; there were 

shelves all around laden with bottles and 

phials of all shapes and colors, and at one 

end stood a little Chippendale book-case. 

Raymond pointed to this. 

"Yon see that parch1nent Oswald Crol

lius? IIe was one of the first to show 1ne 

the way, though I don't think he ever 

found it hi1nself. That is a strange say

ing of his: "In every grain of \Yheat 

there lies hidden the soul of a star! '" 

There ,vas not n1uch of furniture in the 
2 
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laboratory. The table in the centre, a 
stone slab ·with a drain in one corner, the 

two arrnchairs on which Rayn1ond and 

Clarke were sitting; that was all, except 

an odd-looking chair at the furthest end 

of the roo1n. Clarke looked at it and 

raised his eyebrows. 
"Yes, that is the chair," said Ray

n1ond. ",v e may as well place it in 
position." He got up and ·wheeled the 
chair to the light, and began raisi~1g and 

lowering it, letting down the seat, setting 
the back at various angles, and adjusting 
the foot-rest. It looked cmnfortable 

enough, and Clarke passed his hand o-ver 
the soft green -velvet, as the doctor 1nanip
ulated the levers. 

"Now, Clarke, 1nake yourself quite con1-
fortable. I ha-ve a couple of hours' work 
before n1e; I ·was obliged to leave certain 
1natters to the last." 
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Raymond went to the stone slab, and 

Clarke watched him drearily as he bent 

over a row of phials and lit the flame 

under the crucible. The doctor had a 

s1nall hand-lamp, shaded as the larger 

one, on a ledge above his apparatus, and 

Clarke ·who sat in the shadows looked 

down the great dreary room) wondering 

at the oizarre effects of brilliant light and 

undefined darkness contrasting ·with one 

another. Soon he becaine conscious of 

an odd odor, at first the 1nerest sugges

tion of odor, in the roorn; and as it grew 

1nore decided he felt surprised that he was 

not reminded of the che111ist's shop or the 

surgery. Clarke found hi1nself idly en

dea-voring to analyze the sensation, and, 

half conscious, he began to think of a day, 

fifteen years ago, that he had spent in 

roaming through the woods and nrnad

ows near his old horne. It was a burning 
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day at the beginning of August, the heat 
had di1nn1ed the outlines of all things and 
all di.stances with a faint 1nist, and people 
"'ho observed the thennonieter spoke of 
an abnorrnal register, of a ten1perature 
that was ahnost tropical. Strangely that 
wonderful hot day of 185- rose up in 
Clarke's imagination; the sense of daz-

. zling all-pervading sunlight seemed to 
blot out the shadol\'S and the lights of 
the laboratory, and he felt again the 
heated air beating in gusts abont his 
face, saw the shimn1er rising fro1n the 
turf, and heanl the n1yriad 1nt1rnnll' of the 
SU Ill lll er. 

" I hope the smell doesn't annoy you, 
Clarke; there's nothing unwholeson1e 
about it. It n1ay make you a bit sleepy, 
that's all." 

Clarke heard the "'orcls quite distinctly, 
and knew that H,1ymo11d was speaking to 
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l1im, but for the life of hi1n he could not 

rouse hin1self fro1n his lethargy. I-Ie 

could only think of the lonely walk he 

had taken fifteen years ago; it was his 

last look at the fields and woods he had 

known since he was a child, and now it 

a1l stood out in bri1liant light, as a pict

ure, before hi1n. Above all there came 

to his nostrils the scent of snnnner, the 

s1nell of flowers n1ingled, and the odor 

of the woods, of cool sha<led places, deep 

in the green depths, drawn forth by the 

sun's heat; and the scent of the good 

earth, lying as it ·were with arms stretched 

forth, and s1niling lips, overpowered all. 

Ilis fancies made hi1n wander, as he had 

"'andered long ago, fro1n the fields into 

the wood, tracking a little path between 

the shining undergrowth of beech-trees; 

and the trickle of water dropping frorn the 

li1nestone rock sounded as a clear n1elody 
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in the dremn. Thoughts began to go 

astray and to 111ingle ,Yith other recollec

tions; the beech-alley was transfonnecl to 

a path beneath ilex-trees, and here and 

there a vine cli1nbed fro1n bough to 

bough, and sent up waving tendrils and 

drooped with purple grapes, and the 

sparse gray green leaYes of a wild oliYe

tree stood ont against the dark shadows 

of the ilex. Clarke, in the deep folds of 

dream, was conscious that the path fro1n 

his father's house had led hi1n into an 

undiscovered country, and he ,Yas won

dering at the strangeness of it all, when 

suddenly, in place of the lnun and n1ur

mur of the surnn1er, an infinite silence 

seen1ed to fall on all things, and the 

,yood was hushed, and for a n1on1ent of 

tinie he stood face to face there ,vith a 

presence that was neither n1an nor beast, 

neither the living nor the dead, but all 
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things mingled, the fonn of all things 

but devoid of all fonn, and in that mo-

1nent, the sacrmnent of body and soul 

was dissolved, and a voice see1necl to 

cry, "Let us go hence," and then the 

darkness of darkness beyond the stars, 

the darkness of everlasting. 

1Vhen Clarke woke up with a start, he 

saw Hayn1ond pouring a few drops of 

sorne oily fluid into a green phial, which 

he stoppered tightly. 

"You have been dozing," he said, "the 

journey 1nust have tired you out. It is 

<lone now. I an1 going to fetch l\Iary; 

I shall be back in ten n1inutes." 

Clarke lay back in his chair and 

wondered. It seeined as if he had but 

passed fro1n one drea1n into another. He 

half expected to see the walls of the labor

atory 1nelt and disappear, and to awake 
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in London shuddering at his own sleeping 
fancies. Bat at last the door opened, and 
the doctor returned, and behind hi1n came 
a girl of about seYenteen, dressed all in 
white. She ·was so beautiful that Clarke 
did not ,ronder at ,v hat the doctor liad 
written to hi1n. She ,vas blushing now 
over face and neck and anns, but 
Haymond seeined un111oved . .; 

" l\Iary," he said " the ti111e has co1ne. 
You are quite free. Are you willing to 
trust yourself to n1e entirely~ " 

" Yes, dGar.'' 

"You hear that, Clarke? You are n1y 
witness. llere is the chair, ~Iary. It is 
quite easy. Just sit in it and lean back! 
.. A .. re you ready '? '' 

"Yes, dear, quite ready. 
kiss before you begin." 

Give 1ne a 

The doctor stooped 
mouth, kinLlly enough. 
your eyes,'' he said. 

and kissed her 

"Now shut 
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The girl closecl her eyeli<ls, as if she 

were tired, an<l longed for sleep, and 

Raymond hekl the green phial to her 

nostrils. I-Ier face grew white, whiter 

than her dress; she struggled faintly, mHl 

then ·with the feeling of submission strong 

within her, crossed her anns upon her 

breast as a little chilcl about to say her 

prayers. The bright light of the lamp 

beat full upon her, and Clarke watched 

changes fleeting over that face as the 

changes of the hills when the summer 

clouds float across the sun. And then 

she lay all white arnl still, and the 

doctor turned up one of her eyelids. She 

was quite unconscious. Ray1nond pressed 

hard on one of the levers, and the chair 

instantly sank back. Clarke saw him 

cutting a "'ay a circle, like a tonsure, fron1 

hei~ hair, and the lamp ·was 1noved nearer. 

Ray111on<l took a s1nall glittering instru-
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1nent fr01n a little case, and Clarke turned 

away shuddering. ,Vhen he looked again 

the doctor ,vas binding up the wound he 

had n1ade. 

" She will awake in five minutes,'' 

Ray1nond was still perfectly cool. "There 

is nothing further to be done; we can 

only wait." 
oJ 

The minutes passed slowly; they could 

hear a slow, heavy ticking. There "·as 

an old clock in the passage. Clarke felt 

sick and faint; his knees shook beneath 

him, he could hardly stand. 

Suddenly, as they Yvatchecl, they heard 
a long-drawn sigh, and suddenly did the 

color that had vanished return to the girl's 

cheeks, and suddenly her eyes opened. 

Clarke quailed before the1n. Thev shone 
oJ 

with an awful light, looking far away, and 

a great wonder fell upon her face, and 

her hand stretched out as if to touch what 
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was invisible; but in an instant the 

woncler faded, and gave place to the 1nost 

awful terror. The muscles of her face 

·were hideously convulsed, she shook fro1n 

head to foot; the soul seemed struggling 

and shuddering within the house of flesh. 

It was a horrible sight, and Clarke rushed 

forward, as she fell shrieki11g to the floor. 

Three days later Ray1nond took Clarke 

to l\Iary's bedside. She was lying wide 

awake, rolling her head fro1n side to side, 

and grinning vacantly. 

"Yes,'' said the doctor, still quite cool1 

"it is a great pity ; she is a hopeless idiot. 

I-Iowever it could not be helped; and after 

all, she has seen the Great God Pan." 
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MR. CLARKE'S ME1IOIRS. 

MR. Clarke, the gentlen1an chosen 

by Dr. Ray1nond to ,Yitness the 

strange experin1ent of the God Pan, ·was a 

person in whose character caution and 

curiosity "·ere oddly 1ningled; in his 

sober n1on1ents he thought of the unusual 

and the eccentric "\Yith undisguised aYer

sion, and yet, deep in his heart there was 

a wide-eyed inqnisiti,·eness "\Yith respect to 

all the 1nore reconclite and esoteric ele

n1ents in the nature of 1nen. The latter 

tendency had 1weYailecl when he accept ell 

Ha Ymonll' s in Yi tation, for though his 

considered j ndgnient had al ways repncli-• 

ated the doctor's theories, as the wildest 
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nonsense, yet he secretly hugged a belief 

in fantasy, and would lrnxe rejoiced to see 

that belief confirmed. The horrors that he 

witnessed in the dreary laboratory were 

to a certain extent salutary; he was con

scions of being involved in an affair not 

altogether reputable, and for 1nany years 

aftenvards he clnng bravely to the 

c01nn1onplace, and rejected all occasions 

of occult investigation. Indeed, on so1ne 

ho1nceopathic principle, he for some ti1ne 

attended the seances of distinguished 

niedinms, hoping that the clmnsy tricks 

of these gcntle1nen would n1ake him alto

O'etber <li;-;~·tu,te<l with 1n vstic1.sn1 of everv 
b '-' .1 J 

kind; but the ren1c<ly, though caustic, ·was 

not efficacious. Clarke knew that he still 

pined for the unseen, and little by little, 

the old passion began to reassert itself, 

as the face of )Iary, shnchlering and con

vulsed with an unknowable terror, faded 
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slowly from his n1emory. Occupied all 

day in pursuits both serious and lucrative, 

the temptation to relax in the evening 

was too great, especially in the winter 

months ·when tl1e fire cast a warm glow 

over his snug bachelor apartinent, and a 

bottle of so1ne choice claret stood ready by 

his elbow. His dinner digested, he vrould 

1nake a brief pretence of reading the eve

ning paper, but the n1ere catalogue of nevl's 

soon palled upon hin1, and Clarke would 

find hi1nself casting glances of ,Yann desire 

in the direction of an old Japanese bureau, 

which stood at a pleasant distance fro1n 

the hearth. Like a boy before a jain

closet, for a few minutes he would hover 

indecisive, but lust always prevailed, 

and Clarke ended by drawing up his 

chair, lighting a candle, and sitting down 

before the bureau. Its pigeon-holes and 

drawers teemed with docu1nents on the 
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n1ost morbid subjects, and in the well 

reposed a large 1nanuscript vohune, in 

which he had painfully entered the geins 

of his collection. Clarke had a fine con

ten1pt for published literature; the most 

ghostly story ceased to interest hi111 if it 

happened to be printed ; his sole pleasure 

was in the reading, co1npiling, arranging 

and re-arranging what he called his 

" ~Ieinoirs to prove the Existence of the 

Devil," and engaged in this pursuit the 

e,·ening see1necl to fly and the night 

appeared too short. 

On one particular evening, an ugly 

Dcce111ber night, black with fog, and raw 

with frost, Clarke hurried over his dinner, 

and scarcely deigned to observe his cus

tornary ritual of taking up the paper, and 

laying it down again. He paced two or 

three ti1nes up and clown the room, and 

opened the bureau, stood still a 1non1e11t, 



32 THE GREAT GOD PAN. 

and sat down. Ile leant back, absorbed in 

one of those <lrean1s to which he was sub

ject, an<l at length drew out his book, and 

opened it at the last entry. There ·were 

three or four pages densely coYere<l ·with 

Clarke's rou1ul, set penn1anship, and at the 

beginning he had written in a son1ewhat 

larger hand : -

Singular N arrati Ye told 111e by my friend, 

Dr. Phillips. I-le assures rne that all 

the Facts related therein are strictly 

and wholly True, but refuses to giYe 

either the Surnan1es of the Persons 

Concerned, or the Place "·here these 

Extraonlinary E\·ents occurred. 

nir. Clarke began to read over the ac

count for the tenth time, glancing, now 

and then, at the pencil notes he had 1nade 

,vhen it was told hi111 by his friend. It 

was one of his lnunors to pride hi1nself 

on a certain literary ability; he thought 
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well of his sty le, and took pains in arran
ging the circun1stances in dramatic or<ler. 
He read the following story: -

The persons concerned in this staten1ent 
are Helen V., who, if she is still alive, 
1nust now be a ·woman of t"·enty three, 
Raclu'.el l\I., since deceased, who was a 
year younger than the above, and Trevor 
,v., an i1nbecile, aged eighteen. These 
persons were, at the period of the story, 
inhabitants of a village on the borders of 
,vales, a place of smne importance in the 
time of the Roman occupation, but now a 
scattered han1let, of not n1ore than :five 
hundred sonls. It is sitnatecl on rising 
ground, about six n1iles from the sea, 
an<l. is sheltered by a large and pictur

esque forest. 
S01ne eleven years ago,,· Helen V. came 

to the Yillage nn<l.er rather peculiar cir
ctunstanees. It is n1u1erstooc1 that she, 
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being an orphan, vn1s adopted in her in

fancy by a distant relative, "·ho brought 

her up in his own house till she "·as 

twel Ye years old. Thinking, however, 

that it would be better for the child to 

have playmates of her o"·n age, he ad

vertised in several local papers for a good 

home in a comfortable farn1-house for a 

girl of bvelve, and this advertise1nent "·as 

answered by l\Ir. R., a "'ell-to-do farmer 

in the above-n1entionecl vilfoge. I-Iis ref

erenees proving satisfaetory, the gentle

n1an sent his adopted daughter to l\Ir. R., 

with a letter, in ·which he stipulated that 

the girl s11onltl have a romn to herself, 

and stated that her guardians need be at 

no trouble in the n1atter of education, as 

she ,vas already sufficiently educated for 

the position in life v.hich she would occupy. 

In fact, irr. R. "'as given to understand 

that the girl was to be allowed to find 
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her o-wn occupations, and to spend her 

ti1ne almost as she liked. nir. R. dulv 
,J 

1net her at the nearest station, a town 

so1ne seven n1iles away fro111 his house, 

and seeins to have re1narked nothing ex

traon1inary about the child, except that 
' 

slie was reticent as to her former life 

and her adopted father. She was, how

ever, of a very different type fron1 the 

inhabitants of the village; her skin was 

a pale, clear olive, and her features ·were 

strongly n1arkecl, and of a son1ewlwt foreign 

character. She appears to have settled 

down easily enough into farn1-honse life, 

and becaine a favorite with the children, 

·who, son1eti1nes, ·went with her 011 her 

rambles in the forest, - for this was 

her mnusernent. nir. R. states that he 

has known her· go out hy herself directly 

after their early breakfast, and not return 

till after dusk, and that, feeling uneasy 
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at a young girl being out alone for so 

n1m1y hours, he comrnunicated "·ith her 

a<lopted father, ·who replied in a brief 

note that I-Ielen 11111st do as she chose. 

In the winter, when the forest paths are 

impassable, she spent n1ost of her time 

in her bedro01n, ·where she slept alone, 

acconling to the instructions of her rel

ative. It was on one of these expedi

tions to the forest that the first of the 

singular inci<lcnts ,Yith ,Yhich this girl is 

connected occurred, the date being about 

a year after her arriYal at the village. 

The preceding winter had been renull'k

ably severe, the snow drifting to a great 

depth, and the frost continuing for an 

unexmnpled period; and the su1nn1er fol

lowing was as notmYorthy for its extre1ne 

heat. On one of the very hotte~t days 

in this sun1n1er, Helen \T. left the farn1-

house for one of her long rambles in the 
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forest, taking with her, as usual, some 

bread anJ n1eat for lunch. She was 

seen by smne n1en in the fields making 

for the olJ Ron1an Road, - a green cause

way which traverses the highest part of 

the wood, - anJ they were astonished 

to observe that the girl had taken off 

her hat, though the heat 

alreacl y alrnost tropical. 

a laborer, Joseph \V. 

of the sun was 

As it happened, 

by nan1e, was 

,vorking in the forest near the Roman 

Road, and at twelve o'clock his little son, 

Trevor, brought the man his dinner of 

bread and cheese. After the meal the 

boy, who was about seven years old at 

the time, left his father at work, and, as 

he says, went to look for flowers in the 

"·ood, and the 1nan, who could hear him 

shouting lvith delight over his discoveries, 

felt no uneasiness. Suddenly hovilever he 

was horrified at hearing the most dread-
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ful screains, eYidently the result of great 

terror, proceeding fro1n the direction in 

which his son had gone, and he hastily 

threw down his tools and ran to see 

·what had happened. Tracing his path 

by the sound, he 1net the little boy, "·ho 

was running headlong, and was eYidently 

terribly frightened; and on questioning 

him, the n1an at last elicited that after 

picking a posy of flowers he felt tired, 

and lay down on the grass and fell asleep. 

Ile was suddenly awakened, as he stated, 

by a peculiar noise, a sort of singing he 

called it, and on peeping through the 

branches he saw I-Ielen ·v. })laYino- on 
,J 0 

the grass ,vith a "strange naked n1an," 

,vho1n he seenied unable to descdbe fur

ther. He said he felt dreadfully fright

ened, and ran away, crying for his father. 

Joseph \V. proceeded in the direction 

indicated by his son, and found Helen 
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V. sitting on the grass, in the midclle of 

a glade or open space left by charcoal

burners. I-le angrily charged her with 

frightening his little boy; bnt she en

tirely denied the accusation, and laughed 

at the chil<l's story of a "strange 111an," 

to which he himself did not attach n1ueh 

credence. Joseph \V. came to the con

clusion that the boy had woke np with 

a sudden fright, as children sonrntimes 

do; but Trevor persistctl in his story, 

and continued in such evident distress 

that at last his father took hi1n home, 

hoping that his n1other would be able to 

soothe hin1. For n1any weeks, however, 

the boy gave his parents 1nuch anxiety; 

he becaine nervous and strange in his 

manner, refusing to leave the cottage by 

himself, and constantly alarrning the 

household by ,vaking in the night with 

cries of "The 1nan in the wood! Father! 
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father ! " In course of time, however, 

the impression see1ned to have worn off, 

and about three 111onths later he accon1-

panied his father to the house of a gen

tleman in the neighborhood, for whom 

Joseph "\V. occasio11ally did work. The 

1nan was shown into the study, and the 

little boy \Yas left sitting in the hall; and 

a few 1ninutes later, while the gentleman 

,Yas giving ,V. his instructions, they were 

both horrified by a piercing shriek and 

the sound of a fall, and, rushing out, 

they found the child lying senseless on 

the floor, his face contorted \Yith terror. 

'I1he doctor was i1nmediately sun1n1onecl, 

and, after s01ne exa1nination, he pro

nounced the child to be suffering fro111 

a kind of fit, apparently produced by a 

sudden shock. The boy "'as taken to 

one of the bedroon1s, and after some 

ti1ne recovered consciousness, but only 
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to pass into a condition described by the 

n1ecEcal man as one of violent hysteria. 

The doctor exhibited a strong sedatiYe, 

and in the course of two hours pro

nounced him fit to walk home ; but in 

passing through the hall the paroxysms 

of fright returned, and with additional 

violence. The father perceiYed that the 

child was pointing at s01ne object, and 

heard the old cry, " The 1nan in the 

wood," and, looking in the direction in

dicated, saw a stone head, of grotesque 

appearance, which had been built into 

the wall above one of the doors. It 

seeins that the owner of the house had 

recently made alterations in his prein

ises, and on digging the foundations for 

s01ne offices, the 1nen had found a cu

nous head, evidently of the Roman 

period, which had been placed in the 

hall in the n1anner described. The head 
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is pronounced by the most experienced 

archrr'ologists of the district to be that of 

a faun or satyr. 1 

Fro1n whatever cause ansmg, this sec

ond shock see1ned too severe for the boy 

Tre,-or, and at the present date he suffers 

fro1n a ,Yeakness of intellect, ,vl1ich gi,-es 

but little pr01nise of ainending. The 

matter caused a good deal of sensation at 

the ti1ne, and the girl Helen was closely 

questioned by l\Ir. R., but to no purpose, 

she steadfastly denying that she had 

frightened or in any ,vay 1nolestecl Trevor. 

The second event with ,vhich this girl's 

name is connected took place about six 

years ago, and is of still 1nore extraor

dinary character. 

At the beginning of the snnnner of 188-

1 Dr. Phillips tc1ls me that he has seen the head in 

question, arnl a~snrcs me that he has never received such 

a vivid presentment of intense evil. 
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llelen contracted a friendship of a pecu

liarly intin1ate character with Rachel l\I., 

the daughter of a prosperous farmer in 

the neighborhood. rrhis girl, who ,Yas a 

year younger than Helen, was considered 

by n1ost people to be the prettier of the 

two, though I-Ielen's features had to a 

great extent softened as she became older. 

The two girls, who were together on every 

availab1e opportunity, presented a singu1ar 

contrast; tho one with her dear olive skin 

ancl ahnost Ita1ian appearance, and the 

other of the provcrLial red and white of 

our rural districts. It 1nust be stated that 

the payments 1nado to l\Ir. R. for the 

1naintenance of 1-Ielen were known in the 

vi11age for their excessive liberality, and 

the i1npression was general that she would 

one day inherit a large sun1 of n1oney fr01n 

her re1ative. The parents of Rachel were, 

therefore, 11ot a verse to their daughter's 
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friendship ·with the girl, and even encour
aged the intin1acy, though they now bit
terly regret having done so. I-Ielen still 
retained her extraordinary fondness for 
the forest, and on several occasions Rachel 
accompanied her; the two friends setting 
out early in the n1orning, and reinaining 
in the wood till dnsk. Once or twice 
after these excursions l\lrs. l\I. thought her 
daughter's 1nanner rather peculiar; she 
seerned languid and dreamy, and as it has 
been expressed, " different fron1 herself,'' 
but these peculiarities secn1 to have been 
thought too trifling for remark. One 
evening, however, after Rachel had conie 
home, her u1oiher heard a noise ,Yhich 
sounded like suppressed "·eeping in the 
girl's roon1 ; and on going in, found her 
lying, half-undressed, upon the bed, evi
dently in the greatest distress. As soon 
as she saw her 111otl 1er, sl1e exclaimed, 
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"Ah, l\Iother ! rnother ! ,vhy did you let 

n1e go to the forest ,vith Helen ~ " l\Irs. 

l\I. was astonished at so strange a ques

tion, and proceeclecl to rnake inquiries. 

Raebel tolJ her a wilJ story. She saicl -

Clarke closed the book with a snap, and 

turned his chair towards the fire. ,vhen his 

friend sat one evening in that very chair, 

and tolcl his stor:y, Clarke had interrupted 

him at a point a little subsequent to this, 

had cut short his words in a paroxys1n of 

horror. "l\Iy God!" he had exclaimed, 

"think, think, ,vhat you are saying It is 

too increclible, too rnonstrous ; such things 

can never be in this quiet world, where 

nwn and wonrnn live and die and struggle 

ancl conquer, or maybe fail, and fall down 

under sorrow, ancl grieve, ancl suffer 

strange fortunes for rnany a year; but 

not this, Phillips, not such things as this. 

There rnust be sonie explanation, some 
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"·ay out of the terror. \Vhy, n1an, if such 

a case were possiLle, our earth ,Youkl be a 

nightmare." 

But Phillips had told his story to the 

encl, concluding: -

" lier flight remains a n1ystery to this 

day; she Yanishcd in broad sunlight; they 

saw her "'alking in a n1eaclow, and a few 

1noments later, she was not there." 

Clarke tried to concei ,,e the thing again 

as he sat l>y the fire, and again his 1nincl 

slnuldercd and ::--hrank back, appalled be

fore the sight of such awful, unspeakable 

elements enthronccl, as it 1ycrc, and tri

u1nplrnnt in lnunan flc~h. Before hi1n 

stretched the long di1n Yista of the green 

causeway in the forest, as his friend had 

described it; he saw the swaying leaYes 

and the quiYering shadows on the grass, 

he saw the sunlight and the flowers, and 

far a,yay, far in the long distance, the t\yo 
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figures moved towards him. One was 
Rachel; but the other 0? 

Clarke had tried his best to dis believe 
it all, but at the end of the account, as he 
had written it in his book, he had placed 
the inscription: -

Et Diabolus incarnatus est. Et homo foetus est. 
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THE CITY OF RESURRECTIONS. 

" l-J ERBERT ! Good 
possible 0?" 

God! Is it 

"Yes, 1ny naine 's IIerbert. I think I 

know your face too, but I don't re1ne1nber 
I 

your naine. l\Iy n1en1ory is Yery queer." 

" Don't you recollect "Villiers of 

"\Y adhan1 ·•~ " 

"So it is, so it 1s. I beg yonr pardon, 

v·illiers, I did 11't thi11k I "\Yas begging of 

an old college friend. Gooll-night." 

" 1'Iy dear fellow, this haste is unneces

sary. J\i1y ro0111s are close by, but ,Ye 

,von't go there jnst yet. Suppose "\Ye 

.. walk up Shaftesbury AYenne a little 

way~ But how in IIeaYen's name haYe 

yon c01ne to this pass, IIerbcrt ~" 
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"It's a long story, Villiers, and a 

strange one too ; but you can hear it if 

you like." 
,I 

"Corne on, then. Take n1y ann, yon 

don't see1n very strong." 

The ill-assorte<l pair n1ovecl slowly np 

Rupert Street ; the one in dirty, evil 

looking rags, and the other attired in the 

regulation unifor1n of a man about town, 

tri1n, glossy, and eminently well-to-do. 

Villiers had e1nerged fro1n his restaurant 

after a'n excellent dinner of 1nany courses, 

assisted by an ingratiating little flask of 

Chianti, and in that fraine of n1ind which 

was with hi1n almost chronic, had delayed 

a n101nent by the door, peering round 

in the dimly lighted street in search of 

those n\ysterious incidents and persons 

with v.·hich the streets of London tee1n 

in every quarter and at every hour. 

Villiers prided himself as a practised 
4 
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explorer of such obscure mazes ancl by

·ways of London life, and in this nnpro

fitahle pursuit he displayed an assiduity 

·which was "·ortl1y of n1ore serious ernploy

nient. Thus he stood beside the lamp 

post surveying the passers-by "·ith un

disguised curiosity, and, ·with that gravity 

only known to the systeinatic diner, had 

just enunciated in his n1ind the fonnula: 

"London had been called the city of en

counters; it is n1ore than that, it is the citv 
" 

of Resurrections," ,vhen these reflections 

"rere snc111enly interrupted by a piteous 

,vhine at his elbow, and a deplorable ap

peal for alms. He looked round in some 

irritation, and with a sudden shock found 

hi1nself confronted with the e1n bodied 

proof of his so1ne,vlrnt stilted fancies. 

There, close beside hi1n, his face altered 

and disfigured by poverty and disgrace, 

his body barely covered by greasy ill-
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fitting rags, stood his old friend Charles 

llerbert, who had matriculated on the saine 

day as hi1nse1f, and with ·wh01n he had 

been 1nerry and wise for twelve revolving 

terms. Different occupations and varying 

interests had interrupted the friendship, 

and it was six years since Villiers had 

seen I-Ierbert ; anJ now he looked upon this 

wreck of a n1an with grief and dis1nay, 

mingled with a certain inquisitiveness as 

to what dreary chain of circumstance 

had dragged hi1n down to such a doleful 

pass. Villiers felt together with compas

sion all the relish of the amateur in 

mysteries, and congratulated himself on 

his leisurely speculations outside the 

restaurant. 

They walked on in silence for s01ne 

ti1ne, and 1nore than one passer-by starecl 

in astonishment at the unaccustomed 

spectacle of a well-dressed man with an 
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un1nistakable beggar hanging on to his 

arn1, and, obs.erving this, -Villiers led the 

way to an obscure street in Soho. Here 

he repeated his question. 

" I-low on earth has it happened, 

Herbert ~ I always understood you 

,voukl succeeu to an excellent position in 

Dorsetshire. Diel your father disinherit 

you ~ Surely not i " 

"No, -Villiers ; I can1e into all the prop

erty at 1ny poor father's death; he died a 

year after I left Oxford. He was a very 

good father to n1e, and I n1ourned his 

death sincerely enough. But you know 

what young 1nen are ; a few n1onths later 

I came up to town and ,vent a good deal 

into society. Of course I had excellent 

introductions, an(_l I 1nanaged to enjoy 

n1vself very 1nnch in a lwnnless sort of 
.; ti 

way. I played a little, certainly, but 

never for heavy stakes, an<-l the few bets 
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I n1ade on races brought 1ne in money, -

only a few pounds, you kno,v, but enough 

to pay for cigars and such petty pleasures. 

It was in n1y second season, that the tide 

turned. Of course you have heard of n1y 

1narriage ~" 

"No, I never heard anything about it." 

'' Yes, I rnarried, Villiers. I n1et a girl, 

a girl of the 1nost ,vonderf ul and n1ost 

strange beauty, at the house of son1e 

people who111 I knew. I cannot tell you 

her age ; I never knew it, but, so far as I 

can guess, I should think she rnust have 

been a1out nineteen when I 1nade her 

acquaintance. l\I y friends had come to 

know her at Florence ; she told then1 she 

,vas an orphan, - the child of an English 

father, and an Italian n1other, and she 

charmed then1 as she charmed me. The 

first time I saw her "'as at an evening 

party ; I was standing by the door talking 



54 THE GREAT GOD PAN. 

to a friend, when sudc1en1y, above the hum 

and babble of conversation, a voice ,vhich 

see1ned to thrill to 1n y heart. She was 

singing an Italian song. I was introduced 

to her that evening, and in three n1onths I 

married I-Jelen. Villiers, that ,voman, if 

I can call her w01nan, corrupted my soul. 

The night of the wedding I found n1yself 

sitting in her bedroo1n in the hotel, listen

ing to her talk. She was sitting up in bed, 

and I listened to her as she spoke in her 

beautiful voice, spoke of things "·hich even 

now I ·would not dare ,v hisper in blackest 

night, though I stood in the 1nidst of a "·il

derness. Yon, ·Villiers, you may think yon 

know life, and London, and "·hat goes on, 

day and night, in this dreadful city; for all 

I can say you may have heard the talk of 

tho vilest, but I tell you you can have 

no conception of "·hat I know ; no, not 

in your 1nost fantastic, hideous drean1s 
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can you have in1aged forth the faintest 

shadow of what I have heard - and seen. 

Yes, seen. I liave seen the incredible, 

snch horrors that even I 1nyself smnetimes 

stop in the 1niddle of the street, and ask 

whether it is possible for a nrnn to behold 

such things and live. In a year, Villiers, 

I was a ruined 1nan, in body and soul, in 

body and soul." 

" But your property, IIerbert? You 

had land in Dorset." 

" I sold it all ; the fields and woods, the 

dear old house, everything'' 

" And the n1oney ? " 

" She took it all fro1n 1110." 

" And then left you? " 

"Yes, she disappeared one night. I 

don't know where she went, bnt I mn 

sure if I saw her again it would kill n1e. 

The rest of 1ny story is of no interest; 

sordid 1nisery, that is all. You 111ay think, 
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\Tilliers, that I ha Ye exaggerated and talked 

for effect, but I haYe not told you half. I 

could tell you certain things ·which would 
conYince you, but you would neYer know 

a happy day agaj11 ; you would pass the 
re:-;t of your life, as I pass n1ine, a haunted 
111c.n1, a 1nan ·who has seen hell." 

·vi1liers took the unfortunate 111an to 

his roon1s, and gaYe him a 1neal. Her

bert could eat little, and scarcely touched 
the glass of ,Yine set before hin1. He sat 
1noo<ly an<l silent by the fire, and seerned 
relieYed when ·Yilliers sent hi111 away ,Yith 
a small present of 1noney. 

" By the ,Yay, I-Ierbert ," said ·Villiers, 

as they parted at the door, "what "·as 
your "\Yife's nmne ·~ You said Helen, I 
think~ Ilelen ,Y1iat 1 '' 

"The name she passed under when I 
met her w,1s llelen y· anghan, but ,Yhat 

her real name ,Yas I can't say. I don't 
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think she had a nan1e. Ro, no, not in 

that sense. Only lnnnan beings have 

nan1es, Villiers; I can't say any n1ore. 

Good bye ; yes, I will not fail to call if 

I see any way in which you can help me. 

Good night." 

The 1nan went out into the bitter night, 

and Villiers returned to his firesiJe. There 

was something about Herbert "·hich 

shocked hirn inexpressibly; not his poor 

rags or the marks which poverty had set 

upon his face, but rather an indefinite 

terror which hung about hi111 like a 1nist. 

I-le had acknow leclged that he himself 

was not devoid of blmne; the wo1nan, he 

had avowed, had corrupted hi1n body 

and soul, and Villiers felt that this nrnn, 

once his friend, had been an actor in 

scenes evil beyond the po,,·er of ,yonls. 

liis story needed no confinnation; he 

hirnself ·was the en1bodied proof of it. 
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Villiers 1n11Sed curiously over the story 

he had hearcl, and ,vondered whether he 
had heard both the first and the last of it. 

. "Ko," ho thought, " certainly not the 
last, probably only the beginning. A 
case like this is like a nest of Chinese 
boxes ; you open one after another, and 
find a quainter "·orkn1anship in every 
box. l\Iost likely poor I-Ierbert is 111erely 
one of the outside boxes; there are 
stranger ones to follow." 

Villiers could not take his n1ind away 
frmn I-Ierbert and bis story, "·hich seeined 
to grow "·ilder as the night wore on. The 
fire began to burn low, and the chilly air 
of the 1norning crept into the roo111; "\Til
liors got up with a glance over his shoul
der, and shivering slightly "·ent to bed. 

A few days later he saw at his club 
a gentleman of his acquaintance, nan1ecl 
Austin, who ,vas fan1ons for his inti1nate 
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knowledge of London life, both in its 

tenebrous and lun1inous phases. \,.illiers, 

still full of his encounter in Soho and 

its consequences, thought Austin 111ight 

possibly be able to shed some light on 

IIerbert's history, and so after sonie cas

ual talk he suddenly put the question: -

" Do you happen to know anything of 

a man named I-Ierbert, Charles Herbert~" 

Austin turned round sharply and stared 

at Villiers with son1e astonishment. 

" Charles IIerbert ? "\Vere n't you in 

town three years ago 0? No ; then you 

have not heard of the Paul Street case f 

It caused a goocl deal of sensation at the 

ti1ne." 

" "\Vhat ·was the case ] " 

" "\V ell, a gentle1nan, a man of very good 

position, was found dead, stark dead, in 

the area of a certain house in Paul Street, 

off Tottenha1n Court Road. Of course the 
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police did not n1ake the discovery; if you 

l1appen to be sitting up all night and have 

a light in your "·inc1ow, the constable will 

ring the bell, but if you happen to be 

lying c1ead in somebody's area you ·will 

Le left alone. In this instance as in 1nany 

others the alanu was raised by son1e kind 

of vagabond; I don't n1ean a con1mon 

tramp, or a public-house loafer, but a 

gentle1nan, ·whose business or pleasure or 

both 1nade hi1n a spectator of the London 

streets at five o'clock in the 1norning. 

This indi Yidual ·was, as he said, 'going 

home,' it dill not appear "·hence or "·hither, 

and had occasion to pass through Paul 

Street between four and five A. l\L S01ne

thing or other caught his eye at No. 

20; he said, aLsurclly enough, that the 

house had the n1ost unpleasant physiog

nomy he had ever observed; but, at any 

rate, he glanced down the area, and was a 
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good deal astonished to see a man lying 

on the stones, his li1nbs all hud<llcd 

together, and his face turned up. Our 

gentleman thought this face looked pecul

iarly ghastly, an<l so set off at a run in 

search of the nearest policemau. T1te 

constable was at first inclined to treat the 

1natter lightly, suspecting a 1nere drunken 

freak; ho"Vvever, he came, and after look

ing at the man's face, changed his tone 

quickly enough. The early bird who 

had picked up this fine worm, _,vas sent 

off for a doctor, and the policeman rang 

and knocke<l at the door till a slatteru1y 

se1Tant girl came down looking more than 

half asleep. The constable pointed ont 

the contents of the area to the rnaid, wl10 

scremned lon<-11 y enough to "·ake up the 

street, but she knew nothing of the man; 

had never seem hi1n at the honse, and so 

forth. )Ieaff\vhile the original discoverer 
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had co1ne back with a 111edical man, and 

the next thing ,vas to get into the area. 

rrhe gate was open, so the whole 

quartet stumped clown the steps. The 

doctor hardl v needed a i11oment's exami-
.; 

nation ; he said the poor fellow had been 

dead for several hours, and he \Yas moved 

away to the police station for the tirne 

being. It was then the case began to get 

interesting. The dead 1nan had not been 

robbed, and in one of his pockets were 

papers identifying hi111 as, - well, as a 

111an of good fmnily and n1eans, a favorite 

in society, and nobody's enemy, so far as 

could be known. I don't give his nan1e, 

Villiers, because it has nothing to do with 

the story, and because it's no good raking 

up these affairs about the dead, "·hen 

there are relations li Ying. The next cu

rious point ·was that the 1nedical n1en 

could n't agree as to how he n1et his 
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death. There were some slight bruises 

on his shoulders, but they were so slight 

that it looked as if he had been pushed 

roughly out of the kitchen door, and not 

thrown over the railings fron1 the street, 

or even dragged down the steps. But 

there were positively no other 1narks of 

violence about hi111, certainly none that 

,vould account for his death ; and when 

they came to the autopsy there "'as n't a 

trace of poison of any kind. Of course 

the police wanted to know all about the 

people at No. 20 ; and here again, so I 

have heard fron1 private sources, one or 

hvo other very curious points cmne out. 

It appears tl1at the occupants of the house 

were a l\Ir. and l\Irs. Charles Ilerbert; he 

was said to be a landed proprietor, though 

it struck 111ost people that Paul Street was 

not exactly the place to look for county 

ge,ntry. As for l\Irs. Herbert nobody 
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semned to know who or ,Yhat she was, and, 

betffccn onn,elYcs, I fancy the diYers after 

her history fo1111d then1seh~es in rather 
,.; 

stranitO waters. Of course thev both 
L, ,.; 

denied kno,Ying anything about the de-

ceased, and in default of any evidence 

against thein they ,Yere discharged. But 

so111e very odd thin~i;s can10 out a bout them. 
~' '-

Though it ,Yas 1ctween five and six in the 

mon1iug when the dead 1nan ,Yas re1n0Yed, 

a large cro\Yd had collected1 and several of 

the neighbors ran to see ,Yhat was going 

on. "I1hey were pretty free "·ith their 

c01111nents, by all accounts, and fro1n 

these it appeared that .No. 20 ,nn; in very 

bad odor in Paul Street. The detectives 

tried to trace do\Yn these nunors to some 

solid foundation of fact, but could not get 

hold of anything. People shook their 

heads and rai~ecl their eyebrows and 

thougl1t the IIerhcrts rather' queer,'' would 
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rather not be seen going into their house,' 
and so on, hut there was nothing tangib1e. 
"rhe authorities were mora11 y certain that 
the 1nan 1net his death in some way or 
another in the house and ·was thro-wn out 

by the kitchen door, but they cou1cl n't 
proYe it, and the absence of any indi
cations of violence or poisoning 1eft thmn 
he1p1ess. An odd case, wasn't it? But 

curious1y enough, there's something n1ore 
that I ha Ye n't to1cl yon. I happened to 
know one of the doctors who was con
sulted as to the cause of death, and some 
ti1ne after the inquest, I met him, and 
asked hi1n about it. 'I)o yon rea1lv n1ean 

,J ,J 

to te11 me,' I saicl, ' that yon were baffled 
by the case, that yon actna11y don't know 

what the 1nan died of~' ' Pardon 1ne,' 
he replied, ' I know perfect1y we11 what 
caused death. Blank died of fright, of 
sheer, awful terror; I neYer sa,y features 

5 
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so hideons1 ,~ contorted in the entire course .. 
of n1y practice, ancl I lwse seen the faces of 

a 1tYl10le host of dead.' The doctor i.Yas 

n~nall y a cool cnstmner enough, and a 

certain Yehemence in his 1na1mer struck 

111e, but I couldn't get anything 1nore out 

of him. I snpppose the Treasury didn't 

see their way to prosecuting the I-Ierberts 

for frightening a rna11 to death; at any 

rate, nothing i.yas done, and the case 

dropped out of n1en's n1inds. Do you 

happen to know anything of I-Ierbert ~ '' 

" \Ye11," replied Yilliers, "he ,vas an 

old college friend of mine." 

"You don't say so? I-IaYe you ever 

seen his i.yifo ·~ " 

" No, I have n't. 

I-Ierbert for 1nany years.'' 

"It's queer, isn't it, parting 1tYith a 

n1an at the college gate or at Paddington, 

seeing nothing of hi1u for years, and then 
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finJing hi111 np his head 
. 

pop 111 

odd place. Bnt I should 

seen l\lrs. I-Icrbert · 
' 

people 

diuary things about her." 

" \Vlrnt sort of things~" 

like 

saiJ 

such an 

to have 

extraor-

"\V ell, I hardly know how to tell yon. 

Every one who saw her at the police court 

said she ·was at once the n1ost beautiful 

woman and the 1nost repulsive they 

had ever set eyes on. I have spoken to 

a 1na11 who saw her, and I assure you 

he positively shutltlered as he tried to 

describe the woman, but he couldn't tell 

·why. She seems to have been a sort of 

enig1na; and I expect if that one dead 

n1an could have told talcs, he would have 

told some nnconnnonl y queer ones. And 

there yon are again in a not her puzzle ; 

what could a respectable country gent1e

n1an like l\lr. Blank (we '11 ca11 hi1n that if 

you don't mind) want in such a very queer 
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house as N" o. 20 f It's altogether a Yery 
,l l . ' . " ,, Ou( case, IS n t It , 
"It is indeed, Austin, an extraonlinarv 

,J 

case. I did n't think, when I asked yon 
about n1y old frielld, I should strike on 
such strange nietal. "\V ell, I n1ust be off; 
good day." 

Villiers ·went away, thinking of his own 
conceit of the Chinese boxes ; here "·as 
quaint worknrnnship indeed. 
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THE DISCOVERY IN PAUL STREET. 

A FE"\V n1onths after ·villiers's 1neeting 

with I-Ierbert, l\Ir. Clarke was sit

ting, as usual, by his after-dinner hearth, 

resolutely guarding his fancies from wan

dering in the direction of the bureau. For 

1nore than a week he had succeeded in 

keeping away from the "~Iemoirs," and 

he cherished hopes of a cmnplete self

reformation ; but in spite of his endeavors 

he could not hush the wonder and the 

strange curiosity that that last case he 

had written down had excited ,vithin him. 

He had put the case, or rather the outline 

of it, conjecturally to a scientific friend, 

who shook his head, and thought Clarke 
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getting qneer, and on this particular eYen

ing Clarke was maki11g an effort to ration

alize the story, ,Yhen a sudden knock at his 

door roused hi1n fr01n his n1eclitations. 

" l\Ir. Villiers to see yon, sir.'' 

" Dear 1ne, -Villiers, it is very kind of 

yon to look me up; I ha Ye not seen you 

for n1any n1onths; I should think nearly a 

year. Co1ne in, come 111. And how are 

you, \-,-illiers '! ,Vant any ach-ice about 

inYestments ·~ '' 

" ~ o, thanks, I fancy eYerything I have 

in that way is pretty safe. Ko, Clarke, I 
haYe rea]h-,- con1e to c011sn1t vou about a 

~ ~ 

rather cunons matter that has been 

brought under 111:y notice of late. I mn 

afraid vou ,yi}l think it all rather absurd ., 

when I tell n1y tale, I sometimes think so 

111yself, and that 's just why I n1acle np my 

1nind to ·come to you, as I know you 're a 
practical 111a11.'' 
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Mr. Villiers was ignorant of the " )Ie-

1noirs to prove the Existence of the 

Devil." 

" ,v ell, Villiers, I shall be lrnpp3r to give 

you my advice to the best of rny ability. 

,vhat is the nature of the case 'J? '' 

" It's an extraordinary thing altogether. 

You know n1y ways; I al ways keep 111y 

eyes open in the streets, and in 1ny tin1e I 

have chanced upon some queer custon1ers, 

and queer cases, too, but this, I think, 

beats all. I was con1ing out of a restau

rant one nasty winter night, about three 

months ago ; I had had a capital dinner 

and a good bottle of Chianti, and I stood 

for a mo1nent on the paven1ent, thinking 

what a mystery there is about Lonclon 

streets and the con1panies that pass along 

then1. A bottle of red wine encourages 

these fancies, Clarke, and I daresay I 

shoulJ have thought a page of sn1all type, 
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but I wns cut short by a beggar who had 

come behind 111e, aucl was 1naking the 

usual appeals. Of coun,e I looked round, 

and this beg·n·ar turneJ out to be ,vhat was <-,o 

left of an old friend of n1iue, a 111an uamecl 

lierbert. I asked hi1n how he had come 

to such a ,vretd1ed pass, and he told nm. ,v e walked up and down one of those 

loug, dark Soho streets, a11d there I 

liste11ed to his story. Ile said he had 

n1arried a beautifnl girl, ::;ome years 

younger than himself, and, as he put it, 

she had corrupted him body and soul. 

He ,vould n't go into details; he said he 

dared not, that what he had seen and heard 

haunted hi1n by night and day, and when 

I looked in his face I knew he was speak

ing the truth. There ,vas son1ething about 

the 1nan that 111ade 111e shiver, I don't know 

why, but it ,vas there. I gave hi1n a little 

n1oney and sent hi1n away, and I assure 
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yon that when he was gone I gasped for 

breath. Ilis presence see1necl to chill 

one's blood." 

" Is n't all this just a little fanciful, 

Villiers J I suppose the poor fellow had 

1nacle an imprudent niarriage, ancl in plain 

English gone to the bacl." 

" \V ell, listen to this." Villiers told 

Clarke the story he had heard fron1 

Austin. 

"You see,'' he concluclcd, "there can 

be but little doubt that this l\Ir. Blank, 

,vhoever he was, died of sheer terror; he 

saw something so awful, so terrible, that 

it cut short his life. And what he saw, 

he 1nost certainly saw in that house, 

which, s01nehow or other, hacl got a bacl 

nan1e in the neigh borhoocl. I had the 

curiosity to go and look at the place for 

myself. It's a saddening kincl of street ; 

the houses are old enough to be mean and 
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dreary, bnt not old enongh to be quaint. 

As far as I could ~ce 1nost of then1 are let 

in lodo·ino·s, furnished and unfurnished, u 0 

and ahnost every door has three be11s to 

it. IIcre and there the ground floors have 

been 1nacle into shops of the con1rnonest 

kind; it's a dismal street in every ·way. 

I found No. 20 ·was to let, and I went to 

the aO'ent's and !tot the kev. Of course I n ~ ~ 

should have heard nothing of the Herherts 

in that quarter, but I asked the 111an, fair 

and square, how long they have left the 

l1onse, and whether there had been other 

tenants in the 111eanwhile. Ile looked at 

1ne qneerly for a 1ninute, and told n1e the 

llerberts had left in1rnedi~1tely after the 

unpleasantness, as he called it, and since 

then the honse had been empty." 

nlr. Vil1iers paused for a 1noment. 

"I have al wavs been rather fond of ., 

going over empty houses; there's a sort 
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of fascination about the desolate empty 

rooms, with the naib sticking in the \Yalh, 

ancl the dust thick upon the window·-sills. 

But I didn't enjoy going over :X o. 20, 

Paul Street. I had hardly put n1y foot 

insiue the passage before I noticed a 

queer, heavy feeling about the air of the 

house. Of course all empty houses are 

stuffy, and so forth, but this was something 

quite different; I can't describe it to you, 

but it seemed to stop the breath. I went 

into the front room, and the back roo1n, 

and the kitdiens downstain, ; they ,vere 

all dirty and dnsty enongh, as yon would 

ex1)cct but there was somethill 0 ' stra11o·e ' ;-:, ;-:, 

ahont thmn all. I conkl n't clefine it to 

you, I only know I felt q neer. It was 

one of the rooms on the first floor, though, 

that was the worst. It ,vas a largish ro01n, 

and once on a ti1ne the paper 111rn:;t have 

been cheerful enough, but when I saw it, 
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paint, paper, anJ eYerything "·ere n1ost 

doleful. But the roo111 was full of horror; 

I felt 1ny teeth grinding as I put n1y 

hand on the door, and when I went in, 

I thought I should have fallen fainting 

to the floor. Ilowever I pulled rnyse1f 

together, and stood against the encl wnlJ, 

wonlleriug what 011 earth there could Le 

about the roon1 to 1nake n1y li111bs tre1nble, 

anll n1y heart beat as if I were at the hour 

of death. In one corner there was a pile 

of newspapers littered about 011 the floor, 

and I began looking at thc111; they -were 

papers of three or four years ago, s01ne 

of tliern half torn, and sonie CTtunplccl as 

if they had been nsccl for paeking. I 

tnrned the ,Yhole pile over, and amongst 

the1n I found a curious drawing; I will 

show it yon presently. But I couldn't 

stay in the ro0111 ; I fol t it was overpo"·er-

1ng 1ne. I was tba11kful to co111e out, safe 
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and sound, into the open air. People 

stared at me as I walked along the street, 

and one n1an said I was clrnnk. I was 

staggering abont fr01n one side of the 

pa Yement to the other, and it was as 

111nch as I could do to take the key back 

to the agent and get h01ne. I ·was in bed 

for a week, suffering frmn what 1ny doctor 

called 11en·cn1s shock and exhanstion. One 

of those <1ays I \Yas reading the eYening 

paper, and hnppened to notice a paragraph 

headed, - " StarYed to Death.'' It \Yas 

the usnal style of thing, - a 1nodel lrn1g

ing honse in l\Iarylehone, a t1oor lockrrl 

for se,·eral <1avs, and a dead man in his 
.; 

chair when they broke in. 'The de-

ceased,' said the paragraph, 'was known 

as Charles I-Ierhert, and is believed to liave 

been once a prosperons country gentleman. 

IIis name "·as fan1iliar to the public three 

years ago in co1111edio11 with the n1ystcri-
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ons death in Panl Street, Tottenhan1 Court 

Roac1, the deceased being the tenant of 

the house Ko. 20, in the area of which 

a gentleman of good position "'as found 

dead under circn1nstances not devoid of 

suspicion.' A tragic ending, ,Yas n't it~ 

Bnt, after a11, if "'hat he told 1ne "'ere 

true, which I mn sure it \Yas, the man's 

life "'as all a tragedy, and a tragedy of 

a stranger sort than they put on the 

boards." 

"Anc1 that is the story, is it~" said 

Clarke, n1rn-,ingly. 

" Ye:;;, tl1nt is the story." 

",y c11, rea11y, ,~illier~, I scarcely know 

"'hat to say about it. There are no doubt 
<' 

circumstances in the case "'hich seem 

peculiar, the finding of the dead 1nan in 

the area of the Ilerberts' house, for in

stance, arnl the extraorc1inary opinion of 

the physician as to the cause of death, 
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but, after all, it is conceivable that the 

facts n1ay be explained in a straightfor

ward 1nanner. As to your own sensations 

when you went to see the house, I would 

suggest that they were due to a vivid 

imagination ; you 1nust have been brood

ing, in a semi-conscious way, over ·what 

you had heard. I don't exactly see what 

more can be said or done in the 1natter; 

you evidently think there is a 1nystery 

of so1ne kind, but Herbert is dead; where 

then do you propose to look J" 

" I propose to look for the worrian ; the 

wo1nan who111 he married. She is the 

1nystery." 

The two men sat silent by the fireside; 

Clarke secretly congratulating hi1nself on 

having successfully kept up the character 

of ad ,·ocate of the cmnmonplace, and 

Villiers wrapt in bis gloon1y fancies. 

'' I think I ,vill have a cigarette,'' he 
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said at last, and put his hand in his 

pocket to feel for the cigarette case. 

"Ah,'' he said, starting slightly, "I 
forgot I had something to sho,v you. 

You re1ne1nber 1ny saying that I had found 

a rather curious sketch an1ongst the pile 

of old newspapers at the house in Paul 

Street; here it is." 

\
7 illiers drew out a small thin parcel 

from his pocket. It was covered ,Yith 

brown paper and secured with string, 

and the knots ,Yere troublesome. In spite 

of hi1nse1f Clarke felt inquisitive; he bent 

fonYard on his chair as ,~illiers painfully 

lllll1id the string, and nnfoh1ed the outer 

covering. lnsiL1e was a second wrapping 

of tissue, and ,~illiers took it off, and 

handed the small piece of paper to Clarke 

without a ·word. 

There 1,yas dead silence in the roon1 for 

five 111inutes or n10re; the two 111en sat so 
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still, that they could hear the ticking of 

the tall old-fashioned clock that stood 

outside, in the hall, and in the 111ind of 

one of thcm1, the slow 111011oto11y of 

sound woke up a far, far n1emory. Ile 

was looking intently at the small pen

and-ink sketch of a wornan's head; it 

had evidently been drawn with great 

care, and by a true artist, for the "\YOln

an's soul looked out of the eyes, and 

the lips were parted ,vith a strange 

s1nile. Clarke gazed still at the face; 

it brought to his 1nemory one st11n1ner 

evening long ago ; he saw again the 

long lovely valley, the river winding 

between the hills, the rneadows and the 

cornfielcL,, the dull red sun, and the cold 

white n1ist rising frorn the water. He 

heard a voice speaking to hi1n across 

the waves of n1any years, and saying, 

'' Clarke, Mary will see the God Pan ! " 
6 
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and then he ,Yas standing in the grim 

ro01n besic1e the doctor, listening to the 

hcaYy ticking of the clork, waiting and 

"·atching, watching the figure lyiug on 

tho green chair beneath the lan1p light. 

::Uary rose np, and he looked into 

her eyes, and his heart grew colcl within 

him. 

'' \Yho is this "·mnan ~ " he said at last. 
His Yoice was dry and hoarse. 

"That is the won1an ,Yhon1 Herbert 

n1arried." 

Clarke looked again at the sketch; it 

"·as not )Luy after all. There certainly 

,Yas ::\Iary' s face, but there ,Yas some-
.; 

thing else, s0111ethi11g he had not seen 

on 1'Iary's features ,Yhcn the white-clad 
.; 

girl entered the laboratory ,Yith the doc-
~ .; 

tor, nor at her terrible a,Yakening, nor 

,Yhen she lay, grinning, on the bed. 

"\Vhatever it ,Yas, the glance that caine 



THE DISCOVERY IN PAUL STREET. 83 

from those eyes, the sn1ile on the full 

lips, or the expression of the ·whole face, 

Clarke shucl<lere<l before it in his inrnost 

soul, and thought, unconsciously, of Dr. 
Phillips's words, "the n1ost vivid present

n1ent of evil, I have ever seen.'' I-Ie 

turned the paper over, rnechanically, in 

his hand, and glanced at the back. 

" Good God ! Clarke, what is the mat

ter~ Yon are as white as death." 
.V .. illiers had started wildly frorn his 

chair, as Clarke fell back with a groan, 

and let the paper drop fronr his hands. 

"I don't feel very 'well, Villiers, I ain 

subject to these attacks. Pour rne out a 

little wine; thanks, that will do. I shall 

be better in a few rninutes." 

Villiers picked up the fallen sketch, and 

turned it over as Clarke had clone. 

"Yon saw that 1 " he saitl. "That's 

how I identified it as being a portrait of 
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I-Ierbert's wife, or I should say his widow. 

llow do you feel now 0?" 
"Better, thanks, it was only a passing 

faintness. I don't think I quite catch 

your 1neaning. ""\Vhat did you say en

abled you to identify the picture~ " 

"T'his ,vord - I-Ielen - written on the 

back. Diel n't I tell you her narne was 

Helen ~ Yes ; Helen Vaughan." 
Clarke groaned ; there could be no 

shadow of doubt. 

"Now, don't yon agree with 1ne," said 
Villiers, "that in the storv I lrn,ve told vou 

oJ oJ 

to-night, and in the part this ,von1an plays 

in it, there are some very strange points~ " 

"Yes, Villiers,'' Clarke n1nttered, '' it is 

a strange story indeed, a strange story 

indeed. Yon 111ust give 1ne time to think 

it over; I 1nay be able to help yon, or I 

may not. l\Iust you be going now~ "\Vell, 

good-night, ·Villiers, good-night. Come 

and see nrn in the course of a week." 
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THE LETTER OF AD"\"'"ICE. 

"DO you know, Austin," saicl Villiers, 
as the two friends were pacing 

sedately along Piccadilly one pleasant 

n1orning in l\Iay, " do you know I am 

convinced that what you told 1ne about 

Paul Street and the I-Ierberts is a mere 

episode in an extraordinary history. I 

n1ay as well confess to you that when I 

asked you about Herbert a few n1onths 

ago I had just seen hirn." 

'' Yon had seen hi1n ~ ,vhere ~ " 

" I-le beO'o·ecl of 1ne in the street one 
l:) l:) 

night. I-le "·as in the 1nost pitiable plight, 

but I recognized the 1nan, and I got hi1n to 

tell me his history, or at least the outline 
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of it. In brief, it ainonnted to this, - he 

had been ruined bY his "·ife." 
.J 

"In ,Ylrnt 1nanner?" 

" I-le wonld not tell me; he would onlv 
.J 

say that s11e had destroyed hin1 body and 

soul. The 1nan is dead now." 

'~ And ,Ylrnt has become of his 1Yife? '' 

"Ah, that's ,Yhat I should like to know, 

and I 1nean to find her sooner or later. I 
know a 1nan nained Clarke, a dry fellow, 

in fact a 1nan of business, but shrewd 

enough. Yon understand 111y 1neaning; 

not shrewd in the 111ere business sense of 

the word, but a 1nan 1Yho really kno,Ys 

something about n1cn and life. ,Yell I 
L, 

laid the case before him, and he ,ras 

eYidently impressed. He said it needed 

consideration, and asked 111e to con1e 

again in the course of a '\Yeek. A few 

days later I recei Yed this extraordinary 

letter." 
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Austin took the envelope, drew out the 

letter, and read it curiously. It ran as 

follows:-

"~lY DE.\R VILLIERs,-I have thought over 

the matter on which you consulted me the other 

night, and my advice to you is this. Throw the 

portrait into the fire, blot out the story from 

yonr mind. Never gi ,·e it another thought, 

Villiers, or you will be sorry. You will think, 

no doubt, that I am in possession of some secret 

information, and to a certain extent that is the 

case. But I only know a little ; I am like- a 

traveller ,vho has peered over an abyss, and has 

drawn back in terror. ,vhat I know is strange 

enough aml horrible enough, but beyond my 

knmdeLlgc there are depths and horrors more 

frightful still, more incredible than any tale 

told of winter nights about the fire. I lrnxc 

resohed, and nothing shall shake that resohe, 

to explore no whit farther, and if you value 

your happiness you will make the same de

termination. 

" Come and sec me by all means; but we will 

talk on more cheerful topics than this." 
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Austin folded the letter methodically, 
and returned it to '\Tilliers. 

"It is certainly an extraordinary letter," 
he said, "·what does he n1ean by the 
portrait ~ " 

"Ah, I forgot to tell yon I have been to 
Paul Street and have made a discovery.'' 

'\Tilliers told his storY, as he had told it 
•' 

to Clarke, and Austin listened in silence. 
I-le seerned puzzled. 

"I-low very curious that you should 
experience such ~'tn unpleasant sensation 
in that romn," he said at length. "I 
hardly gather that it ,Yas a n1ere niatter 
of the imagination ; a feeling of repulsion, 
in short." 

"Ko, it was 1nore physical than mental. 
It was as if I "\Yere inhaling at every breath 
smne deadly fn1ne, which seen1ecl to pene
trate to every nerve and bone and sinew 
of 1ny body. I felt racked fro1n head to 
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foot, my eyes began to grow dim ; it was 

liko the entrance of death.'' 

'' Yes, yes, very strange, certainly. Yon 

see, your friend confesses that there is 

so1ne Yery black story connected with this 

won1an. Did you notice any particular 

einotion in hin1 when you were telling 

your tale ·~ " 

"Yes, I did. I-Ie became very faint, bnt 

he assured 1ne that it was a mere passing 

attack to which he was subject." 

" Did you believe hi1n '?" 

"I did at the tinrn, but I don't now. 

He heard what I had to say with a good 

deal of indifference till I sho,ved him the 

portrait. It was then he was seized ,vith 

the attack of ,vhich I spoke. He looked 

ghastly, I assure you." 

" Then he 1nnst have seen the woman 

before. But there 1night be another ex

planation ; it 1night have been the name 
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and not the face ,Yhich "\Yas fan1iliar to 
him. "\Ylrnt do yon think~" 

" I couldn't say. To the best of 1ny 
belief it ,Yas after turning the portrait in 
his hands that he nearly dropped fro111 his 
chair. The 11an1e, yon know, was "\Yritten 
on the back." 

" Quite so. After all, it is impossible to 
come to any resolution in a case like this. 
I hate n1eloclraina, and nothing strikes me 
as more commonplace and tedious than 
the ordinary ghost story of comn1erce ; but 
really, -Villiers, it looks as if there ,Yere 
sornething Yery queer at the botto111 of all 
this." 

The t\yo men had, without noticing it, 
turned np Ashla>~ Street, leading north
"\Yard fr01n Piccadilly. It ,Yas a long street, 
and rather a g100111y one, but here and 
there a brighter taste had illnn1inated the 
dark houses ,Yith flowers, and gay curtains, 
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and a cheerful paint on the doors. ·Villiers 

glanced up as Austin stopped speaking, 

and looked at one of these houses ; ge

raniun1s, red and white, drooped fron1 every 

sill, and daffodil-colored curtains were 

draped back fro1n each window. 

" It looks cheerful, doesn't it·~ '' he 

said. 
"y cs 

' 
cheery. 

and the inside is still n1ore 

One of the pleasantest houses of 

the season, so I have heard. I haven't 

been there 1nyself, bnt I have met several 

n1en who have, and they tell 1ne it's un

comn1011ly joYial." 

",v110se house is it? '' 

"A 1\lrs. Beau1nont's." 

" And who is she ·? '' 

" I coulcl n't tell you. I have heard she 

conies fro1n South America, but, after all, 

,vho she is is of little consequence. She 

is a very ,vealthy 1'von1an, there's no doubt 
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of that, and son1e of the best people have 

taken her up. I hear she has son1e wonder

ful claret, really 1narvellous wine, which 

111nst have cost a fabulous s1un. Lord 

Argentine was telling nm about it ; he ·was 

there last Sunday evening. He assures 

1ne he has never tasted such a ,Yine, and 

Argentine, as you know, is an expert. By 

the way, that ren1inds n1e, she n1ust be an 

oddish sort of Vl'Oinan, this l\Irs. Beaumont. 

Argentine asked her how old the ,nne 

,Yas, and what do yon think she said f 
'About a thousand years, I believe.' Lord 

Argentine thought she ,vas chaffing hi111, 

yon know, but when he laughed she said 

she was speaking quite seriously, and 

offered to show hi1n the jar. Of course, 

he couldn't say anything 1nore after that, 

but it seems rather antiquated for a bever

age, doesn't it:? ,Yhy, here ,Ye are at 1ny 

rooms. Cmne in, won't yon '?" 
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"Thanks, I think I will. I haven't seen 

the curiosity shop for some tilne.'' 

It was a roo1n furnished richly, yet 

oddly, ,vhere every c11air and bookcase 

and table, every rug and jar and ornanient 

seemed to be a thing apart, preserving 

each its own individuality. 

"Anything fresh lately~" said \Tilliers, 

after a while. 

'' No, I think not ; you saw those qneer 

jugs, dicl n't you~ I thought so. I don't 

think I have come across anything for 

the last few weeks. " 

Austin glanced round the roon1 fr01n 

cnpboarcl to cupboard, fron1 shelf to shelf, 

in search of smne new oddity, I-Iis eves 
.; ,J 

fell at last on an old chest, pleasantly 

and quaintly carved, which stood in a 

dark corner of the room. 

"Ah," he said, "I was forgetting, I have 

got sornething to show you." 
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A nstin unlocked the chest, drew out a 

thick quarto Yolrnne, lai<l it on the table, 

and resumed the cigar he had put down. 

" I)id yon knov. Arthur l\Ieyrick, the 

painter, ·Yilliers? " 

" .. A little ; I n1et him hYo or three times 

at the house of a friend of n1ine. ,vhat 

has becon1e of hi1n ~ I haven't liearcl his 

nanie 111entioned for son1e tin1e." 

" I-le 's dead." 

"Yon don't say so ! Quite young, 

"'as n't he ? '' 
"Yes, only thirty ,Yhen he died." 

" ,Yha t di(1 ho dio of'? " 

"I don't know. Ile "'as an intimate 

friend of n1ine, and a thoroughly good 

fellow. Ile used to con1e here and talk 

to 111e for hours, and he was one of the 

best talkers I have 1net. Ile could even 

talk about painting, and that's 111ore than 

can be said of n1ost painters. About 
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eighteen n10nths ago he ·was feeling rather 

ovenvorke<l, an<l partly at 1ny suggestion 

he went off on a sort of roving expe<litiou, 

with no very definite end or ai1n about it. 

I believe New York ·was to be his first 

port, but I never heard fro1n hi1n. Three 

n1onths ago I got this book, ,rith a very 

ci ,·il letter fron1 an Euglish cloctor prac

tising at Buenos Ayres, stating that he 

had attended the late ~Ir. l\Ieyrick duriug 

his illness, and that the decease<l had ex

pressed an earnest wish that the enclosed 

packet should Le sent to 1ne after his 

death. That was all." 

"And lrn ve n't you written for further 

particulars '? " 

"I lwse been thinking of doing so 

Yon would advise 1ne to write to the 

doctor~" 

" Certainly. 

book~" 

And what about the 
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"It was sealed up ,Yhen I got it. I 

don't think the doctor had seen it." 

"It is s01nethi11g very rare~ l\leyrick 

·was a collector, perhaps ? " 

"Ko, I think not, hardly a collector. 

Now, what do yon think of those Ainu 
. ,) " jllgs ~ 

"They are pecn1inr, bnt I like the1n. 

But are n't you going to show nm poor 

)leYrick's lerracv ! " 
.; '-' .; 

" Yes, yes, to be sure. The fact is, 

it's rather a peculiar sort of thing, and I 
haven't shown it to any one. I wouldn't 

say anything about it, if I "·ere you. 

There it is." 

Yilliers took tlie book, and opened it at 

haphazanl. 

" It is u't a printed vol nn1e, then~" he 
said. 

"No. It is a collection of drawings 

in black and white by 1ny poor friend 
1\Ieyrick." 
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Villiers turned to the first page, it was 
blank; the second bore a brief inscription, 
which he read: -

Silet per diem wiiversus, nee sine horrore 
sccretus est~· lucet noetnrnis 1·gnibus, chorus 
./Egipanwn nndiqiw persona,tur : andinntnr ct 
cantus tibircrwn, ct tinnitus cz;nibalorwn per 
orcun niaritimam. 

On the third page was a design which 
nutde Villiers start and look up at 
Austin; 
of the 

he was gazing abstractedly out 
window. ·Villiers turned page 

after page, ahsorbecl, in spite of himself, 
in the frightfnl ,valpnrgis Night of evil, 
strange 1nonstrons evil, that the dead 
artist had set forth in hard black and 
white. T'he fignrcs of Fauns and Satvrs 
and .1Egipans danced before his eyes; the 
darkness of the thicket, the dance on the 
rnountain-top, the scenes by lonely shores, 
111 green ·duoyanl:-i, hy rocks aud lh•;-;ert 

7 
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places, passed before hi1n ; a world before 

·which the human soul seen1ed to shrink 

back and shudder. ,~illiers ,vhirled over 

the re1naining pages, he had seen enough, 

but the picture on the last leaf caught his 

eye, as he abnost closed the book. 

" A us tin! " 

" ,v e 11, ,v hat it it ? " 

" Do you know who that is ? " . .; 

It was a "·oman's face, alone on the 

,vhitc- page. 

" K~now who it is? Ko, of course not." 

'' I do." 

" ,vho is it ? " 
"It is )Irs. I-Ierbert." 

" .. .:\.re you sure ? " 
•' 

" I mn perfectly certain of it. Poor 

)Ieyrick ! I-Ie is one 1nore chapter in her 

history." 
oJ 

"Bnt what clo Yon think of the desio·ns?" . ~ 

"They are frig·htfnl. Lock the book . ,_ 
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up again, Austin. If I were yon I would 

burn it; it n1ust be a terrible co1npanion, 

even though it be in a chest." 

"Yes, they are singular drawings. But 

I wonder what connection there could be 

bet\veen :i\Ieyrick and l\Irs. 1-Ierbert, or 

·what link between her ancl these designs}" 

"Ah, who can say~ It is possible that 

the 1natter 1nay end here, and ,ye shall never 

know, but in rny own opinion this IIelen 

·vaughan, or ::\Irs. I-Ierbert, is only begin

ning. She will conie back to London, 

Austin, depencl upon it, she will con1e back, 

and we shall hear more about her then. 

I don't think it will be very pleasant 

news." 
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THE SUICIDES. 

LORD ARG ENTI~E was a great fav-

orite in London society. At twenty 

he had been a poor n1an, decked ·with 

the snruarne of an illustrious fmnily, but 

forced to earn a livelihood as best he 

could, and the n1ost speculatiYe of 111oney

lenders ·would not have entrusted hi1n with 

fifty pounds on the chance of his eyer 

changing his nmne for a title, and his 

poYerty for a great fortune. His father 

had been near enough to the fountain of 

good things to secure one of the fan1ily 

livings, but the son, eYen if he had taken 

orders, would scarcely haYe obtained so 

much as this, and n1ore0Yer felt no vo

cation for the ecclesiastical estate. Thus 
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he fronted the world with no better 

annor than the bachelor's gO",vn and the 

wits of a younger son's granllson, with 

which ec1uip1nent he contrived in s01ne 

way to 1nake a very toleraLle fight of it. 

At t"·enty-five :Olr. Charles Aubernoun 
.; 

saw l1imself still a 1nan of struggles and 

of warfare with the worl<l, but out of the 

seven who stoocl between hi1n and the high 

places of his family three only reinained. 

These three however ·were " O'Ood lives '' 
) ' b ' 

but yet not proof against the Zulu assegais 

and typhoid fever, and so one morning 

Aubernoun woke up and found hin1self 

Lord Argentine, a man of thirty ·who had 

faced the difficulties of existence, and had 

conquered. The situation an1used hi1n 

im1nensely, and he resolved that riches 

should be as pleasant to him as poverty 

had ahvays been. Argentine, after some 

little consideration, caine to the conclusion 
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that dining, regarded as a fine art, ,vas 

perhaps the n10st a1nusing pursuit open 

to fallen lnunanitY, and thus his dinners 
._; 

becarne fan10ns in L01H1on, and an invita

tion to his tn ble a thing covetously de

sired. After ten years of lon1ship and 

dinners Argentine still declined to be 

jaded, sti11 persisted in enjoying life, and 

by a kind of infection had beco1ne recog

nized as the cause of joy in others, in short 

as the best of cornpm1y. llis sudden and 

tragical death therefore caused a wide and 

deep sensation. People could scarce be

lieve it, even thongh the ne"·spaper "·as 

before their eyes, an(1 tho cry of " l\I yste

rions Death of a :N" oblen1an" came ringing 

up fr01n the street. But there stood the 

brief paragraph : " Lord Argentine ,vas 

found dead this morning by his valet 

under distressing circumstances. It is 

stated that there can be no doubt that 
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his lordship committed suiei<le, though no 

n1oti ve can be assigne<l. for the act. The 

deceased noble1nan was widely known in 

society, and 1nuch liked for his genial n1an

ner and sumptuous hospitality. Ile is 

succeeded by etc. etc." 

By slow degrees the details cmne to 

li 0 ·ht but the case still ren1aiued a 
0 ' 

1nystery. The chief witness at the in-

quest was the <lead nobleman's 

who said that the night before his 

Lord .Argentine had dined with a 

valet, 

death 

lady 

of good po::;ition, whose name was sup

pressed in the newspaper reports. At 

about eleven o' dock Lord Argentine had 

returned, and informed his rnan that he 

should not require his services till the 

next morning. A little later the valet had 

occasion to cross the hall and lvas sorne

what astonisl1ed to see his master quietly 

letting hin1self out at the front door. Ile 
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had taken off his evening clothes, and was 

dressed in a :K orfolk coat and knicker

bockers, and wore a low brown hat. The 

valet had no reason to suppose that Lord 

Argentine had seen hi1n, and though his 

nrnster rare1y kept late hours, thought 

little of the occurrence till the next n1orn

ing when he knocked at the bedroorn door 

at a quarter to nine as usual. He re

ceived no answer, and, after knocking two 

or three times, entered the roo1n, and saw 

Lord Arcrentine's boch~ leanino· forward 
t, .J t, 

at an angle fron1 the bottom of the bed. 

He found that his 111aster had tied a cord 

securely to one of the short bedposts, and, 

after n1aking a running noose and slipping 

it round his neck, the unfortunate 111a11 

n1ust lrnve resolutely fallen forward, to die 

by slow strangulation. l-Ie was dressed in 

the light suit in which the valet had seen 

him go out, and the doctor who was stun-
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moned pronounced that life had been ex

tinct for n1ore than four hours. All papers, 

letters, and so forth, seemed in perfect order, 

and nothing ·was discoYered which pointed 

in the most remote way to any scandal 

either great or sn1a1l. IIere the evidence 

ended; nothing 111ore coulJ be discoYered. 

Several persons had been present at the 

dinner-party at which Lord Argentine had 

assisted, and to all these he seemed in his 

usual genial spirits. The valet, indeed, 

said he thought his n1aster appeared a 

little excited when he came home, but he 

confessed that the alteration in his 1nanner 

was very slight, hardly noticeable indeed. 

It seemed hopeless to seek for any clew, 

and the suggestion that Lord Argentine 

had been suddenly attacked by acute 

suicidal mania was generally accepted. 

It was otherwise, however, 1Yhen 1Yithin 

three weeks three n1ore gentle1nen, one of 
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then1 a 11oble111an, and the two others 1nen 

of good position and an1ple n1eans, perished 

n1iserably in almost precisely the same 

n1anner. Lord Swanleigh was found one 

1norning in his dressing-roon1, hanging 

frorn a peg affixed to the ,-rall, and :\Ir. 

Collier-Stuart and l\Ir. I-Ierries had chosen 

to die as Lord Argentine. There was no 

explanation in either case ; a few bald 

facts ; a living 1nan in the evening and a 

dead body ,-rith a black swollen face in the 

1norning. Tho police liad been forced to 

confess thmnselves powerless to arrest or 

to explain the sordid n1nrders of ""\Vhite

chapel; bnt before the horrible suicides of 

Piccadilly and ~Iayfair they ,vere chun

founclec1, for not even the niere ferocity 

which did duty as an explanation of the 

crimes of the East End could be of service 

in the ""\Vest. Each of these men ,Yho had 

resolved to die a tortured shan1ef ul death 
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was rich, prosperous, and to all appearance 

in love with the world, and not the acutest 

research could ferret out any shadow of a 

lurking motiYe in either case. There ,yas 

a horror in the air, and 1nen looked at 

one another's faces ,vhen they rnet, each 

wondering whether the other was to be 

the victi1n of a fifth na111eless tragedy. 

Journalists sought in vain in their scrap

books for n1aterials whereof to concoct 

rmniniscent articles ; and the n1orning 

paper was unfolded in 111any a house ,vith 

a feeling of awe ; no 1nan knew when or 

,Yhere the blow would next light. 

A short while after the last of these 

terrible eYents, Austin ca1ne to see l\Ir. 

Villiers. Ile was curious to know 

whether Villiers had succeeded in dis

c0Yeri11g m1y fresh traces of 1'Irs. l-Ierbert, 

either throu()'h Clarke or by other sources, 
0 v 

and he asked the question soon after he 

had sat down. 
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" No," said ·Villiers, " I wrote to Clarke, 
but he remains obdurate, and I have tried 
other channels, but without any result. I 
can't find out what becan1e of IIelen 
Vaughan after she left Paul Street, but I 
think she n1ust have gone abroad. But to 
tell the truth, Austin, I haven't paid very 
much attention to the 1natter for the last 
few weeks ; I knew poor llerries inti-
1nately, and his terrible death has been a 

great shock to 1ne, a great shock." 
"I can ·well believe it," ans"·erecl Austin, 

gravely, " you know A.rgentine ·was a 

friend of n1ine. If I ren1e1nber rightly, 
we were speaking of hi111 that day you 

t '' cmne o n1y rooms. 

"Yes, it ,Y:u-; in connection ,vith that 
house in .1.\.~l1ley Street, ~Irs~ Beaun1ont's 
house. You said soniething about Argen
tine's dining there." 

"Quite ~o. Of col11·:5e you kno"· it was 
.; 



THE SUICIDES. 100 

there Argentine <lined the night before -

before his <leath." 

"X o, I haven't heard that." 

"Oh, yes, the name was kept ont of the 

papers to spare )Irs. Beamnont. Argen

tine was a great favorite of hers, and it is 

said she was in a terrible state for sonie 

ti1ne after.'' 

A curious look can1e over ·Yilliers's face; 

he seen1ed undecided whether to speak or 

not. Austin began again. 

" I never experienced such a feeling of 

]1orror as when I read the account of 

Argentine's death. I didn't understand it 

at the time, and I don't now. I knew hi1n 

·well, and it completely passes 1ny nncler

stan<ling for ,v1wt possible cause he - or 

any of the others for the niatter of that

could have resolved in cold blood to die in 

such an awful 1nanner. Yon know how 

nw11 LaLlJle away each other's characters in 
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Lo11L1on, Yon 111ay he snre any buried . . . 
::-canc1al or hit1t1c,n :--ke le ton "\Yould ha Ye 

been broncrht tn li!l·ht in such a case as 
;::-- '---

tlii~: but nnthi11~· of the sort has taken 

pbee. As fur the t heor:- of 1nania, that is 

Ye1T ,Ye 11 of conrse for the coroner's jury, 

but eYerYl)(Hh- kno,Ys thnt it's all non-
• < 

se1i:-;e. SniciLbl nrnnin is not small-po:s:." 

£!'11J(\I11Y silence. 
'---

,~il1ier~ ::-:1t ~ilent nho. "\Yntchin;t his friend. 

The expressi1__,n of i11Lte1__·i:--i()ll still fleeted 

~1cr1__)SS hi~ foL'l': he se1__·mc·L1 ns if ,Yeio·hino· 
L ~ 

hi::- t h()ll:.J its i 11 the b:1 bnce. ~111L1 the con-

sith•r:1 tit)lls 111__• ,Y:1::- l'L"Y1__>h·in~· left him still 

::-ilen t. ~\us tin tri1__•d tL, sliake off the re

rnern br:1nl·L" l,f tr:1~~:edies as hc1peless and 

1wrp1t·Xl'L1 :1s the bb:·rinth c1f Da:dalns, 

:rnLl b1__•~·:1n tl) t:11k in an indifferent Yoice 

(__)f th1__• llllW\.· ph·:1s:1nt incidents and ad
Yl·nt111"t·s 1__,f tl11__• s1__0 :1,1__)l1. 
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whom we were speaking, is a great sue

has taken London aln1ost by 

I met her the other night at 
cess · she 

' 
storn1. 

Fullrnrn's; she is really a ren1arkable 

" wonrnn. 

'' Yon have met l\Irs. Beaumont~" 

" Yes ; she had quite a court around 

her. She ·wonlcl be called very handsonie, 

I suppose, ancl yet there is son1ething 

about her face which I <lid n't like. The 

features are exqui;:-;ite, but the expreHsion 

is strange; ancl all the time I was looking 

at her, ancl afterwanls, when I was going 

1101110, I had a curious feeling that that 

very expression was in smne -vvay or other 

f' ·1· ,, anu iar to n1e. 

" You 111ust have seen her in the Row.'' 

"~ o, I mu sure I neYer set eyes on the 

,Yorn,111 before; it is that which 1nakes it 

puzzling. And to the best of n1y belief I 

have never seen anybody like lier; w1iat 
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I felt was a kind of din1 far-off memory, 

vague bnt persistent. The only sensation 

I can compare it to is that odd feeling 

one son1etin1es has in a dream, ,Yhen fan

tastic cities and wondrous lands and 

phant01n personages appear fan1iliar and 

accnst01ned." 

Villiers nodded, and glanced ain1lessly 

round the roo1n, possibly in search of 

s01nething on which to turn the conversa

tion. I-Iis eyes fell on an old chest s0111e

,Yhat like that in ,Yhich the artist's strange 

legacy lay hid beneath a Gothic scutcheon. 

'' }lave yon ,Yritten to the doctor about 

poor nieyrick? " he asked. 

"Yes; I ,Yrote asking for full parti

culars as to his illness and death. I don't 

expect to lrnYe an answer for anotheT three 

,veeks or a 1n(rnth. I thought I 1night as 

well inquire whether :\Ieyrick knew an 

English wo1nan named Ilerbert, and if so, 
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whether the doctor could give nm any 

infonnation about her. Bnt it's very 

possible that l\Ieyrick fell in with her at 

New York, or l\Iexico; or San Francisco ; 

I have no idea as to the extent or <lirection 

of his travels." 

" Yes, and it's very possible that the 

woman 1nay have 111ore than one name." 

" Exactly. I wish I had thought of 

asking you to lend 1ne the portrait of her 

which you possess. I 1night have enclosed 

it in n1y letter to Dr. ~Iathews." 

" So vou 1ni<d1t that neYer occurred to 
.,, 1:) ' 

n1e. \Ve n1ight even now do so. I-lark ! 
what are those boys calling 1" 

\Vliile the two 1nen bad been talking 

together a confused noise of shouting 

had been gradnaIIy gro--wing louder. The 

noise rose from the eastward, and sweiled 

down PiccadiIIy, drawing nearer and 

nearer, a very torrent of sound ; surging 
8 
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up streets usna1ly quiet, and making 

every window a fra1ne for a face, curious 

or excited. The cries and voices came 

echoing np the silent street where Yilliers 

Ii Yecl, growing n10re distinct as they 

aclYancecl, and, as y·illiers spoke, an 

answer rang up fron1 the paYe1nent, -

" The ,Yest Encl I-Iorrors: Another 

Awful Suicide; Full Details.'' 

Austin rushed down the stairs and 

bought a paper and read out the para

graph to Yilliers, as the uproar in the 

street rose and fell. The window was 

open and the air see111ecl full of noise and 

terror. 

".Another O'entle1nen has fallen a 
t:, 

Yicti1n to the terrible epiclcn1ic of suicide 

·which for the last n1onth has preYailed 

in the ,yest Encl. l\Ir Siclney Craslww, 

of Stoke I-louse, Fulham, and I{ing's 

Pon1eroy, Devon, was found, after a pro-



THE St;-ICIDES. 115 

longed search, hanging fro1n the branch of 

a tree in his garden at one o'clock to-day. 

The deceased gentleman dined last night 

at the Carlton Clnb, and seen1ed in his 

usual health an<l spirits. I-le left the Club, 

at about ten o'clock, and was seen ,valk

ing leisurely up St. J aines' s Street a little 

later. Subsequent to this his n1ove1nents 

cannot be traced. On the discovery of 

the body medical aid was at once sun1-

moned, but life had evidently been long 

extinct. So f~tr as is known l\Ir. Crashaw 

had no trouble or anxiety of any kind. 

This painful suicide, it will be remern

bere<l, is the fifth of the kind in the la~t 

1nonth. The authorities at Scotland Yard 

are unable to suggest any explanation of 

these terrible occurrences." 

Austin put down the paper in mute 

horror. 

" I shall leave London to-rno1To,v," he 
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said, "it is a city of nightinares. How 

awful this is, ··Villiers." 

1Ir. "\"illiers was sitting by the ·window 

quietly looking out into the street. He 

haJ listened to the newspaper report at

tentively, and the hint of indecision was 

no longer 011 his face. 

",v ait a m01nent, Austin," he replied, 

" I have 1nade up n1y 111ind to 1nention a 

little 1natter that occurred last night. It 

is stated, I think, that Craslur,v was last 

seen alive in St. Jan1es's Street, shortly 

after ten l " 

" Yes, I think so. I "·ill look again. 

Yes, yon are quite right." 

" Quite so. ,v ell, I mn in a position to 

contradict that state1ne11t at all eYcnts. 

Crashaw ,vas seen after that; considerably 
later indeed." 

" I-loYv do you know ~ " 

" Because I happened to see Crashaw 

myself at about two o'clock this morning." 
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"You saw Crashaw ~ You, Villiers~" 

"Yes, I saw hi1n quite distinctly; in

deed there were but a few feet between 

us.'' 

""\Vhere in Heaven's nan1e did you see 

him?" 

" Not far from here. I saw hi1n in 

Ashley Street. He was just leaving a 

I " 10use. 

" Did you notice what house it was ~" 

,i Yes, it ,vas 1\tirs. Beaun1ont's." 

"Villiers! think what you are saying; 

there n1ust be some 1nistake. I-low could 

Crashaw be in Mrs. Beau1nont's house at 

two o'clock in the morning l Surely, 

surely, you 11111st have been dremning, 

Villiers, yon were always rather fanciful." 

" No, I was wide awake enough. Even 

if I had been dremning as you say, ·what 

I saw would have roused 111e effectually." 

" "\Vhat you saw ! "\Vhat did yon 
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see~ ,v as there anything strange about 

Crashaw ? But I can't belieYe it; it is 

· "b1 " 1111 poss1 e. 

" \V e1l, if yon like I ,Yill tell you ,Yhat 

I saw, or if yon p1ease, ,rhat I think I saw, 

and yon can jnclge for yourse1f." 

"\T ery goocl, Yi1liers ! " 

The noise and clmnor of the street had 

died a"~ay, though now and then the 

sound of shouting still can1e fron1 the 

distance, and the cln11, leaden silence 

see1ned like the quiet after an earthquake 

or a storm. 

·vil1iers tnruccl fr01n the Ydndow and 

began speaking. 

"I was at a honso near Regent's Park 

last night, aud "·hen I ca111e a,yay the 

fancy took n1e to walk home instead of 

taking a hanso1n. It was a clear pleasant 

night enough, and after a few n1inutes I 

had the streets pretty n1nch to 1nyself. 
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It ·s a curious thing, Austin, to be alone 

in London at night, the gas lamps stretch

ing away in perspecti,·e, and tho dead 

silence, and then perlrnps the rush and 

clatter of a hansoin on the stones, and 

the fire starting np under the horse's 

hoofs. I walked a1ong pretty briskly, 

for I ,vas feeling a little tired of being 

out in the night, and as the clocks were 

striking two I turned clown Ashley Street, 

which, yon know, is on 1ny way. It was 

quieter than ever there, and the lamps 

wore fewer· alto 0 ·ethor it looked as dark ' .:::, 

and g1oon1y as a forest in winter. I had 

done about half the length of the street 

when I hoard a door closed Yery softly, 

an<l naturally I looked np to see who was 

abroad, like 1nyself, at such an hour. As 

it happens there is a street lamp close to 

tho house in question, and I sa,v a n1an 

standing on the step. Ile had just shut 
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the door, and his face ,yas towards me, 
and I recog·nized Crashaw directly. I 
neYer kne\Y hin1 to :-;peak to, but I had 
often seen him, anLl I mn positiYe that I 
"·as not 111i:-.taken in n1y nrnn. I looked 
into his face for a 111oment, and then, I 
,vill confess the truth, I set off at a good 
run, anLl kept it up till I "\Yas ,Yithin 111y 
on-n door." 

",Yin~ ? " 
.; 

"\Yhy ? Because it 111acle 111y blood 
run cold to see that n1an's face. I could 
neYer haYe supposed that such an infernal 
n1eclley of passions could ha Ye glared out 
of any lnunan c,~es: I almost fainted as 

< < 

I lnnket1. I knew I had looked into the 
CYes of a lost ~oul, .A nstin; the nian's 
out\Yan1 form renrnineL1, but all hell was 
within it. Furious lust, anL1 hate that 
"\Yas like fire, anL1 the loss of all hope, 
and horror that sce111ecl to shriek aloud 
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to the night, though his teeth were shut; 

an<l. the utter blackness of despair. I an1 

snre he did not see n1e; he saw nothing 

that you or I can see, but he saw what 

I hope we never shall. I do not know 

when he die<l.; I suppose in an hour, or 

perhaps two, but when I passed down 

Ashley Street and heard the closing 

door, that man no longer belonged to 

this ,vorld; it was a devil's face that I 

looked upon." 

There ,vas an interval of silence in the 

room when Villiers ceased speaking. The 

light was failing, and all the tn1nult of an 

hour ago was quite hushed. Austin had 

bent his head at the close of the story, 

ancl his hand covered his eyes. 

""\Vhat can it 111ean ~" he saicl at length. 

""\Vho kno"'s, Anstin, ,vho knows~ It's 

a black business, but I think we had better 
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keep it to onrselYes, for the present at any 
rate. I will see if I cannot learn anything 
abont that house through pri,·ate channels 
of infonnation, and if I do light upon 
anything I will let you know." 



THE EXCOU:NTER I:N SOHO. 123 

THE EXCOUNTER I~ SOHO. 

TIIREE ,veeks later Austin received a 

note fron1 Villiers, asking hi111 to 

call either that afternoon or the next. 

Ile chose the nearer date anJ found 

Villiers sitting as usual by the window, 

apparently lost in 1neditation on the 

drowsy traffic of the street. There "'as a 

ban1boo table by his side, a fantastic thing, 

enriched with gilding and queer painted 

scenes, and on it lay a little pile of papers, 

arranged and docketed as neatly as any

thing in l\Ir. Clarke's office. 

""\V ell, Villiers, have yon 1nade any 

discoveries in the last three weeks J " 

" I think so ; I have here one or two 

memoranda ,vhich struck 1ne as singular, 
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and there is a statement to which I shall 

call your attention.'' 

".1\-11d these docnnients relate to :Thirs. 

Beann1ont; it "·as really Crashaw ,vhom 

yon saw that night standing on the door

step of tho house in Ashley Street 1" 
"As to that 1natter, n1y belief ren1ains 

unchanged, bnt neither n1y inquiries nor 

their results have any special relation to 

Crashaw. But my investigations have 

had a strange issue; I have found out 

·who l\Irs. Beann1ont is ! " 
",Yho she is ~ In "·hat ,vay do yon 

nwan ,~" 

" I 1nean that yon and I know her 
.; 

better n1lller another 11ame." 

" \Yhat nmno is that ? " 
" II erbert." 

" Ilerbert ! '' Austin repeated the word, 
dazed with astoni~lunent. 

" Yes, :Thir::;. llerbert of Paul Street, 
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I-Ielon Vaughan of earlier adventures un

known to 1ne. You had reason to recoO'-
c 

nize the expression of her face ; when you 

go h01ne look at the face in ::\Ieyriek's 

book of horrors, and you will know the 

sources of your recollection." 

" And you have proof of this ~ '' 

" Yes, the best of proof; I have seen 

l\Irs. Beau1nont, or shall we say l\1rs. 

Herbert~" 

'' "\Vhere did you see her ~ " 

"I-Iar<lly in a place where you would 

expect to see a lady who lives in Ashley 

Street, Piccadilly. I saw her entering a 

house in one of the 1neanest and most 

disreputable streets in Soho. In fact, I 

had 1na<le an appointment, thongh not 

with her, and she was precise, both to 

time and place." 

" All this see1ns very wonderful, but I 

cannot call it incredible. You 11111st re-
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n1ernher, Yilliers, that I haYe seen this 

,Yonwn, in the ordinary ac1Yenture of Lon

don society, talking and laughing, and 

i.;ipping her chocolate in a con11nonplace 

c1r::nYing-roon1, ,Yith cornmonp1ace people. 

But yon kno,Y \Yhat you are saying." 

"I do ; I ha Ye not al1offed myself to be 

led 1JY surmises or fancies. It was \Yith no 
,J 

thought of finding 1:Ielen ,~ aughan that I 

searc1H?d for :\Irs. Beaumont in the dark 

waters of the life of London, but such has 

b 1 . " een t w issue. 

" Yon n1nst ha Ye been in strange places, 

,:'"ill i ers." 

'· ·yes, I h:rve been in yery strange 

places. It "\\'ouh1 have been useless, you 

know, to go to Ash1c.r Street, and ask l\Irs. 

Beaun1ont to kirnlly give 1ne a short sketch 

of her previous history. No; assuming, as 

I had to a~sun1e, that her record was not 

of the cleanest, it ,vould be pretty certain 
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that at some previous time she must have 

1noved in cirdes not quite so refined as her 

present one,-;. If you see mud on the top of 

a strearn, you may be sure that it ,vas once 

at the bottom. I went to the Lottom. I 

lrn,ve always been fond of diving into Queer 

Street for my amuse111ent, and 1 found my 

knowledge of that locality and its iuhabi

tan ts very useful. It is perhaps needless 

to say that my friends had never heard the 

name of Beaumont, and as I had never seen 

the lady, a1u1 was quite unable to describe 

her, I had to set to work in an in(lirect 

,vay. The people there know me, I have 

been able to do s01ne of the1n a service 

now and again, so they n1ade no difficulty 

about giving their infonnation ; they were 

aware I had no comrnnnication direct or 

indirect with Scotland Yard. I ha(l to 

cast out a good rnany lines though, before 

I got what I wanted, and when I landed 
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1norning. I was led to expect that one of 

these visits would be paid on a certain clay 

about a ·week ago, and I accordingly 

nianaged to be on the lookout in company 

with n1y cicerone at a quarter to ten, and 

the hour and the lady carne with equal 

punctuality. nI_y friend and I were stand

ing under an archway, a little ,yay back 

frmn the street, but she saw us, and gave 

me a glance that I shall be long in forget

ting. That look ,yas quite enough for me; 

I knew l\Iiss Raymond to be nlrn. Herbert; 

as for i\Irs. Beaumont she had quite gone 

out of 111v heacl. She went into the house, 
,· 

and I watd1e(l it till four o'clock, when she 

came out, and then I followed her. It was 

a long chase, and I hacl to be very careful 

to keep a long way in the background, and 

vet not to lose :--ii.d1t· of the woman. She .. , \.....) 

took n1e (lown to the Strand, and then to 

,y cst111inster, and then up St.James' s Street, 
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and along Piccadilly. I felt qneerish when 

I saw her turn up Ashley Street; the 

thoncrht that Mrs. IIerbert was l\Irs. 
Cl 

Beau111ont came into my n1ind, but it 

seerned too improbable to be true. I 

waited at the corner, keeping my eye on 

her all the time, and I took particular care 

to note the house at which she stopped. 

It wa8 the house with the gay curtains, the 

house of flowers, the house out of which 

Crashaw came the night he hanged hi111-

self in his garden. I was just going away 

with 1ny discovery, when I saw an en1pty 

carriage corne round and draw up in front 

of the house, and I came to the conclusion 

that ~Irs. Herbert was croincr out for a 
0 0 

drive, and I was right. I took a hanson1 

and followed the carriage into the Park. 

There, as it happened, I met a nrnn I know, 

and we stood talking together a little dis

tance fro1n the carriage-way, to which I 
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had mv back. ,v e had not been there for Li 

ten 1ninutes when my friend took off his 
hat, and I glanced round and saw the lady 
I had been following all day. ' ,vho is 
that?' I said, and his answer ·was, 'l\lre. 
Beamnont; lives in Ashley Street.' 0£ 
course there coulll be no doubt after that. 
I don't know whether she ~aw n1e, but I 
don't think she did. I went l1ome at once, 
and, on consideration, I thougl1t that I had 
a sufficiently good case with which to go to 
Clarke." 

" ,vhy to Clarke ? " 

" Because I an1 sure that Clarke is in 
possession of facts about this woman, facts 
of which I know nothing." 

" ,v ell, what then ? " 
l\Ir. Villiers leaned Lack in his chair and 

looked reflectively at Austin for a 1noment 
before he answered. 

" l\Iy idea was that Clarke and I should 
call on l\lrs. Beaumont." 
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" You would never go into such a house 
as that? No, no, Villiers, you cannot do 

it. Besides, consider; what result ... " 

" I will tell you soon. B n t I was 
going to say that my information does 

not end here; it has bc:en completed in 
an extraordinary manner. 

"Look at this neat little packet of 

n1anuscript, it is paginated, you see, and I 
have indulged in the civil coquetry of a 

ribbon of red tape. It has almost a legal 

air, has n't it ? Run your eye over it, 

Austin. It is an account of the entertain-
1nent J\Irs. Beaumont provided for her 

choicer guests. The man who wrote this 
escaped with his life, but I do not think 
he will live niany years. The doctors tell 

hi1n he must have sustained some severe 
shock to the nerves." 

Austin took the nrn,nuscript, but never 

read it. Opening the neat pages at hap-
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hazard, his eye ·was caught by a word and 

a phrase that followed it ; and, sick at 

heart, with white lips and a co1d s,veat 

pouring like water fro1n his temples, he 

flung the paper down. 

"Take it a,vay, Villiers, never speak of 

this again. Are yon made of stone, 1nan ? 

,vhy, the dread and horror of death itself, 

the thoughts of the man ,vho stands in the 
L, 

keen morning air on the Llack platform, 

bound, the bell tolling in his ears, and 

waits for the harsh rattle of the bolt, are 

as nothing compared to this. I ·will not 

read it; I shoulll never sleep again." 

,;, Yerv O'Oocl. I can fancv what vou saw . 
._J LJ .J .J 

Y cs; it is horrible enough; but after all, 

it is an old story, an old mystery played in 

our day, and in dim London streets instead 

of ainiclst the vinL'ynrcls and the olive gar

dens. ,v e know what happened to those 

"·ho chnnccd to meet the Great God Pan, 
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and those who are wise know that all 
sy1nbols are symbols of something, not 
of nothing. It was, indeed, an exquisite 
symbol beneath which 1nen long ago veiled 
their knowledge of the most awful, most 
secret forces which lie at the heart of 
all things; forces before which the souls 
of n1en 1nust wither and die and blacken, 
as their bodies blacken under the electric 
current. Such forces cannot be named, 
cannot be spoken, cannot be i1nagined 
except under a veil and a symbol, a sym
bol to the most of us appearing a quaint, 
poetic fancy, to some a foolish, silly tale. 
But yon and I, at all events, have known 
something of the terror that may dwell in 
the secret place of life, 1nanifested under 
human flesh; that which is without forin 
taking to itself a form. Oh, Austin, how 
can it be? I-low is it that the very sun
li(J'ht does not turn to blackness before 

0 
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this thing, the hard earth n1elt and boil 

Lencath such a burden·:" 

Yilliers ·was pacing up and down the 

room, and the beach of sweat stood out on 

his forehead. A us tin sat silent for a while, 

but Yilliers saw him make a sign upon 

his breast. 

" I say again, Yi1liers, you will surely 

never enter such a house as that? You 

,vould never pass out alive." 

"Yes, Austin, I shall go out ali,·e, - I, 

ancl Clarke "·i th n1e." 

""\Yhat do you n1ean? You cannot, you 

,voulcl not dare . . ." 

""\Vait a n1oment. The air ,,as -very 

p1easant and fresh this n1orning; there 

,n1s a breeze blowing, even through this 

dull street, and I thought I would take a 

walk. Piccac1i1ly stretched before me a 

clear, bright vista, and the sun flashed on 

the carriages and on the quivering leaves 

in the Park. It ,vas a joyous morning, 
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and men and women looked at the sky 

and smiled as they went about their ,vork 

or their pleasure, and the wind blew as 

blithely as upon the n1eadows and the 

scented gorse. But somehow or other I 

got out of the bustle and the gayety, and 

found rnyself walking slowly along a quiet, 

dull street, where there seemed to be no 

sunshine and no air, and where the few 

foot-passengers loitered as they walked, 

and hung indecisively about corners and 

archways. I walked along, hardly know

ing where I was going or what I did there, 

but feeling impelled, as one sometimeR is, 

to explore still further, with a vague idea 

of reaching some unknown goal. Thus I 

forged up the street, noting the small 

traffic of the milk shop, and wondering at 

the incongruous rnedley of penny pipe8, 

black tobacco, sweets, newspapers, and 

cmnic songs, which here and there jostled 

one another in the short con1pass of a 
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sinQ:le window. I think it was a cold 
u 

slnulder that sucl(len1y passed through me 

that first to1d me I had found what I 

wanted. I 1ooked up fron1 the pavement 

and stopped Lefore a clnsty shop, aboYe 

which the 1ettering had filcled, where the 

reel bricks of bvo hundred years ago had 

grimed to b1ack; where the windows had 

gathered to thernse1vcs the fog and the 

dirt of ·winters i11nnmerab1e. I saw what 

I required ; but I think it was five n1in

utes before I had steadied rnyse1f and 

cou1d wa1k in and ask for it, in a cool 

voice and with a calm face. I think 

there must even then have been a tremor 

in my words, for the o1d rnan, who came 

out from his back par1or and fnmlJ1ed 

slowly amongst his goocls, looked oddly at 

1ne as he tied the parcel. I paid what he 

asked, and stood 1eaning by the counter, 

with a strange reluctance to take up n1y 
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goods and go. I asked about the business, 

and learnt that trade was bad and profits 

cut clown sadly ; but then the street was 

not what it was before traffic had been 

diverted, but that was done forty years 

ago, 'just before my father died,' he said. 

I got away at last, and walked along 

sharp1 y; it was a disrnal street indeed, 

and I was glad to return to the bustle and 

the noise. vV oul<l. you like to see 1ny 

purchase? " 

Austin said nothing, but nodclecl his 

head slightly; he still looked white and 

sick. Villiers pulled out a clr~nrer in the 

ba1nboo table, and showed Aw,tin a long 

coil of cord, hard and new; and at one 

end ,vas a running noose. 

" It is the best hempen cord," said 

Villiers, "just as it used to be made for the 

olcl traclc, the n1an told me. Not an inch 

of jute from encl to end." 
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Austin set his teeth hard, and stared at 
"Villiers, growing ·whiter as he looked. 

"You would not do it," lie 1nurmured at 
last. '·You ·would not have blood on your 
hands. l\Iy God ! " he exclaimed, with 
sudden Yehcmcnce, "you cannot mean 
this, Yilliers, that you will make yourself 
a hnngnrn.n?" 

"~o. I shall offer a choice, and leave 
the thing alone with this cord in a locked 
room for fifteen 1ninutes. If when we go 
in - it is not done, I shall call the nearest 
policeman. That is all." 

" I 1nust go now. I cannot stay here 
any longer; I cannot Lear this. Good
ni (J'ht." 

l:) 

"Good-ni<rht Austin." 
C ' 

The door shut, but in a moment it "·as 
opened again, and Austin stood, white and 
ghastly, in the en trance. 

"I was forgettingt he f-aid, "that I too 
have something to tell. I lrnve received a 
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letter from Dr. I-larding of Buenos Ayres. 

He says that he attended :i\Ieyrick for 

three weeks before his death." 

"And does he 8ay what carried him off 

in the prime of life ? It was not fever?" 

"No, it was not feyer. According to 

the doctor, it was an utter collapse of the 

whole system, probably caused by some 

severe shock. But he states that the 

patient would tell hi1n nothing, and that 

he was consequently at sorne disadvantage 

in treating the case." 

" Is there anything more ? " 

" Yes. Dr. I-larding ends his letter by 

saying : ' I think this js all the informa

tion I can give yon about your poor friend. 

I-le had not been Jong in Buenos Ayres~ 

and knew scarcely any one, with the 

exception of n person who did not bear 

the best of characters, and has since left, 

- a l\Trs. Vaughan.' " 
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THE :FRAG~IENTS. 

[ Amongst the papers of the well-kn mm physi
cian, l h. Houcrt Matheson, of Ashley Street, 
J>icc~ulilly, \\·ho c1iL'<1 Stlllclen]y of apoplectic seizure, 
at the beginning of lSG:!, a lerif of manuscript 
paper was fouml, co\·erecl \Yith pencil jottings. 
These notes \\'l're in Latin, much auure·viat2cl, and 
had e,·irlently been macle in great haste. The 
MS., was only deciphered with great difficulty, and 
some worcls hrwe up to the present time e\·aclecl 
a,11 the efforts of the cxpnt employed. The date, 
"XX\' ,T11l. 1SSS," is written on the right-harnl 
cor1wr of the J\1~. 'l'hP following 1s a translation 
of Dr. :'lfatheso11's ma1rnscript.J 

" vvnETIIER science \\'Ollld benefit by these 
brief notes if they conhl be published, 

I tlo not kt10,\·, hut rather l1nubt. But cerbinl.\· I 

shall neYer take the responsiliility of publishing 

or clin1lging one worcl of \\·hat is here \Yritten, 

not only on acconnt of my 01th freeh· gi\·en to .. .. \, 

those two persons \Yho \Yerc present, but also 

because the details are too loathsome. It is 
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probable that upon mature consideration, and 

after weighing the good and e,·il, I shall one 

day destroy this pa per, or at least leave it under 

seal to my friend D., trusting in his discretion, 

to use it or to burn it, as he may think fit. 

"As was bcfittin°· I did all that my kn0\vled 0 ·e u b 

suggested to make sure that I was suffering 

under no Jclusion. At first astounded, I could 

hardly think, but in a minute's time I was sure 

that my pulse was steady and regular and that 

I was in my real and true senses. I ran over 

the anatomy of the foot and arm and repeated 

the formulm of some of the carbon compounds, 

and then fixed my eyes quietly on what was 

before me. 

"Though horror and revolting nausea rose up 

within me, and an odor of corruption choked 

my breath, I remaineu firm. I was then privi

leged or accursed, I dare not say which, to sec 

that which was on the bed, lying there black like 

ink, transformed beforn my eyes. The skin, 

and the flesh, and the muscles, and the bones, 

arnl the firm structure of the human body that 

I had thought to be unchangeable; and perma

nent as adamant began to melt and Jissolve. 
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" I knew that the body may be separated into 

its elements by external agencies, but I should 

have refused to belieYc what I saw. For here 

there was some internal force of which I knew 

nothing that caused dissolution and change. 

"Herc too was all the work by which man has 

been mauc repcatcll before my eyes. I saw the 

form ,vavcr from sex to sex, dividing itself from 

itself, and then again reunited. Then I saw the 

body descend to the beasts "·hence it ascended, 

and that which was on the heights go down to 

the depths, even to the abyss of all being. The 

principle of life, which makes organism, always 

remained, ·while the outward form changed. 

"The light within the room had turned to 

blackness, not the darkness of night, in which 

objects arc seen dimly, for I could see clearly 

and ,rithout difficulty. But it was the negation 

of light; objects ,,·ere prc~cntecl to my eyes, if 

I may say so, without any medium, in such a 

manner tlwt if there had been a prism in the 

room, I should have seen no colors represented 
in it. 

" I watched, and 

substance as jelly. 

at last I saw nothing but a 

Then the ladd~r was as-
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cended again ... [ Here tl1e MS. is illegible] for 
one instant I saw a Form, shaped iir dimness 
before me, which I will not further clescrilie. 
But the symbol of this form may be seen in 
ancient sculptures, anc1 in paintings which sur
vived beneath the lava, too foul to be spoken 
of ... as a horrible and unspeakable shape, 
neither man nor Least, ·was changed into human 
form, there came finally death. 

"I who saw all this, not without great horror 
and loathing of soul, here write my name de
claring all that I have set on this paper to be 
true. 

"ROBERT MATHESON, Med. Dr." 

... Such, Raymond, is the story of what I 
know, and what I have seen. The burden 
of it was too heavy for me to bear alone, 
and yet I could tell it to none but yon. 
Villiers, who was with me at the last knows 
nothing of that awful secret of the wood, 
of how what we both saw die, lay upon the 
srnooth sweet turf amidst the suinmer flow-

10 
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ers, half in sun and half in shadow, and 

holding the girl Rachel's hand, called and 

sn111mo11cd those companions, and shaped 

in solid form, upon the earth ·we tread on, 

the horror which \Ve can but hint at, ·which 

we can only name under a figure. I would 

not tell Yilliers of thi~, nor of that resem

blance, which struck 1ne as ·with a blow 

upon 1ny heart, when I saw the portrait, 

which filled the cup of terror at the end. 

,vhat this can n1can I dare not guess. I 

know that ,vhat I saw perish was not l\Iary, 

antl yet in the last agony l\Inry's eyes 

lookc(l into 1nine. ,vhcther there be any 

one who can show the last link in this chain 

of :nvf11l mystery, I do not know, but if 

there be any one who can do this, you, 

Raymond, are the man. And if you know 

the secret, it rests with you to tell it or not, 

as yon please. 

I mn ,vriting this letter to you innnedi-
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ately on rny getting back to town. I have 

been in the country for the last few days; 

perhaps you may be able to gness in "·hat 

part. ,vhile the horror and wonder of 

London Yvas at its height, for "l\Irs. Beau

mont," as I have told you, was well known 

in society, I wrote to my friend Dr. Phillips, 

giving some brief outline, or rather hint, of 

what had happened, and asking hin1 to tell 

me the name of the village where the events 

he had related to me occurred. He gave 

rne the name, as he ~aicl with the less hesi

tation, because Rachel's father and mother 

were dead, and the rest of the fmnily hacl 

gone to a relative in the State of ,v ashing

ton six n10nths before. The parents, he 

said, had undoubtedly died of grief and hor

ror caused by the terrible death of their 

daughter, and by what had gone before 

that death. On the evening of the day on 

which I received Phillips's letter I was at 
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Caermaen, and standing beneath the mould

ering Roman ·walls, white with the "·inters 

of seventeen hundred years, I looked over 

tl1e meadow "·here once had stood the older 

tern ple of the " Goel of the Deeps" and saw 
a honse gleaming in the sunlight. It was 
the house ·where IIelen had lived. I stayed. 

.J 

at Caermaen for several clays. The people 
of the place, I found, knew little and had 

guessed less. Those whom I spoke to on 
the matter seemecl surprised that an anti
quarian ( as I professecl myself to be) should 

trouble about a village tragedy, of which 
they gave a very commonplace version, 
and, as you may imagine, I told nothing of 
what I knew. Most of my time was spent 
in the great wood that rises just above the 
village and climbs the hillside, and goes 
down to the river in the valley ; such 
another long lovely valley, Ray1noncl, as 
that on which we looked one su1nmer night, 
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walking to and fro before your house. For 

many an hour I strayed through the maze 

of the forest, turning now to right and now 

to left, pacing slowly down long alleys of 

undergrowth, shadowy and chill, even under 

the rnicl-day sun, and halting beneath great 

oaks; lying on the short turf of a clearing 

where the faint sweet scent of wild roses 

came to me on the wind and mixed with 

the heavy perfun1e of the elder whose min

gled odor is like the odor of the room of 

the dead, a vapor of incense and corrup

tion. I stood by rough banks at the edges 

of the wood gazing at all the pomp and 

procession of the foxgloves towering a1nidst 

the bracken and shining red in the broad 

sunshine, and beyond them into deep thick

ets of close undergrowth where springs boil 

up fron1 the rock and nourish the water

weeds, dank and evil. But in all 1ny wan

derings I avoided one part of the wood; it 
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was not till yesterday that I climbed to the 

smmnit of the hill, and stoo<l upon the 

ancient Roman road that threads the high

est ridge of the "·oocl. Here they had ·walked, 

I-Ielcn and Rachel, along this quiet causeway 

upon the pa \·ement of green turf, shut in on 

either ~ide by high banks of red earth, and 

tall hedges of shining beech, and here I 

followed in their steps, looking out, now 

and again, through partings in the boughs, 

and seeing on one side the sweep of the 

wood stretching far to right and left, and 

sinking into the broad level, and beyond, 

the yellow sea, mH1 the lnn(1 oyer the sea. 

On the other side ·was the valley and the 

river, and hill following hill as '\Va.Ye on 

wave, and ,vootl and n1eaclow, and cornfield, 

and white honses gleaming, and a great 

wall of mountain, and far blue peaks in the 

north. And so at last, I came to the place. 

The track went up a gentle slope and wid-
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ened out into an open space with a wall of 

thick undergrowth around it, and then, nar

rowing again, passed on in to the distance 

and the faint blue 1nist of smnmer heat. 

And into this pleasant sumrner glade Rachel 

passed a girl and left it, who shall say what? 

I did not stay long there. 

In a small town near Caermaen there is 

a museu111, containing for the 1nost part 

Roman rernains which have been found in 

the neighborhood at various times. On the ..._, 

day after rny arrival at Caermaen I walked 

over to the town in question, and took the 

opportunity of inspecting this nnrneum. 

After I had seen rnost of the sculptured 

stones, the coffins, rings, coins, and frng

men ts of tessellated pavement which the 

place contains, I was shown a srnall square 

pillar of white stone, which ha(l been re

cently discovered in the wood of "which I 
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have been speaking, and, as I found on 

inquiry, in that open space where the Ro-

1nan road broadens out. On one side of 

the pillar was an inscription, of which I 

took a note. Some of the letters have been 

defaced, but I do not think there can be any 

c1oul>t as to those which I supply. The 

inscription is as f o1lows: 

DEVO::\I:XODEXTi 

:FL,\rlVSSE:XILISJ>OSSY it 
I>ROPTERKVPtias 

q11uSVIDITSVBV::\IBra 

"To the great god Nodens (the god of 

the Great Deep or Abyss), Fla vi us Senilis 

lrns erected this pillar on account of the 

1narriage ,Yliich he saw beneath the shade." 

The custodian of the n111seu1n informed 

me that local antiquaries were n1nch puz

zled, not by the inscription, or by any 

difficulty in translating it, but as to the 
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circu1nstance or rite to which allusion is 
made. 

And now, my dear Clarke, as to what 

you tell me about IIelen Vaughan, vd1on1 

you say yon saw die under circumstances 

of the utmost and almost incredible horror. 

I was interested in your account, but a 

good deal, nay, all of what you told rne, 

I knew already. I can understand the 

strange likeness you remarked both in the 

portrait and in the actual face; you have 

seen Helen's mother. You remember that 

still summer night so many years ago, 

when I talked to you of the world beyond 

the shadO"ws, and of the God Pan. You 

remember l\ilary. She was the mother of 

I-Ielen Vaughan, who was born nine 

months after that night. 

Mary never recovered her reason. 

She lay, as yon saw her, all the while 
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upon her bed, and a few days after the 

child ·was born, she died. I fancy that 

just at the last i-he knew me ; I was stand

ing by the bed, and the old look came into 

her eyes for a seconcl, and then she shud

dered ancl groaned and died. It was an ill 

,vork I did that night, when you were pres

ent; I broke open tho door of the house of 

life, without knowing or caring ,vhat might 

pass forth or enter in. I recollect your 

telling me at the time, sharply enough, 

and rightly enough too, in one sense, that 

I hacl ruined the reason of a lnnnan being 

by a foolish experiment, based on an absurd 

theory. You dicl well to blmne me, but 

rny theory wns not all absurdity. ,vhat I 

said l\Iary won1d see, she saw, but I forgot 

that no human eyes could look on such a 

vision ,vith impunity. And I forgot, as 

I have just said, that when the house 

of life is thus thrown open, there may 
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enter in that for which we have no name, 

and hu1nan flesh niay becorne the veil of 

a horror one dare not express. I played 

with energies which I did not understand 

and yon have seen the ending of it. 

I-Ielen Vaughan did well to bind the cord 

about her neck and <lie, though the death 

was horrible. The blackened face, the 

hideous fonn upon the bed, changing and 

n1elting before your eyes fro1n woman to 

1nan, frorn 1nan to beast, and fro1n beast 

to worse than Least, a11 the strange horror 

that you witnessed, surprises 1ne but 

little. vVhat you say the doctor who1n 

you sent for saw and shuddered at I noticed 

long ago; I knew lvhat I had done the 

m01nent the child was born, and when it 

was scarcely five years old I surprised it, 

not once or twice but several times with 

a play1nate) you may guess of ·what 

kind. It was for me a, constant, and 



156 TIIE GREAT GOD PAN. 

incarnate horror, and after a few years I 
felt I could bear it no longer, and I sent 

Ilelen Y aughan away. You know now 

what frightened the boy in the wood. 

The rest of the strange ~tory, and all else 

that you tell nie, as discovered by your 

friend, I have contrived to learn from time 

to time, almost to the last chapter. And 

now 1-Ielen is ·with her companions .... 

THE END. 

XoTE. -Ilelcn Va11r/hetn 11·as born on August Gth, 
1SG3, at the Beel lln11se, Bn:conshii-c, ancl dicrl on 
J11ly '23th, lSSS, in lu'J' house in a st1·ect ojj' Picca
dilly, called Ashley Street in the story. 
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I. 

QNE eyening in autumn, when the 

deformities of London were veiled 

in faint, blue 1nist anJ its vistas and far

reaching streets see1ned splendid, Mr. 

Charles Sali:-;bury was slowly pacing down 

Rupert Street, drawing nearer to his 

favorite restaurant by slow degrees. 

Ilis eyes were downcast in study of the 

pave1nent, and thus it was that as he 

passed in at the narrow door a man ·who 

had come up from the lower end of the 

street jostled against him. 

"I beg your pardon - wasn't looking 

where I was going. ,vhy, it's Dyson ! '' 
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"Y cs, qnite so. IIow are you, Salis-

b 
n ,, 

ury r 

'· Quite we11. But \Yhcre have you 

Leen, Dyson ~ I clon't think I can have 

seen you for the last fi vc years." 

"No; I daresay not. You reme1nber I 

was getting rather hard up when you 

came to n1y place at Charlotte Street?" 

;, Perfectly. I think I remember your 

telling n1e that yon owed five weeks' rent, 

and tliat you had parte(l with your watch 

for a rom para ti vely small sun1." 

,: l\Iy clear Salisbury, your 1nemory is 

a<lmirabh·. Yes, I was hard up. nut the 

curious thing is that soon after you saw 

1ne I became harder up. l\Iy financial 

state was described by a friend as ' stone 

broke.' I don't approve of slang, 111ind 

you, but such was 1ny condition. nut 

suppose we go in; there n1ight be other 

people who would like to dine - it's a 

human weakness, Salisbury." 
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" Certainly; come along. I was won

dering as I walked down whether the cor

ner table were taken. It has a velvet back, 

l " you (now. 

"I know the spot; it's vacant. Yes, as 

I was saying, I became even harder up." 

" "\Vhat did you do then ? " asked Salis

bury, disposing of his hat, and settling 

down in the corner of the seat, with a 

glance of fond anticipation at the menu. 

",vhat did I do ? "\Vhy, I sat down and 

reflected. I had a good classical education, 

and a positive distaste for business of any 

kind; that was the capital with which I 
faced the world. Do you know, I have 

hear(1 people describe olives as nasty! 

\Vhat lamentable pliilistinisn1 ! I have often 

thought, Sali,.;bury, that I could write gen

uine poetry under the influence of olives 

and red wine. Let us have Chianti; it 

may not be very good, but the flasks are 

simply charming." 
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"It js pretty goo cl here. 

well have a bio· ila:-:lc" 
0 

,Ye nrny as 

'· Y ery good. I reliectell, then, on my 

,Yant of prn:-:pects, and I determined to 

emLark in literature." 

·• Hea1h·, that ,nls strange. Yon seem in .,, , u 

pretty comfortaLle circumstances, though.'' 

"Though! "\Yhat a satire upon a noble 

profe.--sion. I mn afraid, Salisbury, yon 

haven't a proper idea of tlie dignity of an 

artist. You see me sitting at my clesk, - or 

at least yon can see nie if you care to call, 

- ,vith pen anf1 ink, an(1 simple nothingness 

before 111e, arn1 if you come :1gain in a few 

l10urs yo11 will (in all probability) firn-1 a 

creation!" 

"Y cs, quite so. I had an iclca that liter

ature was not re111unera tivc." 

"You are 111istakcn ; i is rewards are 

great. I may mention, by the "·ay, that 

f-;liortly after you sa ,v me I succeeded to a 
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small income. An uncle died, and proved 

nnexpecteuly generous." 

"Ah, I see. That n1nst have been con

venient." 

'' It was pleasant, - undeniably pleasant. 

I have always considered it in the light of 

an endowment of n1y researches. I told 

yon I was a man of letters; it would, per

haps, be more correct to describe myself as 

f . " a man o science. 

" Dear n1e, Dyson, you have really 

changed very much in the last few years. 

I had a notion, don't yon know, that you 

were a sort of idler about town, the kind 

of nrn.n one might 1neet on the north side 

of Picca<1illy every day from l\;Iay to July." 

" Exactly. I was even then forming 

1nysclf, though all unconsciously. Yon 

know my poor filther could not affonl to 

send me to the university. I userl to grum

ble in my ignorance at not l1:1vi11g <"Om-

11 
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pleted my 

of youth, 

Piccadi11 v. 
v 
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eel ncation. That ·was the folly 

Salisbury; n1y university was 

There I began to study the 

great };Cience which still occupies nie." 

" "\Vbat science do you mean ? " 
v 

"The science of the great city; the phys

iology of Lonclon; literally and 1netaphysi

cal1y the greatest subject that the n1ind of 

man can conceive. "\Yhat an admirable 

salmi this is; uncloubtedly the final encl 

of the pheasant. Yes; I feel son1etimes 

positively overwhelmed with the thought 

of the vastness ancl complexity of London. 

Paris a man may get to understand thor

oughly with a reasonnble amount of study; 

but London is alwnys a mystery. In Paris 

you rnny say. 'llen_' li,,e the actresses, here 

the Dohemians, and the Rates).' but it is 

different in London. You may point ont a 

street, correctly enough, as the abode of 

washerwomen; but, in that second floor, a 
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man may be studying Chaldee roots, a11cl 

in the garret over the way a forgotten 

artist is <lying by inches.:' 

"I see yon are Dyson, unchanged and 

unchangeable," said Sali~uury, slowly sip

ping his Chianti. " I think yon are 1nisk<l 

by a too fervid imagination ; the 1nystery 

of London exists only in your fancy. It 

seems to 1ne a <lull place enough. vVe 
seldom hear of a really artistic crime in 

Lorn]on, whereas I believe Paris aboun<ls 

in that sort of thing.'' 

" Give 1110 some n1ore wine. Thanks. 

Yon are rni:::itaken, 1ny dear fellow, you 

are really 111istaken. London has nothing 

to be ashame<l of in the way of crime. 

,vhcre we fail is for ·want of I-Io mer,'.', 

not Agamemnons. Carent quiet "Cate sacra, 

l " you ~now. 

" I recall the q notation. But I don't 

think I quite follow you." 
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"Wr ell, in plain language, we have no 

goOL1 writer;-, in London who make a 

specialty of that kind of thing. Our 
common reporter 1s a dull dog; every 

story that he ha;-, to tell is spoilt in the 

telling. II is idea of horror arnl of what 

excites horror i., so lmnentably deficient. 

Nothing will content the fellow but blood, 

vulgar red Lloocl, ancl when he can get it 

he lavs it on thick, and considers that he 
o/ 

has proc1uced a telling article. It's a poor 

notion. And, by some curious fatality, it 

is the most commonplace and brutal mur
der:-;; ,v hich al wa ,~s attract the n1ost a tten-

u 

tion arnl get written up the n10st. For 

instance, I daresay tlmt you never heard of 
the IIarlesc1 en case?'' 

"No, no; I don't remember anything 
about it.'' 

" Of course not. And yet the story is 
a curious one. I will tell it you over our 
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coffee. I-Iar1esclen, yon know, or I expect 

you don't know, is quite on the out-quar

ters of Lornlon ; something curiously dif

ferent from your fine old crusted suburb 

like Xonvoocl or Ilarnpstead, different as 

each of these is fr01n the other. Ilamp

stead, I rnean, is where you look for the 

head of your great China house with his 

tliree acres of land and pme houses, 

though of late there is the artistic substra

tum; ·while Nonvoocl is the home of the 

prosperous n1ilk1le-class family who took 

the house ' because it was near the 

Palace,' and sickened of the Palace six 

rnonths afterwards; bnt I-Iarlesden is a 

place of no character. It's too new to 

have any character as yet. There are the 

rows of red houses and the rows of ,vhite 

houses and the bright green -venetians, and 

the blistering l1oorways, and the little back

yards they ca11 gardens, and a few feeble 
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shops, a1ul then, jnst as yon think you 're 

croino· to 0Tas1) the 1)hvsio 0 ·norny of the 
b u O J o 

settlement it all melts away." 

-' How the tlickens is that ? 'The houses 

tlon't tumble down before one's eyes I 

" suppo:-:e. 

;, \VelL 110, not exactly that. But I-Iarlcs

clen as an entity di,appcars. Your street 

tnrns into a f111iet lane, awl your staring 

houses into elm trees, and the back gar

dens into green 111e:ulows. You pass in• 

stantly from town to country; there is no 

tran:-;ition as in a small country town, no 

soft gra<lation:-; of wi<ler lfnvn:-; and orchards, 

with honses grac1na 11.\~ becoming· less clen~e, 

lrnt a <lea<l stop I believe the people who 

lin~ there 1nostlv go into the citv. I haYc 
.; '--' ,/ 

;,;c•cn once or twice a laclcn 'bus Lournl 

tl1itherwanb. Ent ho,vever that may Le, I 

can't conceive a greater loneliness in a 

desert at 111idnight than there is there at 
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n1idday. It is like a city of the dead; the 

streets are glaring and desolate, and as yon 

pass it suddenly strikes you that this, too, is 

part of London. "\V ell, a year or two ago 

there was a doctor living there; he had set 

up his brass plate ancl his red lamp at the 

very encl of one of those shining streets, 

ancl from the back of the house the fielc1s 

stretched away to the north. I don't know 

what his reason was in settling clown in 

such an out-of-the-way p1nce, perhaps Dr. 

Black, as we will call him, was a far-seeing 

nutn ancl looked ahcacl. His rebtions, so 

it appeared afterwards, had lost sight of 

him for many years and clicl n't even know 

he was a doctor, 1nuch less where he li-n~d. 

IIowever~ there he was, settled in I-Iarles

den, with some fragments of a practice, and 

an uncommonly pretty wife. People used 

to see the1n vvalking out together in the 

summer evenings soon after they carne to 
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I-Iarlesdcn, ancl, so far as could be observed, 

they seemell a very affoctiouate couple. 

These walks went on through the autumn, 

and then ceased; Lut, of course, as the dnys 

grew dark and the ·weather cohl, the lanes 

near 1-Iarlesden might be expected to lose 

111auy of their attractions. All through 

the winter nol)Ody saw anything of l\Irs. 

Blaek; the doctor used to reply to his pa

tients' inquiries that she was a' little out of 

sorts, woulll Le Letter, 110 clouLt, in the 

spring. But the spring came, arnl the 

smnmer, and no 1\lrs. Black appeared, and 

at last people begm1 to rumor and talk 

amongst them~cl ves, and all sorts of queer 

thiugs were said at 'high teas,' wl1ich you 

may possibly have heard are the only fonn 

of entertainment known in such subui1Js. 

Dr. Black began to snrprise some very oud 

looks cast in his direction, and the practice, 

such as it was, fell off before his eyes. In 
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short, when the neighbors whispered about 

the matter, they whi:-:pered that l\lr;-;. Black 

was dead, and that the doctor had uiade 

away with her. Ent this wasn't the case; 

l\lrs. Black was seen alive in June. It was 

a Surnlay afternoon, one 0£ those few ex

quisite days that an English climate offers, 

and half LonJou had strayed out into the 

fields, north, south, east, aucl west, to smell 

the sceut of the white l\:1ay, and to see if 

the wild roses were yet in blossom in the 

heuges. I h:ul gone Ollt myself early in 

the rnorning, awl had had a long ramble, 

ancl somehow or other, as I was steering 

homeward, I found 1nyself in this very 

Ilar1esclen we have been talking abont. To 

be exact, I had a gfass of beer in the 

' General Gonlon,' the most flourishing 

house in the neighborhood, and as I was 

wandering rather aimlessly about I saw an 

uncommonly tempting gap in a hedgerow, 
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and re,;;;o1Yec1 to explore the meadow be

yond. Soft gras:-- is very grateful to the 

feet after the infernal grit strc,Yn on suLur

lian si<-1e,Yalks, mul after walking about for 

~0111e time, I thought I should like to sit 

down on a bank and have a smoke. ,viiile 

I was getting out 111y pouch, I looked 11p in 

the direction of the houses, and as I looked 

I felt 1ny breath caught back, and my teeth 

began to c11atter, and the stick I had in 

one hand snapped in two with the grip I 

gaye it. It was as if I had had an electric 

current down 1ny spine, arnl yet for some 

n1oment of time which ~eemecl Jong, but 

which must lrnYe been very sl1ort, I caug·ht 

myself \Yornlering what on earth \Yas the 

n1atter. Then I knew what had made my 

very heart shrnlcler nnc1 my Lones grill(1 

together in an agony. As I g1ance(1 up I 

Imel looked straight towards the last house 

in the row before me, and in an upper 
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window of that house I had seen for some 

short fraction of a second a fiLCe. It was 

the face of a woman, and yet it was not 

human. You and I, Salisbury, have heard 

in our time, as we sat in our seats in 

church in sober English fashion, of a lust 

that cannot be satiated, and of a fire that 

is unquenchable, but few of us have any 

notion what these words mean. I hope 

you never may, for as I saw that face at 

the window, with the blue sky above rue 

and the warm air playing in gusts about 

1ne, I knew I had looked into another 

·world - looked through the window of a 

commonplace~ Lrancl-new house, and seen 

hell open before me. "\Vhen the first shock 

was over, I thought once or twice that I 

should have faintecl ; rny face streamed 

with a cold sweat, and rny breath came and 

went in sobs, as if I had been half drowned. 

I nrn,naged to get up at last, and walked 
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rnysclf in a ,Yorlcl of 1nystery; I pt1zzled 

rny l1e~1<1 oyer it arnl filled up my leisure 

n10ments bv o'atlierincr too·ether ocl<l threads 
~· 0 0 ;:, 

of speculation, but I 11eyer rnoyed a ste:p 

towards an,· real solution, and :is the sum-.,, 

n1er (laYs went on the matter seemed to 

grow n1isty arnl indistinct, r-=liaclowing some 

vague terror, like a nightmare of last 

month. I fmppose it "·onlcl before long 

lrnye foclcd into the background of my 

brain - I should not have forgotten it, for 

such a thing could never be forgotten -

but oue morning as I was looking over 

tlie paper my eye ·was caught by a heading 

o-..er some two clozen lines of snrnll type. 

Tl1e wonls I hacl seen were f-;irnply, 'The 

IIarlcsclen Case,' arnl 1 knew what I was 

going to reacl. l\Irs. Black was dead. Black 

hacl cal1ec1 in another n1eclical nwn to cer

tih· as to cause of death, and f-;Omethino- or 
~ . 0 

other had aroused the strange doctor's sus-



THE IX:\IOST LIG IIT. 175 

picions, and there had been an inquest and 

post-mortem. And the result? Tlrnt, I will 

confess, did astonish 1ne con:~iderably; it 

was the trimnph of the unexpected. The 

two doctors who made the autopsy were 

obli~ed to confess that thev could not dis-
~ V 

cover the faintest trace of any kind of foul 

play; their n1ost exquisite tests and re

agents failed to detect the presence of poison 

in the most infinitesimal quantity. Death, 

they found, had been caused by a s01ne

what obscure and scientifically interesting 

form of brain disea,;e. The tissue of the 

br:lin and the 1no1ecules of the gray matter 

Imel unclcrg·one a most cxtraorc1inary series 

of changes; and the younger of the two 

tlo~tors, who has some reputation, I be

lieve, as a specialist in brain trouble, n1ac1e 

some remarks in giving his evidence, which 

struck 1ne deeply at the time, though I did 

not then grasp their full significance. Ile 
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said: 'At the commencement of the exam

ination I was astonished to find appe~r

a11ccs of a diaracter entirely new to me, 

110twithstanding my somewhat large experi

ence. I nee(l not specify these appearances 

at present; it will be sufficient for 1ne to 

state that as I proceeded in my task I could 

scarcely believe that the brnin before 1ne 

was that of a human being at all.' There 

was some surprise at this statement, as you 

1nay imagine, and the coroner asked the 

doctor if he 1neant to say that the brain 

resc'mblell that of an animal. 'No,' he re

plied: 'I shoukl not put it in that way. 

Some of the appearances I notice(l seemed 

to point in that direction. Lut others, and 

these were tlie rnore surprisiug, indicated a 

w~rvous orgrrnization of a wholly different 

character to tlrnt either of 11wn or of the 

lower animab.' It ,n1s a curious thina- to 
0 

say, but of course the jury brought in a 
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verdict of death fro1n natural causes, and, 
so far as the pnLlic was concerned, the ca~e 
came to an end. But after I had read what 
the doctor said, I 1nade up my mind that I 
should like to know a good deal more, and 
I set to work on what seemed likely to 
prove an interesting investigation. I had 
really a good deal of trouble, but I was 
successful in a 1neasnre. Though - why, 
my dear fellow, I had no notion of the 
tirne. Are you aware that we have been 
here nearly four hours? The waiters are 
staring at us. Let's have tlie bill and be 

" gone. 
The two 1nen went· ont in silence, and 

Rtoocl a moment in the cool air, watching 
the hurrying traffic of Coventry Street 
pass before them to the accompaniment of 
the ringing bells of hansoms and the cries 
of the newsboys, the deep far murn1ur of 

12 
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Lonc1on surging up ever and again from 

beneath these lorn.lcr noi8es. 

"It is a strange case, isn't it?" said 

Dyson. at length. '· ,v1wt tlo you think 

f 't?" 0 1 . 

"l\J\, (lear fr1low. I lrnve n't heard the 
•" , 

crnl, so I will reserve rny opinion. ,viwn 

will yon give me the sequel?" 

" Corne to n1y rooms smne c-vening; say 

next Thurs<by. IIcre 's the address. Good

night; I want to get clo"·n to the Strand." 

Dyson haile<l a passing hansom, and 

Salislrnry turned northward to 1Yalk home 

to his loc1gings. 

II. 

l\In. S,\LISDl'nY, as rn:iy have been gath-
·- u 

ered from the fow remarks ·which he had 

found it possible to introduce in the course 

of the c-venmg, was a young gentleman 
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of a peculiarly solid form of intellect, 

coy and retiring before the my8terious and 

the uucomrnon, with a constitutional di8-

1ike of paradox. During the restaurant 

<linner he hacl been forced to listen in almost 

absolute silence to a, strange tissue of im

probabilities strung together with the inge

nuity of a born n1eddler in plots and mys

teries, and it was with a feeling of weariness 

that he crossed Shaftesbury Avenue, and 

dived into the recesses of Soho, for his 

lodgings were in a modest neighborhood to 

the north of Oxford Street. As he walked 

he speculated on the probable fate of Dyson, 

relying on literature, unbefriended uy a 

thoughtful relative, and could not help cou

cl uding that so 111uch snbtlety united to a 

too vivid imagination woul<l in all likelihood 

have been rewariJed with a pair of Sand

wich-boards or a super's banner. Absorbed 

in this train of thought, and admiring the 
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perverse dexterity which could transmute 
the face of a sickl v woman and a case of v 

brain disegse into the crude elerncnts of 
romance, Salisbury strayed on through the 
dimly lighted streets, not noticing the gusty 
wind which drove sharply round corners and 
whirled the stray rubbish of the pavement 
into the air in eddies, while black clouds 
gathered over the sickly yellow 1noon. 
Even a stray drop or two of rain blown into 
his face did not rouse hin1 from his medita
tions, and it was only when with a sudden 
rush the storm tore down upon the street 
that he Legan to consider the expediency 
of finding some shelter. The rain, driven 
by the wind, pelted clown with the violence 
of a thunder-storm, clashing up from the 
stones and his:--ing through the air, arn1 Roon 
a perfect torrent of water coursed along tlie 
kennels and accumulated in pools over the 
choked-up drains. The few stray passengers 
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who had been loafing rather than walking 
about the street, had scnttered away like 
frightened rabbits to some invisible places of 
refuge, and though Salisbury ,vhistled loud 
and long for a hansom, no hansom appeared. 
He looked about him, as if to discover how 
far he might be from the haven of Oxford 
Street; but strolling carelessly along he had 
turned out of his way, and found himself in 
an unknown region, and one to all appear
ance devoid even of a public-house where 

shelter could be bought for the modest sun1 
of twopence. The street lamps were few 
and at long intervals, and burned behind 
grimy glasses with the sickly light of oil 
lamps, and by this wavering light Salisbury 
could make out the shadowy and vast old 
houses of which the street was composed. 
As he passed along, hurrying, and shrinking 
from the full sweep of the rain, he noticed 
the innumerable bell-handles, v;ith n:uncs 
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that seemed about to Yanish of old age 

grasen on brass plntes beneath the111, and 

here and there a richly carved pent-l10nse 

overhung the door, blackening with the 

grime of fifty years. The storm seemed to 

grow more and more furious; he was wet 

throngh, and a new hat had become a ruin, 

and still Oxford Street seemed as .far off as 

ever; it ,vas with (lC'ep relief that the drip

ping man caught sight of a <.lark archway 

which seemed to promise shelter from the 

rain if not from the wincl. Salishury took 
up ltis position in the dryest corner and 

looke<l about him; he was standing in a 

kirnl of passage con trive(1 111Hlcr part of a 

house, an(1 beliind him strctc1ie(1 a narrow 

foot way lc:-u1 i ng between bln 11 k ,Ya 11s to 

regions unkno\Yn. Ile 11:-Hl stood tl1ere for 

some time, vainly endeavoring to rid him

self of some of his superfluous moistnre, and 

listening for the passing wheel of a hansom, 
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when his attention was aroused by a loud 

noise coming frorn the direction of the pas

sage behincl, ancl growing louder as it drew 

nearer. In a couple of minutes he could 

make out the shrill, raucous voice of a 

wo1nan, threatening ancl denouncing and 

making the very stones echo v.:ith her 

accents, while now and then a man grumbled 

and expostulated. Though to all appear

ance devoid of romance, Salisbury had some 

relish for street rows, and was, irnleed, some

what of an amateur in the more amusing 

phases of drunkenness; he therefore com

posed himself to listen ancl observe with 

something of the air of a subscriber to 

grancl opera. To his annoyance, however, 

the tempest seen1ed sudden1y to be co1n

posed, and he could hear nothing but the 

impatient steps of the won1an and the slow 

lurch of the man as they cmne towards him. 

Keeping back in the shadow of the wall, he 
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conld see the two drawing nearer; the man 

was evidently dnrnk, and had much ado to 

a void freq ue11 t collision with the ·wall as he 

tacked across fron1 one side to the other, 

like some Lark beating up ngainst a wind. 

The woman was looking straiffht in front of 
L..' u 

her, with tears streami11g f rorn her eyes, but 

suddenly as they went by, the flame blazed 

up again; an(l she burst forth into a torrent 

of abuse, facing round upon her companion. 

" You low rascal! Yon n1ean, contempti

ble cur!» she went on, after an incoherent 

storm of curses: "You think I '1n to work 

arnl slave for you always, I suppose, while 

you 're after that Green Street girl and 

drinking every penny you 've got. But 

you 're mi~taken, Sam, - incleecl, I '11 Lear it 

no longer. Damn you, you dirty thief, I 've 

clone with yon anc1 your 1naster too, so you 

can go your own errand:--, nnd I only hope 
they '11 get you into trouble." 
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The woman tore at the bosorn of her 

dress, and taking something out that looked 

like paper, crumpled it up and flung it away. 

It fell at Salisbury's feet. She ran out aucl 

disappeared in the darkness, while the n1nn 
lurched slowly into the street, grumbling 

indistinctly to himse1f in a perplexed tone 

of voice. Salisbury looked out after him, 
and saw hi1n n1aundering along the pave

ment, halting now and then and swaying 

indecisively, and then starting off at some 
fresh tangent. The sky had cleared, and 
white fleecy clouds were fleeting across the 

1noon, high in the heaven. The light came 
and went by turns as the clouds passed by, 

ancl, turning round as the clear vd1ite rays 
shone into the passage, Salisbury saw the 

little ball of crumpled paper which the 

woman had cast down. Oddly curious to 

know what it might contain, he picked it 

up and put it in his pocket, and set out 

afresh on his journey. 
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III. 

SALisn-cnY "'as a man of habit. "\Vhen 

he got home, drenchecl to the skin, 

his clothes hanging lank about him, and 

a ghastly dew besmearing his hat, his only 

thought "Was of his health, of which he 

took stud ions care. So, after changing his 

clothes and encasing himself in a warm 

dressing-gown he proceeded to prepare a 

surlorific in the shape of hot gin and 

,Yater, wanning the latter over one of 

tho,e spirit lamps which mitigate the 

austcri ties of the modern hermit's life. 

By tlic time this preparation had been 

exhibitecl, and Sali:-Jmn·'s clistnrbed feel-.,, 

ings lwcl been soothed by a pipe of tobacco, 

he was able to get into heel in a happy 

state of v,1cancy, without a thought of his 

adventure in the clark archway, or of the 

weird fancies ,Yi th which Dyson had 
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sea~oned his dinner. It was the same at 

breakfast the next 1nor11ing, for Salisbury 

nm.de a point of not thinking of anything 

until that 1neal was over; but when the 

cup and saucer were cleared away, and 

the n10rning pipe was lit, he rernembered 

the little ba11 of paper, and began fumbling 

in the pockets of his wet coat. Ile did not 

rerne1nber into which pocket he had put it, 

and as he dived now into one, and now into 

another, he experienced a strange feeling 

of apprehension lest it should not be there 

at all, though he could not for the life of 

him have explained the importance he 

attached to what was in all probability 

1nere rubbish. But he sighed with relief 

when his fingers tonched the crumpled 

surface in an inside pocket, and he drew 

it out gently and laid it on the little desk 

by his easy chair with as 1nuch care as if it 

had been some rare jewel. Salisbury sat 
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smoking and staring at his find for a few 
1ninutes, an odd temptation to throw the 
thing in the fire and have done with it 
struggling with as ocld a speculation as to 
jts possib1e contents and as to the reason 
why the infuriated ~voman should have 
flung a bit of paper from her with f::uch 
vehemence. As might be expected, it 
was the latter feeling that conquered in 
the end, and yet it was with son1ething 
like repugnance that he at last took the 
paper and unrolled it, an<l laid it out 
before him. It was a piece of common 
tlirty paper, to all appearnuce torn out of 
a cheap exercise book, and in the middle 
were a few lines written 1n a queer 
cramped hand. Salisbury Lent his head 
and stared eagerly at it for a moment, 
drawing a long breath, and then f c11 back 
in his chair gazing blankly before him, 
till at last ,vith a sudden rcvubion he 
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burst into a peal of laughter, so long and 

loud and uproarious that the landlady's 

baby in the floor below awoke frorn sleep 

and echoed his mirth with hideous yells. 

But he laughed again and again, and took 

up the paper to read a second time vd1at 

seemed such n1eaningless nonsense. 

" Q. has had to go and see his friends in 

Paris," it began. " Traverse Handel S. 

' Once around the grass, and twice around 

the lass, ancl thrice around the maple tree.' " 

Sali~bury took up the paper and crum

pled it as the angry woman had clone, mid 

aimed it at the fire. He dicl not throw it 

there, however, bnt tosse(l it carelessly into 

the well of the desk, arnl laughed again. 

The sheer folly of the thing offended him, 

and he was ashamed of his own eager 

speculation, as one who pores over the 

high-sounding announcements in the agony 

column of the daily paper, and finds 
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nothing bnt advertisement and triviality. 

_He walked to the window, and stared out 

at the langui<1 morning life of his quarter; 

the nrnic1s in s1atternly print dresses 

"\Ya:--hing door-:--teps, the fishmonger ancl 

the butcher on their rounds, anc1 the 

tra<lesmen stancling at the doors of their 

snwll shops, drooping for lack of trade 

and excitement. In the distance a blue 

haze gase some grandeur to the prospect, 

but the Yicw as a whole "\Yas depressing, 

arnl ,You1<1 haYe onlv interested a student 

o[ the life of Lornlon, who finch, something 

1·are anrl choice in its every aspect. Salis

bury turnc<l a,Yny in cli~gust and settled 

himscH in the easy chair, upl1olstered in 

a bright shn<le of green, ancl cleclu·cl "\Yith 

yellow gimp~ ,Yhich "\Yns the pride anc1 

attraction of the apartments. Ilere he 

composed himself to his morning':-; occu

pation, - the perusal of a noyc•l that dealt 
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with sport and love in a ma11ner that sug
gested the collaboration of a stud-groom 
and a ladies' college. In an ordinary way, 
however, Salisbury would have been 
carried on by the interest of the story up 
to lunch time, Lut this morning he fidg
eted in an<l out of his chair, took the book 
up and laid it down again, and swore at last 
to himself and at himself in rnere irrita
tion. ln point of fact the jingle of the 
p:iper found in the archway had "got into 
his head," and do what he would he could 

not help n1uttering over and over, "Once 
around the grass, awl twice arouncl the 
lass, and thrice around the maple tree." 
It became a positive pain, like the foolish 
burden of a rnusic-hall song, everlastingly 
quoted, and sung at a11 hours of the llay 
and night, and treasured by the street 
boys as an unfailing resource for six 
months together. He ,vent out into the 
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streets, mH1 tried to forget his enemy in 

the· jo:-;tling of the crowt1s, and the roar 

and elattcr of the traffic; but presently 

l!e ,yon1<1 find l1irnself stenling quietly asi<le 

:md paeiug :-;ome (1e:-;ertcc1 bywny, vainly 

puzzling hi:-; brain:-;, arn1 trying to fix some 

rncauiug to phra:-;cs tliat ,Yere rneaningles:-;. 

It wa:-; a po:-;itiYe }'(__'lief when Thurs(by came, 

arnl he n·mcmbcred tliat he lrn<1 n1ade an 

appointment to go arn1 see Dyson; the 

1li111:-;y rc\'eries of t11e self-styled man of 
~' .; 

letter:-; :1ppearcc1 enterb1ini11g when com

pmTc1 with this ce:1sL·kss iteration, this 

rn;1zc· oi' tl1ot1.,·ltt. fro111 \\' !tich there :-;eemc'd 
" 

110 po:-;:-;ihility 01· l':-,(•,qw. lh·:-;on':-; ahoclc was 

in oup of tl1e q u ide:-;t ol' t liL• quiet :-;treets 

t li,1 t lc•:t(l clu\\ 11 from the St ra ml to the 

riYer, arn1 wlicn Salisbury passecl from ·tlie 

narrow stnirwc1y into his fricrn1's room, he 

saw that the unelc ha<1 lwc11 beneficent 

indeed. The floor glo\Ycd and 1lamec1 
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with all the colors of the east; it wa~, ns 
Dyson pompously remarked, "a sunset in 
a dream," aud the larnplight, the twilight 
of London streets, was shut out with 
strangely worked curtains, glittering here 
and H1ere with threads of gold. In the 
shelves of an oak armoire stood jars and 
plates of old French china, and the black 
and white of etchings not to be founf1 in the 
IIaymarket or in Bond Street, stood out 
against the splendor of a Japanese paper. 
Salisbury sat down on the settle by the 
hearth, and sniffed the rning1ec1 fumes of 
incense arnl tobacco, ·wornlering and d urnb 
before all this splen(lor after the green rep 
and the oleo(rra1)hs the o·ilt-framed mirror a , .:::, 

and the lu.-;tres 0£ his own apartment. 
"I am glad you have come," said 

Dyson. " Comfortable little room, isn't it? 
But yon c1on' t look Y8ry we1l, Sali~b 11ry. 
N l . a· l . I l . ? " ot 1mg 1sagreef wit 1 you, ms it. 

13 
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"~o; bnt I lrnse been a good deal 

bothered for the last few days. The 

fact is I had an Ollcl kind of- of

tul venture, I suppose I may call it, that night 

I saw yon, and it has ,vorriecl me a good 

cleal. Arn1 the provoking part of j t is that 

it's the n1erest nonsense - but, however, I 

·will tell you all about it, by ant1 by. You 

were going to let 1ne have the rest of 

that 0<1l1 story you began at the 

l'CS t:l ll l'a 11 t. ,, 

"Yes. Ilut I am afraid~ Salisbury, yon are 

inC'onigihle. Yon are a slave to what you 

c:d I m:1 tter of foet. You know perfoct ly 

well that in your l1cc1rt you think the 

m1dness in that case is of rnv makino· 
J a, 

and that it is all really as plain as the po1ice 

reports. Ilowever, as I have begun, I 

will go on. But fir.~t we will h:rve some

thing to <1rink, and you nrny as well light 
. ,, 

your p1pe. 
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Dyson went up to the oak cupboard, and 

<lre,v from its depths a rotund bottle and 

two little glasses, r1 uain tly gilded. 

"It's Benedictine," he said. "You '11 

h 't ? " ave some, won , you . 

Salisbury assented, an<l. the two n1en 

sat sipping an<l. smoking reflectively for 

some n1inntes before Dyson bL·gan. 

" Let rne see," he ~aid at last~ " we were 

at the inquest, weren't we? No, we had 

done with that. Ah, I remember. I was 

telling you that on -the whole I had been 

successful in my inquiries, investigation, 

or whatever you like to call it, into the 

matter. \Vas n't that where I left off ? " 

"Yes, that was it. To be precise, I think 

' though ' was the last word you said on 

the n1a tter." 

"Exactly. I base been thinking it all 

over since the other night, and I have 

come to the conclusion that that ' though' 
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is a yery bio· 'thouo·h' indeed. Not to IJUt 
Cl 0 

too fine a poiut on it, I have had to confess 

that what I fonnc1 out, or thought I found 

out, arnollnts in reality to nothing. I mn 

as far a w;1 v from the heart of the case as 
o/ 

evc1-. I-Imn:\·c1-, I may as well tell you 

what I do know. You nrny remember 

rny saying that I ,Yas impressed a good 

tleal bv some remarks of one of the doctors 
o/ 

,d10 gave cvi(1cncc at the inquest. ,v el!, 

I determinet1 that my fir:-st step must be to 

trv if I cou1c1 ITCt somcthincr more definite 
., O . 0 

mH1 i11tcllii.6hle out o[ that doctor. S0111e-
c_.; 

l10w or other I 1w1nao·ct1 to uet an intro-a a 

cl uction to the 111a11, and he gave 1ne an 

appointment to come arn1 ~cc him. I-le 

turned out to he n pleasant, genial fellow; 

rather young arn1 not in tlic least like the 

typical n1ec1ical nwn, and he Legan the 

conference Ly offering me whi:--key and 

cigars. I didn't tliink it worth while to 
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beat about the bush, so I began by 

saying tlwt part of his evidence· at the 

Harlesclen Inq nest struck me as very 

peculiar, ancl I gave hi1n the printed report, 

with the sentences in question underlined. 

Ile just glanced at the slip, an<l gave 1ne a 

queer look. ' It struck you as peculiar 

dicl it?' said he, '"\Vell, you n1w-,t ren1em

ber that the l-Iarlesrlen ca-.;e was very 

peculiar. In fact, I think I may safely 

say that 111 some features it was unique 

- quite uni<1ne.' 'Quite so,' I replied, 

'ancl that's exactly ,vby it interests me, 

and why I want to know more about it. 

And I thought that if auybocly could 

give me any information it wonld be you. 

"\Vlrnt is your opinion of the nrntter?' 

"It was a pretty downright sort of ques

tion, and my doctor looked rather taken 

aback. 

" ' "\V ell,' he said, ' as I fancy your 
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rnoti,·e 1n 1ncp11rrng into the question 

1nm,t be n1ere curiosity, I think I 1nay 

tc-11 von my opinion with tolerable free

(lom. So, l\Ir. - ~Ir. Dyson, if yon want 

to know rnv thcorv. it is this: I believe 
~ ,_/ , 

that Dr. Black killed his wife.' 

'·' But the venlict" I answered,' the ver

(lict was O'i ven from v011r own evidence.' 
LJ " 

"' Quite so, the verdict was given in ac-

conl:111ce with 1 he cvi(lcnce of my colleague 

arnl myself, ancl, uncler tlie circumstances, 

I think the jury actcrl very sensibly. In 

fact I don't see \Yhat cbe thcv coul(l haYe 
o.l 

clone. Dut I stick to my opinion, mind 

you, and I Sfl_\' this nbo : I (lon't wonder 

nt BLlck's cloing what I firmly l)e1icve lie 

cl i<l. I t li ink he was just i fic,,l .' 

·'' Jn:-;tific(l ! How cou1cl that be?' I 

aske(l. I was a"tonishe<l, ns You nrny ima-
• o/ 

gine: :,t the answer I liafl got. The (loctol' 

wheeled 1·01mcl Iii." f•l1:tir, nnd lookc<1 stc:.<1ily 

at rne for a 1noment Lefore he nn.::;werecl. 
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"' I suppose you are not a man of science 

yourself? No; then it would be of no use 

my going into detail. I have always been 

firmly opposed n1yself to any partnership 

between phy1'iology and psychology. I be

lieve that both are bound to suffer. No one 

recognizes 1nore decidedly than I do the 

impassable gulf, the fathon1less abyss that 

separates the world of consciousness frmn 

the sphere of matter. ,v e know that every 

change of consciousness is accompanied by 

a rearrangement of the molecules in the 

gray matter; and that is all. ,vhat the 

link between the1n is, or why they occur 

together, we do not know, and most author

ities believe that we never can know. Yet, 

I will tell you that as I did my work, the 

knife in my hand, I felt convinced, in spite 

of all theories, that what lay before 1ne 

was not the brain of a dead wonutn, - not 

the brain of a human being at all. Of 
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course I saw the face; but it was quite 

p1acil1, deYoicl of a11 c~pressiou. It must 

ha Ye been a beautiful face, no doubt; but I 

can lwne:-;tly say that I ·would uot lrnYe 

looke<.1 in that face ,vhcn there ,vas life 

behind it for a thonsaud guineas, no, nor 

for t,rice that smn.' 

"' niy clear sir,' I saicl, 'you surprise 1ne 

extremely. Yon say that it was not the 

brain of a human being. ,Yliat was it then?' 

···The brain of a (1<.~Yil.' Ile f-poke quite 

cooll Y. arn1 1wver movec1 a 1nuscle. 'The " , 

brain of a cle\·il,' he repeated, 'anc1 I have 

no doubt that Black put a pillow oYer her 

mouth arnl kept it there for a fow n1inntes. 

I (lon't Llame him if he clid. ""\Vhatever 

l\Ir:-:. D1ack was, she ,vas not fit to stay in 
thi:-; ,vorl(l. "\Yill vou have nnvtl1i110' more 9 

~ ~ 0 ' . 

~o? Gooll-night, gooc1-lligl1t.' 

,~ It ,vas a queer sort of opinion 

from a man of science, ,vas n 't it? 
to (ret 

I:: 

"\Vlien 
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he was saying that he would not have 

lookecl on that face ,Yhen alive for a thou

sand guineas or hvo thousand guineas, I 

was thinking of the f:1ee I had seen, but I 

said nothing. I ,vent again to I-Iarlesc1en, 

ancl passed from one shop to another, mak

ing small purcha~es, and trying to find out 

whether there was anything about the 

Blacks which was not already common 

property; but there wa.3 very little to hear. 

One of the tradesmen to wh01n I spoke 

said he had known the dead woman well 

she used to buy of him such quantities of 

grocery as were required for their small 

household, for they never kept a seryant, 

but had a charwoman in occasionally, and 

she had not seen l\Irs. Black for 1nonths 

before she died. According to this man, 

l\Irs. Black was 'a nice lady,' always kind 

and considerate, and so fond of her husband, 

and he of her, as every one thought. And 
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yet, to put the cloctor's opinion on one side, 

I knew ·what I Imel seen. And tl1cn, after 

thinking it :i.11 o,·er nncl pntting one thing 

with another, it seemed to me tlrnt the only 

person likely to give me 1nuch assistance 

"\Youl<l he Black himself. ancl I 111:i.cle up my 

mind to find him. Of course he "\Yas n't to 

be fot1ncl in Ilarlesclen ; he lwd left, I was 

tolcl, clirectly after the funeral. Everything 

in the honse hrul been so1d, ancl one fine 

clav Dlack got into the train with a small ., c. 

portmanteau, and "\Yent nobody knew 

where. It wns a elurnce if he "\Yere ever 

heanl of again, :rncl it was by a 1nere chance 

that I came arross l1im at la:--t. I was walk

ing one cl:iy 11long Gr,1y's Inn Poacl, not 

bound for anywhere in particular, but look

ing about me, as usual, and holcling on to 

my hat, for it "\Yas a gusty clay in early 

::'\Iarch, anrl the wind was making tlie tree

tops in tl1e Inn rock n ncl quiver. I had 
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come up frmn the I--Io1born end, and I had 

almost got to Theobald's Hoad, when I 

noticed a man walking in front of 1ne, lean

ing on a stick and to all appearance very 

feeb1e. There was something about his 

look that made n1e curious, I don't know 

why; and I began to walk briskly, witl1 the 

idea of overtaking him, when of a sudden 

his hat blew off_, ancl came bounding along 

the pavement to n1y feet. Of cour:-;e I 

re3cued the hat, and gave it a glance as I 
·went towanl..; its owner. It ,va-.; a biography 

in itself; a Piccadilly maker's name in the 

in:-;i<le, but I flon't think a beggar woul(l 

have picked it out of the gutter. Tlien I 

looked up, and saw Dr. Illaek of Ilarlesden 

waiting for n1e. .A queer thing, was n' t 

it? But, Sali:-;bury, what ~L change ! 

\Vhen I saw Dr. Black come clown the steps 

of his house at llarlesden, he was an up

right n1an, walking firmly ,vith well-built 
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limLs; a man, I shoukl say, in the prime of 
his life. Arnl now before nie there crouched 
this wretche<l creature, bent an<l feeLle, 
with sh run ken cheeks, and hair that was 

whitening fast, and limbs that trembled and 

sliouk together, and 1nisery in his eyes. 

IIe thanked me for bringing him his hat, 
saying, ; I don't think I should ever have 
got it, I can't nm much now. A gusty 
day, sir, isH't it?' and with this he was 

turning mYay; but by little and little I 

contrived to draw him into the current of 
conYl·rsation, and we ,Yalkl·d to(rcther east-" u 

,ranl. I think tl1c man wou1<1 lwve been 

gLul to get ri<l of me, but 1 (li<l n't intcull 

tu let l1im go, and he stopped at last in 
front of a rni:-:er:1b1e house in a 1niserab1e 
:-;trcet. 1 t was, I Yerily bclieYe, one of the 
1110..;t \Yretched f1narters I have ever seen, 

- houses that rnn:-;t have been sur(lid and 

hideous enongh when new, tlwt had o·ath-
b 
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erecl foulness with every year, and now 

see1ned to lean and totter to their fall. 'I 

live np there,' saicl Black, pointing to the 

tiles, ' not in the front, - in the back. I am 

very quiet there. I won't ask you to come 

in now, bnt perhaps some other c1ay-' 

"I caught him up at that, and told hi1n I 

should be only too glad to c01ne and see 

him. He gave 1ne an od<l sort of g1ance, 

as if he was worn1ering what on earth I or 

anybody ebe could care abont him, nnt1 I 

left him fumbling with his latch-key. I 

think yon will say I <lid pretty well, ·when 

I tell you that within a few weeks I l1ad 

ma<le m ,·self an in ti m:1 te friernl of Bl:ick's. 

I shall never forget the first time I went to 

his room ; I hope I shall never see snch 

abject, sqnalicl 1nisery again. The foul 

paper, from which all pattern or trace of a 

pattern had long vanished, Rnhdnecl and 

penetrated with the grime of the evil street, 
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was hanging in 1noulclering pennons from 

the "·all. Only at the encl of the room was 
~ . 

it po:--siule to stancl upright; and the sight 

of the wretched betl and the odor of cor

ruption that pcrva<lecl the place niacle me 

turn faint arnl sick. Jiere I found hi1n 

munching a piece of bread; he seeuiecl sur

prise<l to fi11c1 that I l1acl kept my promise, 

hut he gave me his chair, and sat on the bed ~-

while '\Ye ta1ke(1. I used to go and see him 

often, and we had long c011verF-ations to

~:etlier, hut he never mentioned Ilarlesclcn L, , 

or hi:-- wil'c!. I fancy that he supposed 1ne 

i~·tH)l':rnt of tl1(• 111att<•1\ or tho11o·ht that if I (._ , L; 

h:ul l1c:1nl of it, I :-;]1onl<l 11e\·er connect the 

respectable\ Dr. Bl:1ck of Ilarle:-:clen with a 

poor gnrretcer in tlte back woods of London. 

He was a strange man, and as we sat to

gether smoking, I often w01Hlcrecl ,Yhether 

he were marl or sane, for I think the wil<lest 

dreams of Paracelsu~ an<l the Ho:--icn1eiarn;;; 
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would appear plain and sober fact, compared 

with the theories l have heard hi1n earnestly 

advance in that grimy den of his. I once 

ventured to hint something of the sort to 

him; I suggested that sornething he had 

said was in Hat contradiction to all science 

and all experience. 'No, Dyson,' he an

swered, 'not all experience, for mine counts 

for something. Iain no dealer in unproved 

theories; what I say I have proved for 

myself, and at a terrible co.;t. There is a 

region of knowledge of which you will 

never know, which wi:-;e n1en, seeing fr01n 

afar off, shun like the plague, as well they 

1nay; but into that region I have gone. If 

you knew, if you could even drea111 of what 

may be done, of what one or two men have 

done, in this q niet wor1d of ours, your very 

soul would shudder and faint within you. 

"\Vhat you have heard from n1e has been 

but the 1nerc . ..;t husk and outer covering of 
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true science, - that science which n1eans 

death and that which is more awful tlrnn 

death to tho.;e who gain it. No, Dyson, 

when men say that there are strange things 

in the worl<l, they little know the awe and 

tlic terror that chvell a1wavs within them and 
._; 

about them.' There ,vas a sort of fascina

tion about the man that drew 1ne to him, 

and I ,vas c111ite sorry to have to leave 

Lon cl on for a 111011 tli or two; I missed his 

0<lcl talk. A few (la vs after I came back to 
._; 

town I thought I would go and look hi1n 

up; hut when I gave the two rings at the 

bell that usecl to smnmon him, tbere was 

110 answer. I rang :mtl rang again, and 

was ju:-;t turning to go a-way, when the door 

opened and a clirty woman asked me what 

I wanted. Fr01n her look I fancy slie took 

me for a p1ain-dotlies olliccr after one of 

her lodgers; but when I inf111irccl if l\Ir. 
Black was in, she gave me a stare of another 
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kind. 'There's no 1\/Ir. Black lives here,' 
she said. 'He's gone. Ile' s dead this six 
weeks. I always thought he ·was a bit 
queer in his head, or else haL1 been and got 
into some trouble or other. I-Ie used to go 
out every morning fro1n ten till one, and 
one l\ilonday morning we heard hi1n come 
in and go into his room and shut the door, 
and a few minutes after, just as we was 
a-sitting clown to our dinner, there was such 
a screa1n that I thought I should have gone 
right off. And then we heard a stamping, 
and down he came, raging and cursing most 
dreadfnl, swearing he had been roLbed of 
something that ·was worth mi1lions. And 
then he just cl ropped (lown in the passage, 
anJ we thought he was dead. ".,. e got him 
up to his room, arnl put hin1 on his bed, ancl I 
just sat there and ·waited, while my 'nsband 
he went for the docto1·. And there ·was the 
winder wi<le open, and a little tin box he 

1-1 
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had lying on the floor open and empty; 

but of cour;-;e nobody could possible have 

got in at the "·incler, and as for him having 

anything that was worth anything, it's non

~ense, for he was often weeks arnl ,vceks 

\J(_,hind ,vith his rent, and 1ny 'usbarnl he 

thrcatcnccl often ancl often to turn him into 

the street, for, as he saicl, ,ve 've got a living 

to 111 y ke like other people, and of course 

that's true; but son1chow I did n't like to 

clo it, though he was an od<l kind of a n1an, 

arnl I fancv lmcl been Letter off. And then ., 

the doctor came and looked at him, and 

sai<l as he coul<l n't <lo 11othirn.t, and that 
l_c 

night he (lied as I was a-sitting Ly his bed ; 

and I can tell yon that, with one thing and 

another, we lost money by him, for the few 

bits of clothes as he had were worth next 

to nothing ,vhen they came to he sold.' 

"I gave the \Yo man half a sovereign for 

her trouble, and went home thinkin(r of 
0 
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Dr. Black and the epitaph she had made 

him, and wondering at his strange fancy 

that he had been robbed. I take it that he 

had very little to fear on that score, poor 

fellow; but I suppose that he was really 

mad, and died in a sudden access of his 

mania. His landlady said that once or 

twice when she had had occasion to go into 

his room ( to dun the poor wretch for his 

rent, most likely), he would keep her at the 

door for about a minute, and that when she 

came in she would find him putting away 

his tin box in the corner by the window. 

I suppose he had become possessed with 

the idea of some great treasure, and fancied 

hi1nself a weal thy n1an in the 1nidst of all 

his misery. 
"Explicit, my tale is ended ; and you see 

that though I knew Black I know nothing 

of his wife or of the history of her death. 

That's the Harlcsden case, Salisbury, :1 ml I 
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think it interests me all the 1nore deeply 
because there does not seem the slrndow of 
a possioility that I or any one ebe will ever 
know more about it. ,rlrnt do you think 
of it?" 

,; \Vell, Dyson, I 1nust say that I think 
you have contl'iYed to ~urround the whole 
thing with a mystery of your own n1aking. 
I go for the doctor's solution, - Black 
murdered his wife, being himself, in all 
probability, an undeveloped lunatic." 

'· "\Vhat? Do you believe, then, that this 
,voman was something too awful, too ter
rible, to Le allowed to remain on the earth ? 
You will remember that the doctor said it 
,vas the brain of a deYil ? " 

"Y cs, yes; but he was speaking, of 
course, 1nct1 pl10rica1ly. It 's rea11y q ni te 

a sim plc nm tter, Dyson, if you only look 
at it like tlrnt." 

·' Ah, well, you ma_y be rigl1t ; but yet 
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I am sure you are not. ,v ell, well, it's 

no good discussing it any 1nore. A little 
more Benedictine ? That's right; try 

some of this tobacco. Diel n't you say that 

you had been bothered by something, -
son1ething which happened that night we 
dined together? " 

"Yes, I have been worried, Dyson, -

worried a great deal. I- But it's such a 

trivial matter, indeed, such an absurdity, 

that I feel ashamed to trouble you with it." 
"Never ·1nincl; let's have it, absurd or 

not.'' 

,vith many hesitations, and ·with 1nnch 
inward resentment of the folly of the 
thing, Salisbury told his tale, and repeated 

reluctantly the absurd inte11igence and the 
absurder doggerel of the r--;crap of paper, 

expecting to hear Dyson burst out into a 

roar of laughter. 
"Isn't it too bad that I should let 
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myself be bothered by such stuff as that?" 

lw asked, when he harl stuttered ont the 

jingle of once and twice and thrice. 

Dyson ha<1 listened to it all gravely, 

even to the crn1, arnl 1nec]itated for a few 

minutes in silence. 

" Y cs,'' he saicl at length, "it ,vas a 

curious chance, your taking shelter in 

that archway just as those two ,vent by. 

Ilnt I <1on't know that I should call what 

was written on the paper nonsense; it is 

bizarre certainly, but I expect it has a 

meaning for somebocly. ,Just repeat it 

ag:1 in, will yon ? arn1 I will ·write it down. 

Pc•d1:1ps we might find a cipher of some 

sort, though 1 han11y think we shall." 

Again h:u1 the reluctant lips of Salisbury 

to slow1v stammer ont the rubbish he ab-.; 

horred, ,vhile Dyson jotted it down on a 

slip of pnper. 

'· Look over it, v1ill you?" he said~ when 
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it was done; " it rnay be i1nportant that I 

should have every word in its place. Is 

that all right?" 

" Yes, that is an accurate copy. But I 

don't think you will get much out of it. 

Depend upon it, it 18 mere nonsense, a 

wanton scribble. I 1nust be going now, 

Dyson. No, no more; that stuff of yours 

is pretty strong. Good-night." 

" I suppose you woulJ like to hear from 

1ne, if I did find out anything ? " 

" No, not I; I don't want to hear about 

the thing again. You may regard the 

discovery, if it 1s one, as your own.'' 

" Very well. Good-night.'' 

IV. 

A GOOD many hours after Salisbury had 

returned to the company of the green rep 

chairs, Dyson still sat at his de:-;k, itself a 
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Japanese romance, smoking many pipes, 

and nieditating oYer hi-; friend's story. The 

Lizane <1 uali ty of the in~cri ption which Lau 

arn10,·ed Sali:;;burv was to him an attrac-
&/ &/ 

tion; and now and again he took it up and 

scanned thoughtfully what he had written, 

especially the <1uaint jingle at the end. It 
was a token, a syrnLol, he dccicled, and not 

a cipher; and the woman who had flung it 

away ,vas, in all probability, entirely igno

rant of its meaning. She was but the agent 

of the " Sam " :-:he had ahnse<l and c1 j..,_ 

can1el1, and he, too, was ngain the agent of 

sonH• one unknown, - possib1y of the indi

vic1 ual style(1 Q., who bad been forced to 

visit hi-; French frient1s. But what to make 

of "Traverse I-Iandel S." ? IIere was the 

root and source of the enigma, and not a11 

the tobacco of Yirginia seemed likely to 

suggest any clew l1cl'e. It seemed almost 

hopeles:-;; but Dysou reg:1rded himself as 
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the vVellington of mysteries, and went to 

bed feeling assured that sooner or later he 

would hit upon the right track. For the 

next few days he was deeply engaged in 

his literary labors, - labors which were a 

profound rnystery even to the n1ost inti

niate of his friend~, who searched the rail

way bookstalls in vain for the result of so 

many hours spent at the Japanese bureau 

in company with strong tobacco and black 

tea. On this occasion Dyson confined him

self to his room for four clays, and it was 

with genuine relief that he laid down his 

pen and went out into the streets in quest 

of relaxation and fresh air. The gas lamps 

were being lighted, and the fifth edition 

of the eyening papers was being howled 

through the streets; and Dyson, feeling 

that he wanted quiet, turned away from 

the clan1orous Strand, arn1 began to trend 

away to the northwest. Soon he found 
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himself in streets that echoed to his foot
steps; nnd crossing a broad new thorough
fare, an(1 yerging still to the west, Dyson 
discoYercd that he had penetrated to the 
depths of Soho. Ilere again was life; 
rare Yint:1ges of France an<l Italy, at 
prices which seemed contemptibly small, 
all ure<l the passer- by ; here were cheeses, 
Yast ancl rich; here olive oil, and here a 
grove of Rabelaisian Pa usages; while in a 
neighboring shop the whole press of Paris 
appearer1 to be on sale. In the n1iddle of 
the road w:1y a strange n1isce1lany of nations 
sauntered to mH1 fro ; for there cab and 
hansom rarely ventnrccl, and from ·window 
over wirnlow the inhabitants looked forth in 
p1ens<)(l contemplation of the scene. DyPon 
macle his ,vav slowl}r alono· 1nin<rlin<J' with J a, o o 
the crowd on the cobblestones, listening to 
the queer babel of French and Gernrnn 
and Italian and English, glancing now and 
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again at the shop windows with their lev

elled batteries of bottles, and had almost 

gained the encl of the street, when his at

tention was arrested by a small shop at the 

corner, a vivid contrast to its neighbors. 

It was the typical shop of the poor quar

ter, a shop en ti rely English. Here ,vere 

vended tobacco and sweets, cheap pipes of 

clay and cherry wood; penny exercise

books and penholders jostled for prece

dence with comic songs, and story papers 

with appalling cuts showed that romance 

claimed its place beside the actnali ties of 

the evening paper, the bills of which flut

tered at the doorway. Dyson glanced up 

at the name above the door, and stood by 

the kennel kembling; for a sharp pang, 

the pang of one who has made a discovery, 

had for a n10ment left him incapaLle of 

motion. The nan1e over the little shop 

was Travers. Dyson looked up again, this 
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time at the corner of the "'all above the 
lamp-po:-,t, ancl read, in white letters on 
a Llue ground, the words '' Ilandd Street, 
"\V. C.," and the legend ,vas repeated in 
fainter letters jnst be1ow. Ile gave a little 
sigh of safr,faction, and ,vithout more ado 
walked bolt11y into the shop, and stared 
the fat man who was sitting behind the 
counter full in the face. The fellow rose 
to hi:-- fret arn1 returned the stare a little 
curiously, and then Lc·gan in ~tereotyped 
phrase,-

" "\Yhat can I clo for you, sir?" 

D.n-on t•njoyed the situation, and a 
<l:nrning perple>-.:ity on tl1c man's face. 
Ile proppe<1 Iii:-; sti('k c:ucf ully against the 
counter, arn1 Ica11i11g over it, ~aid slowly 
and irnpre.,siYcly, -

,; Once aronncl the grass, and t\vice 
around. the lass, and. thrice around the 
1naple-tree.'' 
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Dyson had ca1cnh~ted on his words pro

ducing an effect, and he was not cli:;.;a p

pointed. The vendor of n1iscc1lanies 

gasped, open-monthecl, like a fish, and 

steadied hi1nself against the counter. \Vhen 

he spoke, after a short interval, it was in a 

hoarse mutter, tremulous and unstemly. 

"\Vould you mind saying that again, 

sir? I didn't quite catch it." 

'' ~ly good man, I shall most certainly 

do nothing of the kind. Yon heard what 

I sai<l perfectly well. You have got a 

clock in your shop, I see; an admirable 

tin1ekeeper I have no doubt. "\Vell, I give 

yon a minute by your own clock." 

The 1nan looked about him in perplexed 

indecision, ancl Dyson felt that it was time 

to be bold. 

" Look here, Travers; the time is nearly 

up. Yon have heard of Q., I think. Re

n1ember, I hold your life in my hands. 

N '" ow. 
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Dyson was shocked at the result of 

hi:-; o"·n audacity. The nrnn shrunk and 

shri n·lle(1 in terror, the sweat poured do·wn 

a face of ashy "·hite, and he held up his 

harn1s Ll'f'ore him. 
" l\Ir. D:n-ies, l\Ir. DaYies, don't say 

that, c1on't for Ilcayen's Rake. I didn't 

know yon at first, I didn't in(1eed. Good 

God! l\Ir. Davies, you ·would n't ruin 

me? I '11 cret it in a moment." u 

"Yon had better not lose any n1ore 

t. " llllC. 

The man slunk piteously out of his 

shop. arn1 went into a back parlor. Dyson 

hl':1 n1 Ii is trcm hl in°· fin O'ers fmn 1Jlin er ·with u u u 

a bunch of keys, and the creak of an 

01w11ing hox. IIe came Lack presently 

with a small package neatly tied up in 

brown paper in hi~ lian(1s, and, still full of 

terror, handed it to D_y.-~on. 

"I'm cdacl to be rid of ·t" l ·a t-:, I , le Sal . 

"I '11 take no more jobs of this sort." 
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Dyson took the parcel and his stick, and 

walked out of the shop ,vith a 110d, turning 

round as he passed the door. 'fravers had 

sunk into his seat, his face still white with 

terror, with one hand over his eyes, and 

Dyson speculated a good deal as he walked 

rapidly away as to what queer chords those 

conld be on which he had played so roughly. 

I-le hailed the first hans01n he could see, and 

dro-ve ho1ne, and when he had lit his hang

ing lamp, and laid his parcel on the table, 

he pau~ed for a moment, wondering on 

what strange thing the lamplight would 

soon shine. Ile locked his rloor, and cut 

the strings, and unfolded the paper layer 

after layer, and cnme at last to a small 

wooden box, simply but soli(lly made. 

There was no lock, and Dyson had simply 

to raise the lid, and as he did so he drew 

a long breath and started back. The lamp 

see1ne<l to glimmer feebly like a single 
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candle, but the whole room blazed with 

light, - and not with light alone but with 

a thousand colors, v1ith all the glories of 

some painted ,vindow; and upon the ,valls 

of his room and on the fainiliar furniture, 

the glow flamed back and seemed to flow 

again to its source, the little wooden box. 

For there upon a bed of soft ·wool lay the 

most splendid jewel, -a jewel snch as Dyson 

had never dreamed of, and within it shone 

the blue of far skies, and the green of the 

sea by the shore, and thP- red of the rnby, 

and deep violet rays, and in the n1iddle of 

all it seemed aflame as if a fountain of 

fire rose up, and fell, and rose again with 

Rparks like stars for drops. Dyson gave a 

long deep sigh, and dropped into his chair, 

and pnt his haiuls OYer his eyes to think. 

The jewel ,vas like an opal, but from a 

long experience of the shop ,vindows he 

knew there was no such thing as an opal one 
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quarter or one eighth of its size. He looked 

at the stone again, with a feeling that was 

almost awe, anJ placed it gently on the 

table under the lamp, and watched the 

wonderful flarne that shone and sparkled 

in its centre, and then turned to the box, 

curious to know whether it 1night contain 

other marvels. He lifted the bed of wool 

on which the opal had reclined, and saw 

beneath, no more jewels, but a little old 

pocket-book, worn and shabby with use. 

Dyson opened it at the first leaf, and 

dropped the book again appalled. He had 

read the nan1e of the owner, neatly 

written in blue ink, -

STEVEN BLACK, l\L D., 

Oranmore, 
Devon Road, 

Harlcsdcn. 

It was several n1inntes before Dyson 

could bring himself to open the book a 
15 
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second time; he remembered the wretched 
exile in his garret and his strange talk, and 
the 1nemory too of the face he had seen at 
the ,vinf1o,v, and of what the specialist had 
~ai(1 surge<l up in his 111ind, and as he held 
his finger on the cover he .shi ,·creel, dread
ing "·hat might be written within. "'\Vhen at 
last he helc1 it in his hand, and turned the 
pages, he found that the first two leaves 
were blank, but the third was covered with 
clear minute writing, and Dyson Legan to 
rea<1 ,vi th the ligl1 t of the opal flaming in 
his eyes. 

Y. 

,; E,~ER smce I was a young man," the 
record beg;an, ,: I deyoted a11 1ny leisure 

a11Ll a goocl deal of time that ought to 
have been g,n~n to other studies to 
the investigation of curious and obscure 
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branche~ of knowledge. \Vhat are corn

n1only called the pleasures of life had never 

any attractions for nie, and I lived alone in 

London, avoitling 1ny fellow-students, and 

in my turn avoided by them as a 1nan self

absorbed and unsympathetic. So long as 

I could gratify my desire of knowledge of 

a peculiar kind, knowledge of which the 

very existence is a profonnd secret to most 

1nen, I was intensely happy, and I have 

often spent whole nights sitting in the 

darkness of my room, ancl thinking of the 

strange world on the brink of which I trod. 

l\'Iy professional strnlies, however, and the 

necessity of obtaining a degree, for some 

time forcerl my more obscure employment 

into the Laekgronnd, nn<l soon after I liad 

qualified I met Agnes, who became rny 

wife. vV e took a new house in this remote 

suLurb, and I began the regular routine of 

a sober practice, and for some months 



228 THE IN:\IOST LIGHT. 

lived happily enough, sharing 1n the life 

about me, and only thinking at odd inter

vab of that occult science which had once 

fascinated my whole being. I had learnt 

enough of the paths I had begun to tread 

to know that they were beyond all expres

sion difficult and dangerous, that to per

severe n1eant in all probability the wreck 

of a life, and that they lead to regions 

so terrible that the rnind of man shrinks 

appalled at the very thought. l\Ioreover, 

the quiet and the peace I had enjoyed since 

my rnarriage hall wiled rne away to a great 

extent from plaee:-; where I knew no peace 

coul<l dwell. But suddenly, - I think, in

deed, it ,vas the work of a sincde nia-ht, as I o b 

lay awake on my bed gazing into the dark-

ness, - suddenly, I say, the old desire, the 

former longing returned, and returned with 

a force that had been intensified ten times 

by its absence; and when the day dawned 
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and I looked out of the window and saw 

with haggard eyes the sun rise in the east, I 

knew that my doon1 had been pronounced; 

that as I had gone far, so now I 1nust go 

farther with steps that know no faltering. 

I turned to the bed where my wife was 

sleeping peacefully, and lay do,vn again 

weeping bitter tears, for the sun had set on 

our happy life and had risen with a dawn 

of terror to us both. I will not set down 

here in minute detail \vhat followed; out

wardly I went about the day's labor as 

before, saying nothing to n1y wife. But 

she soon saw that I had changed; I spent 

1ny spare time in a roorn which I had fitted 

up as a laboratory, and often I crept up

stairs in the gray dawn of the 1norning, 

when the light of many lamps still glowed 

over London ; and each night I had stolen 

a step nearer to that great abyss which I 

was to bridge over, the gulf between the 
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world of consciousness and the world of 

matter. ~Iy experiments were many and 

complicated in tlieir nature, and it ,vas 

~ome month:-; before I realized "·hither they 

all pointed, aud when this was borue in 

upon me in a 1110ment's time, I felt my 

face whiten and my heart still ,vi thin me. 

But the power to (lraw back, the po,ver to 

stand before the doors that 110,v ope11ed 

wide before me and not to enter in, had 

long ago been absent; tlie way was closed, 

ancl I coul<l only pa:--s onwarcl. ~Iy po~i

tion wa:-; as uttcrl_y lwpeless as that of the 

pri:-;oner in m1 utter dungeon, whose only 

light is that of the dungeon above him; the 

doors were shut and escape \Yas impossible. 

Experiment after experiment gave the 

same result, am.I I knew, and shrank even 

as the thought pa~sed through 1ny n1ind, 

that in the work I 11acl to do there must be 

elements whicli 110 laboratory could fur11ish, 
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which no scales coul<l ever 1neasure. In 

that work, frorn which even I doubted to 

escape with life, life itself must enter; from 

some human being there rnust be drawn that 

essence which u1en call the soul, and in its 

place (for in the scheme of the \vorld there 

is no vacant chamber), in its place would 

enter in what the lips can hardly utter, what 

the rnincl cannot conceive without a horror 

1nore awful than the horror of death itself. 

Ancl when I knew this, I knew also on 

whon1 this fate would fall; I looked into my 

wife's eyes. Even at that hour, if I had 

gone out anc1 taken a rope mHl hanged 

rnysdf I n1igh t have escaped, and she also. 

but in no other way. At last I tokl her 

all. She sh ud<lerecl, and wept, an<l called 

on her <lead mother for help, and a::-ked 111e 

if I had no 1nercy, and I could only sigh. 

I concealed nothing from her; I told her 

what she would becornc·, and what would 
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enter in where her life had been; I told 

her of all the shame and of all the horror. 

You who will read this when I a1n dead, - if 

indeed I allow this record to survive,- you 

who have opened the box and have seen 

what lies there, if you could understand 

what lies hidden in that opal! For one 

nigbt rny wife consented to ,vhat I asked 

of her, conse11ted with the tears running 

dowu her beautiful face, and hot shame 

flushing red over her neck and breast, 

consented to undergo this for me. I 

threw open the window, and we looked 

togetlier at the sky and the dark earth for 

the last time; it was a fine starlight night, 

arnl there was a pleasant breeze blowing, 

and I kisse<l her on her lips, and her tears 

ran down upon my face. That night she 

came down to 1ny laboratory, and there, 

with shutters bolted and barred do\vn with 
' curtains drawn thick and close so that the 
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very stars might be shut out from the sight 
of that room, while the crucible hissed and 
boiled over the lamp, I did what had to 
be done, and led out what was no longer a 
woman. But on the table the opal flamed 
and sparkled with such light as no eyes of 
man have ever gazed on, and the rays of the 
flame that was within it flashed and glit
tered, and shone even to 1ny heart. l\1y 
wife had only asked one thing of me; that 
when there came at last what I had told 
her, I would kill her. I have kept that 

. " promise. 

There was nothing more. Dyson let 
the little pocket-book fall, and turned arnl 
looked again at the opal with its flaming 
inmost light, and then, with unutterable 
ii-resistible horror surging up in his heart, 
grasped the jewel, and flung it on the 
ground, and trampled it beneath his heel. 
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His face was white with terror as he turned 

away, arn1 for a moment stood sick and 

trembling, arn1 then with a start he leapt 

across the room nnc1 steadie<l himself 

:1gainst the d()Ol'. There was an angry 

hiss, as of steam escnping under great 

pressure, arn1 as he gazecl, 1notionless, a 

volume of heavy yellovv smoke was slowly 

issuing from the very centre of the jewel, 

arnl wreathing itself in snake-like coils 

alwve it. Arnl then a thin ,vhitc flame 

lJnrst forth from the smoke, nnrl shot up 

into tl1e air arnl vanisliefl · nrnl on the 
' 

µ:rournl tlierc lay a thino· like a cinder 
• 0 ' 

black, and crumbling to the touch. 

TIIE END. 
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A capable critic writes: "One of the most beautiful, touching stories I have 
read. The character of the o:d clerk is a ma,terpitce, a kind of Russian Charles 
Lamb. He reminds me, too, of Anatole France's 'Sylvestre Bonnard,' but it 
is a more poignant, moving figure. How wonderfully, too, the sad little strokes 
of humor are blended into the pathos in his characterization, and how fascinating 
all the naive self-revelations of his poverty become, - all his many ups and downs 
and hopes and fears. His u11successful vi,it to the money-lender, his despair at the 
office, unexpectedly ending in a sudden burst of good fortune, the final despair
ing cry of his love for Varvara, - these hold one breathless One can hardly 
read them without tears ..•. But there is no need to say all that could be said 
about the book. It is enough to say that it is over powerful and beautiful." 

We are glad to welcome a good translation of the Russian Dostoievsky's 
story'' Poor Folk," Englished by Lena l\Iilrnan. It is a tale of unrequited love, 
conducted in the form of letters written between a poor clerk and his girl cousm 
whom he devotedly loves, and who finally leaves him to marry a man not admir
able in character who, the reader feels, will not make her happy. The pathos of 
the book centres in the clerk, l\Iakar's, unselfish affection and his heart-break at 
being left lonesome by his charming kinswoman whose epistles have been his one 
solace. In the conductment of the story, realistic sketches of middle class Rus
sian life are given, heightening the effect of the denoument- George l\loore writes 
a sparkling introduction to the book. - Harl.ford Courant. 

Dostoicvsky is a great a1 tist. '' Poor Folk" is a great novel. - Boston 
Advertiser. 

It is a most beautiful and touching story, and will linger in the mind long 
after the book is closed. The r,1t!H•s is ble11dc·d "itlt tm,ching bits ot humor, 
that are even pathetic in thenioclvcs. ·- Boston Fimrs. 

Notwithstanding that "Poor Folk" is told in that most exasperating and 
entirely unreal style - by letters - it is comp1cte in sequcncP, and the interest 
does not fhg as the various plnscs in the sordid life of the tll'o ch 1r.1ctcrs are 
developed. The theme is intensely pathetic and trnly hu!llan, while its treat
ment is exceedingly artistic. The transhtor, Lcn:1 :llilman, seems to have well 
preserved the spirit of the origi11,il - Cl!n!,ri,f..,::.: Fnlnmt'. 
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Not since "The Story of an African Farm" was written has any woman de
livered herself of so strong, so forcible a book. - Queen. 

Knottv questions in sex problems are dealt with in these brief sketches. They 
are treated boldly, fearlessly, perhaps we may say forcefully, with a deep plunge 
into the realities of life. The colors are laid in masses on the canvas, while 
passions, temperaments, and sudden, subtle analyses take form under the quick, 
sharp stroke. Though they contain a vein of coarseness and touch slightly upon 
tabooed subjects, they evidence power and thought. - Public Opinion. 

Indeed, we do not hesitate to say that "Kevnotes '' is the strongest volume 
of short stories that the year has produced. Further, we would wager a good 
deal, were it necessary, that George Egerton is a nom-de-plume. and of a woman, 
too. \\"hy is it that so many women hide beneath a man's name when they enter 
the field of authorship? And in this case it seems doubly foolish, the work is so 
intensely strong ...• 

The chid characters of these stories are women, and women drawn as only a 
woman can draw word-pictures of her own sex. The subtlety of analysis is 
wonderful, direct in its effectiveness, unerring in its truth, and stirring in its reveal
ing power. Truly, no nne but a woman could thus throw the light of revelation 
upon her own sex. Man does not understand woman as does the author of 
u Keynotes." 

The vitality of the stories, too, is remarkable. Life, very real life, is pictured; 
life full of joys and sorrows, happinesses and heartbreaks, courage and self-sacrifice; 
of self-abuegation, of struggle, of victory. The characters are intense, yet not 
overdrawn; the experiences are dramatic, in one sense or another, and yet are 
never hyper-emotional. And all is told with a power of concentration that is 
simply astoni,hing. A sentence does duty for a chapter, a paragraph for a picture 
of years of experience. 

Indeed, for vigor, ori_ginality, forcefulness of expression, and completeness of 
character presentation," Keynotes" surpasses any recent volume of short fiction 
that we can recall. - Times, Boston. 

It brings a new quality and a striking new force into the literature of the 
hour. - Tlze Speaker. 

The mind t_hat cnnceived "Keynotes" is so strong and original that one will 
look with deep 1nt?rest for the successors of this first book, at once powerful and 
appealmgly femm111e. - lrislz lndefcndent. 

Sold by all bool.:sc!!ers. Jfailcd, post-paid, on receipt 
of Price by tlze Publislters, 

ROBERTS BROTHERS, BOSTON, MASS. 
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16mo. Half cloth. 60 cents. 

These a.re verita.ble poems in prose tha.t Olive Schreiner has brought 
to.c:ethc:r. \Yith her the theme i-; c\·er the m:irtyrdom, the seli-sac'.·i~ce a_nd 
the a,pirat:on, ,,f wonun: a.nd no \Hikr ha::. expressed these qualities with 
clecper proiuncLt'.· nt 1,a:h•,, or with keener insight into the motives that 
grJ•:ern th-:: cLm:nt.t! iinpul,;~s ot the human heart. To read the three 
litt:e ,tori::,, in thi, b ,,,:,; i, t,J t»uch close upon the mysteries of love and 
fate an 1 to b J1u'.d th·" 1vor;.;ing, of tragedies that are acted in the soul. 
T,1-: flc.zc·,nz. 

T:1rec: -Illa\! '._'.e:11, are the only crmtents of this literary casket; and yet 
tl1,,:,· re:1 :ct s•) c'.e,ul:: the blc:n,.ling ,,f re:ilit1· and ideality, and are so per
f,::c:l:: 1,oiio:1:d w:th .uti,tic h.m iling, that the reader is quite content with 
th·: thr·:e. It i,, a buuk t•J be rc:td and enjo\·ed. - Public Ojiniun. 

There i, a pecu'.iar ch.1rm :ib•)ut all of these stories th:it quite escapes 
the c1tr-rir1· re.1.ler. It i, a, e1·a,i1·e as the fra_;r:ince of the violet, and 
equal!y difficult to an:il\·ze. The phil0,oph\· is so subtle, the poetry so 
de ic.,te. that the fascination ::;rows upon one an-·l defies description. \\"ith 
style that is well nic;h cla,sic in its simplicitl· :\Iiss Schreiner excites our 
emotions and 2;ently stimulates our imagination. - Tlic Budget . 

.-\11 the sketches re1·eal originalit\· of treatment, but the first one is a 
c~:iracteristically pathetic reproduction of child-life under exceptional 
Circumstances, that will bring tears to many eves. - Satur.!ay Evening G,zz:.:tte. 
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the price by the Pub!islzers. 
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One Handsome I 6mo Volume. Cloth. Price, $ I .00. 

"This book is needed. The nervous activity, the intellectual 
wear and tear, of this clay and land requires a physical repose 
as has none other. Every intellectual worker finds so much stim
ulant in his associations and in the opportunities for labor that 
he takes on more and more re,;ponsibilities, till he has all the strain 
it is possible for him to carry when everything goes smoothly, and 
when complications arise he has no reserve for emergencies." -
Journal of Education. 

"A book which has a peculiar timeliness and value for a great 
number of people in this country is 'Power through Repose,' by 
Annie Payson Call. This volume, which is written in a very 
interesting and entertaining style, is a moderate and judicious effort 
to persuade Americans that they are living too hard and too fast, 
and to point out specifically the physical and intellectual results 
of incessant strain. To most people the book has a noYel sugges
tiveness. It makes us feel that we are the victims of a di,;ease of 
which we were largely ignorant, and that there are remedies \Yithin 
our reach of which we are equally ignorant. \Ye know of no 
volume that has come from the press in a long time which, ,videly 
and wisely read, could accomplish so much immediate good as 
this little book. It is the doctrine of physical rest stated in un
technical language, with practical suggestions. It ought to be in 
the hands of at least eight out of every ten men and women now 
Jiving and working on this continent.'' - Christian Union. 
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00 The title of the book which Mrs. Moulton now sends forth is noC 
descriptive of a sin1;le story filling the whole volume, but is the ribbo• 
which binds together in one volume eight stories of various length The 
title proves to be something more than an external ligatur.. It is the hint 
of a connection that is far deeper, and that groups these stories into each 
other's company for the very good reason that they are really of kio 
They tell the heart-history of women who hava had to accept in this life 
some large portion of temptation, adversity, and sorrow, and have been 
flithful and true, and have gained the victory .••. l\lrs. Moulton has the 
incommunicable tact of the story-teller. She sees with the certainty of 
instinct what belongs to a story and wh3• ·loes not; has the resolution tc 
1BCrifice whatever is incongruous; adjust, me narrative in a sequence that 
arouses expectation from the stm and holds it to the end. ,ve find, also,, 
in these novelettes, a quality which characterizes all her Y.Titings in thia 
kind, - not mer<::I y artistic perfection in form, but artistic unity in substance. 
Each story of hers 1s complete, and each is single. A severe logical law 
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aonnet of Petrarch's. There is no 'moral' appended to any; yet tht 
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part of it, as to make its impressiveness at times overwhelming." - Cltril
tui.-. Unitm. 
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teries of human emotion." - Tiu N. Y, Tribune. 
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Dy l.11 American writer in print." - TlrL Literary W <>rld. 
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oogether." - The Golden Ag-e. 
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