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. A DI SCUSSI ON SOVEVWHAT I N THE AIR

The flying ship of Professor Lucifer sang through the skies like
a silver arrow, the bleak white steel of it, gleaming in the

bl eak bl ue enptiness of the evening. That it was far above the
earth was no expression for it; tothe two men init, it seened
to be far above the stars. The professor had hinself invented
the flying machi ne, and had al so invented nearly everything in
it. Every sort of tool or apparatus had, in consequence, to the
full, that fantastic and distorted | ook which belongs to the
mracles of science. For the world of science and evolution is
far nore nanel ess and elusive and like a dreamthan the world of
poetry and religion; since in the latter inages and ideas remain
t hensel ves eternally, while it is the whole idea of evolution
that identities nelt into each other as they do in a nightnare.

Al the tools of Professor Lucifer were the ancient human tools
gone mad, grown into unrecogni zabl e shapes, forgetful of their
origin, forgetful of their nanmes. That thing which | ooked Iike an
enornmous key with three wheels was really a patent and very
deadly revolver. That object which seened to be created by the
ent angl enent of two corkscrews was really the key. The thing

whi ch m ght have been m staken for a tricycle turned upsi de-down
was the inexpressibly inportant instrunent to which the corkscrew
was the key. Al these things, as | say, the professor had

i nvented; he had invented everything in the flying ship, with the
exception, perhaps, of hinmself. This he had been born too late
actually to inaugurate, but he believed at |east, that he had
consi derably inproved it.



There was, however, another man on board, so to speak, at the
time. H m also, by a curious coincidence, the professor had not
i nvented, and himhe had not even very greatly inproved, though
he had fished himup with a lasso out of his own back garden, in
Western Bulgaria, with the pure object of inproving him He was
an exceedingly holy man, al nost entirely covered with white hair.
You coul d see nothing but his eyes, and he seenmed to talk with
them A nonk of imrense |earning and acute intellect he had nmade
hinself happy in a little stone hut and a little stony garden in
t he Bal kans, chiefly by witing the nmost crushing refutations of
exposures of certain heresies, the |ast professors of which had
been burnt (generally by each other) precisely 1,119 years
previously. They were really very plausible and thoughtf ul
heresies, and it was really a creditable or even glorious

ci rcunmstance, that the old nonk had been intellectual enough to
detect their fallacy; the only msfortune was that nobody in the
nodern world was intellectual enough even to understand their
argunment. The ol d nonk, one of whose nanmes was M chael, and the
other a nane quite inpossible to renenber or repeat in our
Western civilization, had, however, as | have said, nade hinself
gui te happy while he was in a nountain hernmitage in the society
of wild animals. And now that his luck had lifted himabove al
the nmountains in the society of a wild physicist, he made hinsel f
happy still.

"I have no intention, my good Mchael," said Professor Lucifer
"of endeavouring to convert you by argunent. The inbecility of
your traditions can be quite finally exhibited to anybody with
nmere ordi nary know edge of the world, the sanme kind of know edge
whi ch teaches us not to sit in draughts or not to encourage
friendliness in inpecunious people. It is folly to talk of this
or that denonstrating the rationalist philosophy. Everything
denonstrates it. Rubbing shoulders with nen of all kinds----"

"You will forgive nme," said the nonk, neekly from under | oads of
white beard, "but | fear | do not understand; was it in order
that I mght rub nmy shoul der agai nst nmen of all kinds that you
put ne inside this thing?"

"An entertaining retort, in the narrow and deductive manner of
the Mddle Ages," replied the Professor, calmy, "but even upon
your own basis | will illustrate ny point. W are up in the sky.
In your religion and all the religions, as far as | know (and I
know everything), the sky is nmade the synmbol of everything that
is sacred and nmerciful. Well, nowyou are in the sky, you know
better. Phrase it how you like, twist it how you like, you know
that you know better. You know what are a man's real feelings
about the heavens, when he finds hinself alone in the heavens,
surrounded by the heavens. You know the truth, and the truth is
this. The heavens are evil, the sky is evil, the stars are evil
This nere space, this nmere quantity, terrifies a man nore than
tigers or the terrible plague. You know that since our science
has spoken, the bottom has fallen out of the Universe. Now,
heaven is the hopel ess thing, nore hopel ess than any hell. Now,
if there be any confort for all your m serable progeny of norbid
apes, it nust be in the earth, underneath you, under the roots of
the grass, in the place where hell was of old. The fiery crypts,
the lurid cellars of the underworld, to which you once condenned
t he wi cked, are hi deous enough, but at |east they are nore honely



than the heaven in which we ride. And the tinme will cone when you
will all hide in them to escape the horror of the stars.”

"I hope you will excuse nmy interrupting you," said Mchael, with
a slight cough, "but I have always noticed----"

"Go on, pray go on," said Professor Lucifer, radiantly, "I really
like to draw out your sinple ideas."

"Well, the fact is," said the other, "that nuch as | admire your
rhetoric and the rhetoric of your school, froma purely verbal
poi nt of view, such little study of you and your school in human
history as | have been enabled to make has led nme to--er--rather
si ngul ar conclusion, which | find great difficulty in expressing,
especially in a foreign | anguage."

"Conme, cone," said the Professor, encouragingly, "I'll help you
out. How did my view strike you?"

"Well, the truth is, I know | don't express it properly, but
sonmehow it seened to ne that you al ways convey ideas of that kind
wi th nost el oquence, when--er--when----"

"Ch! get on," cried Lucifer, boisterously.

"Well, in point of fact when your flying ship is just going to
run into sonething. | thought you wouldn't nind my nmentioning it,
but it's running into sonething now "

Luci fer exploded with an oath and | eapt erect, |eaning hard upon
the handl e that acted as a helmto the vessel. For the last ten
m nut es they had been shooting downwards into great cracks and
caverns of cloud. Now, through a sort of purple haze, could be
seen conparatively near to them what seened to be the upper part
of a huge, dark orb or sphere, islanded in a sea of cloud. The
Prof essor's eyes were blazing like a maniac's.

"I't is anewwrld,” he cried, with a dreadful mrth. "It is a
new planet and it shall bear my nanme. This star and not that
ot her vul gar one shall be 'Lucifer, sun of the norning." Here we

wi |l have no chartered |unacies, here we will have no gods. Here
man shall be as innocent as the daisies, as innocent and as
cruel--here the intellect----"

"There seens," said Mchael, timdly, "to be sonething sticking
up in the mddle of it."

"So there is," said the Professor, |eaning over the side of the
ship, his spectacles shining with intellectual excitenment. "What
can it be? It mght of course be nmerely a----"

Then a shriek indescribabl e broke out of himof a sudden, and he
flung up his arnms like a lost spirit. The nmonk took the helmin a
tired way; he did not seem nuch astoni shed for he cane from an

i gnorant part of the world in which it is not unconmon for | ost
spirits to shriek when they see the curious shape which the

Prof essor had just seen on the top of the mysterious ball, but he
took the helmonly just intime, and by driving it hard to the
left he prevented the flying ship fromsmashing into St. Paul's
Cat hedr al



A plain of sad-coloured cloud lay along the level of the top of
the Cathedral done, so that the ball and the cross | ooked |ike a
buoy riding on a | eaden sea. As the flying ship swept towards it,
this plain of cloud |ooked as dry and definite and rocky as any
grey desert. Hence it gave to the mnd and body a sharp and
unearthly sensation when the ship cut and sank into the cloud as
into any conmon mist, a thing without resistance. There was, as
it were, a deadly shock in the fact that there was no shock. It
was as if they had cloven into ancient cliffs |like so much

butter. But sensations awaited themwhich were rmuch stranger than
those of sinking through the solid earth. For a nonent their eyes
and nostrils were stopped w th darkness and opaque cl oud; then

t he darkness warned into a kind of brown fog. And far, far bel ow

themthe brown fog fell until it warned into fire. Through the
dense London at nosphere they could see bel ow themthe flan ng
London lights; lights which |ay beneath themin squares and

obl ongs of fire. The fog and fire were mixed in a passionate
vapour; you might say that the fog was drowning the flanes; or

you m ght say that the flames had set the fog on fire. Beside the
ship and beneath it (for it swung just under the ball), the

i mmeasur abl e done itself shot out and down into the dark like a
conbi nati on of voiceless cataracts. O it was |like sonme cycl opean
sea- beast sitting above London and letting down its tentacles
bewi | deringly on every side, a nonstrosity in that starless
heaven. For the clouds that bel onged to London had cl osed over
the heads of the voyagers sealing up the entrance of the upper

air. They had broken through a roof and cone into a tenple of
twilight.

They were so near to the ball that Lucifer |eaned his hand
against it, holding the vessel away, as nmen push a boat off from
a bank. Above it the cross already draped in the dark msts of

t he borderl and was shadowy and nore awful in shape and si ze.

Prof essor Lucifer slapped his hand tw ce upon the surface of the
great orb as if he were caressing sonme enornpus animal. "This is
the fellow," he said, "this is the one for ny noney."

"May | with all respect inquire," asked the old nmonk, "what on
earth you are tal ki ng about ?"

"Way this," cried Lucifer, snmiting the ball again, "here is the
only synmbol, my boy. So fat. So satisfied. Not l|ike that scraggy
i ndividual, stretching his arns in stark weariness." And he
pointed up to the cross, his face dark with a grin. "I was
telling you just now, Mchael, that | can prove the best part of
the rationalist case and the Christian hunbug from any synbol you
liked to give ne, fromany instance | canme across. Here is an

i nstance with a vengeance. What coul d possi bly express your

phi | osophy and ny phil osophy better than the shape of that cross
and the shape of this ball? This globe is reasonable; that cross
is unreasonable. It is a four-legged aninmal, with one |eg | onger
than the others. The globe is inevitable. The cross is arbitrary.
Above all the globe is at unity with itself; the cross is
primarily and above all things at enmity with itself. The cross
is the conflict of two hostile lines, of irreconcil able

direction. That silent thing up there is essentially a collision
a crash, a struggle in stone. Pah! that sacred synmbol of yours
has actually given its nane to a description of desperation and



muddl e.  When we speak of nen at once ignhorant of each other and
frustrated by each other, we say they are at cross-purposes. Away
with the thing! The very shape of it is a contradiction in
ternms."”

"What you say is perfectly true," said Mchael, with serenity.
"But we |like contradictions in terms. Man is a contradiction in
terns; he is a beast whose superiority to other beasts consists
in having fallen. That cross is, as you say, an eterna
collision; so aml. That is a struggle in stone. Every form of
life is a struggle in flesh. The shape of the cross is
irrational, just as the shape of the human animal is irrational
You say the cross is a quadruped with one |linb |onger than the
rest. | say nman is a quadruped who only uses two of his legs."

The Professor frowned thoughtfully for an instant, and said: "Of
course everything is relative, and | would not deny that the

el ement of struggle and self-contradiction, represented by that
cross, has a necessary place at a certain evol utionary stage.

But surely the cross is the | ower devel opnent and the sphere the
higher. After all it is easy enough to see what is really wong
with Wen's architectural arrangenent.”

"And what is that, pray?" inquired Mchael, neekly.

"The cross is on top of the ball," said Professor Lucifer
sinply. "That is surely wong. The ball should be on top of the
cross. The cross is a nmere barbaric prop; the ball is perfection

The cross at its best is but the bitter tree of man's history;
the ball is the rounded, the ripe and final fruit. And the fruit
should be at the top of the tree, not at the bottomof it."

"Oh!" said the nmonk, a winkle conming into his forehead, "so you
think that in a rationalistic schene of synbolismthe ball should
be on top of the cross?"

"I't suns up ny whole allegory," said the professor

"Well, that is really very interesting," resumed M chael slowy,
"because | think in that case you woul d see a nost singul ar
effect, an effect that has generally been achieved by all those
abl e and powerful systens which rationalism or the religion of
the ball, has produced to | ead or teach mankind. You would see,
thi nk, that thing happen which is always the ultimate enbodi nment
and | ogi cal outcone of your |ogical schenme."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?" asked Lucifer. "Wat would happen?"

"I mean it would fall down," said the nonk, |ooking wistfully
into the void.

Luci fer made an angry novenent and opened his nouth to speak, but
M chael, with all his air of deliberation, was proceedi ng before
he could bring out a word.

"I once knew a man |ike you, Lucifer," he said, with a nmaddening
nmonot ony and sl owness of articulation. "He took this----"

"There is no man like ne," cried Lucifer, with a viol ence that
shook the ship.



"As | was observing," continued Mchael, "this man al so took the
view that the synbol of Christianity was a synbol of savagery and
all unreason. His history is rather anusing. It is also a perfect
al | egory of what happens to rationalists |ike yourself. He began
of course, by refusing to allow a crucifix in his house, or round
his wife's neck, or even in a picture. He said, as you say, that
it was an arbitrary and fantastic shape, that it was a
nmonstrosity, |oved because it was paradoxical. Then he began to
grow fiercer and nore eccentric; he would batter the crosses by
the roadside; for he lived in a Ronan Catholic country. Finally
in a height of frenzy he clinbed the steeple of the Parish Church
and tore down the cross, waving it in the air, and uttering wild
soliloquies up there under the stars. Then one still sunmer
eveni ng as he was wendi ng his way homewards, along a |ane, the
devil of his madness came upon himw th a viol ence and
transfiguration which changes the world. He was standi ng snoking,
for a noment, in the front of an interm nable line of palings,
when his eyes were opened. Not a light shifted, not a |eaf
stirred, but he saw as if by a sudden change in the eyesight that
this paling was an arny of innumerable crosses |inked together
over hill and dale. And he whirled up his heavy stick and went at
it as if at an arny. Mle after nile along his honeward path he
broke it down and tore it up. For he hated the cross and every
paling is a wall of crosses. When he returned to his house he was
aliteral madman. He sat upon a chair and then started up fromit
for the cross-bars of the carpentry repeated the intol erable

i mge. He flung hinmself upon a bed only to renenber that this,
too, like all workmanlike things, was constructed on the accursed
plan. He broke his furniture because it was made of crosses. He
burnt his house because it was nade of crosses. He was found in
the river."

Lucifer was looking at himwith a bitten lip.
"Is that story really true?" he asked.

"Ch, no," said Mchael, airily. "It is a parable. It is a parable
of you and all your rationalists. You begin by breaking up the
Cross; but you end by breaking up the habitable world. W |eave
you sayi ng that nobody ought to join the Church against his wll.
VWhen we neet you again you are saying that no one has any will to
join it with. W |eave you saying that there is no such place as
Eden. W find you saying that there is no such place as Irel and.
You start by hating the irrational and you cone to hate

everything, for everything is irrational and so----"

Lucifer leapt upon himwith a cry like a wild beast's. "Ah," he
screaned, "to every man his madness. You are nmad on the cross.
Let it save you."

And with a hercul ean energy he forced the nonk backwards out of
the reeling car on to the upper part of the stone ball. M chael
with as abrupt an agility, caught one of the beans of the cross
and saved hinself fromfalling. At the sanme instant Lucifer drove
down a lever and the ship shot up with himin it al one.

"Ha! ha!" he yelled, "what sort of a support do you find it, old
fell ow?"



"For practical purposes of support,"” replied Mchael grimy, "it
is at any rate a great deal better than the ball. My | ask if
you are going to | eave nme here?"

"Yes, yes. | mount! | mount!" cried the professor in ungovernable
excitenent. " Altiora peto . M path is upward."

"How often have you told nme, Professor, that there is really no
up or down in space?" said the nonk. "I shall nmount up as nuch as
you will."

"Indeed," said Lucifer, leering over the side of the flying ship.
“"May | ask what you are going to do?"

The nonk pointed downward at Ludgate Hill. "I amgoing," he said,
"to clinmb up into a star."

Those who | ook at the matter nost superficially regard paradox as
somret hi ng whi ch belongs to jesting and Iight journalism Paradox
of this kind is to be found in the saying of the dandy, in the
decadent conmedy, "Life is nuch too inportant to be taken
seriously."” Those who ook at the matter a little nore deeply or
delicately see that paradox is a thing which especially bel ongs
to all religions. Paradox of this kind is to be found in such a
saying as "The nmeek shall inherit the earth." But those who see
and feel the fundanental fact of the matter know that paradox is
a thing which belongs not to religion only, but to all vivid and
violent practical crises of human living. This kind of paradox
may be clearly perceived by anybody who happens to be hanging in
m d- space, clinging to one armof the Cross of St. Paul's.

Fat her M chael in spite of his years, and in spite of his
asceticism (or because of it, for all | know), was a very healthy
and happy old gentleman. And as he swung on a bar above the

si ckeni ng enptiness of air, he realized, with that sort of dead
det achnent whi ch belongs to the brains of those in peril, the
deat hl ess and hopel ess contradi ction which is involved in the
nere i dea of courage. He was a happy and healthy old gentleman
and therefore he was quite careless about it. And he felt as
every man feels in the taut nonent of such terror that his chief
danger was terror itself; his only possible strength would be a
cool ness anmounting to carel essness, a carel essness anounti ng

al nrost to a suicidal swagger. H's one wild chance of com ng out
safely would be in not too desperately desiring to be safe. There
m ght be footholds down that awful facade, if only he could not
care whether they were footholds or no. |[|f he were fool hardy he
m ght escape; if he were wise he would stop where he was till he
dropped fromthe cross like a stone. And this antinomy kept on
repeating itself in his nmind, a contradiction as |arge and
staring as the i nmense contradiction of the Cross; he renenbered
havi ng often heard the words, "Wosoever shall |ose his life the
same shall save it." He renenbered with a sort of strange pity
that this had always been nmade to nean that whoever lost his
physical life should save his spiritual life. Now he knew the
truth that is known to all fighters, and hunters, and clinbers of
cliffs. He knew that even his animal life could only be saved by
a consi derable readiness to lose it.

Some will think it inprobable that a human soul swi nging
desperately in md-air should think about phil osophica



i nconsi stencies. But such extrene states are dangerous things to
dogmati ze about. Frequently they produce a certain usel ess and
joyless activity of the nere intellect, thought not only divorced
fromhope but even fromdesire. And if it is inpossible to
dogmati ze about such states, it is still nore inpossible to
describe them To this spasmof sanity and clarity in Mchael's
m nd succeeded a spasmof the elenental terror; the terror of the
animal in us which regards the whol e universe as its eneny;

whi ch, when it is victorious, has no pity, and so, when it is

def eated has no inagi nable hope. O that ten mnutes of terror it
is not possible to speak in human words. But then again in that
dammabl e darkness there began to grow a strange dawn as of grey
and pale silver. And of this ultimate resignation or certainty it
is even |l ess possible to wite; it is sonething stranger than

hell itself; it is perhaps the | ast of the secrets of God. At the

hi ghest crisis of sone incurable anguish there will suddenly fal
upon the man the stillness of an insane contentnment. It is not
hope, for hope is broken and romantic and concerned with the
future; this is conplete and of the present. It is not faith, for
faith by its very nature is fierce, and as it were at once
doubtful and defiant; but this is sinply a satisfaction. It is

not know edge, for the intellect seens to have no particular part
init. Nor isit (as the nodern idiots would certainly say it is)

a nmere nunbness or negative paralysis of the powers of grief. It
is not negative in the least; it is as positive as good news. In
sonme sense, indeed, it is good news. It seens alnost as if there

were sone equality anong things, some balance in all possible
conti ngenci es which we are not permtted to know |l est we should
learn indifference to good and evil, but which is sonetinmes shown
to us for an instant as a last aid in our |ast agony.

M chael certainly could not have given any sort of rational
account of this vast unmeani ng satisfaction which soaked through
himand filled himto the brim He felt with a sort of
half-witted lucidity that the cross was there, and the ball was
there, and the dome was there, that he was going to clinb down
fromthem and that he did not mind in the | east whet her he was
killed or not. This nysterious nood |asted | ong enough to start
himon his dreadful descent and to force himto continue it. But
six times before he reached the highest of the outer galleries
terror had returned on himlike a flying storm of darkness and
thunder. By the time he had reached that place of safety he

al nost felt (as in sone inpossible fit of drunkenness) that he
had two heads; one was calm careless, and efficient; the other
saw the danger like a deadly map, was wi se, careful, and usel ess.
He had fancied that he would have to let hinself vertically down
the face of the whole building. Wen he dropped into the upper
gallery he still felt as far fromthe terrestrial globe as if he
had only dropped fromthe sun to the noon. He paused a little,
panting in the gallery under the ball, and idly kicked his heels,
nmoving a few yards along it. And as he did so a thunderbolt
struck his soul. A man, a heavy, ordinary man, with a conposed
indifferent face, and a prosaic sort of uniform wth a row of
buttons, blocked his way. M chael had no mind to wonder whet her
this solid astoni shed man, with the brown nobustache and the

ni ckel buttons, had also come on a flying ship. He nmerely let his
mnd float in an endless felicity about the man. He thought how
nice it would be if he had to live up in that gallery with that
one man for ever. He thought how he would luxuriate in the

nanmel ess shades of this man's soul and then hear with an endl ess



excitenent about the nanel ess shades of the souls of all his
aunts and uncles. A nonent before he had been dying al one. Now
he was living in the same world with a man; an inexhaustible
ecstasy. In the gallery below the ball Father M chael had found
that man who is the nobl est and npbst divine and nost |ovabl e of
all men, better than all the saints, greater than all the

her oes--man Fri day.

In the confused col our and nusic of his new paradi se, M chae
heard only in a faint and distant fashion sone remarks that this
beautiful solid man seened to be naking to him renmarks about
somet hi ng or other being after hours and against orders. He also
seened to be asking how M chael "got up" there. This beautiful
man evidently felt as Mchael did that the earth was a star and
was set in heaven.

At length Mchael sated hinself with the nere sensual nusic of
the voice of the man in buttons. He began to listen to what he
said, and even to make sone attenpt at answering a question which
appeared to have been put several tinmes and was now put with sone
excess of enphasis. M chael realized that the image of God in

ni ckel buttons was asking himhow he had conme there. He said that
he had come in Lucifer's ship. On his giving this answer the
deneanour of the imge of God underwent a renarkabl e change. From
addressing M chael gruffly, as if he were a nal efactor, he began
suddenly to speak to himwith a sort of eager and feverish
amability as if he were a child. He seened particularly anxious
to coax himaway fromthe balustrade. He led himby the arm
towards a door leading into the building itself, soothing him al
the tinme. He gave what even M chael (slight as was his know edge
of the world) felt to be an inprobable account of the sunptuous
pl easures and vari ed advantages awaiting himdownstairs. M chael
foll owed him however, if only out of politeness, down an
apparently interm nable spiral of staircase. At one point a door
opened. M chael stepped through it, and the unaccountable nman in
buttons | eapt after himand pinioned hi mwhere he stood. But he
only wished to stand; to stand and stare. He had stepped as it
were into another infinity, out under the dome of another heaven.
But this was a done of heaven made by man. The gold and green and
crimson of its sunset were not in the shapel ess clouds but in
shapes of cherubi mand seraphim awful human shapes with a

passi onate plumage. |Its stars were not above but far below, Iike
fallen stars still in unbroken constellations; the donme itself
was full of darkness. And far below, |ower even than the lights,
coul d be seen creeping or notionless, great black nasses of nen.
The tongue of a terrible organ seened to shake the very air in

t he whol e void; and through it there came up to M chael the sound
of a tongue nore terrible; the dreadful everlasting voice of nan,
calling to his gods fromthe beginning to the end of the world.

M chael felt alnost as if he were a god, and all the voices were
hurled at him

"No, the pretty things aren't here," said the deni-god in
buttons, caressingly. "The pretty things are downstairs. You
come along with me. There's sonmething that will surprise you
downstairs; sonething you want very nuch to see.”

Evidently the man in buttons did not feel |ike a god, so M chael
made no attenpt to explain his feelings to him but foll owed him
meekl y enough down the trail of the serpentine staircase. He had



no notion where or at what |evel he was. He was still full of the
col d spl endour of space, and of what a French witer has
brilliantly named the "vertigo of the infinite," when another
door opened, and with a shock indescribable he found hinself on
the famliar level, in a street full of faces, with the houses
and even the | anp-posts above his head. He felt suddenly happy
and suddenly indescribably snall. He fancied he had been changed
into a child again; his eyes sought the pavenment seriously as
children's do, as if it were a thing with which sonething
satisfactory could be done. He felt the full warnth of that

pl easure from which the proud shut thenselves out; the pleasure
whi ch not only goes with huniliation, but which alnost is

hum |iation. Men who have escaped death by a hair have it, and
men whose love is returned by a woman unexpectedly, and nmen whose
sins are forgiven them Everything his eye fell on it feasted on
not aesthetically, but with a plain, jolly appetite as of a boy
eating buns. He relished the squareness of the houses; he |iked
their clean angles as if he had just cut themwith a knife. The
lit squares of the shop wi ndows excited himas the young are
excited by the Iit stage of sone prom sing pantomi nme. He
happened to see in one shop which projected with a bul gi ng
bravery on to the pavenent some square tins of potted neat, and
it seened like a hint of a hundred hilarious high teas in a
hundred streets of the world. He was, perhaps, the happiest of
all the children of nmen. For in that unendurabl e instant when he
hung, half slipping, to the ball of St. Paul's, the whole

uni verse had been destroyed and re-created.

Suddenly through all the din of the dark streets came a crash of
glass. Wth that nysterious suddenness of the Cockney nob, a rush
was made in the right direction, a dingy office, next to the shop
of the potted nmeat. The pane of glass was lying in splinters
about the pavenent. And the police already had their hands on a
very tall young man, with dark, |ank hair and dark, dazed eyes,
with a grey plaid over his shoul der, who had just snashed the

shop wi ndow with a single blow of his stick

"I'd do it again," said the young man, with a furious white face.
"Anybody woul d have done it. Did you see what it said? | swear
I'd do it again.” Then his eyes encountered the nonkish habit of
M chael, and he pulled off his grey tamo'-shanter with the
gesture of a Catholic.

"Father, did you see what they said?" he cried, trenbling. "D d
you see what they dared to say? | didn't understand it at first.
| read it half through before |I broke the w ndow. "

M chael felt he knew not how. The whol e peace of the world was
pent up painfully in his heart. The new and childlike world which

he had seen so suddenly, men had not seen at all. Here they were
still at their old bewildering, pardonable, useless quarrels,
with so nuch to be said on both sides, and so |little that need be
said at all. A fierce inspiration fell on himsuddenly; he would
stri ke them where they stood with the love of God. They shoul d
not nove till they saw their own sweet and startling existence.
They should not go fromthat place till they went home enbracing

like brothers and shouting |ike nmen delivered. Fromthe Cross
fromwhich he had fallen fell the shadow of its fantastic nercy;
and the first three words he spoke in a voice like a silver
trunpet, held nen as still as stones. Perhaps if he had spoken



there for an hour in his illumnation he night have founded a
religion on Ludgate HiIl. But the heavy hand of his guide fel
suddenly on hi s shoul der
"This poor fellowis dotty," he said good-hunouredly to the

crowd. "I found himwandering in the Cathedral. Says he cane in
a flying ship. |Is there a constable to spare to take care of hinP"

There was a constable to spare. Two other constables attended to
the tall young man in grey; a fourth concerned hinself with the
owner of the shop, who showed sone tendency to be turbulent. They
took the tall young man away to a nagistrate, whither we shall
follow himin an ensuing chapter. And they took the happi est man
in the world away to an asyl um

1. THE RELI G ON OF THE STI PENDI ARY MAG STRATE

The editorial office of _The Atheist_had for some years past
becone | ess and less pronminently interesting as a feature of

Ludgate HilIl. The paper was unsuited to the atnosphere. It showed
an interest in the Bible unknown in the district, and a know edge
of that volune to which nobody el se on Ludgate Hill coul d make

any conspicuous claim It was in vain that the editor of _The
Atheist _filled his front window with fierce and final demands as
to what Noah in the Ark did with the neck of the giraffe. It was
in vain that he asked violently, as for the last tinme, howthe
statenent "CGod is Spirit" could be reconciled with the statenent
"The earth is His footstool." It was in vain that he cried with
an accusing energy that the Bishop of London was paid L12,000 a
year for pretending to believe that the whale swall owed Jonah. It
was in vain that he hung in conspicuous places the nost thrilling
scientific calculations about the width of the throat of a whale.
Was it nothing to themall they that passed by? Did his sudden
and splendid and truly sincere indignation never stir any of the
peopl e pouring down Ludgate Hill? Never. The little man who
edited The Atheist_ would rush fromhis shop on starlit evenings
and shake his fist at St. Paul's in the passion of his holy war
upon the holy place. He might have spared his enotion. The cross
at the top of St. Paul's and _The Atheist_shop at the foot of it
were alike renote fromthe world. The shop and the Cross were
equally uplifted and alone in the enpty heavens.

To the little man who edited The Atheist , a fiery little
Scotchman, with fiery, red hair and beard, going by the nanme of
Turnbull, all this decline in public inportance seemed not so
much sad or even nmad, but nmerely bewi |l dering and unaccountabl e.

He had said the worst thing that could be said; and it seened
accepted and ignored |ike the ordinary second best of the
politicians. Every day his bl asphem es | ooked nore gl ari ng, and
every day the dust lay thicker upon them It made himfeel as if
he were noving in a world of idiots. He seened anmong a race of
men who sniled when told of their own death, or |ooked vacantly
at the Day of Judgenent. Year after year went by, and year after
year the death of God in a shop in Ludgate becanme a |l ess and | ess
i mportant occurrence. All the forward nmen of his age discouraged
Turnbull. The socialists said he was cursing priests when he
shoul d be cursing capitalists. The artists said that the soul was
nost spiritual, not when freed fromreligion, but when freed from



norality. Year after year went by, and at |east a man cane by who
treated M. Turnbull's secularist shop with a real respect and
seriousness. He was a young man in a grey plaid, and he snmashed

t he wi ndow.

He was a young nman, born in the Bay of Arisaig, opposite Rum and
the Isle of Skye. H's high, hawklike features and snaky bl ack
hair bore the mark of that unknown historic thing which is
crudely called Celtic, but which is probably far ol der than the
Celts, whoever they were. He was in nane and stock a Hi ghl ander
of the Macdonal ds; but his famly took, as was comon in such
cases, the name of a subordinate sept as a surnane, and for al

t he purposes which could be answered in London, he called hinself
Evan Maclan. He had been brought up in sonme |oneliness and
seclusion as a strict Roman Catholic, in the mdst of that little
wedge of Roman Catholics which is driven into the Wstern

H ghl ands. And he had found his way as far as Fleet Street,
seeki ng sone hal f-prom sed enpl oynent, wi thout having properly
realized that there were in the world any people who were not
Ronman Cat holics. He had uncovered hinself for a few nonents
before the statue of Queen Anne, in front of St. Paul's
Cathedral, under the firminpression that it was a figure of the
Virgin Mary. He was sonewhat surprised at the | ack of deference
shown to the figure by the people bustling by. He did not
understand that their one essential historical principle, the one
law truly graven on their hearts, was the great and conforting
statenent that Queen Anne is dead. This faith was as fundanent al
as his faith, that Qur Lady was alive. Any persons he had tal ked
to since he had touched the fringe of our fashion or civilization
had been by a coi ncidence, synpathetic or hypocritical. O if

t hey had spoken sone established bl asphem es, he had been unabl e
to understand themnerely owing to the preoccupi ed satisfaction
of his m nd.

On that fantastic fringe of the Gaelic | and where he wal ked as a
boy, the cliffs were as fantastic as the clouds. Heaven seened to
hunble itself and conme closer to the earth. The common pat hs of
his little village began to clinb quite suddenly and seened
resolved to go to heaven. The sky seemed to fall down towards the
hills; the hills took hold upon the sky. In the sunptuous sunset
of gold and purple and peacock green cloudlets and islets were
the same. Evan lived like a man wal ki ng on a borderl and, the
border| and between this world and another. Like so many nen and
nations who grow up with nature and the comon things, he
understood t he supernatural before he understood the natural. He
had | ooked at di m angel s standi ng knee-deep in the grass before
he had | ooked at the grass. He knew that Qur Lady's robes were
bl ue before he knew the wild roses round her feet were red. The
deeper his nmenory plunged into the dark house of chil dhood the
nearer and nearer he canme to the things that cannot be naned.

Al'l through his [ife he thought of the daylight world as a sort
of divine debris, the broken renmminder of his first vision. The
ski es and nmountains were the splendid off-scourings of another

pl ace. The stars were lost jewels of the Queen. CQur Lady had
gone and left the stars by accident.

His private tradition was equally wild and unworldly. His

gr eat - grandf at her had been cut down at Culloden, certain in his
| ast instant that God would restore the King. His grandfather
then a boy of ten, had taken the terrible claynore fromthe hand



of the dead and hung it up in his house, burnishing it and
sharpening it for sixty years, to be ready for the next
rebellion. Hi s father, the youngest son and the last left alive,
had refused to attend on Queen Victoria in Scotland. And Evan

hi nsel f had been of one piece with his progenitors; and was not
dead with them but alive in the twentieth century. He was not
in the | east the pathetic Jacobite of whomwe read, |eft behind
by a final advance of all things. He was, in his own fancy, a
conspirator, fierce and up to date. 1In the long, dark afternoons
of the Highland winter, he plotted and funed in the dark. He
drew plans of the capture of London on the desol ate sand of

Ari sai g.

VWhen he canme up to capture London, it was not with an arny of
white cockades, but with a stick and a satchel. London overawed
hima little, not because he thought it grand or even terrible,

but because it bewildered him it was not the Golden Cty or even
hell; it was Linmbo. He had one shock of sentinent, when he turned
t hat wonderful corner of Fleet Street and saw St. Paul's sitting
in the sky.

"Ah," he said, after a long pause, "that sort of thing was built
under the Stuarts!™ Then with a sour grin he asked hinmsel f what
was the correspondi ng nonument of the Brunsw cks and the
Protestant Constitution. After some warning, he selected a
sky-sign of sone pill.

Hal f an hour afterwards his enptions left himwith an enptied
mnd on the sane spot. And it was in a nood of nere idle

i nvestigation that he happened to cone to a standstill opposite
the office of _The Atheist . He did not see the word "atheist",
or if he did, it is quite possible that he did not know the
nmeani ng of the word. Even as it was, the docunent would not have
shocked even the innocent H ghlander, but for the troubl esone and
gui te unforeseen fact that the innocent Hi ghlander read it
stolidly to the end; a thing unknown anong the nobst enthusiastic
subscribers to the paper, and calculated in any case to create a
new si tuation.

Wth a smart journalistic instinct characteristic of all his
school, the editor of _The Atheist_had put first in his paper
and nost prominently in his window an article called "The
Mesopot ami an Myt hol ogy and its Effects on Syriac Folk Lore." M.
Evan Maclan began to read this quite idly, as he would have read
a public statenment beginning with a young girl dying in Brighton
and ending with Bile Beans. He received the very considerable
anmount of information accunul ated by the author with that tired
cl earness of the nind which children have on heavy sumer
afternoons--that tired cl earness which | eads themto go on asking
guestions long after they have lost interest in the subject and
are as bored as their nurse. The streets were full of people and
enpty of adventures. He might as well know about the gods of
Mesopotami a as not; so he flattened his I ong, |ean face against

t he di m bl eak pane of the wi ndow and read all there was to read
about Mesopot am an gods. He read how the Mesopotani ans had a god
naned Sho (sonetines pronounced Ji), and that he was described as
bei ng very powerful, a striking simlarity to some expressions
about Jahveh, who is al so described as having power. Evan had
never heard of Jahveh in his Iife, and imagining himto be sone
ot her Mesopotam an idol, read on with a dull curiosity. He learnt



that the nanme Sho, under its third formof Psa, occurs in an
early | egend whi ch describes how the deity, after the nanner of
Jupiter on so nmany occasions, seduced a Virgin and begat a hero.
Thi s hero, whose nane is not essential to our existence, was, it
was said, the chief hero and Savi our of the Mesopotani an ethica
schenme. Then foll owed a paragraph giving other exanples of such
heroes and Savi ours being born of some profligate intercourse

between God and nortal. Then followed a paragraph--but Evan did
not understand it. He read it again and then again. Then he did
understand it. The glass fell in ringing fragnents on to the

pavenent, and Evan sprang over the barrier into the shop,
brandi shing his stick.

"What is this?" cried little M. Turnbull, starting up with hair
afl ame. "How dare you break nmy w ndow?"

"Because it was the quickest cut to you," cried Evan, stanping.
"Stand up and fight, you crapul ous coward. You dirty lunatic,

stand up, will you? Have you any weapons here?"
"Are you mad?" asked Turnbull, glaring.
"Are you?" cried Evan. "Can you be anything el se when you pl aster

your own house with that God-defying filth? Stand up and fight, |
say."

A great light Iike dawmn canme into M. Turnbull's face. Behind his
red hair and beard he turned deadly pale with pleasure. Here,
after twenty | one years of useless toil, he had his reward.
Soneone was angry with the paper. He bounded to his feet like a
boy; he saw a new youth opening before him And as not
unfrequently happens to m ddl e-aged gentl enen when they see a new
yout h openi ng before them he found hinself in the presence of

t he police.

The policenen, after sone ponderous questionings, collared both
the two enthusiasts. They were nore respectful, however, to the
young man who had smashed the wi ndow, than to the m screant who
had had his wi ndow smashed. There was an air of refined nystery
about Evan Maclan, which did not exist in the irate little
shopkeeper, an air of refined nystery which appealed to the
pol i cenen, for policenen, |ike nost other English types, are at
once snobs and poets. Maclan m ght possibly be a gentleman, they
felt; the editor manifestly was not. And the editor's fine
rational republican appeals to his respect for law, and his
ardour to be tried by his fellow citizens, seenmed to the police
guite as nmuch gi bberish as Evan's nysticismcould have done. The
police were not used to hearing principles, even the principles
of their own existence.

The police magistrate, before whomthey were hurried and tri ed,
was a M. Cunberland Vane, a cheerful, middle-aged gentlenan,
honourably cel ebrated for the lightness of his sentences and the
lightness of his conversation. He occasionally worked hinmself up
into a sort of theoretic rage about certain particul ar offenders,
such as the nen who took pokers to their wives, talked in a

| oose, sentinmental way about the desirability of flogging them
and was hopel essly bewi | dered by the fact that the w ves seened
even nmore angry with himthan with their husbands. He was a tall,
spruce man, with a twi st of black nmoustache and i nconparable



norni ng dress. He |looked |ike a gentleman, and yet, sonehow, |ike
a stage gentl eman

He had often treated serious crinmes against nere order or
property with a humane flippancy. Hence, about the nmere breaking
of an editor's wi ndow, he was al nost uproarious.

"Conme, M. Maclan, cone," he said, |eaning back in his chair, "do
you generally enter you friends' houses by wal ki ng through the
gl ass?" (Laughter.)

"He is not nmy friend," said Evan, with the stolidity of a dull
chil d.

"Not your friend, eh?" said the magistrate, sparkling. "Is he
your brother-in-law?" (Loud and prol onged | aughter.)

"He is ny eneny," said Evan, sinply; "he is the eneny of God."

M. Vane shifted sharply in his seat, dropping the eye-glass out
of his eye in a nmonmentary and not unmanly enbarrassnent.

"You nmustn't talk like that here," he said, roughly, and in a
kind of hurry, "that has nothing to do with us."

Evan opened his great, blue eyes; "God," he began

"Be quiet," said the magistrate, angrily, "it is nost undesirable
that things of that sort should be spoken about--a--in public,
and in an ordinary Court of Justice. Religion is--a--too persona
a matter to be mentioned in such a place."

"I's it?" answered the Hi ghlander, "then what did those policenen
swear by just now?"
"That is no parallel,"” answered Vane, rather irritably; "of
course there is a formof oath--to be taken reverently--
reverently, and there's an end of it. But to talk in a public
pl ace about one's nost sacred and private sentinments--well, |
call it bad taste. (Slight applause.) | call it irreverent.

| call it irreverent, and |'mnot specially orthodox either."

"I see you are not," said Evan, "but | am"

"W are wondering fromthe point," said the police nmagistrate,
pul I'i ng hinmsel f together.

"May | ask why you smashed this worthy citizen's w ndow?"
Evan turned a little pale at the nere nmenory, but he answered
with the sane cold and deadly literalismthat he showed

t hr oughout .

"Because he bl asphened CQur Lady."

"I tell you once and for all," cried M. Cunberland Vane, rapping
his knuckl es angrily on the table, "I tell you, once and for all
my man, that | will not have you turning on any religious rant or
cant here. Don't inmagine that it will inpress ne. The nost

religious people are not those who talk about it. (Applause.)



You answer the questions and do nothing else."

"I did nothing else," said Evan, with a slight snile

"Eh," cried Vane, glaring through his eye-glass.

"You asked nme why | broke his wi ndow," said Maclan, with a face

of wood. "I answered, 'Because he bl asphenmed Qur Lady.' | had

no other reason. So | have no other answer." Vane continued to

gaze at himwith a sternness not habitual to him

"You are not going the right way to work, Sir," he said, with

severity. "You are not going the right way to work to--a--have
your case treated with special consideration. |If you had sinply
expressed regret for what you had done, | should have been

strongly inclined to dismiss the matter as an outbreak of tenper.
Even now, if you say that you are sorry | shall only----"

"But | amnot in the |least sorry," said Evan, "I amvery
pl eased. "

"I really believe you are insane," said the stipendiary,

i ndignantly, for he had really been doing his best as a
good-natured man, to conpose the dispute. "Wat conceivable right
have you to break other people's wi ndows because their opinions
do not agree with yours? This man only gave expression to his
sincere belief."

"So did I," said the Hi ghl ander

"And who are you?" expl oded Vane. "Are your views necessarily the
right ones? Are you necessarily in possession of the truth?"

Yes," said Mcl an.

The magi strate broke into a contenptuous | augh

"Ch, you want a nurse to look after you," he said. "You nust pay
L10."

Evan Macl an plunged his hands into his | oose grey garnent and
drew out a queer |ooking leather purse. It contained exactly
twel ve sovereigns. He paid down the ten, coin by coin, in
silence, and equally silently returned the remaining two to the
receptacle. Then he said, "May | say a word, your worship?"

Cunber | and Vane seened half hypnotized with the silence and
automati ¢ novenents of the stranger; he made a novenent with his
head whi ch m ght have been either "yes" or "no". "l only w shed
to say, your worship," said Maclan, putting back the purse in his
trouser pocket, "that smashing that shop wi ndow was, | confess, a
usel ess and rather irregular business. It may be excused,
however, as a nmere prelimnary to further proceedings, a sort of
preface. \Wherever and whenever | neet that man," and he pointed
to the editor of _The Atheist , "whether it be outside this door
inten mnutes fromnow, or twenty years hence in sonme distant
country, wherever and whenever | neet that man, | will fight him
Do not be afraid. | will not rush at himlike a bully, or bear

hi m down with any brute superiority. | will fight himlike a
gentleman; | will fight himas our fathers fought. He shal



choose how, sword or pistol, horse or foot. But if he refuses,
will wite his cowardice on every wall in the world. |If he had
said of my nother what he said of the Mdther of God, there is not
a club of clean nmen in Europe that would deny ny right to cal

himout. |If he had said it of ny wife, you English would
your sel ves have pardoned ne for beating himlike a dog in the
mar ket place. Your worship, | have no nother; | have no wife.

have only that which the poor have equally with the rich; which
the lonely have equally with the man of many friends. To ne this
whol e strange world is homely, because in the heart of it there
is a home; to ne this cruel world is kindly, because higher than

t he heavens there is sonething nmore human than humanity. |If a man
must not fight for this, may he fight for anything? | would fight
for nmy friend, but if I lost ny friend, | should still be there.

| would fight for ny country, but if | lost ny country, | should
still exist. But if what that devil dreans were true, | should
not be--1 should burst |ike a bubble and be gone. | could not

live in that inbecile universe. Shall | not fight for ny own

exi st ence?"

The magi strate recovered his voice and his presence of mind. The
first part of the speech, the bonbastic and brutally practica
chal I enge, stunned himwi th surprise; but the rest of Evan's
remar ks, branching off as they did into theoretic phrases, gave
his vague and very English nmind (full of nmenories of the hedging
and conprom se in English public speaking) an indistinct
sensation of relief, as if the man, though mad, were not so
dangerous as he had thought. He went into a sort of weary

| aught er.

"For Heaven's sake, man," he said, "don't talk so nuch. Let other

peopl e have a chance (laughter). | trust all that you said about
asking M. Turnbull to fight, nay be regarded as rubbish. 1In case
of accidents, however, | nmust bind you over to keep the peace."

"To keep the peace," repeated Evan, "wi th whonP"

"Wth M. Turnbull,"” said Vane.

"Certainly not," answered Maclan. "What has he to do with peace?"

"Do you nean to say," began the magistrate, "that you refuse
to..." The voice of Turnbull hinmself clove in for the first tine.

"M ght | suggest," he said, "That |, your worship, can settle to
some extent this absurd matter nyself. This rather wild gentlenan
prom ses that he will not attack ne with any ordinary assault--
and if he does, you nmay be sure the police shall hear of it. But
he says he will not. He says he will challenge ne to a duel; and
| cannot say anything stronger about his nmental state than to say

that | think that it is highly probable that he will. (Laughter.)
But it takes two to nmake a duel, your worship (renewed | aughter).
I do not in the | east m nd being described on every wall in the

worl d as the coward who would not fight a nman in Fleet Street,
about whether the Virgin Mary had a parallel in Mesopotam an

nmyt hol ogy. No, your worship. You need not trouble to bind him
over to keep the peace. | bind nyself over to keep the peace,
and you nay rest quite satisfied that there will be no duel wth
me init."



M. Cunberl and Vane rolled about, laughing in a sort of relief.

"You're like a breath of April, sir," he cried. "You' re ozone
after that fellow You're perfectly right. Perhaps | have taken
the thing too seriously. | should Iove to see himsending you
chal l enges and to see you smiling. Well, well."

Evan went out of the Court of Justice free, but strangely shaken,
like a sick man. Any puni shnent of suppression he would have felt
as natural; but the sudden juncture between the |aughter of his
judge and the laughter of the man he had wonged, nade himfee
suddenly small, or at least, defeated. It was really true that

t he whol e nodern world regarded his world as a bubble. No cruelty
coul d have shown it, but their kindness showed it with a ghastly
cl earness. As he was broodi ng, he suddenly becanme consci ous of a

small, stern figure, fronting himin silence. Its eyes were grey
and awful, and its beard red. It was Turnbul|.
"Well, sir," said the editor of _The Atheist , "where is the

fight to be? Nane the field, sir."

Evan stood thunderstruck. He stanmered out sonething, he knew not
what; he only guessed it by the answer of the other

"Do | want to fight? Do | want to fight?" cried the furious
Free-thi nker. "Wy, you noonstruck scarecrow of superstition, do
you think your dirty saints are the only people who can die?
Haven't you hung atheists, and burned them and boiled them and
did they ever deny their faith? Do you think we don't want to
fight? N ght and day | have prayed--1 have |onged--for an athei st
revol ution--1 have longed to see your blood and ours on the
streets. Let it be yours or m ne?"

"But you said..." began Maclan

"I know," said Turnbull scornfully. "And what did you say? You
dammed fool, you said things that m ght have got us |ocked up for
a year, and shadowed by the coppers for half a decade. |If you
wanted to fight, why did you tell that ass you wanted to? | got
you out, to fight if you want to. Now, fight if you dare."

"I swear to you, then," said Maclan, after a pause. "Il swear to
you that nothing shall conme between us. | swear to you that

not hing shall be in nmy heart or in ny head till our swords clash
together. | swear it by the God you have denied, by the Bl essed
Lady you have bl asphened; | swear it by the seven swords in her
heart. | swear it by the Holy Island where ny fathers are, by the
honour of ny nother, by the secret of my people, and by the
chalice of the Blood of God."

The atheist drew up his head. "And I," he said, "give ny word."

[11. SOVE OLD CURI CSI TI ES

The eveni ng sky, a done of solid gold, unflaked even by a single
sunset cloud, steeped the neanest sights of London in a strange
and nmellow light. It nmade a little greasy street of St. Martin's
Lane look as if it were paved with gold. It nmade the pawnbroker's



hal f-way down it shine as if it were really that Muntain of
Piety that the French poetic instinct has naned it; it nade the
nmean pseudo- French bookshop, next but one to it, a shop packed

wi th dreary i ndecency, show for a monment a kind of Parisian
colour. And the shop that stood between the pawnshop and the shop
of dreary indecency, showed with quite a blaze of old world
beauty, for it was, by accident, a shop not unbeautiful in
itself. The front window had a glinmer of bronze and bl ue steel
lit, as by a few stars, by the sparks of what were alleged to be
jewels; for it was in brief, a shop of bric-a-brac and old
curiosities. A row of half-burnished seventeenth-century swords
ran |ike an ornate railing along the front of the w ndow, behind
was a darker glinmrer of old oak and old arnour; and hi gher up
hung the nost extraordinary | ooking South Sea tools or utensils,
whet her designed for killing enemes or nerely for cooking them
no nmere white man coul d possibly conjecture. But the romance of
the eye, which really on this rich evening, clung about the shop
had its main source in the accident of two doors standi ng open
the front door that opened on the street and a back door that
opened on an odd green square of garden, that the sun turned to a
square of gold. There is nothing nore beautiful than thus to | ook
as it were through the archway of a house; as if the open sky
were an interior chanber, and the sun a secret |anp of the place.

| have suggested that the sunset |ight nmade everything lovely. To
say that it nade the keeper of the curiosity shop | ovely woul d be
atribute to it perhaps too extreme. It would easily have nade

hi m beautiful if he had been nerely squalid; if he had been a Jew
of the Fagin type. But he was a Jew of another and nuch | ess
admrable type; a Jewwith a very well-sounding nane. For though
there are no hard tests for separating the tares and the wheat of
any people, one rude but efficient guide is that the nice Jewis
call ed Mbses Sol onobn, and the nasty Jew is called Thornton Percy.
The keeper of the curiosity shop was of the Thornton Percy branch
of the chosen people; he belonged to those Lost Ten Tribes whose

i ndustrious object is to |ose thenselves. He was a man stil
young, but already corpulent, with sleek dark hair, heavy
handsone clothes, and a full, fat, pernanent smle, which | ooked
at the first glance kindly, and at the second cowardly. The nane
over his shop was Henry Gordon, but two Scotchmen who were in his
shop that evening could cone upon no trace of a Scotch accent.

These two Scotchnmen in this shop were careful purchasers, but
free-handed payers. One of them who seened to be the principa
and the authority (whom indeed, M. Henry Gordon fancied he had
seen sonewhere before), was a small, sturdy fellow, with fine
grey eyes, a square red tie and a square red beard, that he
carried aggressively forward as if he defied anyone to pull it.
The other kept so much in the background in conparison that he

| ooked al nost ghostly in his grey cloak or plaid, a tall, sallow,
silent young man.

The two Scotchnen were interested in seventeenth-century swords.
They were fastidious about them They had a whole arnmoury of

t hese weapons brought out and rolled clattering about the
counter, until they found two of precisely the sanme | ength.
Presumably they desired the exact symetry for sone decorative
trophy. Even then they felt the points, poised the swords for
bal ance and bent themin a circle to see that they sprang

strai ght again; which, for decorative purposes, seens carrying



realismrather far.

"These will do," said the strange person with the red beard.
"And perhaps | had better pay for themat once. And as you are
the chal |l enger, M. Maclan, perhaps you had better explain the
situation.”

The tall Scotchman in grey took a step forward and spoke in a
voice quite clear and bold, and yet sonehow |lifeless, |like a man
goi ng through an ancient formality.

"The fact is, M. CGordon, we have to place our honour in your
hands. Wrds have passed between M. Turnbull and nyself on a
grave and invaluable matter, which can only be atoned for by
fighting. Unfortunately, as the police are in sone sense pursuing
us, we are hurried, and nust fight now and without seconds. But
if you will be so kind as to take us into your little garden and
see far play, we shall feel how---"

The shopman recovered hinself froma stunning surprise and burst
out :

"Gentl enmen, are you drunk? A duel! A duel in ny garden. Go
hone, gentlenmen, go hone. Wy, what did you quarrel about?"

"Wt quarrelled," said Evan, in the sane dead voice, "about

religion." The fat shopkeeper rolled about in his chair with

enj oynent .

"Well, this is a funny ganme," he said. "So you want to comm t
murder on behalf of religion. Well, well nmy religionis alittle

respect for humanity, and----"

"Excuse ne," cut in Turnbull, suddenly and fiercely, pointing
towards the pawnbroker's next door. "Don't you own that shop?"

"Why--er--yes," said Gordon

"And don't you own that shop?" repeated the secularist, pointing
backward to the pornographi c booksell er

"What if | do?"

"Why, then," cried Turnbull, with grating contenpt. "I will |eave
the religion of humanity confidently in your hands; but | am
sorry | troubled you about such a thing as honour. Look here, ny
man. | do believe in humanity. | do believe in liberty. M father
died for it under the swords of the Yeomanry. | amgoing to die
for it, if need be, under that sword on your counter. But if
there is one sight that makes ne doubt it it is your foul fat

face. It is hard to believe you were not neant to be ruled |like a
dog or killed like a cockroach. Don't try your slave's phil osophy
on ne. W are going to fight, and we are going to fight in your
garden, with your swords. Be still! Raise your voice above a

whi sper, and | run you through the body."

Turnbul | put the bright point of the sword agai nst the gay
wai st coat of the deal er, who stood choking with rage and fear
and an astoni shnment so crushing as to be greater than either.



"Maclan," said Turnbull, falling alnbst into the fanmliar tone of
a business partner, "Maclan, tie up this fellow and put a gag in
his nouth. Be still, | say, or | kill you where you stand."

The man was too frightened to scream but he struggled wildly,
whi | e Evan Macl an, whose | ong, |ean hands were unusually
powerful, tightened sone old curtain cords round him strapped a
rope gag in his nmouth and rolled himon his back on the floor

"There's nothing very strong here," said Evan, | ooking about him
"I"'mafraid he'll work through that gag in half an hour or so."

"Yes," said Turnbull, "but one of us will be killed by that
tinme."

"Well, let's hope so," said the Highlander, glancing doubtfully
at the squirmng thing on the floor

"And now," said Turnbull, twirling his fiery noustache and
fingering his sword, "let us go into the garden. What an
exqui site sumer eveni ng!"

Macl an said nothing, but lifting his sword fromthe counter went
out into the sun.

The brilliant light ran along the blades, filling the channels of
themwith white fire; the combatants stuck their swords in the
turf and took off their hats, coats, waistcoats, and boots. Evan
said a short Latin prayer to hinmself, during which Turnbull made
sonmet hing of a parade of lighting a cigarette which he flung away
the instant after, when he saw Maclan apparently standi ng ready.
Yet Maclan was not exactly ready. He stood staring like a man
stricken with a trance.

"VWhat are you staring at?" asked Turnbull. "Do you see the
bobbi es?"

"l see Jerusalem" said Evan, "all covered with the shields and

st andards of the Saracens."”

"Jerusalem " said Turnbull, laughing. "Well, we've taken the only
i nhabitant into captivity."

And he picked up his sword and nade it whistle Iike a boy's wand.
"I beg your pardon," said Maclan, dryly. "Let us begin."
Macl an made a nmilitary salute with his weapon, which Turnbul

copi ed or parodied with an inpatient contenpt; and in the
stillness of the garden the swords canme together with a clear

sound like a bell. The instant the bl ades touched, each felt them
tingle to their very points with a personal vitality, as if they
were two naked nerves of steel. Evan had worn throughout an air

of apat hy, which night have been the stal e apathy of one who
wants nothing. But it was indeed the nore dreadful apathy of one
who wants sonmething and will care for nothing else. And this was
seen suddenly; for the instant Evan engaged he di sengaged and
lunged with an infernal violence. H s opponent with a desperate
pronptitude parried and riposted; the parry only just succeeded,
the riposte failed. Sonething big and unbearabl e seemed to have



broken finally out of Evan in that first nurderous |unge, |eaving
himlighter and cool er and qui cker upon his feet. He fell to
again, fiercely still, but nowwith a fierce caution. The next
nmonent Turnbull 1unged; Maclan seened to catch the point and
throw it away fromhim and was thrusting back like a

t hunderbolt, when a sound paral ysed him another sound besi de
their ringing weapons. Turnbull, perhaps from an equa

ast oni shnent, perhaps fromchivalry, stopped also and forebore to
send his sword through his exposed eneny.

"What' s t hat?" asked Evan, hoarsely.

A heavy scraping sound, as of a trunk being dragged along a
littered floor, came fromthe dark shop behind them

"The old Jew has broken one of his strings, and he's craw ing
about," said Turnbull. "Be quick! W nust finish before he gets
his gag out."

"Yes, yes, quick! On guard!" cried the Hi ghlander. The bl ades
crossed again with the sane sound |ike song, and the nmen went to
work again with the sane white and watchful faces. Evan, in his
i mpatience, went back a little to his wildness. He made
windmlls, as the French duellists say, and though he was
probably a shade the better fencer of the two, he found the
other's point pass his face twice so close as al nost to graze his
cheek. The second tine he realized the actual possibility of
defeat and pull ed hinsel f together under a shock of the sanity of
anger. He narrowed, and, so to speak, tightened his operations:
he fenced (as the swordsnan's boast goes), in a wedding ring; he
turned Turnbull's thrusts with a naddeni ng and al nost mechani ca

click, like that of a machine. Wenever Turnbull's sword sought
to go over that other nmere white streak it seenmed to be caught in
a conplex network of steel. He turned one thrust, turned anot her

turned another. Then suddenly he went forward at the lunge with
his whole living weight. Turnbull |eaped back, but Evan I unged
and lunged and | unged again |ike a devilish piston rod or
battering ram And hi gh above all the sound of the struggle there
broke into the silent evening a bell owi ng hunan voi ce, nasal
raucous, at the highest pitch of pain. "Help! Help! Police!

Murder! Murder!" The gag was broken; and the tongue of terror
was | oose.
"Keep on!" gasped Turnbull. "One may be killed before they cone."

The voi ce of the screani ng shopkeeper was | oud enough to drown
not only the noise of the swords but all other noises around it,
but even through its rending din there seemed to be sone ot her
stir or scurry. And Evan, in the very act of thrusting at
Turnbul |, saw sonething in his eyes that nmade himdrop his sword.
The atheist, with his grey eyes at their w dest and wi |l dest, was
staring straight over his shoulder at the little archway of shop
t hat opened on the street beyond. And he saw the archway bl ocked
and bl ackened with strange figures.

"We must bolt, Maclan," he said abruptly. "And there isn't a
dammed second to lose either. Do as | do."

Wth a bound he was beside the little cluster of his clothes and
boots that lay on the | awn; he snatched them up, w thout waiting



to put any of themon; and tucking his sword under his other arm
went wildly at the wall at the bottom of the garden and swung
hinsel f over it. Three seconds after he had alighted in his socks
on the other side, Maclan alighted beside him also in his socks
and al so carrying clothes and sword in a desperate bundl e.

They were in a by-street, very lean and lonely itself, but so
close to a crowded thoroughfare that they could see the vague
masses of vehicles going by, and could even see an individua
hansom cab passing the corner at the instant. Turnbull put his
fingers to his nmouth Iike a gutter-snipe and whistled twice. Even
as he did so he could hear the | oud voices of the neighbours and
the police com ng down the garden

The hansom swung sharply and cane tearing down the little | ane at
his call. Wen the cabman saw his fares, however, two w | d-haired
men in their shirts and socks with naked swords under their arns,
he not unnaturally brought his readiness to a rigid stop and

st ared suspi ci ously.

"You talk to hima mnute,"
into the shadow of the wall.

whi spered Turnbull, and stepped back

"W want you," said Maclan to the cabman, with a superb Scotch
drawl of indifference and assurance, "to drive us to St. Pancras
Station--verra quick."

"Very sorry, sir," said the cabman, "but I'd like to know it was
all right. Mght | arst where you cone from sir?"

A second after he spoke Maclan heard a heavy voi ce on the other
side of the wall, saying: "I suppose |'d better get over and | ook
for them Gve ne a back."

"Cabby," said Maclan, again assumi ng the nost deliberate and
lingering |low and Scotch intonation, "if ye're really verra
anxious to ken whar a' cone fra', I'll tell ye as a verra great
secret. A cone from Scotland. And a'mgaein' to St. Pancras
Station. Open the doors, cabby."

The cabman stared, but | aughed. The heavy voice behind the wall
said: "Now then, a better back this time, M. Price." And from

t he shadow of the wall Turnbull crept out. He had struggled
wildly into his coat (leaving his waistcoat on the pavenent), and
he was with a fierce pale face clinbing up the cab behind the
cabman. Maclan had no glinmering notion of what he was up to, but
an instinct of discipline, inherited froma hundred nen of war,
made himstick to his ow part and trust the other man's.

"Open the doors, cabby," he repeated, with sonmething of the
obstinate solemity of a drunkard, "open the doors. Did ye no
hear nme say St. Pancras Station?"

The top of a policeman's hel net appeared above the garden wall
The cabman did not see it, but he was still suspicious and began

"Very sorry, sir, but..." and with that the catlike Turnbull tore
hi mout of his seat and hurled himinto the street bel ow, where
he lay suddenly stunned.



"Gve ne his hat," said Turnbull in a silver voice, that the
ot her obeyed like a bugle. "And get inside with the swords."

And just as the red and raging face of a policenan appeared above
the wall, Turnbull struck the horse with a terrible cut of the
whi p and the two went whirling away |i ke a boonerang.

They had spun through seven streets and three or four squares

bef ore anything further happened. Then, in the nei ghbourhood of
Mai da Val e, the driver opened the trap and talked through it in a
manner not wholly conmon in conversations through that aperture.

"M . Mclan," he said shortly and civilly.
"M. Turnbull," replied his notionless fare.

"Under circunstances such as those in which we were both recently
pl aced there was no tine for anything but very abrupt action. |
trust therefore that you have no cause to conplain of nme if |
have deferred until this noment a consultation with you on our
present position or future action. Qur present position, M.
Maclan, | inmagine that | amunder no special necessity of
describing. W have broken the law and we are fleeing fromits
officers. Qur future action is a thing about which | nyself
entertain sufficiently strong views; but |I have no right to
assunme or to anticipate yours, though | may have forned a deci ded
conception of your character and a deci ded notion of what they
will probably be. Still, by every principle of intellectua
justice, | ambound to ask you now and seriously whether you w sh
to continue our interrupted relations.”

Macl an | eant his white and rather weary face back upon the
cushions in order to speak up through the open door

"M . Turnbull,” he said, "I have nothing to add to what | have

said before. It is strongly borne in upon nme that you and I, the
sol e occupants of this runaway cab, are at this nonment the two

nost inportant people in London, possibly in Europe. | have been

| ooking at all the streets as we went past, | have been | ooking

at all the shops as we went past, | have been | ooking at all the
churches as we went past. At first, | felt alittle dazed with

the vastness of it all. | could not understand what it all neant.
But now | know exactly what it all nmeans. |t neans us. This whole
civilization is only a dream You and | are the realities."

"Rel i gi ous synbolism" said M. Turnbull, through the trap, "does
not, as you are probably aware, appeal ordinarily to thinkers of
the school to which | belong. But in synbolismas you use it in

this instance, | must, | think, concede a certain truth. W
_must _ fight this thing out somewhere; because, as you truly say,
we have found each other's reality. W _nust_kill each other--or
convert each other. | used to think all Christians were
hypocrites, and | felt quite nmldly towards themreally. But I
know you are sincere--and ny soul is nmad against you. In the sanme
way you used, | suppose, to think that all atheists thought

athei smwoul d | eave themfree for inmorality--and yet in your

heart you tolerated thementirely. Now you know_ that | am an
honest man, and you are nad agai nst nme, as | am agai nst you. Yes,
that's it. You can't be angry with bad nen. But a good man in the
wrong--why one thirsts for his blood. Yes, you open for nme a



vista of thought."

"Don'"t run into anything," said Evan, imovably.

"There's sonmething in that view of yours, too,
and shut down the trap

sai d Turnbul I,

They sped on through shining streets that shot by themlike
arrows. M. Turnbull had evidently a great deal of unused
practical talent which was unrolling itself in this ridicul ous
adventure. They had got away with such stunning pronptitude that
the police chase had in all probability not even properly begun
But in case it had, the amateur cabman chose his dizzy course

t hrough London with a strange dexterity. He did not do what woul d
have first occurred to any ordinary outsider desiring to destroy
his tracks. He did not cut into by-ways or twi st his way through
mean streets. Hi s amateur comon sense told himthat it was
precisely the poor street, the side street, that would be likely
to renenber and report the passing of a hansom cab, |ike the
passing of a royal procession. He kept chiefly to the great
roads, so full of hansons that a wilder pair than they night
easily have passed in the press. In one of the quieter streets
Evan put on his boots.

Towards the top of Al bany Street the singular cabman agai n opened
the trap.

"M . Mclan," he said, "I understand that we have now definitely
settled that in the conventional |anguage honour is not
satisfied. Qur action nust at least go further than it has gone
under recent interrupted conditions. That, | believe, is
under st ood. "

"Perfectly," replied the other with his bootlace in his teeth.
"Under those conditions,"” continued Turnbull, his voice coning
t hrough the hole with a slight note of trepidation very unusua
with him "I have a suggestion to make, if that can be called a

suggestion, which has probably occurred to you as readily as to
me. Until the actual event comes off we are practically in the
position if not of conrades, at |east of business partners. Unti
the event cones off, therefore | should suggest that quarrelling
woul d be inconvenient and rather inartistic; while the ordinary
exchange of politeness between man and nan woul d be not only

el egant but uncommonly practical."

"You are perfectly right," answered Maclan, with his nelancholy
voice, "in saying that all this has occurred to ne. Al duellists
shoul d behave |i ke gentlenen to each other. But we, by the
gueerness of our position, are sonething nmuch nore than either
duellists or gentlenen. W are, in the oddest and nobst exact
sense of the term brothers--in arns."”

"M. Mclan," replied Turnbull, calmy, "no nore need be said."
And he closed the trap once nore.

They had reached Finchley Road before he opened it again.

Then he said, "M. Maclan, may | offer you a cigar. It will be a
touch of realism?”



"Thank you," answered Evan. "You are very kind." And he began to
snoke in the cab

I'V. A DI SCUSSI ON AT DAWN

The duellists had fromtheir own point of view escaped or
conquered the chief powers of the nmodern world. They had
satisfied the nagistrate, they had tied the tradesman neck and
heels, and they had left the police behind. As far as their own
feelings went they had nelted into a nonstrous sea; they were but
the fare and driver of one of the nillion hansons that fil

London streets. But they had forgotten sonething; they had
forgotten journalism They had forgotten that there exists in
the nodern world, perhaps for the first tine in history, a class
of people whose interest is not that things should happen well or
happen badly, should happen successfully or happen
unsuccessfully, should happen to the advantage of this party or

t he advantage of that part, but whose interest sinply is that

t hi ngs shoul d happen.

It is the one great weakness of journalismas a picture of our
nodern exi stence, that it nust be a picture nmade up entirely of
exceptions. W announce on flaring posters that a man has fallen
off a scaffolding. W do not announce on flaring posters that a
man has not fallen off a scaffolding. Yet this latter fact is
fundanentally nore exciting, as indicating that that noving tower
of terror and nystery, a man, is still abroad upon the earth.
That the man has not fallen off a scaffolding is really nore
sensational; and it is also sonme thousand tines nore conmon. But
journalismcannot reasonably be expected thus to insist upon the
permanent mracles. Busy editors cannot be expected to put on

their posters, "M. WIlkinson Still Safe," or "M. Jones, of
Worthing, Not Dead Yet." They cannot announce the happi ness of
manki nd at all. They cannot describe all the forks that are not

stolen, or all the marriages that are not judiciously dissolved.
Hence the conplete picture they give of life is of necessity
fall aci ous; they can only represent what is unusual. However
denocratic they may be, they are only concerned with the
mnority.

The incident of the religious fanatic who broke a w ndow on
Ludgate Hi Il was al one enough to set themup in good copy for the
ni ght. But when the same nan was brought before a magi strate and
defied his eneny to nortal conbat in the open court, then the
colums woul d hardly hold the excruciating information, and the
headl i nes were so large that there was hardly room for any of the
text. The _Daily Tel egraph_ headed a colum, "A Duel on
Divinity," and there was a correspondence afterwards which | asted
for nonths, about whether police magistrates ought to mention
religion. The Daily Mail_in its dull, sensible way, headed the
events, "Wanted to fight for the Virgin." M. Janes Douglas, in
_The Star_, presum ng on his know edge of phil osophical and

t heol ogi cal terms, described the Christian's outbreak under the
title of "Dualist and Duellist.”" The Daily News_inserted a

col ourl ess account of the matter, but was pursued and eaten up
for some weeks, with letters fromoutlying mnisters, headed
“"Murder and Mariolatry." But the journalistic tenperature was



steadily and consistently heated by all these influences; the
journalists had tasted bl ood, prospectively, and were in the nood
for nore; everything in the nmatter prepared themfor further

out bursts of noral indignation. And when a gasping reporter
rushed in in the last hours of the evening with the announcenent
that the two heroes of the Police Court had literally been found
fighting in a London back garden, with a shopkeeper bound and
gagged in the front of the house, the editors and sub-editors
were stricken still as nmen are by great beatitudes.

The next morning, five or six of the great London dailies burst
out sinultaneously into great bl ossons of el oquent

| eader-witing. Towards the end all the |l eaders tended to be the
same, but they all began differently. The _Daily Tel egraph_, for
i nstance began, "There will be little difference anpbng our
readers or anong all truly English and | aw abi di ng nmen touchi ng
the, etc. etc." The Daily Miil_ said, "People nmust learn, in the
nodern world, to keep their theological differences to

t hensel ves. The fracas, etc. etc." The Daily News_ started,
"Not hing could be nore ininical to the cause of true religion
than, etc. etc.”" The _Tines_ began with sonething about Celtic
di sturbances of the equilibriumof Enpire, and the Daily
Express_ distinguished itself splendidly by onitting altogether
so controversial a matter and substituting a | eader about

gol oshes.

And the norning after that, the editors and the newspapers were
in such a state, that, as the phrase is, there was no hol di ng
them \Whatever secret and elvish thing it is that broods over
editors and suddenly turns their brains, that thing had seized on
the story of the broken glass and the duel in the garden. It
becane nonstrous and omni present, as do in our tine the

uni nportant doi ngs of the sect of the Agapenonites, or as did at
an earlier tinme the dreary dishonesties of the Rhodesian
financiers. Questions were asked about it, and even answered, in
t he House of Commons. The Governnment was sol emmly denounced in

t he papers for not having done sonethi ng, nobody knew what, to
prevent the w ndow being broken. An enornous subscription was
started to reinburse M. Gordon, the man who had been gagged in
the shop. M. Maclan, one of the conbatants, becane for sone
nmysterious reason, singly and hugely popular as a comic figure in
the conmic papers and on the stage of the nusic hall. He was

al ways represented (in defiance of fact), with red whiskers, and
a very red nose, and in full H ghland costune. And a song,

consi sting of an uni magi nabl e nunber of verses, in which his nane
was rhynmed with flat iron, the British Lion, sly "un, dandelion
Spion (Wth Kop in the next line), was sung to crowded houses
every night. The papers devel oped a devouring thirst for the
capture of the fugitives; and when they had not been caught for
forty-eight hours, they suddenly turned the whole matter into a
detective nystery. Letters under the heading, "Were are They,"
poured in to every paper, with every conceivabl e kind of

expl anation, running themto earth in the Monunent, the Twopenny
Tube, Epping Forest, Westninster Abbey, rolled up in carpets at
Shool breds, |ocked up in safes in Chancery Lane. Yes, the papers
were very interesting, and M. Turnbull unrolled a whole bundle
of them for the anusenent of M. Maclan as they sat on a high
common to the north of London, in the com ng of the white dawn.

The darkness in the east had been broken with a bar of grey; the



bar of grey was split with a sword of silver and norning lifted
itself |aboriously over London. Fromthe spot where Turnbull and
Macl an were sitting on one of the barren steeps behind Hanpstead,
they coul d see the whol e of London shaping itself vaguely and
largely in the grey and growing light, until the white sun stood
over it and it lay at their feet, the splendid nonstrosity that

it is. |Its bew ldering squares and parall el ograns were conpact
and perfect as a Chinese puzzle; an enornous hieroglyphic which
man nust deci pher or die. There fell upon both of them but upon
Turnbull nore than the other, because he know nore what the scene
signified, that quite indescribable sense as of a subline and
passi onate and heart-noving futility, which is never evoked by
deserts or dead nmen or nmen negl ected and barbarous, which can
only be invoked by the sight of the enornous genius of man
applied to anything other than the best. Turnbull, the old

i deal i stic denocrat, had so often reviled the denocracy and
reviled themjustly for their supineness, their snobbishness,
their evil reverence for idle things. He was right enough; for
our denocracy has only one great fault; it is not denocratic. And
after denouncing so justly average nodern nmen for so many years
as sophists and as slaves, he | ooked down froman enpty slope in
Hanpst ead and saw what gods they are. Their achievenent seened
all the nore heroic and divine, because it seened doubtfu

whether it was worth doing at all. There seened to be sonething
greater than mere accuracy in naking such a ni stake as London

And what was to be the end of it all? what was to be the ultimate
transformati on of this common and incredi ble London man, this
workrman on a tramin Battersea, his clerk on an omibus in
Cheapsi de? Turnbull, as he stared drearily, murnured to hinself
the words of the old atheistic and revol utionary Sw nburne who
had i ntoxi cated his youth:

"And still we ask if God or man
Can | oosen thee Lazarus;

Bid thee rise up republican

And save thyself and all of us.

But no disciple' s tongue can say

If thou can'st take our sins away."

Turnbul | shivered slightly as if behind the earthly norning he
felt the evening of the world, the sunset of so many hopes. Those

words were from "Songs before Sunrise". But Turnbull's songs at
their best were songs after sunrise, and sunrise had been no such
great thing after all. Turnbull shivered again in the sharp

norning air. Maclan was also gazing with his face towards the
city, but there was that about his blind and nystical stare that
told one, so to speak, that his eyes were turned i nwards. Wen
Turnbul | said sonething to himabout London, they seemed to nove
as at a summons and cone out |ike two househol ders com ng out
into their doorways.

"Yes," he said, with a sort of stupidity. "It's a very big
pl ace."

There was a sonewhat unneaning silence, and then Maclan said
agai n:

"It's a very big place. Wen | first came into it | was
frightened of it. Frightened exactly as one would be frightened
at the sight of a man forty feet high. | amused to big things



where | come from big nmountains that seemto fill God's
infinity, and the big sea that goes to the end of the world. But
then these things are all shapel ess and confused things, not nade
inany famliar form But to see the plain, square, human things
as large as that, houses so large and streets so large, and the
town itself so large, was |like having screwed sonme devil's

magni fying glass into one's eye. It was |like seeing a porridge
bow as big as a house, or a mouse-trap nmade to catch el ephants.™

"Li ke the land of the Brobdi ngnagi ans,"” said Turnbull, smling.
"Ch! VWWere is that?" said Mclan

Turnbull said bitterly, "In a book," and the silence fel
suddenl y between them agai n.

They were sitting in a sort of litter on the hillside; all the
things they had hurriedly collected, in various places, for their
flight, were strewn indiscrinmnately round them The two swords
wi th which they had | ately sought each other's lives were flung
down on the grass at random 1like two idle walking-sticks. Some
provi sions they had bought |ast night, at a | ow public house, in
case of undefined contingencies, were tossed about |ike the
materials of an ordinary picnic, here a basket of chocol ate, and
there a bottle of wine. And to add to the disorder finally, there
were strewn on top of everything, the nost disorderly of nodern

t hi ngs, newspapers, and nore newspapers, and yet again
newspapers, the mnisters of the nodern anarchy. Turnbull picked
up one of themdrearily, and took out a pipe.

"There's a |l ot about us,"” he said. "Do you mind if I [ight up?"

"Why should | mind?" asked Macl an

Turnbull eyed with a certain studious interest, the man who did
not understand any of the verbal courtesies; he |lit his pipe and
bl ew great clouds out of it.

"Yes," he resunmed. "The matter on which you and | are engaged is
at this nonent really the best copy in England. | ama
journalist, and | know. For the first tine, perhaps, for many
generations, the English are really nore angry about a wrong
thing done in England than they are about a wong thing done in
France. "

"It is not a wong thing," said Maclan

Turnbul | laughed. "You seem unable to understand the ordinary use
of the human | anguage. |If | did not suspect that you were a
genius, | should certainly know you were a bl ockhead. | fancy we

had better be getting along and col |l ecti ng our baggage."

And he junped up and began shoving the luggage into his pockets,
or strapping it on to his back. As he thrust a tin of canned
nmeat, anyhow, into his bursting side pocket, he said casually:

"I only neant that you and | are the nobst prom nent people in the
Engl i sh papers."

"Wl I, what did you expect?" asked Maclan, opening his great



grave bl ue eyes.

"The papers are full of us," said Turnbull, stooping to pick up
one of the swords.

Macl an st ooped and pi cked up the other
"Yes," he said, in his sinple way. "I have read what they have to
say. But they don't seemto understand the point."

"The point of what?" asked Turnbull.

"The point of the sword," said Maclan, violently, and planted the
steel point in the soil like a man planting a tree.

"That is a point," said Turnbull, grimy, "that we will discuss
| ater. Cone al ong."

Turnbull tied the last tin of biscuits desperately to hinself
with string; and then spoke, like a diver girt for plunging,
short and sharp.

"Now, M. Maclan, you nmust listen to ne. You nust listen to ne,
not nerely because | know the country, which you mght |earn by

| ooki ng at a nap, but because | know the people of the country,
whom you coul d not know by living here thirty years. That

infernal city down there is awake; and it is awake agai nst us.

Al'l those endl ess rows of w ndows and wi ndows are all eyes

staring at us. Al those forests of chimeys are fingers pointing
at us, as we stand here on the hillside. This thing has caught

on. For the next six nmortal nmonths they will think of nothing but
us, as for six nortal nonths they thought of nothing but the
Dreyfus case. OCh, | knowit's funny. They let starving children

who don't want to die, drop by the score w thout |ooking round.
But because two gentlenen, fromprivate feelings of delicacy, do
want to die, they will nobilize the arny and navy to prevent

them For half a year or nore, you and |, M. Maclan, will be an
obstacle to every reformin the British Enpire. W shall prevent
t he Chi nese being sent out of the Transvaal and the bl ocks being
stopped in the Strand. W shall be the conversational substitute
when anyone reconmends Home Rul e, or conplains of sky signs.
Therefore, do not imagine, in your innocence, that we have only
to nelt away anong those English hills as a Highland cateran

m ght into your god-forsaken H ghland nmountains. W nust be
eternally on our guard; we nmust live the hunted life of two

di stinguished crinminals. W nust expect to be recogni zed as nuch
as if we were Napol eon escaping fromEl ba. W nust be prepared
for our descriptions being sent to every tiny village, and for
our faces being recogni zed by every anbitious policeman. W nust
often sleep under the stars as if we were in Africa. Last and
nost inportant we must not dream of effecting our--our final

settlement, which will be a thing as famous as the Phoenix Park
murders, unless we have nade real and precise arrangenents for
our isolation--1 will not say our safety. W nust not, in short,

fight until we have thrown them off our scent, if only for a
monent. For, take my word for it, M. Maclan, if the British
Public once catches us up, the British Public will prevent the
duel, if it is only by locking us both up in asyluns for the rest
of our days."



Macl an was | ooking at the horizon with a rather m sty | ook.

"I amnot at all surprised," he said, "at the world bei ng agai nst
us. It makes nme feel | was right to----"

"Yes?" said Turnbull

"To smash your wi ndow," said Maclan. "I have woken up the world."
"Very well, then," said Turnbull, stolidly. "Let us look at a few
final facts. Beyond that hill there is conparatively clear
country. Fortunately, | know the part well, and if you will
foll ow ne exactly, and, when necessary, on your stomach, we nmay

be able to get ten mles out of London, literally w thout neeting
anyone at all, which will be the best possible beginning, at any

rate. W have provisions for at |east two days and two nights,
three days if we do it carefully. W may be able to get fifty or
sixty miles away w thout even wal king into an inn door. | have
the biscuits and the tinned nmeat, and the nilk. You have the
chocolate, | think? And the brandy?"

"Yes," said Maclan, like a soldier taking orders.

"Very well, then, conme on. March. W turn under that third bush
and so down into the valley." And he set off ahead at a swi nging
wal K.

Then he stopped suddenly; for he realized that the other was not
following. Evan Maclan was | eaning on his sword with a | owering

face, like a man suddenly smitten still with doubt.
"What on earth is the matter?" asked Turnbull, staring in sone
anger .

Evan made no reply.

"What the deuce is the matter with you?" denanded the | eader
again, his face slowy growing as red as his beard; then he said,
suddenly, and in a nore human voice, "Are you in pain, Mclan?"

"Yes," replied the H ghlander, without lifting his face.

"Take sone brandy," cried Turnbull, wal king forward hurriedly
towards him "You' ve got it."

"It's not in the body," said Maclan, in his dull, strange way.
"The pain has conme into my mnd. A very dreadful thing has just
come into ny thoughts."

"What the devil are you tal king about?" asked TurnbulI.

Macl an broke out with a queer and living voice.

"We must fight now, Turnbull. W nust fight now A frightfu
thing has cone upon ne, and | know it nust be now and here. |
must kill you here," he cried, with a sort of tearful rage

i mpossible to describe. "Here, here, upon this blessed grass."”

"Why, you idiot," began Turnbul |



"The hour has cone--the black hour God neant for it. Quick, it
wi Il soon be gone. Quick!"

And he flung the scabbard fromhimfuriously, and stood with the
sunlight sparkling along his sword.

"You confounded fool," repeated Turnbull. "Put that thing up
again, you ass; people will cone out of that house at the first
clash of the steel."

"One of us will be dead before they cone," said the other
hoarsely, "for this is the hour God neant."

"Well, | never thought much of God," said the editor of _The
Atheist , losing all patience. "And | think | ess now. Never mnd
what God neant. Kindly enlighten nmy pagan darkness as to what the
devil _you_nean."

"The hour will soon be gone. In a nonent it will be gone," said
the madman. "It is now, now, now that | mnust nail your

bl aspheni ng body to the earth--now, now that | nust avenge CQur
Lady on her vile slanderer. Now or never. For the dreadfu
thought is in ny nmind."

"And what thought,"” asked Turnbull, with frantic conposure,
"occupi es what you call your m nd?"

"I must kill you now," said the fanatic, "because----"
"Wl |, because," said Turnbull, patiently.
"Because | have begun to like you."

Turnbull's face had a sudden spasmin the sunlight, a change so

i nstantaneous that it left no trace behind it; and his features
seened still carved into a cold stare. But when he spoke again he
seened |li ke a man who was placidly pretending to m sunderstand
somet hi ng that he understood perfectly well.

"Your affection expresses itself in an abrupt form" he began
but Maclan broke the brittle and frivol ous speech to pieces with
a violent voice. "Do not trouble to talk like that," he said.
"You know what | nean as well as | knowit. Cone on and fight,
say. Perhaps you are feeling just as | do."

Turnbull's face flinched again in the fierce sunlight, but his
attitude kept its contenptuous ease.

"Your Celtic mind really goes too fast for ne," he said; "let me
be permitted in ny heavy Low and way to understand this new
devel oprment. M dear M. Maclan, what do you really nmean?”

Macl an still kept the shining sword-point towards the other's
br east.

"You know what | nean. You nean the sane yourself. W nust
fight now or else----"

"Or else?" repeated Turnbull, staring at himw th an al nost
blinding gravity.



"Or else we may not want to fight at all," answered Evan, and the
end of his speech was |like a despairing cry.

Turnbull took out his own sword suddenly as if to engage; then
planting it point downwards for a noment, he said, "Before we
begin, may | ask you a question?"

Macl an bowed patiently, but with burning eyes.

"You said, just now," continued Turnbull, presently, "that if we
did not fight now, we might not want to fight at all. How would
you feel about the matter if we came not to want to fight at
al | ?"

"I should feel," answered the other, "just as | should feel if
you had drawn your sword, and | had run away fromit. | should
feel that because | had been weak, justice had not been done."

"Justice," answered Turnbull, with a thoughtful smile, "but we
are tal king about your feelings. And what do you nean by justice,
apart fromyour feelings?"

Macl an made a gesture of weary recognition! "Ch, Nomnalism" he
said, with a sort of sigh, "we had all that out in the twelfth
century."”

"I wish we could have it out now," replied the other, firmy. "Do
you really nean that if you came to think ne right, you would be
certainly wong?"

“"If I had a bl ow on the back of ny head, | nmight come to think
you a green el ephant,"” answered Maclan, "but have | not the right
to say now, that if | thought that | should think wong?"

"Then you are quite certain that it would be wong to |ike ne?"

asked Turnbull, with a slight snile
"No," said Evan, thoughtfully, "I do not say that. It nmay not be
the devil, it nmay be sone part of God | amnot neant to know. But

| had a work to do, and it is making the work difficult."”

"And | suppose," said the atheist, quite gently, "that you and I
know al | about which part of God we ought to know. "

Macl an burst out |like a nman driven back and expl ai ni ng
everyt hi ng.

"The Church is not a thing |like the Athenaeum Cub," he cried.
"I f the Athenaeum Club lost all its nenbers, the Athenaeum Cl ub
woul d di ssol ve and cease to exist. But when we belong to the
Church we belong to something which is outside all of us; which
is outside everything you talk about, outside the Cardinals and
the Pope. They belong to it, but it does not belong to them If
we all fell dead suddenly, the Church would still sonmehow exi st
in God. Confound it all, don't you see that | amnore sure of its
exi stence than I amof ny own exi stence? And yet you ask nme to
trust ny tenperanent, nmy own tenperanment, which can be turned
upsi de down by two bottles of claret or an attack of the
jaundice. You ask ne to trust that when it softens towards you



and not to trust the thing which | believe to be outside nyself
and nore real than the blood in ny body."

"Stop a nonent," said Turnbull, in the sane easy tone, "Even in
the very act of saying that you believe this or that, you inply
that there is a part of yourself that you trust even if there are
many parts which you mstrust. |If it is only you that |ike ne,
surely, also, it is only you that believe in the Catholic
Church. "

Evan remai ned in an unnoved and grave attitude. "There is a part
of me which is divine," he answered, "a part that can be trusted,
but there are also affections which are entirely animal and
ide."

"And you are quite certain, | suppose,” continued Turnbull, "that
if even you esteemnme the esteem woul d be wholly ani mal and
idle?" For the first tine Maclan started as if he had not
expected the thing that was said to him At |ast he said:

"VWhat ever in earth or heaven it is that has joined us two
together, it seens to be sonething which nakes it inpossible to
lie. No, | do not think that the novenment in ne towards you
was...was that surface sort of thing. |t nay have been sonet hing
deeper...sonmething strange. | cannot understand the thing at all
But understand this and understand it thoroughly, if | |oved you
my love mght be divine. No, it is not sonme trifle that we are
fighting about. It is not sone superstition or sone synbol. Wen
you wote those words about Qur Lady, you were in that act a

wi cked nan doing a wicked thing. |If | hate you it is because you
have hated goodness. And if | like you...it is because you are
good. "

Turnbul | 's face wore an indeci pherabl e expression

"Well, shall we fight now?" he said.
"Yes," said Maclan, with a sudden contraction of his black brows,
"yes, it nust be now "

The bright swords crossed, and the first touch of them

travel ling down bl ade and arm told each conbatant that the heart
of the other was awakened. It was not in that way that the swords
rang toget her when they had rushed on each other in the little
garden behind the dealer's shop

There was a pause, and then Maclan nmade a novenent as if to
thrust, and al nbst at the sane noment Turnbull suddenly and
calmMy dropped his sword. Evan stared round in an unusua
bewi | dernment, and then realized that a large man in pale clothes
and a Panana hat was strolling serenely towards them

V. THE PEACEMAKER

VWhen the conbatants, with crossed swords, becane suddenly
conscious of a third party, they each made the sane novenent. It
was as quick as the snap of a pistol, and they altered it

i nstant aneously and recovered their original pose, but they had



both made it, they had both seen it, and they both knew what it
was. It was not a novement of anger at being interrupted. Say or
think what they would, it was a novenent of relief. A force
within them and yet quite beyond them seenmed slowy and
pitilessly washing away the adamant of their oath. As mni staken

| overs might watch the inevitable sunset of first |ove, these nen
wat ched the sunset of their first hatred.

Their hearts were grow ng weaker and weaker agai nst each ot her
VWhen their weapons rang and riposted in the little London garden
they coul d have been very certain that if a third party had
interrupted them sonmething at | east woul d have happened. They
woul d have killed each other or they would have killed him But
now not hing could undo or deny that flash of fact, that for a
second they had been glad to be interrupted. Sonme new and strange
thing was rising higher and higher in their hearts like a high

sea at night. It was sonething that seened all the nore
nmercil ess, because it nmight turn out an enornous nmercy. Was
t here, perhaps, sone such fatalismin friendship as all |overs

talk about in love? Did God make nen | ove each ot her agai nst
their will?

"I"'msure you'll excuse mny speaking to you,"
in a voice at once eager and deprecating.

sai d the stranger

The voice was too polite for good nanners. |t was incongruous
with the eccentric spectacle of the duellists which ought to have
startled a sane and free nman. It was al so i ncongruous with the

full and healthy, though rather | oose physique of the man who
spoke. At the first glance he looked a fine animal, with curling
gol d beard and hair, and blue eyes, unusually bright. It was only
at the second glance that the mind felt a sudden and perhaps
unneaning irritation at the way in which the gold beard retreated
backwards into the waistcoat, and the way in which the finely
shaped nose went forward as if snelling its way. And it was only,
per haps, at the hundredth gl ance that the bright blue eyes, which
normal |y before and after the instant seenmed brilliant with
intelligence, seened as it were to be brilliant with idiocy. He
was a heavy, healthy-1ooking man, who | ooked all the |arger
because of the |oose, light coloured clothes that he wore, and
that had in their extrene |ightness and | ooseness, al nbst a touch
of the tropics. But a closer exanmination of his attire would have
shown that even in the tropics it would have been uni que; but it
was all woven according to sone hygienic texture which no human
bei ng had ever heard of before, and which was absol utely

necessary even for a day's health. He wore a huge broad-bri med
hat, equally hygienic, very nmuch at the back of his head, and his
voi ce coming out of so heavy and hearty a type of man was, as

have said, startlingly shrill and deferenti al
"I"'msure you'll excuse mnmy speaking to you," he said. "Now, |
wonder if you are in some little difficulty which, after all, we

could settle very confortably together? Now, you don't mind ny
saying this, do you?"

The face of both conmbatants renai ned sonewhat solid under this
appeal . But the stranger, probably taking their silence for a
gat hering shame, continued with a kind of gaiety:

"So you are the young nen | have read about in the papers. Well,



of course, when one is young, one is rather romantic. Do you know
what | always say to young peopl e?"

A blank silence followed this gay inquiry. Then Turnbull said in
a col ourl ess voi ce:

"As | was forty-seven | ast birthday, | probably came into the
worl d too soon for the experience."

"Very good, very good," said the friendly person. "Dry Scotch

hunour. Dry Scotch hunour. Well now. | understand that you two
people want to fight a duel. | suppose you aren't much up in the
nodern world. W've quite outgrown duelling, you know. In fact,

Tol stoy tells us that we shall soon outgrow war, which he says is
sinply a duel between nations. A duel between nations. But there
i s no doubt about our having outgrown duelling."

Waiting for sonme effect upon his wooden auditors, the stranger
st ood beam ng for a nonment and then resuned:

"Now, they tell me in the newspapers that you are really wanting
to fight about something connected with Roman Catholicism Now,
do you know what | always say to Roman Cat holics?"

"No," said Turnbull, heavily. "Do they ?" It seenmed to be a
characteristic of the hearty, hygienic gentleman that he al ways
forgot the speech he had nade the nonent before. W thout
enlarging further on the fixed formof his appeal to the Church
of Ronme, he laughed cordially at Turnbull's answer; then his
wandering bl ue eyes caught the sunlight on the swords, and he
assumed a good- hunoured gravity.

"But you know this is a serious matter," he said, eyeing Turnbul
and Maclan, as if they had just been keeping the table in a roar
with their frivolities. "I amsure that if | appealed to your
hi gher natures...your higher natures. Every man has a hi gher
nature and a | ower nature. Now, |let us put the matter very
plainly, and without any romantic nonsense about honour or
anything of that sort. 1Is not bloodshed a great sin?"

"No," said Maclan, speaking for the first tinme.
"Well, really, really!" said the peacenaker

"Murder is a sin," said the i movabl e Hi ghlander. "There is no
sin of bl oodshed."

"Well, we won't quarrel about a word," said the other
pl easantly.

"Wy on earth not?" said Maclan, with a sudden asperity. "Wy
shoul dn't we quarrel about a word? What is the good of words if
they aren't inportant enough to quarrel over? Wy do we choose
one word nore than another if there isn't any difference between
then? If you called a wonan a chi npanzee instead of an angel,
woul dn't there be a quarrel about a word? |If you're not going to
argue about words, what are you going to argue about? Are you
going to convey your neaning to ne by noving your ears? The
Church and the heresies always used to fight about words, because
they are the only things worth fighting about. | say that nurder



is a sin, and bl oodshed is not, and that there is as nuch

di fference between those words as there is between the word 'yes
and the word 'no'; or rather nore difference, for 'yes' and 'no',
at |least, belong to the sane category. Mirder is a spiritua

i ncident. Bloodshed is a physical incident. A surgeon comits
bl oodshed.

"Ah, you're a casuist!" said the | arge nan, waggi ng his head.
“Now, do you know what | always say to casuists...?"

Macl an made a viol ent gesture; and Turnbull broke into open
| aughter. The peacenaker did not seemto be in the | east annoyed,
but continued i n unabated enjoynent.

"Well, well," he said, "let us get back to the point. Now Tol stoy
has shown that force is no renmedy; so you see the position in
which | amplaced. | amdoing ny best to stop what |'m sure you

won't mind ny calling this really useless violence, this really
guite wrong violence of yours. But it's against nmy principles to
call in the police agai nst you, because the police are still on a
| ower noral plane, so to speak, because, in short, the police
undoubt edly sonetimes enploy force. Tolstoy has shown that

vi ol ence nerely breeds violence in the person towards whomit is
used, whereas Love, on the other hand, breeds Love. So you see
how | amplaced. | amreduced to use Love in order to stop you

| amobliged to use Love."

He gave to the word an indescribable sound of sonething hard and

heavy, as if he were saying "boots". Turnbull suddenly gripped
his sword and said, shortly, "I see how you are placed quite
well, sir. You will not call the police. M. Maclan, shall we

engage?" Maclan plucked his sword out of the grass.

"I must and will stop this shocking crinme," cried the Tol stoian
crimson in the face. "It is against all nodern ideas. It is
agai nst the principle of love. How you, sir, who pretend to be a
Christian..."

Macl an turned upon himwith a white face and bitter lip. "Sir,"
he said, "talk about the principle of |ove as nuch as you like.
You seemto ne colder than a lunp of stone; but | amwlling to
believe that you may at sone tine have |loved a cat, or a dog, or
a child. Wen you were a baby, | suppose you | oved your nother
Tal k about love, then, till the world is sick of the word. But
don't you talk about Christianity. Don't you dare to say one
word, white or black, about it. Christianity is, as far as you
are concerned, a horrible nystery. Keep clear of it, keep silent
upon it, as you would upon an abonination. It is a thing that has
made nen slay and torture each other; and you will never know
why. It is a thing that has nade nmen do evil that good night

come; and you will never understand the evil, let alone the good.
Christianity is a thing that could only make you vomit, till you
are other than you are. | would not justify it to you even if |
could. Hate it, in God's nane, as Turnbull does, who is a man.

It is a nonstrous thing, for which men die. And if you will stand
here and tal k about | ove for another ten minutes it is very
probabl e that you will see a nan die for it."

And he fell on guard. Turnbull was busy settling something | oose
in his elaborate hilt, and the pause was broken by the stranger



"Suppose | call the police?" he said, with a heated face.
"And deny your npst sacred dogma," said Macl an

"Dogma! " cried the nman, in a sort of dismay. "Ch, we have no
_dogmas_, you know "

There was another silence, and he said again, airily:

"You know, | think, there's sonething in what Shaw teaches about
no noral principles being quite fixed. Have you ever read _The
Qui ntessence of |bsenism? O course he went very wong over the
war . "

Turnbull, with a bent, flushed face, was tying up the | oose piece
of the pormmel with string. Wth the string in his teeth, he said,
"Ch, make up your dammed mind and clear out!"

"It's a serious thing," said the philosopher, shaking his head.
"I must be al one and consi der which is the higher point of view

| rather feel that in a case so extrene as this..." and he went
slowy away. As he disappeared anong the trees, they heard him
murnmuring in a sing-song voice, "New occasions teach new duties,"
out of a poem by Janes Russell Lowell.

"Ah," said Maclan, drawing a deep breath. "Don't you believe in
prayer now? | prayed for an angel."

“An hour ago," said the Highlander, in his heavy neditative
voice, "I felt the devil weakening ny heart and ny oath agai nst
you, and | prayed that God would send an angel to ny aid."

"Wl I ?" inquired the other, finishing his nmending and w appi ng
the rest of the string round his hand to get a firmer grip.

" \MI I ?II

"Well, that nan was an angel ," said Mclan
"I didn't know they were as bad as that," answered Turnbull.

"W know that devils sonetines quote Scripture and counterfeit

good," replied the nystic. "Wy should not angels sonetines comne
to show us the bl ack abyss of evil on whose brink we stand. |If
that man had not tried to stop us...l mght...l might have

st opped. "

"I know what you nean," said Turnbull, grimy.

"But then he canme," broke out Maclan, "and ny soul said to ne:
"Gve up fighting, and you will becone |like That. G ve up vows
and dogmas, and fixed things, and you may grow |li ke That. You nay
| earn, also, that fog of fal se philosophy. You may grow fond of
that mre of crawing, cowardly norals, and you may cone to think
a bl ow bad, because it hurts, and not because it humliates. You
may cone to think murder wong, because it is violent, and not
because it is unjust. ©Ch, you bl asphener of the good, an hour ago
| alnmost |oved you! But do not fear for me now | have heard the
word Love pronounced in _his_ intonation; and | know exactly what



it means. On guard!'"

The swords caught on each other with a dreadful clang and jar,

full of the old energy and hate; and at once plunged and
replunged. Once nore each man's heart had becone the magnet of a
mad sword. Suddenly, furious as they were, they were frozen for a
nmoment noti onl ess.

"What noise is that?" asked the Hi ghlander, hoarsely.
"I think I know, " replied Turnbull
"What ?. .. What?" cried the other

"The student of Shaw and Tol stoy has nade up his remarkabl e
mnd," said Turnbull, quietly. "The police are com ng up the
hill."

VI. THE OTHER PHI LOSOPHER

Bet ween hi gh hedges in Hertfordshire, hedges so high as to create
a kind of grove, two nen were running. They did not run in a
scanpering or feverish manner, but in the steady swi ng of the
pendul um Across the great plains and uplands to the right and
left of the lane, a long tide of sunset light rolled Iike a sea
of ruby, lighting up the long terraces of the hills and picking
out the few wi ndows of the scattered hanmlets in startling

bl ood-red sparks. But the | ane was cut deep in the hill and
remai ned in an abrupt shadow. The two nen running in it had an
i mpressi on not uncomonly experienced between those wild green
English walls; a sense of being |led between the walls of a maze.

Though their pace was steady it was vigorous; their faces were
heated and their eyes fixed and bright. There was, indeed,
something a little mad in the contrast between the evening's
stillness over the enpty country-side, and these two figures
fleeing wildly fromnothing. They had the | ook of two lunatics,
possi bly they were.

"Are you all right?" said Turnbull, with civility. "Can you keep
this up?"

"Quite easily, thank you," replied Maclan. "I run very well."

"I's that a qualification in a famly of warriors?" asked
Tur nbul | .

"Undoubtedly. Rapid novenent is essential," answered Maclan, who
never saw a joke in his life.

Turnbull broke out into a short |augh, and silence fell between
them the panting silence of runners.

Then Maclan said: "W run better than any of those policenen
They are too fat. Wiy do you nake your policenmen so fat?"

"I didn't do much towards maeking themfat nyself," replied
Turnbull, genially, "but |I flatter nyself that | am now doing



somet hi ng towards making themthin. You'll see they will be as
| ean as rakes by the tinme they catch us. They will look |ike your
friend, Cardinal Manning."

"But they won't catch us," said Maclan, in his literal way.
"No, we beat themin the great mlitary art of running away,"
returned the other. "They won't catch us unless----"

Macl an turned his | ong equine face inquiringly. "Unless what?" he
said, for Turnbull had gone silent suddenly, and seened to be
listening intently as he ran as a horse does with his ears turned
back.

"Unl ess what ?" repeated the Hi ghl ander

"Unl ess they do--what they have done. Listen." Maclan sl ackened
his trot, and turned his head to the trail they had | eft behind
them Across two or three billows of the up and down | ane cane
al ong the ground the unmi stakabl e throbbi ng of horses' hoofs.

"They have put the nounted police on us," said Turnbull, shortly.
"Good Lord, one would think we were a Revolution."

"So we are," said Maclan calnmy. "Wat shall we do? Shall we turn
on themw th our points?"

"I't may cone to that," answered Turnbull, "though if it does, |
reckon that will be the last act. W nust put it off if we can.”
And he stared and peered about hi m between the bushes. "If we
coul d hide somewhere the beasts might go by us," he said. "The

police have their faults, but thank God they're inefficient. Wy,
here's the very thing. Be quick and quiet. Follow ne."

He suddenly swung hinsel f up the high bank on one side of the
lane. It was al nost as high and snooth as a wall, and on the top
of it the black hedge stood out over them as an angle, al nost
like a thatched roof of the lane. And the burning evening sky

| ooked down at themthrough the tangle with red eyes as of an
armmy of goblins.

Turnbul | hoi sted hinself up and broke the hedge with his body. As
his head and shoul ders rose above it they turned to flame in the
full glowas if lit up by an inmense firelight. H's red hair and
beard | ooked al nbst scarlet, and his pale face as bright as a
boy's. Sonething violent, something that was at once | ove and
hatred, surged in the strange heart of the Gael below him He had
an unutterabl e sense of epic inportance, as if he were sonehow
lifting all humanity into a prouder and nore passionate region of
the air. As he swing hinself up also into the evening light he
felt as if he were rising on enornous W ngs.

Legends of the norning of the world which he had heard in

chil dhood or read in youth canme back upon himin a cloudy

spl endour, purple tales of wath and friendship, |ike Roland and
Aiver, or Balin and Bal an, rem nding himof enbtiona

ent angl enents. Men who had | oved each other and then fought each
ot her; men who had fought each other and then | oved each ot her,
toget her made a m xed but nonstrous sense of nobnentousness. The
crinmson seas of the sunset seened to himlike a bursting out of



sone sacred blood, as if the heart of the world had broken

Turnbull was wholly unaffected by any witten or spoken poetry;
his was a powerful and prosaic nind. But even upon himthere cane
for the nmonment sonething out of the earth and the passionate ends
of the sky. The only evidence was in his voice, which was stil
practical but a shade nore quiet.

"Do you see that sunmer-house-I|ooking thing over there?" he asked
shortly. "That will do for us very well."

Keepi ng hinmself free fromthe tangle of the hedge he strolled
across a triangle of obscure kitchen garden, and approached a
di smal shed or | odge a yard or two beyond it. It was a

weat her - st ai ned hut of grey wood, which with all its desolation
retained a tag or two of trivial ornanent, which suggested that
the thing had once been a sort of sunmer-house, and the place
probably a sort of garden

"That is quite invisible fromthe road," said Turnbull, as he
entered it, "and it will cover us up for the night."

Macl an | ooked at himgravely for a few nmonents. "Sir," he said,
"I ought to say sonething to you. | ought to say----"

"Hush," said Turnbull, suddenly lifting his hand; "be still,
man. "

In the sudden silence, the drumm ng of the distant horses grew

| ouder and | ouder with inconceivable rapidity, and the caval cade
of police rushed by below themin the lane, alnost with the roar
and rattle of an express train.

"I ought to tell you," continued Maclan, still staring stolidly
at the other, "that you are a great chief, and it is good to go
to war behind you."

Turnbul | said nothing, but turned and | ooked out of the foolish
lattice of the little wi ndows, then he said, "W nust have food
and sleep first."

VWhen the | ast echo of their eluded pursuers had died in the

di stant upl ands, Turnbull began to unpack the provisions with the
easy air of a man at a picnic. He had just laid out the |ast
itenms, put a bottle of wine on the floor, and a tin of sal non on
t he wi ndow | edge, when the bottonm ess silence of that forgotten
pl ace was broken. And it was broken by three heavy blows of a
stick delivered upon the door

Turnbull | ooked up in the act of opening a tin and stared
silently at his conpanion. Maclan's long, |ean nouth had shut
har d.

"Who the devil can that be?" said Turnbull

"God knows," said the other. "It mght be God."

Agai n the sound of the wooden stick reverberated on the wooden

door . It was a curious sound and on consi deration did not
resenble the ordinary effects of knocking on a door for



admittance. It was rather as if the point of a stick were plunged
again and again at the panels in an absurd attenpt to nake a hol e
in them

A wild ook sprang into Maclan's eyes and he got up half

stupidly, with a kind of stagger, put his hand out and caught one
of the swords. "Let us fight at once," he cried, "it is the end
of the world."

"You' re overdone, Maclan," said Turnbull, putting himon one
side. "lIt's only soneone playing the goat. Let ne open the
door . "

But he al so picked up a sword as he stepped to open it.

He paused one nonment with his hand on the handle and then flung
the door open. Alnost as he did so the ferrule of an ordinary
banboo cane cane at his eyes, so that he had actually to parry it
wi th the naked weapon in his hands. As the two touched, the point
of the stick was dropped very abruptly, and the man with the
stick stepped hurriedly back.

Agai nst the heral di ¢ background of sprawling crinmson and gold

of fered himby the expiring sunset, the figure of the nman with

the stick showed at first nmerely black and fantastic. He was a
small man with two wisps of long hair that curled up on each

side, and seen in silhouette, |ooked like horns. He had a bowtie
so big that the two ends showed on each side of his neck like
unnatural stunted wings. He had his long black cane still tilted
in his hand like a fencing foil and half presented at the open
door. His large straw hat had fallen behind himas he |eapt
backwar ds.

"Wth reference to your suggestion, Maclan," said Turnbull,
placidly, "I think it [ooks nore |ike the Devil."

"Who on earth are you?" cried the stranger in a high shril
voi ce, brandi shing his cane defensively.

"Let me see,"” said Turnbull, looking round to Maclan with the
sane bl andness. "W are we?"

"Conme out," screaned the little man with the stick

"Certainly," said Turnbull, and went outside with the sword,
Macl an fol | owi ng.

Seen nmore fully, with the evening light on his face, the strange
man | ooked a little less like a goblin. He wore a square

pal e-grey jacket suit, on which the grey butterfly tie was the
only indisputable touch of affectation. Against the great sunset
his figure had | ooked nerely small: seen in a nore equal light it
| ooked tol erably conpact and shapely. His reddi sh-brown hair,
conbed into two great curls, |looked like the long, slow curling
hair of the wonmen in sone pre-Raphaelite pictures. But within
this fem nine frame of hair his face was unexpectedly inpudent,
i ke a nonkey's.

"VWhat are you doing here?" he said, in a sharp small voi ce.



"Well," said Maclan, in his grave childish way, "what are _you_
doi ng here?"

"I," said the man, indignantly, "lI'min nmy own garden."
"Cnh," said Maclan, sinply, "I apol ogize."

Turnbull was coolly curling his red noustache, and the stranger
stared fromone to the other, tenporarily stunned by their
i nnocent assurance.

"But, may | ask," he said at last, "what the devil you are doing
in my sumrer-house?”

"Certainly," said Maclan. "W were just going to fight."

"To fight!" repeated the man

"W had better tell this gentleman the whol e business," broke in
Turnbull. Then turning to the stranger he said firmy, "I am
sorry, sir, but we have sonmething to do that nust be done. And
may as well tell you at the beginning and to avoid waste of time
or | anguage, that we cannot admit any interference."

"W were just going to take sone slight refreshnent when you
interrupted us..."

The little man had a dawni ng expressi on of understandi ng and
st ooped and picked up the unused bottle of wine, eyeing it
curiously.

Turnbul | conti nued:

"But that refreshnent was preparatory to sonething which | fear
you will find | ess conprehensible, but on which our minds are
entirely fixed, sir. W are forced to fight a duel. W are forced
by honour and an internal intellectual need. Do not, for your own
sake, attenpt to stop us. | know all the excellent and ethica
things that you will want to say to us. | know all about the
essential requirenents of civil order: | have witten |eading
articles about themall my life. | know all about the sacredness
of human life; | have bored all ny friends with it. Try and
understand our position. This man and | are alone in the nodern
world in that we think that God is essentially inmportant. | think
He does not exist; that is where the inportance cones in for ne.
But this man thinks that He does exist, and thinking that very
properly thinks H mnore inportant than anything else. Now we

wi sh to nmake a great denonstration and assertion--sonething that
will set the world on fire like the first Christian persecutions.
If you like, we are attenpting a nutual nmartyrdom The papers
have posted up every town against us. Scotland Yard has fortified
every police station with our enemes; we are driven therefore to
the edge of a lonely lane, and indirectly to taking liberties

Wi th your sunmer-house in order to arrange our..."

"Stop!" roared the little man in the butterfly necktie. "Put ne
out of ny intellectual msery. Are you really the two tonfools
have read of in all the papers? Are you the two peopl e who wanted
to spit each other in the Police Court? Are you? Are you?"



"Yes," said Maclan, "it began in a Police Court."
The little man slung the bottle of wine twenty yards away |ike a
st one.

"Conme up to ny place," he said. "I've got better stuff than that.
|'ve got the best Beaune within fifty nmles of here. Cone up.
You're the very nen | wanted to see."

Even Turnbull, with his typical invulnerability, was a little
taken aback by this boisterous and al nbost brutal hospitality.

"Way...sir..." he began

"Come up! Conme in!'" howed the little nan, dancing with delight.
"I''"ll give you a dinner. 1'll give you a bed! 1'lIl give you a
green snmooth | awn and your choice of swords and pistols. Wy, you
fools, | adore fighting! It's the only good thing in God' s world!
I've wal ked about these damed fields and | onged to see sonebody
cut up and killed and the blood running. Ha! Ha!"

And he nade sudden lunges with his stick at the trunk of a
nei ghbouring tree so that the ferrule nade fierce prints and
punctures in the bark.

"Excuse ne," said Maclan suddenly with the wi de-eyed curiosity of
a child, "excuse ne, but..."

"Wl I ?" said the small fighter, brandi shing his wooden weapon.

"Excuse ne," repeated Maclan, "but was that what you were doing
at the door?"

The little man stared an instant and then said: "Yes," and
Turnbul | broke into a guffaw

"Conme on!" cried the little man, tucking his stick under his arm

and taking quite suddenly to his heels. "Cone on! Confound e,
"Il see both of you eat and then I'Il see one of you die. Lord
bl ess ne, the gods nust exist after all--they have sent nme one of

nmy day-dreans! Lord! A duel!”

He had gone flying along a wi nding path between the borders of
the kitchen garden, and in the increasing twilight he was as hard
to followas a flying hare. But at length the path after many
twists betrayed its purpose and | ed abruptly up two or three
steps to the door of a tiny but very clean cottage. There was
not hi ng about the outside to distinguish it from other cottages,
except indeed its om nous cleanliness and one thing that was out
of all the customand tradition of all cottages under the sun

In the niddle of the little garden anpbng the stocks and nari gol ds
there surged up in shapeless stone a South Sea Island idol. There
was somet hing gross and even evil in that eyel ess and alien god
anong the nost innocent of the English flowers.

"Conme in!" cried the creature again. "Cone in! it's better
i nside!™"

VWhether or no it was better inside it was at |east a surprise.
The nonment the two duellists had pushed open the door of that



i nof f ensi ve, whitewashed cottage they found that its interior was

lined with fiery gold. It was |ike stepping into a chanber in the
Arabian Nights. The door that closed behind them shut out Engl and

and all the energies of the West. The ornanents that shone and
shinmered on every side of themwere subtly m xed from many
periods and |ands, but were all oriental. Cruel Assyrian
bas-reliefs ran along the sides of the passage; cruel Turkish
swords and daggers glinted above and bel ow them the two were
separated by ages and fallen civilizations. Yet they seened to
synpat hi ze since they were both harnoni ous and both nercil ess.
The house seened to consist of chanber within chanber and created
that inpression as of a dream which bel ongs also to the Arabian
Ni ghts themsel ves. The innernpbst roomof all was |ike the inside
of ajewel. The little man who owned it all threw hinself on a
heap of scarlet and gol den cushions and struck his hands
together. A negro in a white robe and turban appeared suddenly
and silently behind them

"Selim" said the host, "these two gentlenen are staying with e
tonight. Send up the very best wine and dinner at once. And
Selim one of these gentlenen will probably die tonorrow. Make
arrangenents, please.”

The negro bowed and wi t hdrew.

Evan Maclan cane out the next nmorning into the little garden to a
fresh silver day, his long face | ooking nore austere than ever in
that cold light, his eyelids a little heavy. He carried one of
the swords. Turnbull was in the little house behind him
denol i shing the end of an early breakfast and humming a tune to
hi nsel f, which could be heard through the open w ndow. A nonent
or two later he leapt to his feet and canme out into the sunlight,
still munching toast, his own sword stuck under his armlike a
wal ki ng-sti ck.

Their eccentric host had vani shed fromsight, with a polite
gesture, some twenty m nutes before. They inmagined himto be
occupi ed on sone concerns in the interior of the house, and they
waited for his energence, stanping the garden in silence--the
garden of tall, fresh country flowers, in the midst of which the
nonstrous South Sea idol lifted itself as abruptly as the prow of
a ship riding on a sea of red and white and gol d.

It was with a start, therefore, that they cane upon the man
hinself already in the garden. They were all the nore startled
because of the still posture in which they found him He was on
his knees in front of the stone idol, rigid and notionless, like
a saint in a trance or ecstasy. Yet when Turnbull's tread broke
twig, he was on his feet in a flash

"Excuse ne," he said with an irradiation of smles, but yet with
a kind of bew lderment. "So sorry...family prayers...old
fashioned...nother's knee. Let us go on to the | awn behind."

And he ducked rapidly round the statue to an open space of grass
on the other side of it.

"This will do us best, M. Mclan," said he. Then he nade a
gesture towards the heavy stone figure on the pedestal which had
now its bl ank and shapel ess back turned towards them "Don't you

a



be afraid," he added, "he can still see us."

Macl an turned his blue, blinking eyes, which seened still misty
with sleep (or sleeplessness) towards the idol, but his brows
drew t oget her

The little man with the long hair also had his eyes on the back
view of the god. His eyes were at once |iquid and burning, and he
rubbed his hands sl owl y agai nst each ot her.

"Do you know," he said, "I think he can see us better this way.
| often think that this blank thing is his real face, watching,
though it cannot be watched. He! he! Yes, | think he | ooks nice

frombehind. He | ooks nore cruel from behind, don't you think?"
"What the devil is the thing?" asked Turnbull gruffly.

"It is the only Thing there is," answered the other. "It is
Force."

"Ch!" said Turnbull shortly.

"Yes, ny friends," said the little man, with an ani mated

countenance, fluttering his fingers in the air, "it was no chance
that led you to this garden; surely it was the caprice of sone
ol d god, sone happy, pitiless god. Perhaps it was his will, for

he | oves bl ood; and on that stone in front of hi mnen have been
but chered by hundreds in the fierce, feasting islands of the
South. In this cursed, craven place | have not been permtted to
kill nmen on his altar. Only rabbits and cats, sonetines."

In the stillness Maclan made a sudden novenent, unmneani ng
apparently, and then renai ned rigid.

"But today, today," continued the small man in a shrill voice.
"Today his hour is cone. Today his will is done on earth as it
is in heaven. Men, nmen, nmen will bleed before himtoday." And

he bit his forefinger in a kind of fever

Still, the two duellists stood with their swords as heavily as
statues, and the silence seened to cool the eccentric and cal

hi m back to nore rational speech

"Perhaps | express nyself alittle too lyrically," he said with
an am cabl e abruptness. "M philosophy has its higher ecstasies,
but perhaps you are hardly worked up to themyet. Let us confine
oursel ves to the unquestioned. You have found your way,

gentl enen, by a beautiful accident, to the house of the only nman
in Engl and (probably) who will favour and encourage your nost
reasonabl e project. From Cornwall to Cape Wath this county is

one horrible, solid block of humanitarianism You will find nmen
who will defend this or that war in a distant continent. They
will defend it on the contenptible ground of commerce or the nore
contenptible ground of social good. But do not fancy that you
will find one other person who will conprehend a strong man
taking the sword in his hand and wi ping out his eneny. M/ nane
is Wnpey, Mrrice Wnpey. | had a Fellowship at Mgdal en. But |

assure you | had to drop it, owing to ny having said sonmething in
a public lecture infringing the popul ar prejudice agai nst those
great gentlenen, the assassins of the Italian Renai ssance. They



let ne say it at dinner and so on, and seenmed to like it. But in
a public lecture...so inconsistent. Well, as | say, here is your
only refuge and tenple of honour. Here you can fall back on that
naked and awful arbitration which is the only thing that bal ances
the stars--a still, continuous violence. Vae Victis!_  Down,

down, down with the defeated! Victory is the only ultimte fact.
Carthage was_ destroyed, the Red Indians are being exterm nated:

that is the single certainty. In an hour fromnow that sun will
still be shining and that grass growi ng, and one of you will be
conquered; one of you will be the conqueror. Wen it has been

done, nothing will alter it. Heroes, | give you the hospitality

fit for heroes. And | salute the survivor. Fall on!"

The two men took their swords. Then Maclan said steadily: "M.
Turnbull, Iend nme your sword a nonent."

Turnbull, with a questioning gl ance, handed hi mthe weapon.
Macl an took the second sword in his left hand and, with a viol ent
gesture, hurled it at the feet of little M. W npey.

"Fight!" he said in a |l oud, harsh voice. "Fight me now"

W npey took a step backward, and bew | dered words bubbl ed on his
lips.

"Pick up that sword and fight ne," repeated Maclan, with brows as
bl ack as thunder

The little man turned to Turnbull with a gesture, demandi ng
j udgenent or protection.

"Really, sir," he began, "this gentleman confuses..."

"You stinking little coward," roared Turnbull, suddenly rel easing
his wath., "Fight, if you re so fond of fighting! Fight, if
you're so fond of all that filthy philosophy! If winning is
everything, go in and win! If the weak nust go to the wall, go to
the wall! Fight, you rat! Fight, or if you won't fight--run!"

And he ran at Wnpey, w th blazing eyes.

W npey staggered back a few paces like a man struggling with his
own linbs. Then he felt the furious Scotchman coming at himlike
an express train, doubling his size every second, with eyes as
big as windows and a sword as bright as the sun. Sonething broke
i nside him and he found hinself running away, tunbling over his
own feet in terror, and crying out as he ran.

"Chase him" shouted Turnbull as Maclan snatched up the sword and
joined in the scanper. "Chase himover a county! Chase himinto
the seal Shoo! Shoo! Shoo!"

The little man plunged |ike a rabbit among the tall flowers, the
two duellists after him Turnbull kept at his tail with savage

ecstasy, still shooing himlike a cat. But Maclan, as he ran past
the South Sea idol, paused an instant to spring upon its
pedestal. For five seconds he strained against the inert nass.

Then it stirred; and he sent it over with a great crash anong the
flowers, that engulfed it altogether. Then he went bounding after
t he runaway.



In the energy of his alarmthe ex-Fell ow of Magdal en managed to

| eap the paling of his garden. The two pursuers went over it
after himlike flying birds. He fled frantically down a |long | ane
with his two terrors on his trail till he cane to a gap in the
hedge and went across a steep neadow |i ke the wind. The two

Scot chnen, as they ran, kept up a cheery bell owi ng and waved
their swords. Up three slanting nmeadows, down four slanting
meadows on the other side, across another road, across a heath of
snappi ng bracken, through a wood, across another road, and to the
brink of a big pool, they pursued the flying phil osopher. But
when he canme to the pool his pace was so precipitate that he
could not stop it, and with a kind of lurching stagger, he fel
splash into the greasy water. GCetting dripping to his feet, with
the water up to his knees, the worshi pper of force and victory
waded di sconsolately to the other side and drew hinself on to the
bank. And Turnbull sat down on the grass and went off into
reverberations of laughter. A second afterwards the nost
extraordinary grinmaces were seen to distort the stiff face of

Macl an, and unholy sounds canme fromw thin. He had never
practised laughing, and it hurt himvery nuch

VI1. THE VILLAGE OF GRASSLEY-I N THE- HOLE

At about hal f past one, under a strong bl ue sky, Turnbull got up
out of the grass and fern in which he had been lying, and his
still intermttent [aughter ended in a kind of yawn.

"I'"'m hungry," he said shortly. "Are you?"

"I have not noticed," answered Maclan. "What are you going to
do?"

"There's a village down the road, past the pool," answered
Turnbull. "I can see it fromhere. | can see the whitewashed
wal I s of sone cottages and a kind of corner of the church. How
jolly it all looks. It looks so--I don't know what the word
is--so sensible. Don't fancy |'munder any illusions about
Arcadi an virtue and the innocent villagers. Men nake beasts of

t hensel ves there with drink, but they don't deliberately nake
devils of thenselves with nere talking. They kill wild animals in
the wild woods, but they don't kill cats to the God of Victory.
They don't----" He broke off and suddenly spat on the ground.

"Excuse ne," he said; "it was cerenpnial. One has to get the
taste out of one's nouth.”

"The taste of what?" asked Macl an.

"I don't know the exact nanme for it," replied Turnbull. "Perhaps
it is the South Sea Islands, or it nay be Magdal en Col | ege."

There was a | ong pause, and Maclan also lifted his large |inbs
of f the ground--his eyes particularly dreany.

"I know what you nean, Turnbull," he said, "but...|l always
t hought you people agreed with all that."



"Wth all that about doing as one likes, and the individual, and
Nat ure | oving the strongest, and all the things which that
cockroach tal ked about."

Turnbull's big blue-grey eyes stood open with a grave
ast oni shnent .

"Do you really nmean to say, Maclan," he said, "that you fancied
that we, the Free-thinkers, that Bradl augh, or Hol yoake, or
Ingersoll, believe all that dirty, inmoral nysticism about

Nat ure? Damm Nature!"

"l supposed you did," said Maclan calnmy. "It seens to ne your
nost concl usi ve position."
"And you nmean to tell me," rejoined the other, "that you broke ny
wi ndow, and challenged nme to nortal conbat, and tied a tradesnan
up with ropes, and chased an Oxford Fell ow across five
meadows--al |l under the inpression that | amsuch anilliterate
idiot as to believe in Nature!"

"I supposed you did," repeated Maclan with his usual mnil dness;
"but | adnmit that | know little of the details of your belief--or
di sbelief."

Turnbul | swung round quite suddenly, and set off towards the
vil | age.
"Cone along," he cried. "Cone down to the village. Conme down to
t he nearest decent inhabitable pub. This is a case for beer."

"I do not quite follow you," said the Hi ghlander

"Yes, you do," answered Turnbull. "You follow nme slap into the
inn-parlour. | repeat, this is a case for beer. W mnust have the
whol e of this matter out thoroughly before we go a step farther.
Do you know that an idea has just struck ne of great sinplicity
and of sonme cogency. Do not by any neans | et us drop our
intentions of settling our differences with two steel swords.

But do you not think that with two pewter pots we m ght do what

we really have never thought of doing yet--discover what our
difference is?"

"It never occurred to ne before," answered Maclan with
tranquillity. "It is a good suggestion."

And they set out at an easy swing down the steep road to the
village of Grassley-in-the-Hole

Grassl ey-in-the-Hole was a rude parall el ogram of buildings, with
two thoroughfares which mght have been called two high streets
if it had been possible to call themstreets. One of these ways
was hi gher on the slope than the other, the whole parall el ogram
lying aslant, so to speak, on the side of the hill. The upper of
these two roads was decorated with a big public house, a

but cher's shop, a small public house, a sweetstuff shop, a very
smal | public house, and an illegible signpost. The |ower of the
two roads boasted a horse-pond, a post office, a gentleman's
garden with very hi gh hedges, a microscopically small public
house, and two cottages. Were all the people |lived who supported



all the public houses was in this, as in many other English
villages, a silent and smiling nystery. The church lay alittle
above and beyond the village, with a square grey tower domni nating
it decisively.

But even the church was scarcely so central and sol etm an
institution as the large public house, the Val encourt Arns. It
was nanmed after sone splendid famly that had | ong gone bankrupt,
and whose seat was occupi ed by a nan who had invented a hygienic
bootj ack; but the unfathomable sentinentalismof the English
people insisted in regarding the Inn, the seat and the sitter in
it, as alike parts of a pure and narnoreal antiquity. And in the
Val encourt Arns festivity itself had sone solemity and decorum
and beer was drunk with reverence, as it ought to be. Into the
principal parlour of this place entered two strangers, who found
t hensel ves, as is always the case in such hostels, the object,
not of fluttered curiosity or pert inquiry, but of steady,

ceasel ess, devouring ocular study. They had long coats down to
their heels, and carried under each coat sonething that | ooked
like a stick. ©One was tall and dark, the other short and
red-haired. They ordered a pot of ale each.

"Maclan," said Turnbull, lifting his tankard, "the fool who
wanted us to be friends made us want to go on fighting. It is
only natural that the fool who wanted us to fight should nake us
friendly. Maclan, your health!”

Dusk was al ready dropping, the rustics in the tavern were already
lurching and | unbering out of it by twes and threes, crying

cl anorous good nights to a solitary old toper that remained,

bef ore Maclan and Turnbull had reached the really inportant part
of their discussion.

Macl an wore an expression of sad bew | derment not uncomon with
him "I amto understand, then," he said, "that you don't believe
in nature."”

"You may say so in a very special and enphatic sense,” said

Turnbull. "I do not believe in nature, just as | do not believe
in &in. She is anyth. It is not nmerely that | do not believe
that nature can guide us. It is that | do not believe that nature
exists."

"Exi sts?" said Maclan in his nonotonous way, settling his pewer
pot on the table.

"Yes, in a real sense nature does not exist. | mean that nobody
can di scover what the original nature of things would have been
if things had not interfered with it. The first blade of grass
began to tear up the earth and eat it; it was interfering with
nature, if there is any nature. The first wild ox began to tear
up the grass and eat it; he was interfering with nature, if there
is any nature. In the same way," continued Turnbull, "the human
when it asserts its dom nance over nature is just as natural as
the thing which it destroys."

"And in the same way," said Maclan al nbost dreanmily, "the
super human, the supernatural is just as natural as the nature
which it destroys."



Turnbull took his head out of his pewter pot in sone anger

"The supernatural, of course,” he said, "is quite another thing;
the case of the supernatural is sinple. The supernatural does not

exist."

"Quite so," said Maclan in a rather dull voice; "you said the

sanme about the natural. |If the natural does not exist the
supernatural obviously can't." And he yawned a little over his
al e.

Turnbull turned for sonme reason a little red and remarked

qui ckly, "That may be jolly clever, for all | know But everyone
does know that there is a division between the things that as a
matter of fact do commonly happen and the things that don't.
Things that break the evident |aws of nature----"

"Wi ch does not exist," put in Maclan sleepily. Turnbull struck
the table with a sudden hand.

"Good Lord in heaven!" he cried----

"Who does not exist," nmurmured Macl an

"Good Lord in heaven!" thundered Turnbull, wi thout regarding the
interruption. "Do you really mean to sit there and say that you
i ke anybody el se, would not recogni ze the difference between a
nat ural occurrence and a supernatural one--if there could be such
athing? If | flewup to the ceiling----"

"You woul d bunp your head badly," cried Maclan, suddenly starting
up. "One can't talk of this kind of thing under a ceiling at all.
Come outside! Cone outside and ascend into heaven!"

He burst the door open on a blue abyss of evening and they
stepped out into it: it was suddenly and strangely cool

"Turnbul | ," said Maclan, "you have said sonme things so true and
some so false that | want to talk; and I will try to talk so that
you understand. For at present you do not understand at all. W

don't seemto nean the sanme things by the sane words."
He stood silent for a second or two and then resuned.

"A mnute or two ago | caught you out in a real contradiction. At
that nonent logically | was right. And at that nmoment | knew I
was wong. Yes, there is a real difference between the natural
and the supernatural: if you flew up into that blue sky this
instant, | should think that you were noved by God--or the devil
But if you want to know what | really think...l nust explain.”

He stopped again, abstractedly boring the point of his sword into
the earth, and went on:

"I was born and bred and taught in a conplete universe. The
supernatural was not natural, but it was perfectly reasonable.
Nay, the supernatural to me is nore reasonable than the natural
for the supernatural is a direct nmessage from God, who is reason
| was taught that sone things are natural and sone things divine.
| nmean that some things are nechani cal and sone things divine.



But there is the great difficulty, Turnbull. The great difficulty
is that, according to ny teaching, you are divine."

"Me! Divine?" said Turnbull truculently. "What do you nean?"

"That is just the difficulty," continued Maclan thoughtfully. "I
was told that there was a difference between the grass and a
man's will; and the difference was that a man's will was speci al
and divine. A mn's free will, | heard, was supernatural."

"Rubbi sh!" said Turnbull.

"Ch," said Maclan patiently, "then if a man's free will isn't
supernatural, why do your materialists deny that it exists?"

Turnbull was silent for a noment. Then he began to speak, but
Macl an continued with the same steady voice and sad eyes:

"So what | feel is this: Here is the great divine creation | was
taught to believe in. | can understand your disbelieving init,
but why disbelieve in a part of it? It was all one thing to ne.
God had authority because he was God. Man had authority because
he was man. You cannot prove that God is better than a man; nor
can you prove that a man is better than a horse. Wy pernit any
ordinary thing? Wy do you |et a horse be saddl ed?"

"Some nodern thinkers disapprove of it," said Turnbull a little
doubt ful ly.

"I know," said Maclan grimy; "that man who tal ked about | ove,
for instance."

Turnbull made a hunorous grimace; then he said: "W seemto be
talking in a kind of shorthand; but | won't pretend not to
understand you. What you nean is this: that you |l earnt about al
your saints and angels at the sanme tinme as you | earnt about
common norality, fromthe sane people, in the same way. And you
mean to say that if one nay be disputed, so nay the other. Well
l et that pass for the nonent. But let ne ask you a question in
turn. Did not this systemof yours, which you swall owed whol e,
contain all sorts of things that were nmerely local, the respect
for the chief of your clan, or such things; the village ghost,
the famly feud, or what not? Did you not take in those things,
too, along with your theol ogy?"

Macl an stared along the dimvillage road, down which the [|ast
straggler fromthe inn was trailing his way.

"What you say is not unreasonable,” he said. "But it is not quite
true. The distinction between the chief and us did exist; but it
was never anything like the distinction between the human and the
di vine, or the human and the animal. It was nore |like the

di stinction between one ani ral and another. But----"

"Wel | ?" said Turnbull
Macl an was sil ent.

"Go on," repeated Turnbull; "what's the matter with you? What are
you staring at?"



"I amstaring," said Maclan at |ast, "at that which shall judge

us both."

"Oh, yes," said Turnbull in a tired way, "l suppose you nean
God. "

"No, | don't," said Maclan, shaking his head. "I nmean him"

And he pointed to the hal f-tipsy yokel who was pl oughi ng down the
road.

"What do you nean?" asked the atheist.

"I mean him" repeated Maclan with enphasis. "He goes out in the
early dawn; he digs or he ploughs a field. Then he cones back and
drinks ale, and then he sings a song. All your philosophies and
political systens are young conpared to him Al your hoary
cathedral s, yes, even the Eternal Church on earth is new conpared
to him The nost nmoul dering gods in the British Miseum are new
facts beside him It is he who in the end shall judge us all."

And Maclan rose to his feet with a vague excitenent.
"What are you going to do?"
"I amgoing to ask him" cried Maclan, "which of us is right."

Turnbull broke into a kind of laugh. "Ask that intoxicated
turni p-eater----" he began

"Yes--which of us is right," cried Maclan violently. "Ch, you
have | ong words and | have |l ong words; and | talk of every nan
bei ng the image of God; and you talk of every nman being a citizen
and enlightened enough to govern. But if every man typifies God,
there is God. |If every man is an enlightened citizen, there is
your enlightened citizen. The first man one neets is always man.
Let us catch himup."

And in gigantic strides the I ong, |ean H ghlander whirled away
into the grey twilight, Turnbull follow ng with a good-hunoured
oat h.

The track of the rustic was easy to follow, even in the faltering
dark; for he was enlivening his wavering walk with song. It was
an interninabl e poem beginning with sone unspecified King
Wlliam who (it appeared) lived in London town and who after the
second rise vani shed rather abruptly fromthe train of thought.
The rest was al nost entirely about beer and was thick with | ocal

t opography of a quite unrecogni zable kind. The singer's step was
nei ther very rapid, nor, indeed, exceptionally secure; so the
song grew | ouder and | ouder and the two soon overtook him

He was a man elderly or rather of any age, with lean grey hair
and a lean red face, but with that remarkable rustic physi ognony
in which it seens that all the features stand out independently
fromthe face; the rugged red nose going out like a linb; the

bl eared bl ue eyes standing out |ike signals.

He gave themgreeting with the el aborate urbanity of the slightly



i ntoxi cated. Maclan, who was vibrating with one of his silent,
vi ol ent deci sions, opened the question w thout delay. He
expl ai ned the philosophic position in words as short and sinple
as possible. But the singular old man with the I ank red face
seened to think uncomonly little of the short words. He fixed
with a fierce affection upon one or two of the [ ong ones.

"Atheists!" he repeated with luxurious scorn. "Atheists!
know their sort, master. Atheists! Don't talk to ne about
At hei sts!"

un.

The grounds of his disdain seened a little dark and confused; but
they were evidently sufficient. Maclan resuned in sone
encour agenent :

"You think as | do, | hope; you think that a man shoul d be
connected with the Church; with the common Christian----"

The ol d man extended a quivering stick in the direction of a
distant hill.

"There's the church,” he said thickly. "Gassley old church that
is. Pulled down it was, in the old squire's tine, and----"

"I mean," explained Maclan el aborately, "that you think that
t here shoul d be soneone typifying religion, a priest----"

"Priests!" said the old man wi th sudden passion. "Priests! |
know 'un. What they want in England? That's what | say. What
t hey want in Engl and?"

"They want you," said Maclan.

"Quite so," said Turnbull, "and ne; but they won't get us.
Macl an, your attenpt on the primtive i nnocence does not seem
very successful. Let ne try. What you want, ny friend, is your

rights. You don't want any priests or churches. A vote, a right
to speak is what you----"

"Who says | a'n't got a right to speak?" said the old man, facing

round in an irrational frenzy. "I got aright to speak. |'ma
man, | am | don't want no votin' nor priests. | say a nan's a
man; that's what | say. |If a man a'n't a man, what is he? That's

what | say, if a man a'n't a nan, what is he? Wen | sees a man,
| sez 'e's a man."

"Quite so," said Turnbull, "a citizen."
"I say he's a man," said the rustic furiously, stopping and
striking his stick on the ground. "Not a city or ow else. He's a
man. "

"You're perfectly right," said the sudden voi ce of Macl an
falling like a sword. "And you have kept close to something the
whol e worl d of today tries to forget."

"Good night."

And the old man went on wildly singing into the night.



"Ajolly old creature,” said Turnbull; "he didn't seemable to
get much beyond that fact that a man is a man."

"Has anybody got beyond it?" asked Macl an.

Turnbul | | ooked at himcuriously. "Are you turning an agnostic?"
he asked.
"Ch, you do not understand!" cried out Maclan. "W Catholics are

all agnostics. W Catholics have only in that sense got as far as
realizing that man is a man. But your |bsens and your Zol as and
your Shaws and your Tol stoys have not even got so far."

VI11. AN | NTERLUDE OF ARGUMENT

Morning broke in bitter silver along the grey and | evel plain;
and alnpbst as it did so Turnbull and Macl an cane out of a | ow,
scrubby wood on to the enpty and desolate flats. They had wal ked
all night.

They had wal ked all night and tal ked all night also, and if the
subj ect had been capabl e of being exhausted they woul d have
exhausted it. Their long and changi ng argunent had taken them

t hrough districts and | andscapes equal ly changing. They had

di scussed Haeckel upon hills so high and steep that in spite of
the col dness of the night it seened as if the stars m ght burn
them They had expl ai ned and re-expl ai ned the Massacre of St
Bartholomew in little white lanes walled in with standing corn as
with walls of gold. They had tal ked about M. Kensit in dimand
twi nkling pine woods, am d the bew | dering nonotony of the pines.
And it was with the end of a | ong speech from Macl an,

passi onat el y defendi ng the practical achi evenents and the solid
prosperity of the Catholic tradition, that they cane out upon the
open | and.

Macl an had | earnt much and thought nore since he came out of the
cloudy hills of Arisaig. He had net many typical nodern figures
under circunstances which were sharply synbolic; and, noreover

he had absorbed the main nodern atnosphere fromthe nmere presence
and chance phrases of Turnbull, as such atnospheres can al ways be
absorbed fromthe presence and the phrases of any nan of great
mental vitality. He had at |ast begun thoroughly to understand
what are the grounds upon which the nass of the nodern world
solidly di sapprove of her creed; and he threw hinself into
replying to themwith a hot intellectual enjoynent.

"I begin to understand one or two of your dognas, M. Turnbull, k"
he had sai d enphatically as they ploughed heavily up a wooded

hill. "And every one that | understand | deny. Take any one of
themyou like. You hold that your heretics and sceptics have
hel ped the world forward and handed on a |l anp of progress. | deny

it. Nothing is plainer fromreal history than that each of your
heretics invented a conplete cosnos of his own which the next
heretic smashed entirely to pieces. W knows now exactly what
Nestorius taught? Who cares? There are only two things that we
know for certain about it. The first is that Nestorius, as a
heretic, taught something quite opposite to the teaching of
Arius, the heretic who canme before him and sonething quite



usel ess to Janes Turnbull, the heretic who cones after. | defy
you to go back to the Free-thinkers of the past and find any
habitation for yourself at all. | defy you to read Godwi n or
Shell ey or the deists of the eighteenth century of the

nat ur e- wor shi ppi ng humani sts of the Renai ssance, wi thout

di scovering that you differ fromthemtw ce as nmuch as you differ
fromthe Pope. You are a nineteenth-century sceptic, and you are
always telling me that | ignore the cruelty of nature. |If you had
been an ei ghteenth-century sceptic you would have told ne that |

i gnore the kindness and benevol ence of nature. You are an

athei st, and you praise the deists of the eighteenth century.
Read theminstead of praising them and you will find that their
whol e universe stands or falls with the deity. You are a

mat erialist, and you think Bruno a scientific hero. See what he
said and you will think himan insane nystic. No, the great
Free-thi nker, with his genuine ability and honesty, does not in
practice destroy Christianity. Wat he does destroy is the
Free-thi nker who went before. Free-thought nmay be suggestive, it
may be inspiriting, it may have as nuch as you please of the
nmerits that conme fromvivacity and variety. But there is one

t hi ng Free-thought can never be by any possibility--Free-thought
can never be progressive. |t can never be progressive because it
wi |l accept nothing fromthe past; it begins every tine again
fromthe beginning; and it goes every time in a different
direction. Al the rational philosophers have gone al ong
different roads, so it is inpossible to say which has gone
farthest. Who can di scuss whet her Enerson was a better optim st
t han Schopenhauer was pessimst? It is like asking if this corn
is as yellow as that hill is steep. No; there are only two things
that really progress; and they both accept accunul ati ons of
authority. They nmay be progressing uphill and down; they may be
growi ng steadily better or steadily worse; but they have steadily
increased in certain definable nmatters; they have steadily
advanced in a certain definable direction; they are the only two
things, it seens, that ever _can_ progress. The first is strictly
physi cal science. The second is the Catholic Church."

"Physi cal science and the Catholic Church!" said Turnbul
sarcastically; "and no doubt the first owes a great deal to the
second. "

"If you pressed that point | might reply that it was very
probabl e," answered Maclan calmy. "I often fancy that your

hi storical generalizations rest frequently on random i nstances;
shoul d not be surprised if your vague notions of the Church as

t he persecutor of science was a generalization from@Galileo. |
should not be at all surprised if, when you counted the
scientific investigations and di scoveries since the fall of Rone,
you found that a great mass of them had been nmade by nonks. But
the matter is irrelevant to nmy nmeaning. | say that if you want an
exanpl e of anything which has progressed in the noral world by
the same nethod as science in the naterial world, by continually
adding to without unsettling what was there before, then | say
that there _is_only one exanple of it. And that is Us."

"Wth this enornous difference," said Turnbull, "that however

el aborate be the cal cul ati ons of physical science, their net
result can be tested. Ganted that it took mllions of books
never read and mllions of nen | never heard of to discover the
electric light. Still | can see the electric light. But | cannot



see the suprene virtue which is the result of all your theol ogies
and sacranents."”

"Catholic virtue is often invisible because it is the normal,"
answered Maclan. "Christianity is always out of fashion because
it is always sane; and all fashions are nmild insanities. Wen
Italy is mad on art the Church seens too Puritanical; when
England is nmad on Puritanismthe Church seens too artistic. Wen
you quarrel with us now you class us with kingship and despotism
but when you quarrelled with us first it was because we woul d not

accept the divine despotismof Henry VIII. The Church al ways
seens to be behind the tines, when it is really beyond the tines;
it is waiting till the last fad shall have seen its |ast sumrer.

It keeps the key of a permanent virtue."

"Ch, | have heard all that!" said Turnbull w th genial contenpt.
"I have heard that Christianity keeps the key of virtue, and that
if you read Tom Pai ne you will cut your throat at Monte Carlo. It
is such rubbish that | amnot even angry at it. You say that
Christianity is the prop of norals; but what nore do you do? When
a doctor attends you and could poison you with a pinch of salt,

do you ask whether he is a Christian? You ask whether he is a
gentl eman, whether he is an MD. --anything but that. Wen a
soldier enlists to die for his country or disgrace it, do you ask
whether he is a Christian? You are nore likely to ask whet her he
is Oxford or Canbridge at the boat race. |If you think your creed
essential to nmorals why do you not nmake it a test for these

t hi ngs?"

"We once did make it a test for these things," said Maclan
snmling, "and then you told us that we were inposing by force a
faith unsupported by argunent. It seens rather hard that having
first been told that our creed nust be fal se because we did use
tests, we should now be told that it nust be fal se because we
don't. But | notice that nost anti-Christian argunents are in the
same i nconsistent style."

"That is all very well as a debating-club answer,"” replied
Turnbul | good- hurmouredly, "but the question still remains: Wy
don't you confine yourself nore to Christians if Christians are
the only really good nen?"

"Who tal ked of such folly?" asked Maclan disdainfully. "Do you
suppose that the Catholic Church ever held that Christians were
the only good nen? Wy, the Catholics of the Catholic Mddle Ages
tal ked about the virtues of all the virtuous Pagans until

hunmanity was sick of the subject. No, if you really want to know
what we nean when we say that Christianity has a special power of
virtue, | will tell you. The Church is the only thing on earth
that can perpetuate a type of virtue and nake it sonething nore
than a fashion. The thing is so plain and historical that I
hardly think you will ever deny it. You cannot deny that it is
perfectly possible that tomorrow norning, in lreland or in Italy,
there might appear a nman not only as good but good in exactly the
same way as St. Francis of Assisi. Very well, now take the other
types of human virtue; nmany of them splendid. The English

gentl eman of Elizabeth was chivalrous and idealistic. But can you
stand still here in this neadow and _be_an English gentl eman of

El i zabeth? The austere republican of the eighteenth century, with
his stern patriotismand his sinple life, was a fine fellow But



have you ever seen hinf have you ever seen an austere republican?
Only a hundred years have passed and that vol cano of

revol utionary truth and valour is as cold as the nmountains of the
moon. And so it is and so it will be with the ethics which are
buzzing down Fleet Street at this instant as | speak. Wat phrase
woul d inspire the London clerk or worknman just now? Perhaps that
he is a son of the British Enpire on which the sun never sets;
perhaps that he is a prop of his Trades Union, or a

cl ass-consci ous prol etarian something or other; perhaps nerely
that he is a gentl eman when he obviously is not. Those nanmes and
notions are all honourable; but howlong will they last? Enpires

break; industrial conditions change; the suburbs will not | ast
for ever. What will remain? | wll tell you. The Catholic Saint
wll remain."

"And suppose | don't l|ike hinP" said Turnbull

"On ny theory the question is rather whether he will like you: or
nore probably whether he will ever have heard of you. But | grant
t he reasonabl eness of your query. You have a right, if you speak
as the ordinary man, to ask if you will like the saint. But as

the ordinary man you do like him You revel in him If you
dislike himit is not because you are a nice ordinary nman, but
because you are (if you will excuse ne) a sophisticated prig of a
Fleet Street editor. That is just the funny part of it. The human
race has always admired the Catholic virtues, however little it
can practise them and oddly enough it has adm red nost those of
themthat the nodern world nost sharply disputes. You conplain of
Catholicismfor setting up an ideal of virginity; it did nothing
of the kind. The whole human race set up an ideal of virginity;
the Greeks in Athene, the Romans in the Vestal fire, set up an
ideal of virginity. What then is your real quarrel wth

Cat hol i cisn? Your quarrel can only be, your quarrel really only
is, that Catholicismhas _achieved an ideal of virginity; that

it is no longer a nmere piece of floating poetry. But if you, and
a few feverish nen, in top hats, running about in a street in
London, choose to differ as to the ideal itself, not only from
the Church, but fromthe Parthenon whose nane neans virginity,
fromthe Roman Enpire which went outwards fromthe virgin flane,
fromthe whole |l egend and tradition of Europe, fromthe |ion who
will not touch virgins, fromthe unicorn who respects them and
who make up together the bearers of your own national shield,
fromthe nmost living and | awl ess of your own poets, from

Massi nger, who wote the Virgin Martyr_, from Shakespeare, who
wote Measure for Measure --if you in Fleet Street differ from
all this human experience, does it never strike you that it may
be Fleet Street that is wong?"

"No," answered Turnbull; "I trust that | amsufficiently

fair-m nded to canvass and consider the idea; but having
considered it, | think Fleet Street is right, yes--even if the
Parthenon is wong. | think that as the world goes on new
psychol ogi cal atnospheres are generated, and in these atnospheres
it is possible to find delicacies and conbi nati ons which in other

times would have to be represented by sonme ruder synbol. Every
man feels the need of sone elenent of purity in sex; perhaps they
can only typify purity as the absence of sex. You will laugh if I

suggest that we may have nmade in Fleet Street an atnosphere in
whi ch a man can be so passionate as Sir Lancel ot and as pure as
Sir Galahad. But, after all, we have in the nodern world erected



many such at nospheres. W have, for instance, a new and
i magi nati ve appreciation of children."

"Quite so," replied Maclan with a singular snile. "It has been
very well put by one of the brightest of your young authors, who
said: 'Unless you becone as little children ye shall in no w se
enter the kingdom of heaven.' But you are quite right; there is a
nodern worship of children. And what, | ask you, is this nodern
wor ship of children? Wat, in the name of all the angels and
devils, is it except a worship of virginity? Wy should anyone
worship a thing nerely because it is snmall or immture? No; you
have tried to escape fromthis thing, and the very thing you
point to as the goal of your escape is only the thing again. Am
I wong in saying that these things seemto be eternal ?"

And it was with these words that they cane in sight of the great
plains. They went a little way in silence, and then Janes
Turnbull said suddenly, "But |I _cannot_believe in the thing."
Macl an answered nothing to the speech; perhaps it is

unanswer able. And indeed they scarcely spoke another word to
each other all that day.

I X. THE STRANGE LADY

Moonrise with a great and grow ng noon opened over all those
flats, making them seemflatter and | arger than they were

turning themto a |l ake of blue light. The two conpani ons trudged
across the noonlit plain for half an hour in full silence. Then
Macl an stopped suddenly and planted his sword-point in the ground
i ke one who plants his tent-pole for the night. Leaving it
standi ng there, he clutched his black-haired skull with his great
cl aws of hands, as was his customwhen forcing the pace of his
brain. Then his hands dropped again and he spoke.

"I"'msure you're thinking the sanme as | am" he said; "how | ong
are we to be on this damed seesaw?"

The other did not answer, but his silence seened sonehow solid as
assent; and Maclan went on conversationally. Neither noticed that
both had instinctively stood still before the sign of the fixed
and standi ng sword.

"It is hard to guess what God neans in this business. But he
means sonet hi ng--or the other thing, or both. Wenever we have
tried to fight each other sonething has stopped us. \Wenever we
have tried to be reconciled to each other, sonething has stopped
us again. By the run of our luck we have never had tine to be
either friends or enem es. Sonething always junped out of the
bushes. "

Turnbul | nodded gravely and gl anced round at the huge and
hedgel ess nmeadow which fell away towards the horizon into a
gl i mrering high road.

"Nothing will junp out of bushes here anyhow," he said.

"That is what | nmeant," said Maclan, and stared steadily at the
heavy hilt of his standing sword, which in the slight wind swayed



on its tenpered steel like sonme huge thistle on its stalKk.

"That is what | nmeant; we are quite alone here. | have not heard
a horse-hoof or a footstep or the hoot of a train for niles. So
think we m ght stop here and ask for a mracle."

"Ch! mght we?" said the atheistic editor with a sort of gusto of
di sgust.

"I beg your pardon," said Maclan, neekly. "I forgot your
prejudices." He eyed the wi nd-swung sword-hilt in sad neditation
and resuned: "What | nean is, we might find out in this quiet

pl ace whether there really is any fate or any commandnent agai nst
our enterprise. | wll engage on ny side, like Elijah, to accept
a test from heaven. Turnbull, let us draw swords here in this
nmoonl i ght and this nonstrous solitude. And if here in this
nmoonl i ght and solitude there happens anything to interrupt us--if
it be lightning striking our sword-blades or a rabbit running
under our legs--1 will take it as a sign from God and we will
shake hands for ever."

Turnbull's nmouth twitched in angry hunour under his red

moust ache. He said: "I will wait for signs fromGod until | have
any signs of H's existence; but God--or Fate--forbid that a man
of scientific culture should refuse any kind of experinent."

"Very well, then," said Maclan, shortly. "W are nore quiet here
t han anywhere else; let us engage." And he plucked his
swor d- poi nt out of the turf.

Turnbull regarded himfor a second and a half with a baffling
vi sage al nost bl ack agai nst the noonrise; then his hand nade a
sharp novenent to his hip and his sword shone in the noon

As ol d chess-players open every gane with established ganbits,
they opened with a thrust and parry, orthodox and even frankly
ineffectual. But in Maclan's soul nore formess storns were
gathering, and he made a lunge or two so savage as first to
surprise and then to enrage his opponent. Turnbull ground his
teeth, kept his tenper, and waiting for the third | unge, and the
worst, had al nost spitted the lunger when a shrill, small cry
came frombehind him a cry such as is not nade by any of the
beasts that perish

Turnbul | must have been nore superstitious than he knew, for he
stopped in the act of going forward. Maclan was brazenly
superstitious, and he dropped his sword. After all, he had
chal I enged the universe to send an interruption; and this was an
interruption, whatever else it was. An instant afterwards the
sharp, weak cry was repeated. This tine it was certain that it
was hurman and that it was female.

Macl an stood rolling those great blue Gaelic eyes that contrasted

with his dark hair. "It is the voice of God," he said again and
agai n.

"God hasn't got nmuch of a voice," said Turnbull, who snatched at
every chance of cheap profanity. "As a matter of fact, Mclan, it

isn't the voice of God, but it's sonething a jolly sight nore
important--it is the voice of man--or rather of woman. So | think



we'd better scoot inits direction.”

Macl an snatched up his fallen weapon without a word, and the two
raced away towards that part of the distant road from which the
cry was now constantly renewed.

They had to run over a curve of country that | ooked snooth but
was very rough; a neglected field which they soon found to be
full of the tallest grasses and the deepest rabbit-hol es.

Mor eover, that great curve of the countryside which | ooked so

sl ow and gentle when you gl anced over it, proved to be highly
preci pi tous when you scanpered over it; and Turnbull was tw ce
nearly flung on his face. Maclan, though nmuch heavi er, avoided
such an overthrow only by having the quick and incal cul abl e feet
of the nmountai neer; but both of them nay be said to have | eapt
off alowcliff when they leapt into the road.

The noonlight lay on the white road with a nore naked and
electric glare than on the grey-green upland, and though the
scene which it reveal ed was conplicated, it was not difficult to
get its first features at a gl ance

A smal |l but very neat bl ack-and-yell ow notor-car was standi ng
stolidly, slightly to the left of the road. A sonewhat | arger
light-green notor-car was tipped half-way into a ditch on the
same side, and four flushed and staggering nen in evening dress
were tipped out of it. Three of themwere standi ng about the
road, giving their opinions to the nobon with vague but echoing
vi ol ence. The fourth, however, had already advanced on the
chauffeur of the bl ack-and-yellow car, and was threatening him
with a stick. The chauffeur had risen to defend hinself. By
his side sat a young | ady.

She was sitting bolt upright, a slender and rigid figure gripping
the sides of her seat, and her first few cries had ceased. She
was clad in close-fitting dark costunme, a nass of warm brown hair
went out in two wings or waves on each side of her forehead; and
even at that distance it could be seen that her profile was of
the aquiline and eager sort, like a young falcon hardly free of

t he nest.

Turnbul | had conceal ed in himsonewhere a fund of common sense

and know edge of the world of which he hinself and his best
friends were hardly aware. He was one of those who take in nuch
of the shows of things absent-nmindedly, and in an irrel evant
reverie. As he stood at the door of his editorial shop on Ludgate
H Il and meditated on the non-exi stence of God, he silently
absorbed a good deal of varied know edge about the existence of
men. He had cone to know types by instinct and dilemas with a

gl ance; he saw the crux of the situation in the road, and what he
saw nmade hi m redoubl e his pace.

He knew that the nen were rich; he knew that they were drunk; and
he knew, what was worst of all, that they were fundanentally
frightened. And he knew this also, that no common ruffian (such
as attacks ladies in novels) is ever so savage and ruthless as a
coarse kind of gentleman when he is really alarnmed. The reason is
not recondite; it is sinply because the police-court is not such

a menacing novelty to the poor ruffian as it is to the rich. Wen
they cane within hail and heard the voices, they confirnmed all



Turnbull's anticipations. The man in the mddl e of the road was
shouting in a hoarse and groggy voice that the chauffeur had
smashed their car on purpose; that they nust get to the Cri that
eveni ng, and that he would jolly well have to take themthere.
The chauffeur had mldly objected that he was driving a | ady.
"Oh! we'll take care of the lady," said the red-faced young man,
and went off into gurgling and al nost senile |aughter

By the tinme the two chanpi ons canme up, things had grown nore
serious. The intoxication of the nman talking to the chauffeur had
taken one of its perverse and catlike junps into nere screanng
spite and rage. He lifted his stick and struck at the chauffeur
who caught hold of it, and the drunkard fell backwards, dragging
himout of his seat on the car. Another of the rowdi es rushed
forward booing in idiot excitenent, fell over the chauffeur, and,
ei ther by accident or design, kicked himas he lay. The drunkard
got to his feet again; but the chauffeur did not.

The man who had ki cked kept a kind of half-witted conscience or
cowardi ce, for he stood staring at the sensel ess body and

mur muri ng words of inconsequent self-justification, nmaking
gestures with his hands as if he were arguing with sonebody. But
the other three, with a nmere whoop and how of victory, were
boarding the car on three sides at once. It was exactly at this
monent that Turnbull fell anmong themlike one fallen fromthe

sky. He tore one of the clinbers backward by the collar, and with
a hearty push sent him staggering over into the ditch upon his
nose. One of the remaining two, who was too far gone to notice
anyt hing, continued to clanber ineffectually over the high back

of the car, kicking and pouring forth a rivulet of soliloquy. But
the other dropped at the interruption, turned upon Turnbull and
began a battering bout of fisticuffs. At the sane nonent the nman
crawl ed out of the ditch in a nmasquerade of mud and rushed at his
old eneny from behind. The whole had not taken a second; and an
instant after Maclan was in the mdst of them

Turnbul | had tossed away his sheathed sword, greatly preferring
hi s hands, except in the avowed etiquette of the duel; for he had
learnt to use his hands in the old street-battles of Bradl augh
But to Maclan the sword even sheat hed was a nore natural weapon,
and he laid about himon all sides with it as with a stick. The
man who had the wal ki ng-stick found his blows parried with
pronptitude; and a second after, to his great astonishnment, found
his own stick fly up inthe air as by a conjuring trick, with a
turn of the swordsman's wist. Another of the revellers picked
the stick out of the ditch and ran in upon Maclan, calling to his
conpani on to assist him

"I haven't got a stick," grunbled the disarned nman, and | ooked
vaguel y about the ditch

"Perhaps,"” said Maclan, politely, "you would like this one." Wth
the word the drunkard found his hand that had grasped the stick
suddenly tw sted and enpty; and the stick lay at the feet of his
conpani on on the other side of the road. Maclan felt a faint stir
behind him the girl had risen to her feet and was | eaning

forward to stare at the fighters. Turnbull was still engaged in
countering and ponmelling with the third young man. The fourth
young man was still engaged with hinself, kicking his legs in

hel pl ess rotation on the back of the car and talking with



nmel odi ous rationality.

At length Turnbull's opponent began to back before the battery of
hi s heavy hands, still fighting, for he was the soberest and

bol dest of the four. |If these are annals of nmilitary glory, it is
due to himto say that he need not have abandoned the conflict;
only that as he backed to the edge of the ditch his foot caught
in a loop of grass and he went over in a flat and confortable
position fromwhich it took hima considerable tine to rise. By
the tinme he had risen, Turnbull had cone to the rescue of Macl an
who was at bay but bel abouring his two eneni es handsonely. The
sight of the liberated reserve was to themlike that of Bl ucher
at Waterloo; the two set off at a sullen trot down the road,

| eavi ng even the wal ki ng-stick Iying behind themin the
nmoonl i ght. Maclan plucked the struggling and aspiring idiot off
the back of the car like a stray cat, and left himswaying
unsteadily in the noon. Then he approached the front part of the
car in a somewhat enbarrassed nmanner and pulled off his cap

For sone solid seconds the |ady and he nerely | ooked at each
other, and Maclan had an irrational feeling of being in a picture
hung on a wall. That is, he was notionless, even |lifel ess, and
yet staringly significant, like a picture. The white noonlight on
the road, when he was not |ooking at it, gave hima vision of the
road being white with snow. The notor-car, when he was not

| ooking at it, gave hima rude inpression of a captured coach in
the ol d days of hi ghwaynen. And he whose whol e soul was with the
swords and stately manners of the eighteenth century, he who was
a Jacobite risen fromthe dead, had an overwhel m ng sense of
bei ng once nore in the picture, when he had so | ong been out of

t he picture.

In that short and strong silence he absorbed the | ady from head
to foot. He had never really | ooked at a human being before in
his |ife. He saw her face and hair first, then that she had | ong
suede gl oves; then that there was a fur cap at the back of her
brown hair. He might, perhaps, be excused for this hungry
attention. He had prayed that some sign m ght conme from heaven;
and after an al nbst savage scrutiny he cane to the concl usion
that his one did. The lady's instantaneous arrest of speech

m ght need nore explaining; but she may well have been stunned
with the squalid attack and the abrupt rescue. Yet it was she
who renmenbered herself first and suddenly called out with

sel f-accusi ng horror:

"Ch, that poor, poor man!"

They both swung round abruptly and saw that Turnbull, with his
recovered sword under his armpit, was already lifting the fallen
chauffeur into the car. He was only stunned and was slowy
awakeni ng, feebly waving his left arm

The lady in long gloves and the fur cap | eapt out and ran rapidly

towards them only to be reassured by Turnbull, who (unlike nany
of his school) really knew a little science when he invoked it to
redeemthe world. "He's all right," said he; "he's quite safe.

But |'"'mafraid he won't be able to drive the car for half an hour
or so."

"I can drive the car," said the young woman in the fur cap with



stony practicability.
"Ch, in that case," began Maclan, uneasily; and that paralysing
shyness which is a part of romance i nduced himto nmake a backward
nmovenent as if |leaving her to herself. But Turnbull was nore
rational than he, being nore indifferent.

"I don't think you ought to drive hone alone, ma'am" he said,
gruffly. "There seemto be a lot of rowdy parties along this
road, and the man will be no use for an hour. If you will tel

us where you are going, we will see you safely there and say good
ni ght."

The young | ady exhibited all the abrupt disturbance of a person
who is not commonly disturbed. She said al nbst sharply and yet
with evident sincerity: "OF course | amawfully grateful to you

for all you've done--and there's plenty of roomif you'll cone
in."
Turnbull, with the conpl ete i nnocence of an absolutely sound

notive, imediately junped into the car; but the girl cast an eye
at Maclan, who stood in the road for an instant as if rooted |ike
a tree. Then he also tunmbled his long legs into the tonneau
havi ng that sense of degradedly diving into heaven whi ch so many
have known in so many human houses when they consented to stop to
tea or were allowed to stop to supper. The slowy reviving

chauf feur was set in the back seat; Turnbull and Macl an had
fallen into the mddle one; the lady with a steely cool ness had
taken the driver's seat and all the handl es of that headl ong
machi ne. A nonent afterwards the engine started, with a throb and
| eap unfamliar to Turnbull, who had only once been in a notor
during a general election, and utterly unknown to Maclan, who in
his present nood thought it was the end of the world. Alnbst at
the sane instant that the car plucked itself out of the nud and
whi pped away up the road, the man who had been flung into the
ditch rose waveringly to his feet. Wen he saw the car escaping
he ran after it and shouted sonething which, owing to the

i ncreasi ng distance, could not be heard. It is awful to reflect
that, if his remark was valuable, it is quite lost to the world.

The car shot on up and down the shining nmoonlit |anes, and there
was no sound in it except the occasional click or catch of its
machi nery; for through sone cause or other no soul inside it
could think of a word to say. The lady synbolized her feelings,
what ever they were, by urging the nachine faster and faster unti
scattered woodl ands went by themin one black blotch and heavy
hills and vall eys seenmed to ripple under the wheels like nere
waves. A little while afterwards this nood seenmed to sl acken and
she fell into a nore ordinary pace; but still she did not speak
Turnbul |, who kept a nore common and sensi bl e view of the case

t han anyone el se, nmade sone renark about the noonlight; but
somet hi ng i ndescri babl e made himal so rel apse into silence.

All this tine Maclan had been in a sort of nonstrous delirium

i ke some fabul ous hero snatched up into the noon. The difference
bet ween this experience and commbpn experi ences was anal ogous to
that between waking life and a dream Yet he did not feel in the
| east as if he were dreanming; rather the other way; as waki ng was
nore actual than dreaming, so this seemed by anot her degree nore
actual than waking itself. But it was another |ife altogether



li ke a cosnbs with a new di nensi on

He felt he had been hurled into sonme new incarnation: into the

m dst of new relations, wongs and rights, with towering
responsibilities and al nost tragic joys which he had as yet had

no time to exanine. Heaven had not nerely sent hima nessage;
Heaven itself had opened around hi mand given himan hour of its
own ancient and star-shattering energy. He had never felt so nuch
alive before; and yet he was like a man in a trance. And if you
had asked hi mon what his throbbing happi ness hung, he could only
have told you that it hung on four or five visible facts, as a
curtain hangs on four of five fixed nails. The fact that the |ady
had a little fur at her throat; the fact that the curve of her
cheek was a |l ow and | ean curve and that the noonlight caught the
hei ght of her cheek-bone; the fact that her hands were small but
heavily gl oved as they gripped the steering-wheel; the fact that

a white witch light was on the road; the fact that the brisk
breeze of their passage stirred and fluttered a little not only
the brown hair of her head but the black fur on her cap. Al

these facts were to himcertain and incredible, |ike sacranents.

VWhen they had driven half a mile farther, a big shadow was fl ung
across the path, followed by its bul ky owner, who eyed the car
critically but let it pass. The silver noonlight picked out a

pi ece or two of pewter ornament on his blue uniform and as they
went by they knew it was a sergeant of police. Three hundred
yards farther on another policeman stepped out into the road as

if to stop them then seened to doubt his own authority and

st epped back again. The girl was a daughter of the rich; and this
pol i ce suspicion (under which all the poor live day and night)
stung her for the first time into speech

"What can they nean?" she cried out in a kind of tenper; "this
car's going like a snail."

There was a short silence, and then Turnbull said: "It is
certainly very odd, you are driving quietly enough."

"You are driving nobly," said Maclan, and his words (which had no
nmeani ng what ever) sounded hoarse and ungainly even in his own
ears.

They passed the next mle and a half swiftly and snoothly; yet
anong the many things which they passed in the course of it was a
clunp of eager policenen standing at a cross-road. As they
passed, one of the policenmen shouted sonmething to the others; but
not hi ng el se happened. Eight hundred yards farther on, Turnbul
stood up suddenly in the swaying car

"My God, Maclan!" he called out, showing his first enotion of
that night. "I don't believe it's the pace; it couldn't be the
pace. | believe it's us."

Macl an sat notionless for a few nonments and then turned up at his
conpani on a face that was as white as the noon above it.

"You may be right," he said at last; "if you are, | nust tel
her."

"I will tell the lady if you like," said Turnbull, with his



unconqguer ed good tenper.

"You!" said Maclan, with a sort of sincere and instinctive
astoni shnent. "Wy should you--no, | mnust tell her, of
course----"

And he | eant forward and spoke to the lady in the fur cap

"I am afraid, madam that we may have got you into sone trouble,"
he said, and even as he said it it sounded wong, |ike everything
he said to this particular person in the long gloves. "The fact
is," he resuned, desperately, "the fact is, we are being chased
by the police." Then the last flattening hanmer fell upon poor
Evan' s enbarrassnent; for the fluffy brown head with the furry

bl ack cap did not turn by a section of the conpass.

"W are chased by the police," repeated Maclan, vigorously; then
he added, as if begi nning an explanation, "You see, | ama
Catholic."

The wi nd whi pped back a curl of the brown hair so as to
necessitate a new theory of aesthetics touching the line of the
cheek-bone; but the head did not turn.

"You see," began Maclan, again blunderingly, "this gentleman
wote in his newspaper that Qur Lady was a conmon wonman, a bad
woman, and so we agreed to fight; and we were fighting quite a
little time ago--but that was before we saw you."

The young |l ady driving her car had half turned her face to
listen; and it was not a reverent or a patient face that she
showed him Her Norman nose was tilted a trifle too high upon
the slimstal k of her neck and body.

VWhen Macl an saw that arrogant and uplifted profile pencilled

pl ai nly agai nst the noonshi ne, he accepted an ultimte defeat.
He had expected the angels to despise himif he were wong, but
not to despise himso nuch as this.

"You see," said the stunbling spokesman, "I was angry wi th him
when he insulted the Mother of God, and | asked himto fight a
duel with ne; but the police are all trying to stop it."

Not hi ng seened to waver or flicker in the fair young fal con
profile; and it only opened its lips to say, after a silence: "I
t hought people in our tinme were supposed to respect each other's
religion."

Under the shadow of that arrogant face Maclan could only fal
back on the obvious answer: "But what about a man's irreligion?"
The face only answered: "Well, you ought to be nore broadni nded."

If anyone else in the world had said the words, Mclan woul d have
snorted with his equine neigh of scorn. But in this case he
seened knocked down by a superior sinplicity, as if his eccentric
attitude were rebuked by the innocence of a child. He could not
di ssociate anything that this woman said or did or wore from an
idea of spiritual rarity and virtue. Like npbst others under the
same el emental passion, his soul was at present soaked in ethics.
He coul d have applied noral terns to the material objects of her



environment. |f soneone had spoken of "her generous ribbon" or
"her chival rous gl oves"” or "her nerciful shoe-buckle," it would
not have seened to hi m nonsense

He was silent, and the girl went on in a lower key as if she were
monentarily softened and a little saddened also. "It won't do,
you know," she said; "you can't find out the truth in that way.
There are such heaps of churches and people thinking different

t hi ngs nowadays, and they all think they are right. M uncle was
a Swedenborgi an. "

Macl an sat with bowed head, listening hungrily to her voice but
hardly to her words, and seeing his great world drama grow
smal l er and smaller before his eyes till it was no bigger than a

child's toy theatre.

"The time's gone by for all that," she went on; "you can't find
out the real thing like that--if there is really anything to
find----" and she sighed rather drearily; for, Iike many of the
wonen of our wealthy class, she was old and broken in thought,

t hough young and cl ean enough in her enotions.

"Qur object," said Turnbull, shortly, "is to nmake an effective
denonstration"; and after that word, Mclan | ooked at his vision
again and found it smaller than ever

"I't would be in the newspapers, of course," said the girl.
"Peopl e read the newspapers, but they don't believe them or
anything else, | think."” And she sighed again.

She drove in silence a third of a mle before she added, as if
conpl eting the sentence: "Anyhow, the whole thing' s quite
absurd. "

"I don't think," began Turnbull, "that you quite realize----
Hul [ o! hullo--hullo--what's this?"

The amat eur chauffeur had been forced to bring the car to a

st aggering stoppage, for a file of fat, blue policenen made a
wal | across the way. A sergeant canme to the side and touched his
peaked cap to the | ady.

"Beg your pardon, miss," he said with some enbarrassnent, for he
knew her for a daughter of a doni nant house, "but we have reason
to believe that the gentlenen in your car are----" and he
hesitated for a polite phrase.

"I am Evan Maclan," said that gentleman, and stood up in a sort
of gl oony ponp, not wholly without a touch of the sulks of a
school boy.

"Yes, we will get out, sergeant," said Turnbull, nore easily; "
nane is Janmes Turnbull. W nust not incomrode the | ady."

ny

"What are you taking themup for?" asked the young woman, | ooking
straight in front of her along the road.

"I't's under the new act," said the sergeant, al nost
apol ogetically. "lncurable disturbers of the peace."



"What will happen to then?" she asked, with the sane frigid
cl ear ness.

"Westgate Adult Reformatory," he replied, briefly.

"Until when?"

"Until they are cured,"” said the official.
"Very well, sergeant," said the young lady, with a sort of tired
common sense. "|I amsure | don't want to protect crimnals or go
against the law, but | nust tell you that these gentl enen have
done nme a considerable service; you won't mnd drawi ng your nen a
little farther off while | say good night to them Men like that
al ways m sunder st and. "

The sergeant was profoundly disquieted fromthe beginning at the
nere i dea of arresting anyone in the conpany of a great |lady; to
refuse one of her minor requests was quite beyond his courage.

The police fell back to a few yards behind the car. Turnbull took
up the two swords that were their only luggage; the swords that,
after so many half duels, they were now to surrender at |ast.

Macl an, the blood thundering in his brain at the thought of that
instant of farewell, bent over, funbled at the handle and fl ung
open the door to get out.

But he did not get out. He did not get out, because it is
dangerous to junp out of a car when it is going at full speed.
And the car was going at full speed, because the young | ady,

wi t hout turning her head or so nuch as saying a syllable, had
driven down a handl e that nade the machine plunge forward like a
buffalo and then fly over the | andscape |ike a greyhound. The
police nmade one rush to follow, and then dropped so grotesque and
hopel ess a chase. Away in the vanishing distance they coul d see
the sergeant furiously making notes.

The open door, still left |Ioose on its hinges, swung and banged
quite crazily as they went whizzing up one road and down anot her
Nor did Maclan sit down; he stood up stunned and yet staring, as
he woul d have stood up at the trunpet of the Last Day. A black
dot in the distance sprang up a tall black forest, swall owed them
and spat them out again at the other end. A railway bridge grew
| arger and larger till it |eapt upon their backs bell ow ng, and
was inits turn left behind. Avenues of poplars on both sides of
the road chased each other like the figures in a zoetrope. Now
and then with a shock and rattle they went through sl eeping
moonlit villages, which nust have stirred an instant in their
sleep as at the passing of a fugitive earthquake. Sonetimes in an
outlying house a light in one erratic, unexpected wi ndow woul d
gi ve them a nanel ess hint of the hundred human secrets which they
left behind themwi th their dust. Sonetinmes even a sl ouching
rustic would be afoot on the road and would | ook after them as

after a flying phantom But still Maclan stood up staring at
earth and heaven; and still the door he had flung open fl apped
loose like a flag. Turnbull, after a few minutes of dunb

amazenment, had yielded to the healthiest elenent in his nature
and gone off into uncontrollable fits of laughter. The girl had
not stirred an inch.

After another half mle that seened a nere flash, Turnbull | eant



over and | ocked the door. Evan staggered at last into his seat
and hid his throbbing head in his hands; and still the car flew
on and its driver sat inflexible and silent. The noon had al ready
gone down, and the whol e darkness was faintly troubled wth
twilight and the first novenent of beasts and fows. It was that
nmysterious nonent when light is coming as if it were sonething
unknown whose nature one could not guess--a nere alteration in
everything. They looked at the sky and it seemed as dark as ever
then they saw the bl ack shape of a tower or tree against it and
knew that it was already grey. Save that they were driving

sout hward and had certainly passed the |ongitude of London, they
knew nothing of their direction; but Turnbull, who had spent a
year on the Hanpshire coast in his youth, began to recogni ze the
unni st akabl e but quite indescribable villages of the English
south. Then a white witch fire began to burn between the bl ack
stens of the fir-trees; and, like so many things in nature,

t hough not in books on evolution, the daybreak, when it did coneg,
came much qui cker than one would think. The gl oony heavens were
ripped up and rolled away |like a scroll, revealing splendours, as
the car went roaring up the curve of a great hill; and above them
and bl ack agai nst the broadening light, there stood one of those
crouching and fantastic trees that are first signals of the sea.

X. THE SWORDS REJO NED

As they cane over the hill and down on the other side of it, it
is not too nuch to say that the whol e universe of God opened over
them and under them Ilike a thing unfolding to five tinmes its
size. Al nost under their feet opened the enornmpous sea, at the
bottom of a steep valley which fell down into a bay; and the sea
under their feet blazed at them al nost as lustrous and al nbst as
enpty as the sky. The sunrise opened above themlike sone cosmc
expl osi on, shining and shattering and yet silent; as if the world
were blown to pieces without a sound. Round the rays of the

vi ctorious sun swept a sort of rainbow of confused and conquered
col ours--brown and blue and green and flanmi ng rose-col our; as

t hough gold were driving before it all the colours of the world.
The lines of the | andscape down which they sped, were the sinple,

strict, yet swerving, lines of a rushing river; so that it was
al nost as if they were being sucked down in a huge stil
whirl pool. Turnbull had sone such feeling, for he spoke for the

first time for many hours.

"If we go down at this rate we shall be over the sea cliff," he
sai d.

"How gl ori ous!" said Macl an

VWhen, however, they had cone into the wi de hollow at the bottom
of that |andslide, the car took a calmand graceful curve al ong
the side of the sea, nelted into the fringe of a few trees, and
qui etly, yet astonishingly, stopped. A belated |ight was burning
in the broad norning in the wi ndow of a sort of |odge- or

gat e- keepers' cottage; and the girl stood up in the car and
turned her splendid face to the sun

Evan seened startled by the stillness, |ike one who had been born
am d sound and speed. He wavered on his long | egs as he stood up



he pulled hinmself together, and the only consequence was that he
trenbled fromhead to foot. Turnbull had al ready opened the door
on his side and junped out.

The noment he had done so the strange young worman had one nore
mad novenent, and deliberately drove the car a few yards farther
Then she got out with an al nbst cruel cool ness and began pulling
of f her long gloves and al nbst whistling.

"You can |l eave nme here," she said, quite casually, as if they had
met five mnutes before. "That is the |lodge of ny father's place.
Pl ease conme in, if you like--but I understood that you had sone
busi ness. "

Evan | ooked at that lifted face and found it nerely |ovely; he
was far too nmuch of a fool to see that it was working with a
final fatigue and that its austerity was agony. He was even foo

enough to ask it a question. "Wy did you save us?" he said,
gui te hunbly.

The girl tore off one of her gloves, as if she were tearing off
her hand. "OCh, | don't know," she said, bitterly. "Now | cone
to think of it, I can't inagine."

Evan's thoughts, that had been piled up to the norning star
abruptly let himdown with a crash into the very cellars of the
enotional universe. He remained in a stunned silence for a |ong
time; and that, if he had only known, was the w sest thing that
he coul d possibly do at the nonent.

I ndeed, the silence and the sunrise had their healing effect, for
when the extraordinary | ady spoke again, her tone was nore
friendly and apol ogetic. "I'mnot really ungrateful,"” she said;
"it was very good of you to save ne fromthose nmen."

"But why?" repeated the obstinate and dazed Maclan, "why did you
save us fromthe other nen? | mean the policenmen?"

The girl's great brown eyes were lit up with a flash that was at
once final desperation and the | oosening of sone private and
passi onate reserve

"Ch, God knows!" she cried. "God knows that if there is a God He
has turned Hi s big back on everything. God knows | have had no
pleasure in ny life, though | ampretty and young and father has
pl enty of nmoney. And then people cone and tell ne that | ought to
do things and | do themand it's all drivel. They want you to do
wor k anong the poor; which neans readi ng Ruskin and feeling
self-righteous in the best roomin a poor tenement. O to help
some cause or other, which always neans bundling peopl e out of
crooked houses, in which they've always lived, into straight
houses, in which they often die. And all the tine you have inside
only the horrid irony of your own enpty head and enpty heart. |
amto give to the unfortunate, when ny whole misfortune is that |

have nothing to give. | amto teach, when | believe nothing at
all that | was taught. | amto save the children from death, and
I amnot even certain that | should not be better dead. | suppose

if | actually saw a child drowning | should save it. But that
woul d be fromthe sane notive fromwhich | have saved you, or
destroyed you, whichever it is that | have done."



"What was the nptive?" asked Evan, in a | ow voi ce.
"My notive is too big for nmy mind," answered the girl.

Then, after a pause, as she stared with a rising colour at the
glittering sea, she said: "It can't be described, and yet | am
trying to describe it. It seens to ne not only that | am unhappy,
but that there is no way of being happy. Father is not happy,

t hough he is a Menber of Parlianment----" She paused a nonent and
added with a ghost of a smile: "Nor Aunt Mabel, though a nan from
India has told her the secret of all creeds. But | may be wong;
there may be a way out. And for one stark, insane second, | felt
that, after all, you had got the way out and that was why the
worl d hated you. You see, if there were a way out, it would be
sure to be sonething that |ooked very queer."

Evan put his hand to his forehead and began stunblingly: "Yes,
suppose we do seem---"

"Ch, yes, you look queer enough," she said, with ringing
sincerity. "You'll be all the better for a wash and brush up."

"You forget our business, nmadam" said Evan, in a shaking voice;
"we have no concern but to kill each other."

"Well, | shouldn't be killed looking Iike that if | were you,"
she replied, with i nhuman honesty.

Evan stood and rolled his eyes in masculine bew | dernment. Then
came the final change in this Proteus, and she put out both her
hands for an instant and said in a | ow tone on which he lived for
days and ni ghts:

"Don't you understand that | did not dare to stop you? What you
are doing is so mad that it nay be quite true. Sonehow one can
never really nanage to be an atheist."

Turnbull stood staring at the sea; but his shoul ders showed that
he heard, and after one nminute he turned his head. But the girl
had only brushed Evan's hand with hers and had fled up the dark
all ey by the | odge gate.

Evan stood rooted upon the road, literally like sone heavy statue
hewn there in the age of the Druids. It seened inpossible that he
shoul d ever nove. Turnbull grewrestless with this rigidity, and
at last, after calling his conpanion twice or thrice, went up and
cl apped himinpatiently on one of his big shoulders. Evan w nced
and | eapt away fromhimwth a repul sion which was not the hate
of an unclean thing nor the dread of a dangerous one, but was a
spasm of awe and separation from sonething fromwhi ch he was now
sundered as by the sword of God. He did not hate the atheist; it
is possible that he Ioved him But Turnbull was now sonet hing
nore dreadful than an eneny: he was a thing seal ed and devoted--a
t hi ng now hopel essly dooned to be either a corpse or an

executi oner.

"What is the matter with you?" asked Turnbull, with his hearty
hand still in the air; and yet he knew nore about it than his
i nnocent action would all ow.



"Janes," said Evan, speaking like one under strong bodily pain,

"I asked for God's answer and | have got it--got it in my vitals.
He knows how weak | am and that | mght forget the peril of the
faith, forget the face of Qur Lady--yes, even with your blow upon
her cheek. But the honour of this earth has just this about it,
that it can nmake a man's heart like iron. | amfromthe Lords of
the Isles and | dare not be a nere deserter. Therefore, God has
tied me by the chain of nmy worldly place and word, and there is
not hi ng but fighting now "

"I think I understand you," said Turnbull, "but you say
everything tail forenost."

"She wants us to do it," said Evan, in a voice crushed with
passion. "She has hurt herself so that we might do it. She has
| eft her good nane and her good sleep and all her habits and
dignity flung away on the other side of England in the hope that
she may hear of us and that we have broken sone hole into
heaven. "

"I thought | knew what you nean," said Turnbull, biting his
beard; "it does seemas if we ought to do sonething after all she
has done this night."

"I never liked you so nmuch before," said Maclan, in bitter
SOr row.

As he spoke, three solemn footnmen cane out of the |odge gate and
assenbl ed to assist the chauffeur to his room The nere sight of
them nade the two wanderers flee as froma too frightful
incongruity, and before they knew where they were, they were well
upon the grassy | edge of England that overl ooks the Channel. Evan
said suddenly: "WII they let nme see her in heaven once in a

t housand ages?" and addressed the remark to the editor of _The

At hei st _, as on which he would be likely or qualified to answer.
But no answer came; a silence sank between the two.

Turnbull strode sturdily to the edge of the cliff and | ooked out,
hi s conpani on foll owi ng, sonewhat nore shaken by his recent
agi tation.

"If that's the view you take," said Turnbull, "and | don't say
you are wong, | think I know where we shall be best off for the
business. As it happens, | know this part of the south coast
pretty well. And unless | ammi staken there's a way down the
cliff just here which will land us on a stretch of firm sand
where no one is likely to follow us."

The Hi ghl ander nmade a gesture of assent and canme al so al nbst to
the edge of the precipice. The sunrise, which was broadeni ng over
sea and shore, was one of those rare and splendid ones in which
there seens to be no nist or doubt, and nothing but a universa
clarification nmore and nore conplete. Al the colours were
transparent. It seened like a triunphant prophecy of sone perfect
wor |l d where everything being innocent will be intelligible; a
wor |l d where even our bodies, so to speak, nmay be as of burning
glass. Such a world is faintly though fiercely figured in the

col oured wi ndows of Christian architecture. The sea that |ay
before themwas |ike a pavenent of enerald, bright and al nost



brittle; the sky against which its strict horizon hung was al nost
absolutely white, except that close to the sky line, like scarlet
braids on the hemof a garnent, lay strings of flaky cloud of so
gl eam ng and gorgeous a red that they seened cut out of sone
strange bl ood-red celestial netal, of which the nere gold of this
earth is but a drab yellow initation.

"The hand of Heaven is still pointing," nmuttered the man of
superstition to hinself. "And nowit is a blood-red hand."

The cool voice of his conpanion cut in upon his nonol ogue,
calling to himfroma little farther along the cliff, to tell him
that he had found the | adder of descent. |t began as a steep and
somewhat greasy path, which then tunbled down twenty or thirty
feet in the formof a fall of rough stone steps. After that,
there was a rather awkward drop on to a | edge of stone and then
the journey was undertaken easily and even elegantly by the
remai ns of an ornamental staircase, such as m ght have bel onged
to sone | ong-disused watering-place. Al the tine that the two
travell ers sank fromstage to stage of this downward journey,
there cl osed over their heads living bridges and caverns of the
nost varied foliage, all of which grew greener, redder, or nore
gol den, in the growing sunlight of the norning. Life, too, of the
nore noving sort rose at the sun on every side of them Birds
whirred and fluttered in the undergromh, as if inprisoned in
green cages. Oher birds were shaken up in great clouds fromthe
tree-tops, as if they were bl ossons detached and scattered up to
heaven. Aninmals which Turnbull was too nuch of a Londoner and
Macl an too nuch of a Northerner to know, slipped by anbng the
tangle or ran pattering up the tree-trunks. Both the nen,
according to their several creeds, felt the full thunder of the
psalmof life as they had never heard it before; Maclan felt God
the Father, benignant in all H s energies, and Turnbul|l that
ultimate anonynous energy, that _Natura Naturans_, which is the
whol e thene of Lucretius. It was down this clanorous |adder of
life that they went down to die.

They broke out upon a brown senicircle of sand, so free from
human inprint as to justify Turnbull's profession. They strode
out upon it, stuck their swords in the sand, and had a pause too
i mportant for speech. Turnbull eyed the coast curiously for a
nmonent, |ike one awakeni ng nmenories of childhood; then he said
abruptly, like a nan renenbering sonebody's nanme: "But, of

course, we shall be better off still round the corner of Cragness
Poi nt; nobody ever cones there at all." And picking up his sword
agai n, he began striding towards a big bluff of the rocks which
stood out upon their left. Maclan followed himround the corner
and found hinself in what was certainly an even finer fencing
court, of flat, firmsand, enclosed on three sides by white walls
of rock, and on the fourth by the green wall of the advancing
sea.

"W are quite safe here," said Turnbull, and, to the other's
surprise, flung hinself down, sitting on the brown beach

"You see, | was brought up near here," he explained. "I was sent
from Scotland to stop with ny aunt. It is highly probable that I
may die here. Do you nmind if | light a pipe?"

"OF course, do whatever you like," said Maclan, with a choking



voi ce, and he went and wal ked al one by hinmself along the wet,
gli steni ng sands.

Ten minutes afterwards he came back again, white with his own
whirlwi nd of enotions; Turnbull was quite cheerful and was
knocki ng out the end of his pipe.

"You see, we have to do it," said Maclan. "She tied us to it."
"OfF course, ny dear fellow," said the other, and | eapt up as
lightly as a nonkey.

They took their places gravely in the very centre of the great
square of sand, as if they had thousands of spectators. Before
sal uting, Maclan, who, being a nystic, was one inch nearer to

Nat ure, cast his eye round the huge franework of their heroic
folly. The three walls of rock all leant a little outward, though
at various angles; but this inpression was exaggerated in the
direction of the incredible by the heavy load of living trees and
thi ckets which each wall wore on its top |ike a huge shock of

hair. On all that luxurious crest of life the risen and

vi ctorious sun was beating, burnishing it all like gold, and
every bird that rose with that sunrise caught a light |like a star
upon it like the dove of the Holy Spirit. Imaginative |ife had

never so much crowded upon Maclan. He felt that he could wite
whol e books about the feelings of a single bird. He felt that for
two centuries he would not tire of being a rabbit. He was in the
Pal ace of Life, of which the very tapestries and curtains were
alive. Then he recovered hinself, and renenbered his affairs.
Both nmen saluted, and iron rang upon iron. It was exactly at the
same nonent that he realized that his eneny's left ankle was
encircled with a ring of salt water that had crept up to his

feet.

"What is the matter?" said Turnbull, stopping an instant, for he
had grown used to every novenent of his extraordi nary
fellowtraveller's face.

Macl an gl anced again at that silver anklet of sea-water and then

| ooked beyond at the next promontory round which a deep sea was
boiling and | eaping. Then he turned and | ooked back and saw heavy
f oam bei ng shaken up to heaven about the base of Cragness Point.

"The sea has cut us off," he said, curtly.

"I have noticed it," said Turnbull with equal sobriety. "What
vi ew do you take of the devel opnent ?"

Evan threw away hi s weapon, and, as his customwas, inprisoned
his big head in his hands. Then he let themfall and said: "Yes,
I know what it nmeans; and | think it is the fairest thing. It is
the finger of God--red as blood--still pointing. But nowit
points to two graves."

There was a space filled with the sound of the sea, and then
Macl an spoke again in a voice pathetically reasonable: "You see,
we both saved her--and she told us both to fight--and it would
not be just that either should fail and fall alone, while the
other----"



"You mean," said Turnbull, in a voice surprisingly soft and
gentle, "that there is sonmething fine about fighting in a place
where even the conqueror nust die?"

"Ch, you have got it right, you have got it right!" cried out
Evan, in an extraordinary childish ecstasy. "OCh, |I'msure that
you really believe in God!"

Turnbul | answered not a word, but only took up his fallen sword.

For the third tinme Evan Maclan | ooked at those three sides of
English cliff hung with their noisy load of |life. He had been
at a loss to understand the al nost ironical magnificence of all
those teemi ng creatures and tropical colours and snells that
snoked happily to heaven. But now he knew that he was in the
cl osed court of death and that all the gates were seal ed.

He drank in the last green and the last red and the |ast gold,

t hose uni que and i ndescribable things of God, as a man drains
good wine at the bottom of his glass. Then he turned and sal uted
his enemy once nore, and the two stood up and fought till the
foam fl owed over their knees.

Then Macl an stepped backward suddenly with a splash and held up
his hand. "Turnbull!" he cried; "I can't help it--fair fighting
is nore even than promises. And this is not fair fighting."

"What the deuce do you nean?" asked the other, staring.

“I'"ve only just thought of it," cried Evan, brokenly. "W're very
wel | matched--it nmay go on a good tine--the tide is coming up
fast--and |'ma foot and a half taller. You'll be washed away

i ke seaweed before it's above nmy breeches. ['Il not fight fou
for all the girls and angels in the universe."

"WII you oblige ne," said Turnbull, with staring grey eyes and a
voi ce of distinct and violent politeness; "will you oblige nme by
jolly well minding your own business? Just you stand up and
fight, and we'll see who will be washed away |i ke seaweed. You
wanted to finish this fight and you shall finish it, or I'll
denounce you as a coward to the whole of that assenbl ed conpany."

Evan | ooked very doubtful and offered a sonewhat wavering weapon;
but he was quickly brought back to his senses by his opponent's
swor d- poi nt, which shot past him shaving his shoul der by a hair.
By this time the waves were well up Turnbull's thigh, and what
was worse, they were beginning to roll and break heavily around

t hem

Macl an parried this first lunge perfectly, the next |ess
perfectly; the third in all human probability he woul d not have
parried at all; the Christian chanpi on woul d have been pi nned
like a butterfly, and the atheistic chanpion left to drown |ike a
rat, with such consolation as his view of the cosnps afforded
him But just as Turnbull |aunched his heaviest stroke, the sea,
in which he stood up to his hips, launched a yet heavier one. A
wave breaki ng beyond the others snmote himheavily like a hamer
of water. One leg gave way, he was swung round and sucked into
the retreating sea, still gripping his sword.



Macl an put his sword between his teeth and plunged after his

di sappearing eneny. He had the sense of having the whol e universe
on top of himas crest after crest struck himdown. It seened to
himquite a cosmc collapse, as if all the seven heavens were
falling on himone after the other. But he got hold of the
atheist's left leg and he did not let it go.

After sonme ten minutes of foamand frenzy, in which all the
senses at once seened bl asted by the sea, Evan found hinself

| aboriously swinming on a low, green swell, with the sword stil
in his teeth and the editor of _The Atheist_still under his arm
VWhat he was going to do he had not even the nost glimmering idea;
so he nerely kept his grip and swam sonehow wi th one hand.

He ducked instinctively as there bul ked above hima big, black
wave, much hi gher than any that he had seen. Then he saw that it
was hardly the shape of any possible wave. Then he saw that it
was a fisherman's boat, and, |eaping upward, caught hold of the
bow. The boat pitched forward with its stern in the air for just
as nmuch tine as was needed to see that there was nobody in it.
After a noment or two of desperate clanbering, however, there
were two people in it, M. Evan Maclan, panting and sweating, and
M. Janes Turnbull, unconmonly close to being drowned. After ten
m nutes' ainmess tossing in the enpty fishing-boat he recovered,
however, stirred, stretched hinmself, and | ooked round on the
rolling waters. Then, while taking no notice of the streans of
salt water that were pouring fromhis hair, beard, coat, boots,
and trousers, he carefully w ped the wet off his sword-blade to
preserve it fromthe possibilities of rust.

Macl an found two oars in the bottom of the deserted boat and
began sonmewhat drearily to row

* * *

Arainy twilight was clearing to cold silver over the noaning
sea, when the battered boat that had rolled and drifted al npst
aimessly all night, cane within sight of |and, though of |and
whi ch | ooked al nost as | ost and savage as the waves. All night
there had been but little lifting in the | eaden sea, only now and
then the boat had been heaved up, as on a huge shoul der which
slipped fromunder it; such occasional sea-quakes cane probably
fromthe swell of sonme steaner that had passed it in the dark

ot herwi se the waves were harnl ess though restless. But it was
piercingly cold, and there was, fromtime to tinme, a splutter of
rain like the splutter of the spray, which seened al nost to
freeze as it fell. Maclan, nore at home than his conpanion in
this quite barbarous and el emental sort of adventure, had rowed
toilsonely with the heavy oars whenever he saw anyt hi ng that

| ooked like land; but for the nost part had trusted with grim
transcendentalismto wind and tide. Anmong the inplenents of their
first outfit the brandy alone had remained to him and he gave it
to his freezing conpanion in quantities which greatly al armed
that tenperate Londoner; but Maclan cane fromthe cold seas and
msts where a man can drink a tunbler of raw whisky in a boat

wi thout it making hi mw nk.

When t he Hi ghl ander began to pull really hard upon the oars,
Turnbull craned his dripping red head out of the boat to see the
goal of his exertions. It was a sufficiently uninviting one;



not hing so far as could be seen but a steep and shel vi ng bank of
shingle, made of loose little pebbles such as children like, but
slanting up higher than a house. On the top of the nound, against
the sky line, stood up the brown skel eton of sone broken fence or
breakwater. Wth the grey and watery dawn crawling up behind it,
the fence really seenmed to say to our philosophic adventurers

that they had cone at last to the other end of nowhere.

Bent by necessity to his |abour, Maclan nmanaged the heavy boat
with real power and skill, and when at length he ran it up on a
snoot her part of the slope it caught and held so that they could
cl anber out, not sinking farther than their knees into the water
and the shingle. A foot or two farther up their feet found the
beach firmer, and a few nonents afterwards they were | eaning on
t he ragged breakwater and | ooki ng back at the sea they had
escaped.

They had a dreary wal k across wastes of grey shingle in the grey
dawn before they began to cone within hail of human fields or
roads; nor had they any notion of what fields or roads they would
be. Their boots were beginning to break up and the confusion of
stones tried them severely, so that they were glad to | ean on
their swords, as if they were the staves of pilgrinms. Maclan

t hought vaguely of a weird ballad of his own country which
describes the soul in Purgatory as wal king on a plain full of
sharp stones, and only saved by its own charities upon earth.

If ever thou gavest hosen and shoon
Every ni ght and all,

Sit thee down and put them on,
And Christ receive thy soul

Turnbull had no such lyrical neditations, but he was in an even
wor se t enper.

At length they cane to a pale ribbon of road, edged by a shelf of
rough and al nost colourless turf; and a few feet up the sl ope
there stood grey and weat her-stai ned, one of those big wayside
cruci fi xes which are sel dom seen except in Catholic countri es.

Macl an put his hand to his head and found that his bonnet was not
there. Turnbull gave one glance at the crucifix--a glance at once
synpat hetic and bitter, in which was concentrated the whol e of

Swi nburne's poem on the sane occasion

O hi dden face of man, whereover

The years have woven a view ess veil,
If thou wert verily man's | over

VWhat did thy love or blood avail?
Thy bl ood the priests mx poison of,
And in gold shekels coin thy |ove.

Then, leaving Maclan in his attitude of prayer, Turnbull began to
| ook right and left very sharply, |ike one |ooking for sonething.
Suddenly, with a little cry, he sawit and ran forward. A few
yards fromthem along the road a | ean and starved sort of hedge
came pitifully to an end. Caught upon its prickly angle, however,
there was a very small and very dirty scrap of paper that m ght
have hung there for nonths, since it escaped from sonmeone tearing
up a letter or making a spill out of a newspaper. Turnbul



snatched at it and found it was the corner of a printed page,
very coarsely printed, like a cheap novelette, and just |arge
enough to contain the words: " et c'est elle qui_----"

"Hurrah!" cried Turnbull, waving his fragment; "we are safe at
last. W are free at last. W are sonmewhere better than Engl and
or Eden or Paradise. Maclan, we are in the Land of the Duel!"

"Where do you say?" said the other, |ooking at himheavily and
with knitted brows, |ike one alnost dazed with the grey doubts of
desolate twilight and drifting sea.

"Wt are in France!" cried Turnbull, with a voice like a trunpet,
"in the land where things really happen--_Tout arrive en France_.
W arrive in France. Look at this little nessage," and he held
out the scrap of paper. "There's an onmen for you superstitious
hill folk. _Cest elle qui--Mais oui, nmais oui, c'est elle qu
sauvera encore |l e nonde_."

"France!" repeated Maclan, and his eyes awoke again in his head
like large | anps |ighted.

"Yes, France!" said Turnbull, and all the rhetorical part of him
cane to the top, his face growing as red as his hair. "France,
that has always been in rebellion for liberty and reason. France,
that has al ways assail ed superstition with the club of Rabelais

or the rapier of Voltaire. France, at whose first council table
sits the subline figure of Julian the Apostate. France, where a
man said only the other day those splendi d unanswerabl e
words"--with a superb gesture--"'we have extingui shed in heaven
those lights that nen shall never l|ight again.'"

"No," said Maclan, in a voice that shook with a controll ed
passion. "But France, which was taught by St. Bernard and led to
war by Joan of Arc. France that made the crusades. France that
saved the Church and scattered the heresies by the nouths of
Bossuet and Massillon. France, which shows today the conquering
march of Catholicism as brain after brain surrenders to it
Bruneti ére, Coppée, Hauptnmann, Barrés, Bourget, Lemaitre."

"France!" asserted Turnbull with a sort of rollicking
sel f - exaggeration, very unusual with him "France, which is one
torrent of splendid scepticismfrom Abelard to Anatol e France."

"France,"” said Maclan, "which is one cataract of clear faith from
St. Louis to Qur Lady of Lourdes."

"France at least," cried Turnbull, throwing up his sword in

school boy triunph, "in which these things are thought about and
fought about. France, where reason and religion clash in one
continual tournanent. France, above all, where nmen understand the
pri de and passi on whi ch have plucked our blades fromtheir
scabbards. Here, at least, we shall not be chased and spi ed on by
si ckly parsons and greasy policenen, because we wi sh to put our
lives on the gane. Courage, ny friend, we have cone to the
country of honour."

Macl an did not even notice the incongruous phrase "nmy friend"
but noddi ng again and again, drew his sword and flung the
scabbard far behind himin the road.



"Yes," he cried, in a voice of thunder, "we will fight here and
_He_shall ook on at it."

Turnbull glanced at the crucifix with a sort of scow ing
good- hurmour and then said: "He may | ook and see Hi s cross
def eat ed. "

"The cross cannot be defeated,"” said Maclan, "for it is Defeat."

A second afterwards the two bright, blood-thirsty weapons made
the sign of the cross in horrible parody upon each ot her

They had not touched each other tw ce, however, when upon the
hill, above the crucifix, there appeared another horri bl e parody
of its shape; the figure of a nan who appeared for an instant
wavi ng his outspread arns. He had vanished in an instant; but
Macl an, whose fighting face was set that way, had seen the shape
monentarily but quite photographically. And while it was like a
comc repetition of the cross, it was also, in that place and
hour, sonething nore incredible. 1t had been only instantaneously
on the retina of his eye; but unless his eye and mind were going
mad together, the figure was that of an ordinary London
pol i ceman.

He tried to concentrate his senses on the sword-play; but one
hal f of his brain was wwestling with the puzzle; the apocal yptic
and al nost seraphic apparition of a stout constable out of

O apham on top of a dreary and deserted hill in France. He did
not, however, have to puzzle long. Before the duellists had
exchanged hal f a dozen passes, the big, blue policeman appeared
once nmore on the top of the hill, a pal pable nonstrosity in the
eye of heaven. He was waving only one arm now and seened to be
shouting directions. At the same nonent a nass of blue bl ocked
the corner of the road behind the small, smart figure of
Turnbull, and a small conpany of policenen in the English uniform
came up at a kind of half-mlitary doubl e.

Turnbull saw the stare of consternation in his eneny's face and
swung round to share its cause. Wen he sawit, cool as he was,
he staggered back

"What the devil are you doing here?" he called out in a high

shrill voice of authority, like one who finds a tranp in his own
| arder.
"Well, sir," said the sergeant in comand, with that sort of

heavy civility shown only to the evidently guilty, "seens to ne
we m ght ask what are you doi ng here?"

"W are having an affair of honour," said Turnbull, as if it were
the nost rational thing in the world. "If the French police like
tointerfere, let theminterfere. But why the blue blazes should
you interfere, you great blue blundering sausages?"

"I"'mafraid, sir," said the sergeant with restraint, "I'mafraid
| don't quite follow you."

"I mean, why don't the French police take this up if it's got to
be taken up? | always heard that they were spry enough in their



own way."

"Well, sir," said the sergeant reflectively, "you see, sir, the
French police don't take this up--well, because you see, sir,
this ain'"t France. This is Hi s Majesty's dom nions, sane as
"Anpstead 'eath."

"Not France?" repeated Turnbull, with a sort of dull incredulity.

"No, sir," said the sergeant; "though nost of the people talk
French. This is the island called St. Loup, sir, an island in the
Channel. W've been sent down specially fromLondon, as you were
such specially distinguished crimnals, if you'll allow ne to say
so. VWich renminds me to warn you that anything you say nay be
used agai nst you at your trial."

"Quite so," said Turnbull, and l|urched suddenly agai nst the
sergeant, so as to tip himover the edge of the road with a crash
into the shingle below. Then |eaving Maclan and the policenen
equal ly and instantaneously nailed to the road, he ran a little
way along it, leapt off on to a part of the beach, which he had
found in his journey to be firmer, and went across it with a
clatter of pebbles. H s sudden cal cul ati on was successful; the
police, unacquainted with the various |evels of the | oose beach
tried to overtake himby the shorter cut and found thensel ves,
bei ng heavy nmen, alnost up to their knees in shoals of slippery
shingle. Two who had been slower with their bodi es were quicker
with their mnds, and seeing Turnbull's trick, ran al ong the edge
of the road after him Then Maclan finally awke, and | eaving
half his sleeve in the grip of the only man who tried to hold
him took the two policenen in the small of their backs with the
i npetus of a cannon-ball and, sending themalso flat anmong the
stones, went tearing after his twin defier of the |aw

As they were both good runners, the start they had gai ned was

deci sive. They dropped over a high breakwater farther on upon the
beach, turned sharply, and scranbled up a Iine of ribbed rocks,
crowned with a thicket, craw ed through it, scratching their

hands and faces, and dropped into another road; and there found
that they could slacken their speed into a steady trot. 1In al
this desperate dart and scranble, they still kept hold of their
drawn swords, which now, indeed, in the vigorous phrase of

Bunyan, seened al nost to grow out of their hands.

They had run another half mle or so when it becane apparent that
they were entering a sort of scattered village. One or two

whi t ewashed cottages and even a shop had appeared al ong the side
of the road. Then, for the first tinme, Turnbull tw sted round his
red bear to get a glinpse of his conpanion, who was a foot or two
behi nd, and remarked abruptly: "M. Maclan, we've been going the
wrong way to work all along. W're traced everywhere, because
everybody knows about us. It's as if one went about with Kruger's
beard on Maf eki ng Night."

"What do you mean?" said Maclan, innocently.
"I mean," said Turnbull, with steady conviction, "that what we
want is a little diplomacy, and | amgoing to buy sone in a
shop. "



XI. A SCANDAL I N THE VI LLAGE

Inthe little hanmet of Haroc, in the Isle of St. Loup, there
lived a man who--though |iving under the English flag--was
absolutely untypical of the French tradition. He was quite
unnoti ceabl e, but that was exactly where he was quite hinself. He
was not even extraordinarily French; but then it is against the
French tradition to be extraordinarily French. Odinary
Engl i shnmen woul d only have thought hima little ol d-fashi oned;

i mperialistic Englishmen would really have mistaken himfor the
old John Bull of the caricatures. He was stout; he was quite
undi stingui shed; and he had side-whiskers, worn just a little

| onger than John Bull's. He was by nanme Pierre Durand; he was by
trade a wine nerchant; he was by politics a conservative
republican; he had been brought up a Catholic, had al ways thought
and acted as an agnostic, and was very mldly returning to the
Church in his later years. He had a genius (if one can even use
so wild a word in connexion with so tane a person) a genius for
sayi ng the conventional thing on every conceivabl e subject; or
rat her what we in England would call the conventional thing. For
it was not convention with him but solid and manly conviction
Convention inplies cant or affectation, and he had not the
faintest snell of either. He was sinply an ordinary citizen with
ordinary views; and if you had told himso he would have taken it
as an ordinary conplinent. |If you had asked hi m about wonen, he
woul d have said that one nust preserve their donesticity and
decorunt he woul d have used the stal est words, but he woul d have

in reserve the strongest argunments. |If you had asked hi m about
governnent, he would have said that all citizens were free and
equal, but he would have neant what he said. |f you had asked him

about education, he would have said that the young must be
trained up in habits of industry and of respect for their

parents. Still he would have set themthe exanple of industry,
and he woul d have been one of the parents whomthey could
respect. A state of mind so hopelessly central is depressing to
the English instinct. But then in England a nman announci ng these
platitudes is generally a fool and a frightened fool, announcing
them out of nere social servility. But Durand was anything but a
fool; he had read all the eighteenth century, and could have

def ended his platitudes round every angl e of eighteenth-century
argunment. And certainly he was anything but a coward: swollen and
sedentary as he was, he could have hit any man back who touched
himw th the instant viol ence of an automatic machi ne; and dying
in a uni formwould have seenmed to himonly the sort of thing that
sonmeti mes happens. | amafraid it is inpossible to explain this
nmonster ami d the exaggerative sects and the eccentric clubs of ny
country. He was nerely a man

He lived in alittle villa which was furnished well with
confortable chairs and tables and hi ghly unconfortabl e classical

pi ctures and nedallions. The art in his home contained nothing
between the two extrenmes of hard, neagre designs of G eek heads
and Ronan togas, and on the other side a few very vulgar Catholic
i mages in the crudest colours; these were nostly in his

daughter's room He had recently lost his wife, whom he had | oved
heartily and rather heavily in conplete silence, and upon whose
grave he was constantly in the habit of placing hideous little

wr eat hs, nmade out of a sort of black-and-white beads. To his only



daughter he was equally devoted, though he restricted her a good
deal under a sort of theoretic al arm about her innocence; an

al arm whi ch was peculiarly unnecessary, first, because she was an
exceptionally reticent and religious girl, and secondly, because
there was hardly anybody el se in the place.

Madel ei ne Durand was physically a sleepy young woman, and m ght
easily have been supposed to be norally a lazy one. It is,
however, certain that the work of her house was done sonehow, and
it is even nore rapidly ascertainable that nobody else did it.
The logician is, therefore, driven back upon the assunption that
she did it; and that Iends a sort of mnysterious interest to her
personality at the beginning. She had very broad, |ow, and |eve
brows, which seenmed even | ower because her warmyellow hair
clustered down to her eyebrows; and she had a face just plunp
enough not to look as powerful as it was. Anything that was heavy
inall this was abruptly lightened by two | arge, |ight china-blue
eyes, lightened all of a sudden as if it had been lifted into the
air by two big blue butterflies. The rest of her was |ess than

m ddl e-si zed, and was of a casual and confortable sort; and she
had this difference fromsuch girls as the girl in the notor-car
that one did not incline to take in her figure at all, but only
her broad and | eoni ne and i nnocent head.

Both the father and the daughter were of the sort that woul d
normal | y have avoi ded all observation; that is, all observation
in that extraordi nary nodern world which calls out everything
except strength. Both of them had strength bel ow t he surface;
they were like quiet peasants owni ng enornous and unquarried
mnes. The father with his square face and grey side whiskers,

t he daughter with her square face and gol den fringe of hair, were
bot h stronger than they know, stronger than anyone knew. The
father believed in civilization, in the storied tower we have
erected to affront nature; that is, the father believed in Man
The daughter believed in God; and was even stronger. They neither
of them believed in thenselves; for that is a decadent weakness.

The daughter was called a devotee. She |left upon ordinary people
the i npression--the somewhat irritating inpression--produced by
such a person; it can only be described as the sense of strong
wat er being perpetually poured into sone abyss. She did her
housewor k easily; she achi eved her social relations sweetly; she
was never negl ectful and never unkind. This accounted for all
that was soft in her, but not for all that was hard. She trod
firmy as if going sonmewhere; she flung her face back as if
defyi ng sonething; she hardly spoke a cross word, yet there was
often battle in her eyes. The nodern man asked doubtfully where
all this silent energy went to. He would have stared still nore
doubtfully if he had been told that it all went into her prayers.

The conventions of the Isle of St. Loup were necessarily a
conproni se or confusion between those of France and Engl and; and
it was vaguely possible for a respectable young [ady to have

hal f-attached lovers, in a way that would be inpossible to the
_bourgeoi sie_ of France. One man in particular had made hinsel f
an unm stakabl e figure in the track of this girl as she went to
church. He was a short, prosperous-|ooking man, whose | ong, bushy
bl ack beard and clunmsy bl ack unbrella made hi m seem both shorter
and ol der than he really was; but whose big, bold eyes, and step
that spurned the ground, gave himan instant character of youth.



H s nane was Cam |l e Bert, and he was a commerci al traveller who
had only been in the island an idle week before he began to

hover in the tracks of Madel ei ne Durand. Since everyone knows
everyone in so small a place, Madel eine certainly knew himto
speak to; but it is not very evident that she ever spoke. He
haunt ed her, however; especially at church, which was, indeed,
one of the few certain places for finding her. 1In her home she
had a habit of being invisible, sonetines through insatiable
domesticity, sonmetines through an equally insatiable solitude. M
Bert did not give the inpression of a pious man, though he did
give, especially with his eyes, the inpression of an honest one.
But he went to Mass with a sinple exactitude that could not be

nm staken for a pose, or even for a vulgar fascination. It was
perhaps this religious regularity which eventually drew Madel ei ne
into recognition of him At least it is certain that she tw ce
spoke to himwi th her square and open snmile in the porch of the
church; and there was human nature enough in the ham et to turn
even that into gossip.

But the real interest arose suddenly as a squall arises with the
extraordinary affair that occurred about five days after. There
was about a third of a mile beyond the village of Haroc a | arge
but | onely hotel upon the London or Paris nodel, but conmonly

al nrost entirely enpty. Anpbng the accidental group of guests who
had cone to it at this season was a nman whose nationality no one
could fix and who bore the non-committal nane of Count Gregory.
He treated everybody with conplete civility and al nost in
conplete silence. On the few occasi ons when he spoke, he spoke
either French, English, or once (to the priest) Latin; and the
general opinion was that he spoke themall wong. He was a |arge,
| ean man, with the stoop of an aged eagle, and even the eagle's
nose to conplete it; he had ol d-fashioned nilitary whiskers and
noust ache dyed with a garish and highly incredible yellow. He had
the dress of a showy gentlenman and the manners of a decayed

gentl eman; he seened (as with a sort of sinplicity) to be trying
to be a dandy when he was too old even to know that he was ol d.
Ye he was decidedly a handsome figure with his curled yellow hair
and | ean fastidious face; and he wore a peculiar frock-coat of

bri ght turquoise blue, with an unknown order pinned to it, and he
carried a huge and heavy cane. Despite his silence and his
dandi fi ed dress and whi skers, the island m ght never have heard
of himbut for the extraordinary event of which | have spoken
which fell about in the follow ng way:

In such casual atnospheres only the enthusiastic go to

Benedi ction; and as the warmblue twilight closed over the little
candle-l1it church and village, the Iine of worshippers who went
home fromthe former to the latter thinned out until it broke. On
one such evening at |east no one was in church except the quiet,
unconguer abl e Madel ei ne, four old wonen, one fisherman, and, of
course, the irrepressible M Canille Bert. The others seened to
nmelt away afterwards into the peacock col ours of the dimgreen
grass and the dark blue sky. Even Durand was invisible instead of
being nerely reverentially renote; and Madel ei ne set forth

t hrough the patch of black forest alone. She was not in the |east
afraid of |oneliness, because she was not afraid of devils.

think they were afraid of her.

In a clearing of the wood, however, which was |it up with a | ast



patch of the perishing sunlight, there advanced upon her suddenly
one who was nore startling than a devil. The inconprehensible
Count Gregory, with his yellow hair like flame and his face like
the white ashes of the flame, was advanci ng bareheaded towards
her, flinging out his arns and his long fingers with a frantic
gesture.

"W are alone here," he cried, "and you would be at ny nercy,
only that I amat yours."

Then his frantic hands fell by his sides and he | ooked up under
his brows with an expression that went well with his hard

breat hing. Madel eine Durand had cone to a halt at first in
chil di sh wonder, and now, with nore than mascul i ne self-control
"I fancy | know your face, sir," she said, as if to gain tine.

"I know | shall not forget yours," said the other, and extended
once nmore his ungainly arnms in an unnatural gesture. Then of a
sudden there canme out of hima spout of wild and yet ponpous
phrases. "It is as well that you should know the worst and the
best. | ama man who knows no limt; | amthe npst call ous of
crimnals, the nost unrepentant of sinners. There is no man in ny
dominions so vile as I. But ny domnions stretch fromthe olives
of Italy to the fir-woods of Denmark, and there is no nook of al
of themin which | have not done a sin. But when | bear you away
| shall be doing ny first sacrilege, and also ny first act of
virtue." He seized her suddenly by the el bow, and she did not
scream but only pulled and tugged. Yet though she had not
screaned, soneone astray in the woods seenmed to have heard the
struggle. A short but ninble figure canme al ong the woodl and path
like a hummi ng bullet and had caught Count G egory a crack across
the face before his own could be recognized. Wen it was
recognized it was that of Camille, with the black elderly beard
and the young ardent eyes.

Up to the monment when Canille had hit the Count, Madel ei ne had
entertai ned no doubt that the Count was nmerely a madnan. Now she
was startled with a new sanity; for the tall man in the yell ow
whi skers and yel | ow noustache first returned the bl ow of Bert, as
if it were a sort of duty, and then stepped back with a slight
bow and an easy smle.

"This need go no further here, M Bert," he said. "I need not
remind you how far it should go el sewhere."

"Certainly, you need rem nd ne of nothing," answered Canill e,
stolidly. "I amglad that you are just not too nmuch of a
scoundrel for a gentleman to fight."

"W are detaining the lady," said Count Gregory, with politeness;
and, making a gesture suggesting that he woul d have taken off his
hat if he had had one, he strode away up the avenue of trees and

eventual | y di sappeared. He was so conplete an aristocrat that he
could offer his back to themall the way up that avenue; and his

back never once | ooked unconfortable.

"You nmust allow nme to see you hone," said Bert to the girl, in a
gruff and alnost stifled voice; "I think we have only a little
way to go."



"Only alittle way," she said, and smled once nore that night,

in spite of fatigue and fear and the world and the flesh and the
devil. The glowing and transparent blue of twilight had | ong been
covered by the opaque and slatelike blue of night, when he

handed her into the lanp-lit interior of her home. He went out
hinself into the darkness, walking sturdily, but tearing at his

bl ack beard.

Al the French or sem -French gentry of the district considered
this a case in which a duel was natural and inevitable, and
neither party had any difficulty in finding seconds, strangers as
they were in the place. Two small |andowners, who were caref ul
practising Catholics, willingly undertook to represent that

strict church-goer Camille Burt; while the profligate but
apparently powerful Count Gregory found friends in an energetic

| ocal doctor who was ready for social pronotion and an acci dent al
Californian tourist who was ready for anything. As no particul ar
pur pose could be served by delay, it was arranged that the affair
should fall out three days afterwards. And when this was settled
the whol e conmunity, as it were, turned over again in bed and

t hought no nore about the matter. At |east there was only one
menber of it who seened to be restless, and that was she who was
commonly nost restful. On the next night Mdel ei ne Durand went to
church as usual; and as usual the stricken Camlle was there

al so. What was not so usual was that when they were a bow shot
fromthe church Madel ei ne turned round and wal ked back to him
"Sir," she began, "it is not wong of nme to speak to you," and
the very words gave hima jar of unexpected truth; for in all the
novel s he had ever read she would have begun: "It is wong of me
to speak to you." She went on with wi de and serious eyes |like an
animal"s: "It is not wong of ne to speak to you, because your
soul, or anybody's soul, matters so nmuch nore than what the world
says about anybody. | want to talk to you about what you are
going to do."

Bert saw in front of himthe inevitable heroine of the novels
trying to prevent bl oodshed; and his pale firmface becane

i mpl acabl e.

"I would do anything but that for you,"
be called | ess than a man."

he said; "but no man can

She | ooked at himfor a nmonent with a face openly puzzled, and
then broke into an odd and beautiful half-snile

"Ch, | don't nean that," she said; "I don't tal k about what |
don't understand. No one has ever hit ne; and if they had

should not feel as a man may. | amsure it is not the best thing
to fight. It would be better to forgive--if one could really
forgive. But when people dine with ny father and say that
fighting a duel is nmere nmurder--of course | can see that is not

just. It's all so different--having a reason--and letting the
ot her man know -and using the sane guns and things--and doing it
in front of your friends. |I'mawfully stupid, but I know that nen

like you aren't murderers. But it wasn't that that | neant."

"What did you nean?" asked the other, |ooking broodingly at the
earth.

"Don't you know," she said, "there is only one nore cel ebration?



| thought that as you always go to church--1 thought you would
communi cate this norning."

Bert stepped backward with a sort of action she had never seen in
him before. It seened to alter his whol e body.

"You may be right or wong to risk dying," said the girl, sinply;
"the poor wonen in our village risk it whenever they have a baby.
You nen are the other half of the world. | know nothing about
when you ought to die. But surely if you are daring to try and
find God beyond the grave and appeal to Hi m-you ought to et Hm
find you when He conmes and stands there every norning in our
little church."

And placid as she was, she nade a little gesture of argunent, of
whi ch the pathos wung the heart.

M Camille Bert was by no neans placid. Before that inconplete
gesture and frankly pleading face he retreated as if fromthe

jaws of a dragon. His dark black hair and beard | ooked utterly
unnat ural against the startling pallor of his face. Wen at |ast
he said sonmething it was: "O God! | can't stand this!" He did not
say it in French. Nor did he, strictly speaking, say it in
English. The truth (interesting only to anthropol ogists) is that
he said it in Scotch

"There will be another mass in a matter of eight hours,"” said
Madel eine, with a sort of business eagerness and energy, "and you
can do it then before the fighting. You nust forgive ne, but I
was so frightened that you would not do it at all."

Bert seenmed to crush his teeth together until they broke, and
managed to say between them "And why shoul d you suppose that |
shouldn't do as you say--1 nean not to do it at all?"

"You always go to Mass," answered the girl, opening her w de blue
eyes, "and the Mass is very long and tiresone unl ess one | oves
God. "

Then it was that Bert exploded with a brutality which night have
cone from Count Gregory, his crimnal opponent. He advanced upon
Madel ei ne with flam ng eyes, and al nost took her by the two

shoul ders. "I do not love God," he cried, speaking French with
t he broadest Scotch accent; "I do not want to find Hm | do not
think He is there to be found. | nust burst up the show, | nust
and will say everything. You are the happiest and honestest thing

| ever saw in this godless universe. And | amthe dirtiest and
nost di shonest."

Madel ei ne | ooked at himdoubtfully for an instant, and then said
with a sudden sinplicity and cheerful ness: "Ch, but if you are

really sorry it is all right. |If you are horribly sorry it is al
the better. You have only to go and tell the priest so and he
will give you God out of his own hands."

"I hate your priest and | deny your CGod!" cried the nan, "and
tell you God is alie and a fable and a mask. And for the first
timeinmnm lifel do not feel superior to God."

"What can it all nean?" said Madel eine, in nassive wonder



"Because | ama fable also and a mask," said the nan. He had been
plucking fiercely at his black beard and hair all the tinme; now
he suddenly plucked themoff and flung themlike noulted feathers
inthe mre. This extraordinary spoliation left in the sunlight
the same face, but a nuch younger head--a head with close

chestnut curls and a short chestnut beard.

"Now you know the truth,"” he answered, with hard eyes. "I ama
cad who has played a crooked trick on a quiet village and a

decent woman for a private reason of his owm. | might have pl ayed
it successfully on any other woman; | have hit the one wonman on
whom it cannot be played. It's just like ny dammed |uck. The
plain truth is,"” and here when he canme to the plain truth he
boggl ed and bl undered as Evan had done in telling it to the girl
in the notor-car.
"The plain truth is,"” he said at last, "that | am Janes Turnbul
the atheist. The police are after me; not for atheismbut for
being ready to fight for it."

"l saw sonet hi ng about you in a newspaper,"” said the girl, with a
sinplicity which even surprise could never throw off its bal ance.

"Evan Maclan said there was a God," went on the other,
stubbornly, "and | say there isn't. And | have cone to fight for
the fact that there is no God; it is for that that | have seen
this cursed island and your bl essed face."

"You want nme really to believe," said Madel eine, with parted
lips, "that you think----"

"I want you to hate nme!" cried Turnbull, in agony. "I want you to
be sick when you think of ny nane. | amsure there is no God."
"But there is," said Madeleine, quite quietly, and rather with
the air of one telling children about an el ephant. "Wy, I
touched H's body only this norning."

"You touched a bit of bread," said Turnbull, biting his knuckl es.
"Ch, | will say anything that can madden you!"

"You think it is only a bit of bread," said the girl, and her
lips tightened ever so little.

"I knowit is only a bit of bread,"” said Turnbull, w th violence.

She flung back her open face and smiled. "Then why did you refuse
to eat it?" she said.

James Turnbull nmade a little step backward, and for the first
time in his life there seened to break out and blaze in his head
t houghts that were not his own.

"Way, how silly of them™" cried out Madel eine, with quite a

school girl gaiety, "why, howsilly of themto call _you a

bl asphenmer! Wy, you have wecked your whol e busi ness because you
woul d not conmmit bl aspheny.”

The man stood, a somewhat comic figure in his tragic



bewi | dernment, with the honest red head of Janmes Turnbull sticking
out of the rich and fictitious garments of Camille Bert. But the
startled pain of his face was strong enough to obliterate the
oddity.

"You conme down here," continued the lady, with that female
enphasis which is so pulverizing in conversation and so feeble at
a public neeting, "you and your Maclan cone down here and put on
fal se beards or noses in order to fight. You pretend to be a
Catholic commercial traveller fromFrance. Poor M. Maclan has to
pretend to be a dissolute nobl eman from nowhere. Your schene
succeeds; you pick a quite convincing quarrel; you arrange a

gui te respectabl e duel; the duel you have planned so |long will
come off tonmorrow with absolute certainty and safety. And then
you throw of f your wig and throw up your schene and throw over
your coll eague, because | ask you to go into a building and eat a
bit of bread. And then_ you dare to tell me that you are sure
there is nothing watching us. Then you say you know there is

not hing on the very altar you run away from You know---"

"I only know," said Turnbull, "that | rust run away from you
This has got beyond any talking." And he plunged along into the
village, leaving his black wig and beard |ying behind himon the
road.

As the narket-place opened before himhe saw Count Gregory, that
di sti ngui shed foreigner, standing and snoking in el egant
meditation at the corner of the local café. He i mediately nade
his way rapidly towards him considering that a consultation was
urgent. But he had hardly crossed half of that stony quadrangle
when a wi ndow burst open above himand a head was thrust out,
shouting. The man was in his woollen undershirt, but Turnbull
knew t he energetic, apologetic head of the sergeant of police. He
poi nted furiously at Turnbull and shouted his nane. A policeman
ran excitedly fromunder an archway and tried to collar him Two
men selling vegetabl es dropped their baskets and joined in the
chase. Turnbull dodged the constable, upset one of the nen into
his own basket, and boundi ng towards the distinguished foreign
Count, called to himclanmorously: "Conme on, Maclan, the hunt is
up again."

The pronpt reply of Count Gregory was to pull off his large
yel | ow whi skers and scatter themon the breeze with an air of

consi derable relief. Then he joined the flight of Turnbull, and
even as he did so, with one wench of his powerful hands rent and
split the strange, thick stick that he carried. Inside it was a

naked ol d-fashioned rapier. The two got a good start up the road
bef ore the whol e town was awakened behi nd them and hal f-way up
it asimlar transformati on was seen to take place in M.
Turnbul | " s singular unbrella.

The two had a |ong race for the harbour; but the English police
were heavy and the French inhabitants were indifferent. In any
case, they got used to the notion of the road being clear; and
just as they had cone to the cliffs Maclan banged into anot her
gentl eman wi th unni stakable surprise. How he knew he was anot her
gentl eman nerely by banging into him nust remain a nystery.
Macl an was a very poor and very sober Scotch gentleman. The other
was a very drunk and very wealthy English gentleman. But there
was something in the staggered and openly enbarrassed apol ogi es



t hat nade them understand each other as readily and as quickly

and as nmuch as two nen talking French in the mddle of China. The
nearest expression of the type is that it either hits or
apol ogi zes; and in this case both apol ogi zed.

"You seemto be in a hurry," said the unknown Englishman, falling
back a step or two in order to laugh with an unnatura

heartiness. "Wat's it all about, eh?" Then before Mclan coul d
get past his sprawling and staggering figure he ran forward again
and said with a sort of shouting and ear-shattering whisper: "I
say, ny name is WIlkinson. _You_ know-WIkinson's Entire was ny
grandfather. Can't drink beer nyself. Liver." And he shook his
head with extraordi nary sagacity.

"W really are in a hurry, as you say," said Maclan, summoning a
sufficiently pleasant snile, "so if you will let us pass----"

"I'"ll tell you what, you fellows," said the sprawling gentl eman,
confidentially, while Evan's agoni zed ears heard behind himthe
first paces of the pursuit, "if you really are, as you say, in a
hurry, 1 know what it is to be in a hurry--Lord, what a hurry |
was in when we all came out of Cartwight's roonms--if you really
are in a hurry"--and he seenmed to steady his voice into a sort of
solemity--"if you are in a hurry, there's nothing |like a good
yacht for a man in a hurry."

"No doubt you're right," said Maclan, and dashed past himin
despair. The head of the pursuing host was just show ng over the
top of the hill behind him Turnbull had al ready ducked under the
i ntoxi cated gentleman's el bow and fled far in front.

"No, but | ook here," said M. WIKkinson, enthusiastically running

after Maclan and catching himby the sleeve of his coat. "If you
want to hurry you should take a yacht, and if"--he said, with a
burst of rationality, like one leaping to a further point in
logic--"if you want a yacht--you can have nine."

Evan pulled up abruptly and | ooked back at him "W are really in
the devil of a hurry," he said, "and if you really have a yacht,
the truth is that we would give our ears for it."

"You'l | find it in harbour," said WIKkinson, struggling with his
speech. "Left side of harbour--called Gbson Grl _--can't think
why, old fellow, | never lent it you before."

Wth these words the benevolent M. WIkinson fell flat on his
face in the road, but continued to |laugh softly, and turned
towards his flying conpanion a face of peculiar peace and
benignity. Evan's mind went through a crisis of instantaneous
casuistry, in which it my be that he decided wongly; but about
how he deci ded hi s bi ographer can profess no doubt. Two m nutes
afterwards he had overtaken Turnbull and told the tale; ten

m nutes afterwards he and Turnbull had sonmehow tunbled into the
yacht called the Gbson Grl_ and had sonmehow pushed off from
the Isle of St. Loup.

XI'l. THE DESERT | SLAND



Those who happen to hold the view (and M. Evan Maclan, now alive
and confortable, is anong the nunber) that something
supernatural, sone eccentric kindness fromgod or fairy had

gui ded our adventurers through all their absurd perils, mnght
have found his strongest argunment perhaps in their nmanagenent or
m smanagenment of M. WIkinson's yacht. Neither of them had the
smal | est qualification for managi ng such a vessel; but Maclan had
a practical know edge of the sea in nmuch smaller and quite
different boats, while Turnbull had an abstract know edge of
science and sone of its applications to navigation, which was
worse. The presence of the god or fairy can only be deduced from
the fact that they never definitely ran into anything, either a
boat, a rock, a quicksand, or a man-of-war. Apart fromthis
negative description, their voyage would be difficult to
describe. It took at least a fortnight, and Maclan, who was
certainly the shrewder sailor of the two, realized that they were
sailing west into the Atlantic and were probably by this tine
past the Scilly Isles. How nuch farther they stood out into the
western sea it was inpossible to conjecture. But they felt
certain, at least, that they were far enough into that awful gulf
bet ween us and Anerica to nake it unlikely that they woul d soon
see land again. It was therefore with legitinate excitenent that
one rainy norning after daybreak they saw that distinct shape of
a solitary island standing up against the encircling strip of
silver which ran round the skyline and separated the grey and
green of the billows fromthe grey and nauve of the norning

cl ouds.

"What can it be?" cried Maclan, in a dry-throated excitenent. "I
didn't know there were any Atlantic islands so far beyond the
Scillies--Good Lord, it can't be Madeira, yet?"

"I thought you were fond of legends and lies and fables," said
Turnbull, grimMy. "Perhaps it's Atlantis."

"OfF course, it might be," answered the other, quite innocently
and gravely; "but | never thought the story about Atlantis was
very solidly established.”

"Whatever it is, we are running on to it," said Turnbull,
equably, "and we shall be shi pwecked twice, at any rate."

The naked- | ooki ng nose of |and projecting fromthe unknown i sl and
was, indeed, growing larger and larger, |ike the trunk of sone
terrible and advanci ng el ephant. There seenmed to be nothing in
particular, at least on this side of the island, except shoals of
shellfish Iying so thick as alnpbst to nake it |l ook |ike one of
those toy grottos that the children nmake. 1In one place, however,
the coast offered a soft, snooth bay of sand, and even the

rudi nentary ingenuity of the two amateur mariners managed to run
up the little ship with her prow well on shore and her bowsprit
poi nting upward, as in a sort of idiotic triunph.

They tunbl ed on shore and began to unl oad the vessel, setting the
stores out in rows upon the sand with sonmething of the solemity
of boys playing at pirates. There were M. WIKkinson's

ci gar - boxes and M. WIkinson's dozen of champagne and M.

W ki nson's tinned salnon and M. W I kinson's tinned tongue and
M. WIkinson's tinned sardines, and every sort of preserved

thing that could be seen at the Arny and Navy stores. Then Macl an



stopped with a jar of pickles in his hand and said abruptly:

"I don't know why we're doing all this; | suppose we ought really
to fall to and get it over."

Then he added nore thoughtfully: "OF course this island seens
rat her bare and the survivor----"

"The question is," said Turnbull, with cheerful specul ation
"whet her the survivor will be in a proper frane of mind for
potted prawns."

Macl an | ooked down at the rows of tins and bottles, and the cl oud

of doubt still | owered upon his face.

"You will permit nme two liberties, my dear sir," said Turnbull at
last: "The first is to break open this box and |ight one of M.

W 1 ki nson's excellent cigars, which will, | amsure, assist ny

nmedi tations; the second is to offer a penny for your thoughts; or
rather to convul se the already conplex finances of this island by
betting a penny that | know them™"

"What on earth are you tal king about?" asked Maclan, |istlessly,
in the manner of an inattentive child.

"I know what you are really thinking, Mclan," repeated Turnbull

| aughing. "l know what | amthinking, anyhow. And | rather fancy
it's the sanme."

"What are you thinking?" asked Evan

"I amthinking and you are thinking," said Turnbull, "that it is
dammed silly to waste all that chanpagne.”

Something |like the spectre of a snile appeared on the unsniling
vi sage of the Gael; and he nade at |east no novenent of dissent.

"W could drink all the wine and snoke all the cigars easily in a
week, " said Turnbull; "and that would be to die feasting like
heroes. "

"Yes, and there is sonething else," said Maclan, with slight

hesitation. "You see, we are on an al nbst unknown rock, lost in
the Atlantic. The police will never catch us; but then neither
may the public ever hear of us; and that was one of the things we
wanted." Then, after a pause, he said, drawing in the sand with

his sword-point: "She nay never hear of it at all."
"Wl I ?" inquired the other, puffing at his cigar

"Well," said Maclan, "we mght occupy a day or two in draw ng up
a thorough and conpl ete statenment of what we did and why we did
it, and all about both our points of view. Then we could |eave
one copy on the island whatever happens to us and put another in
an enpty bottle and send it out to sea, as they do in the books."

"A good idea," said Turnbull, "and now | et us finish unpacking."

As Maclan, a tall, alnost ghostly figure, paced along the edge of
sand that ran round the islet, the purple but cloudy poetry which



was his native elenent was piled up at its thickest upon his

soul . The unique island and the endl ess sea enphasi zed the thing
solely as an epic. There were no |adies or policenmen here to give
hima hint either of its farce or its tragedy.

"Per haps when the norning stars were nade," he said to hinself,
"God built this island up fromthe bottomof the world to be a
tower and a theatre for the fight between yea and nay."

Then he wandered up to the highest |level of the rock, where there
was a roof or plateau of |evel stone. Half an hour afterwards,
Turnbull found himclearing away the | oose sand fromthis

tabl e-1and and nmaking it snmooth and even.

"W will fight up here, Turnbull," said Maclan, "when the tine
comes. And till the tine cones this place shall be sacred.”

"I thought of having lunch up here," said Turnbull, who had a
bottl e of chanpagne in his hand.

"No, no--not up here," said Maclan, and canme down fromthe height
quite hastily. Before he descended, however, he fixed the two
swords upright, one at each end of the platform as if they were
hunman sentinels to guard it under the stars.

Then they cane down and lunched plentifully in a nest of |oose

rocks. In the sane place that night they supped nore plentifully
still. The snoke of M. WIkinson's cigars went up ceasel ess and
strong snelling, like a pagan sacrifice; the golden glories of

M. WI kinson's chanpagne rose to their heads and poured out of
themin fancies and phil osophies. And occasionally they would
| ook up at the starlight and the rock and see the space guarded
by the two cross-hilted swords, which | ooked Iike two bl ack
crosses at either end of a grave.

In this primtive and Honmeric truce the week passed by; it

consi sted al nost entirely of eating, drinking, snoking, talKking,
and occasionally singing. They wote their records and cast | oose
their bottle. They never ascended to the om nous pl ateau; they
had never stood there save for that single enbarrassed m nute
when they had had no tinme to take stock of the seascape or the
shape of the land. They did not even explore the island; for
Macl an was partly concerned in prayer and Turnbull entirely
concerned with tobacco; and both these fornms of inspiration can
be enjoyed by the secluded and even the sedentary. It was on a
gol den afternoon, the sun sinking over the sea, rayed |like the
very head of Apollo, when Turnbull tossed off the last half-pint
fromthe enptied WI kinsonian bottle, hurled the bottle into the
sea with objectless energy, and went up to where his sword stood
waiting for himon the hill. Maclan was already standi ng heavily
by his with bent head and eyes reading the ground. He had not
even troubled to throw a glance round the island or the horizon
But Turnbull being of a nore active and birdlike type of nind did
throw a gl ance round the scene. The consequence of which was that
he nearly fell off the rock

On three sides of this shelly and sandy islet the sea stretched
blue and infinite without a speck of land or sail; the sane as
Turnbull had first seen it, except that the tide being out it
showed a few yards nore of slanting sand under the roots of the



rocks. But on the fourth side the island exhibited a nore
extraordinary feature. 1In fact, it exhibited the extraordi nary
feature of not being an island at all. A long, curving neck of
sand, as snmpboth and wet as the neck of the sea serpent, ran out
into the sea and joined their rock to a line of low billow ng,
and glistening sand-hills, which the sinking sea had just bared
to the sun. \Whether they were firmsand or quicksand it was
difficult to guess; but there was at |east no doubt that they |ay
on the edge of sone larger land; for colourless hills appeared
faintly behind them and no sea could be seen beyond.

"Sakes alive!" cried Turnbull, with rolling eyes; "this ain't an
island in the Atlantic. W' ve butted the bally continent of
Anerica."

Macl an turned his head, and his face, already pale, grew a shade
paler. He was by this tinme walking in a world of onens and

hi er ogl yphi cs, and he could not read anythi ng but what was
baffling or nmenacing in this brown gigantic armof the earth
stretched out into the sea to seize him

"Maclan," said Turnbull, in his tenperate way, "whatever our
eternal interrupted tete-a-tetes have taught us or not taught us,
at |l east we need not fear the charge of fear. |If it is essential
to your enmotions, | will cheerfully finish the fight here and
now, but | nust confess that if you kill me here | shall die with
my curiosity highly excited and unsatisfied upon a ninor point of

geogr aphy. "

"I do not want to stop now," said the other, in his el ephantine
sinplicity, "but we nust stop for a nonent, because it is a
sign--perhaps it is a mracle. W nust see what is at the end of
the road of sand; it nay be a bridge built across the gulf by
God. "

"So long as you gratify my query,"” said Turnbull, |aughing and
letting back his blade into the sheath, "I do not care for what
reason you choose to stop."

They cl anbered down the rocky peninsula and trudged al ong the
sandy isthmus with the ploddi ng resol ution of nmen who seened

al nrost to have nmade up their nminds to be wanderers on the face of
the earth. Despite Turnbull's air of scientific eagerness, he was
really the less inpatient of the two; and the Highl ander went on
wel | ahead of himw th passionate strides. By the tinme they had
wal ked for about half an hour in the ups and downs of those
dreary sands, the distance between the two had | engthened and

Macl an was only a tall figure silhouetted for an instant upon the
crest of sonme sand-dune and then di sappearing behind it. This

rat her increased the Robinson Crusoe feeling in M. Turnbull, and
he | ooked about al nost disconsolately for some sign of life. Wat
sort of life he expected it to be if it appeared, he did not very
clearly know. He has since confessed that he thinks that in his
subconsci ousness he expected an alligator.

The first sign of life that he did see, however, was sonething
nore extraordinary than the largest alligator. It was nothing

| ess than the notorious M. Evan Maclan coni ng boundi ng back
across the sand-heaps breathless, without his cap and keeping the
sword in his hand only by a habit now quite hardened.



"Take care, Turnbull," he cried out froma good di stance as he
ran, "l've seen a native."

"A native?" repeated his conpani on, whose scenery had of |ate
been chiefly of shellfish, "what the deuce! Do you mean an
oyster?"

"No," said Maclan, stopping and breathing hard, "I nean a savage.
A bl ack man."

"Why, where did you see hin?" asked the staring editor

"Over there--behind that hill," said the gasping Maclan. "He put
up his black head and grinned at ne."

Turnbul | thrust his hands through his red hair |ike one who gives
up the world as a bad riddle. "Lord love a duck," said he, "can
it be Janmi ca?"

Then gl ancing at his conpanion with a small frown, as of one

slightly suspicious, he said: "I say, don't think me rude--but
you're a visionary kind of fellow-and then we drank a great
deal. Do you mind waiting here while | go and see for nysel f?"

"Shout if you get into trouble," said the Celt, with conposure;
"yvou will find it as |I say."

Turnbull ran off ahead with a rapidity now far greater than his
rival's, and soon vani shed over the disputed sand-hill. Then five
m nut es passed, and then seven minutes; and Maclan bit his |ip

and swung his sword, and the other did not reappear. Finally,
with a Gaelic oath, Evan started forward to the rescue, and

al nost at the sanme nonent the small figure of the mssing man
appeared on the ridge against the sky.

Even at that distance, however, there was sonething odd about his
attitude; so odd that Maclan continued to nmake his way in that
direction. It |ooked as if he were wounded; or, still nore, as if
he were ill. He wavered as he cane down the slope and seened
flinging himself into peculiar postures. But it was only when he
came within three feet of Maclan's face, that that observer of
manki nd fully realized that M. James Turnbull was roaring with

| aught er.

"You are quit right," sobbed that wholly denoralized journalist.
"He's black, oh, there's no doubt the black's all right--as far
as it goes." And he went off again into convul sions of his
hurmor ous ail ment.

"What ever is the matter with you?" asked Maclan, with stern

i npatience. "Did you see the nigger----"
"I saw the nigger," gasped Turnbull. "I saw the splendid
barbarian Chief. | saw the Enperor of Ethiopia--oh, I saw him al

right. The nigger's hands and face are a | ovely col our--and the
nigger----" And he was overtaken once nore.

"Well, well, well," said Evan, stanping each nonosyll able on the
sand, "what about the nigger?"



"Well, the truth is,"” said Turnbull, suddenly and startlingly,
beconming quite grave and precise, "the truth is, the nigger is a
Mar gat e ni gger, and we are now on the edge of the Isle of Thanet,
a fewniles fromMargate."

Then he had a nonentary return of his hysteria and said: "I say,
old boy, | should like to see a chart of our fortnight's cruise
in WIkinson's yacht."

Macl an had no smle in answer, but his eager |ips opened as if

parched for the truth. "You nean to say," he began----
"Yes, | nean to say," said Turnbull, "and | mean to say something
funnier still. | have learnt everything | wanted to know fromthe

partially black mnusician over there, who has taken a run in his
war-paint to neet a friend in a quiet pub along the coast--the
nobl e savage has told ne all about it. The bottle containing our
decl aration, doctrines, and dying sentinents was washed up on

Mar gat e beach yesterday in the presence of one al derman, two

bat hi ng- machi ne nmen, three policenen, seven doctors, and a
hundred and thirteen London clerks on a holiday, to all of whom
whet her directly or indirectly, our conposition gave enornous
literary pleasure. Buck up, old nan, this story of ours is a

swi tchback. | have begun to understand the pulse and the tine of
it; nowwe are up in a cathedral and then we are down in a
theatre, where they only play farces. Conme, | amquite

reconciled--let us enjoy the farce."

But Maclan said nothing, and an instant afterwards Turnbul |
hinself called out in an entirely changed voice: "Ch, this is
dammabl e! This is not to be borne!"

Macl an followed his eye along the sand-hills. He saw what | ooked
like the monentary and waving figure of the nigger minstrel, and
then he saw a heavy running policenan take the turn of the
sand-hill with the snmooth solemity of a railway train.

Xl Il. THE GARDEN OF PEACE

Up to this instant Evan Maclan had really understood nothing; but
when he saw the policeman he saw everything. He saw his enenies,
all the powers and princes of the earth. He suddenly altered from
a staring statue to a | eaping man of the nountains.

"We must break away from himhere," he cried, briefly, and went
like a whirlwind over the sand ridge in a straight Iine and at a
particul ar angle. When the policeman had finished his admrabl e
railway curve, he found a wall of failing sand between hi m and
the pursued. By the tine he had scaled it thrice, slid down
twice, and crested it in the third effort, the two flying figures
were far in front. They found the sand harder farther on; it
began to be crusted with scraps of turf and in a few nonments they
were flying easily over an open commopn of rank sea-grass. They
had no easy busi ness, however; for the bottle which they had so
innocently sent into the chief gate of Thanet had called to life
the police of half a county on their trail. Fromevery side
across the grey-green common figures could be seen running and



closing in; and it was only when Maclan with his big body broke
down the tangled barrier of alittle wood, as nmen break down a
door with the shoulder; it was only when they vani shed crashing
into the underworld of the black wood, that their hunters were
even instantaneously thrown off the scent.

At the risk of struggling a little longer like flies in that

bl ack web of tw gs and trunks, Evan (who had an instinct of the
hunter or the hunted) took an incal cul abl e course through the
forest, which et themout at last by a forest opening--quite
forgotten by the | eaders of the chase. They ran a mle or two
farther along the edge of the wood until they reached another and
somewhat simlar opening. Then Maclan stood utterly still and
listened, as aninmals listen, for every sound in the universe.
Then he said: "W are quit of them" And Turnbull said: "Were
shall we go now?"

Macl an | ooked at the silver sunset that was closing in, barred by
pluny lines of purple cloud; he |looked at the high tree-tops that
caught the last light and at the birds going heavily homeward,
just as if all these things were bits of witten advice that he
coul d read.

Then he said: "The best place we can go to is to bed. [If we can
get sone sleep in this wood, now everyone has cleared out of it,
it will be worth a handicap of two hundred yards tonorrow "

Turnbul |, who was exceptionally lively and | aughing in his
demeanour, kicked his | egs about |ike a school boy and said he did
not want to go to sleep. He wal ked incessantly and tal ked very
brilliantly. And when at |ast he lay down on the hard earth,

sl eep struck himsensel ess |ike a hamrer.

I ndeed, he needed the strongest sleep he could get; for the earth
was still full of darkness and a kind of norning fog when his
fell owfugitive shook hi mawake.

"No nore sleep, I"'mafraid," said Evan, in a heavy, al npost
subni ssi ve, voice of apology. "They' ve gone on past us right
enough for a good thirty mles; but now they've found out their
m st ake, and they're com ng back."

"Are you sure?" said Turnbull, sitting up and rubbing his red
eyebrows with his hand.

The next nmonent, however, he had junped up alive and | eaping |like
a man struck with a shock of cold water, and he was pl unging
after Maclan al ong the woodl and path. The shape of their old
friend the constabl e had appeared agai nst the pearl and pink of
the sunrise. Sonehow, it always |ooked a very funny shape when
seen agai nst the sunrise.

* * *

A wash of weary daylight was breaking over the country-side, and
the fields and roads were full of white mst--the kind of white

mst that clings in corners like cotton wool. The enpty road,
al ong which the chase had taken its turn, was overshadowed on one
side by a very high discoloured wall, stained, and streaked

green, as with seaweed--evidently the high-shoul dered sentinel of



sonme great gentleman's estate. A yard or two fromthe wall ran
parallel to it a linked and tangled line of line-trees, formng a
kind of cloister along the side of the road. It was under this
branchi ng col onnade that the two fugitives fled, al nost conceal ed
fromtheir pursuers by the twilight, the nist and the | eaping
zoetrope of shadows. Their feet, though beating the ground
furiously, made but a faint noise; for they had kicked away their
boots in the wood; their |ong, antiquated weapons nade no jingle
or clatter, for they had strapped them across their backs like
guitars. They had all the advantages that invisibility and
silence can add to speed.

A hundred and fifty yards behind them down the centre of the
enpty road the first of their pursuers cane poundi ng and
panting--a fat but powerful policeman who had distanced all the
rest. He canme on at a splendid pace for so portly a figure; but,
like all heavy bodies in notion, he gave the inpression that it
woul d be easier for himto increase his pace than to slacken it
suddenly. Nothing short of a brick wall could have abruptly
brought himup. Turnbull turned his head slightly and found
breath to say sonething to Maclan. Maclan nodded.

Pursuer and pursued were fixed in their distance as they fled,
for sone quarter of a mle, when they came to a place where two
or three of the trees grew twi stedly together, nmaking a special
obscurity. Past this place the pursuing policeman went thundering
wi t hout thought or hesitation. But he was pursuing his shadow or
the wind; for Turnbull had put one foot in a crack of the tree
and gone up it as quickly and softly as a cat. Sonewhat nore

| aboriously but in equal silence the long | egs of the Hi ghl ander
had fol |l owed; and crouching in crucial silence in the cloud of

| eaves, they saw the whol e posse of their pursuers go by and die
into the dust and mists of the distance.

The white vapour lay, as it often does, in | ean and pal pabl e

| ayers; and even the head of the tree was above it in the

hal f-daylight, like a green ship swi nging on a sea of foam But
hi gher yet behind them and readier to catch the first com ng of
the sun, ran the ranmpart of the top of the wall, which in their
excitenent of escape | ooked at once indi spensabl e and
unattainable, like the wall of heaven. Here, however, it was
Maclan's turn to have the advantage; for, though |ess
light-linmbed and feline, he was | onger and stronger in the arns.
In two seconds he had tugged up his chin over the wall like a
hori zontal bar; the next he sat astride of it, Iike a horse of
stone. Wth his assistance Turnbull vaulted to the sane perch
and the two began cautiously to shift along the wall in the

di rection by which they had cone, doubling on their tracks to
throw off the last pursuit. Maclan could not rid hinself of the
fancy of bestriding a steed; the long, grey coping of the wall
shot out in front of him like the long, grey neck of sone

ni ght mare Rosi nante. He had the quaint thought that he and
Turnbull were two knights on one steed on the old shield of the
Tenpl ars.

The nightmare of the stone horse was increased by the white fog,
whi ch seened thicker inside the wall than outside. They could
make not hing of the encl osure upon which they were parti al
trespassers, except that the green and crooked branches of a big
appl e-tree canme crawling at themout of the nmist, like the



tentacl es of sonme green cuttlefish. Anything would serve,
however, that was likely to confuse their trail, so they both
deci ded wi t hout need of words to use this tree also as a

| adder--a | adder of descent. When they dropped fromthe | owest
branch to the ground their stockinged feet felt hard gravel
beneat h t hem

They had alighted in the niddle of a very broad garden path, and
the clearing mst permtted themto see the edge of a

wel | -clipped lawn. Though the white vapour was still a veil, it
was |ike the gauzy veil of a transformati on scene in a pantoni ng;
for through it there gl owed shapel ess masses of col our, nasses

whi ch m ght be clouds of sunrise or npsaics of gold and crinson,

or |ladies robed in ruby and enerald draperies. As it thinned yet
farther they sawthat it was only flowers; but flowers in such

i nsol ent mass and magnificence as can sel dom be seen out of the
tropics. Purple and crinson rhododendrons rose arrogantly, like
ranpant heral di c ani nal s agai nst their burni ng background of

| aburnum gold. The roses were red hot; the clematis was, so to
speak, blue hot. And yet the nmere whiteness of the syringa seened
the nost violent colour of all. As the golden sunlight gradually
conquered the msts, it had really sonething of the sensationa
sweet ness of the slow opening of the gates of Eden. Maclan, whose
m nd was al ways haunted with such seraphic or titanic parallels,
made some such remark to his conpanion. But Turnbull only cursed
and said that it was the back garden of some dammable rich man

When the | ast haze had faded fromthe ordered paths, the open

| awns, and the flaning flower-beds, the two realized, not wthout
an abrupt re-exam nation of their position, that they were not

al one in the garden

Down the centre of the central garden path, preceded by a bl ue
cloud froma cigarette, was wal king a gentl eman who evidently
understood all the relish of a garden in the very early norning.
He was a slimyet satisfied figure, clad in a suit of pale-grey
tweed, so subdued that the pattern was inperceptible--a costune
that was casual but not by any neans careless. H s face, which
was reflective and sonmewhat over-refined, was the face of a quite
el derly man, though his stringy hair and noustache were stil
gquite yellow. A double eye-glass, with a broad, black ribbon
drooped from his aquiline nose, and he smiled, as he communed
with hinself, with a self-content which was rare and al nost
irritating. The straw panama on his head was nany shades shabbi er
than his clothes, as if he had caught it up by accident.

It needed the full shock of the huge shadow of Maclan, falling
across his sunlit path, to rouse himfromhis smling reverie.
When this had fallen on himhe lifted his head a little and
blinked at the intruders with short-sighted benevol ence, but with
far less surprise than night have been expected. He was a
gentleman; that is, he had social presence of mnind, whether for

ki ndness or for insolence.

"Can | do anything for you?" he said, at |ast.

Macl an bowed. "You can extend to us your pardon,"” he said, for he
al so canme of a whole race of gentlenen--of gentlemen wthout
shirts to their backs. "I amafraid we are trespassing. W have

just conme over the wall."



"Over the wall?" repeated the sniling old gentlenan, stil
wi thout letting his surprise come uppernost.
"I suppose | amnot wong, sir," continued Maclan, "in supposing
that these grounds inside the wall belong to you?"

The man in the panama | ooked at the ground and snoked
thoughtfully for a few nonents, after which he said, with a sort
of matured conviction:

"Yes, certainly; the grounds inside the wall really belong to ne,

and the grounds outside the wall, too."

"Alarge proprietor, | imagine," said Turnbull, with a trucul ent
eye.

"Yes," answered the old gentlenman, [ooking at himw th a steady

snmle. "Alarge proprietor.”

Turnbull's eye grew even nore of fensive, and he began biting his
red beard; but Maclan seenmed to recognize a type with which he
coul d deal and continued quite easily:

"I amsure that a man like you will not need to be told that one
sees and does a good many things that do not get into the
newspapers. Things which, on the whole, had better not get into
t he newspapers. "

The smle of the |large proprietor broadened for a nonent under
his | oose, Iight noustache, and the other continued with
i ncreased confi dence:

"One sonetinmes wants to have it out with another man. The police
won't allowit in the streets--and then there's the County
Council--and in the fields even nothing's all owed but posters of
pills. But in a gentleman's garden, now----"

The strange gentleman sniled again and said, easily enough: "Do
you want to fight? Wat do you want to fight about?"

Macl an had understood his nan pretty well up to that point; an
instinct conmon to all men with the aristocratic tradition of

Eur ope had guided him He knew that the kind of man who in his
own back garden wears good clothes and spoils themwi th a bad hat
is not the kind of man who has an abstract horror of illega
actions of violence or the evasion of the police. But a man nay
under stand raggi ng and yet be very far from understandi ng
religious ragging. This seem ng host of theirs mght conprehend a
qguarrel of husband and lover or a difficulty at cards or even
escape froma pursuing tailor; but it still remained doubtfu

whet her he woul d feel the earth fail under himin that earthquake
i nstant when the Virgin is conpared to a goddess of Mesopotamn a
Even Maclan, therefore (whose tact was far from being his strong
point), felt the necessity for sone conpromnise in the node of
approach. At last he said, and even then with hesitation

"W are fighting about God; there can be nothing so i nportant as
that."



The tilted eye-glasses of the old gentleman fell abruptly from
his nose, and he thrust his aristocratic chin so far forward that
his | ean neck seened to shoot out |onger like a tel escope.

"About God?" he queried, in a key conpletely new

"Look here!" cried Turnbull, taking his turn roughly, "I'Il tell
you what it's all about. | think that there's no God. | take it
that it's nobody's business but mne--or God's, if there is one.
This young gentleman fromthe H ghl ands happens to think that

it's his business. |In consequence, he first takes a wal ki ng-stick
and smashes ny shop; then he takes the sane wal ki ng-stick and
tries to smash ne. To this | naturally object. | suggest that if

it comes to that we should both have sticks. He inproves on the
suggestion and proposes that we should both have steel -pointed
sticks. The police (with characteristic unreasonabl eness) will
not accept either of our proposals; the result is that we run
about dodgi ng the police and have junped over our garden wal
into your magnificent garden to throw ourselves on your

magni ficent hospitality."”

The face of the old gentleman had grown redder and redder during
this address, but it was still sniling; and when he broke out it
was with a kind of guffaw

"So you really want to fight with drawn swords in nmy garden," he
asked, "about whether there is really a God?"

"Why not?" said Maclan, with his sinple nonstrosity of speech
"all man's worshi p began when the Garden of Eden was founded."

"Yes, by----1" said Turnbull, with an oath, "and ended when the
Zool ogi cal Gardens were founded."

"In this garden! In ny presence!" cried the stranger, stanping up
and down the gravel and choking with [aughter,” whether there is

a God!"™ And he went stamping up and down the garden, naking it
echo with his unintelligible laughter. Then he cane back to them
nore conposed and wi ping his eyes.

"Way, how small the world is!" he cried at last. "Il can settle
the whole matter. Wy, | am God!"

And he suddenly began to kick and wave his well-clad | egs about
the | awn.

"You are what?" repeated Turnbull, in a tone which is beyond
descri ption.

"Why, God, of course!" answered the other, thoroughly anused.
"How funny it is to think that you have tunbl ed over a garden
wal | and fallen exactly on the right person! You m ght have gone
fl oundering about in all sorts of churches and chapels and
col | eges and school s of phil osophy | ooking for sonme evi dence of
the existence of God. Wy, there is no evidence, except seeing
him And now you've seen him You' ve seen hi mdance!"

And the obliging old gentlenan instantly stood on one | eg without
relaxing at all the grave and cultured benignity of his
expression.



"I understood that this garden----" began the bew | dered Macl an

"Quite so! Quite so!" said the man on one |eg, nodding gravely.
"I said this garden belonged to nme and the land outside it. So
they do. So does the country beyond that and the sea beyond that
and all the rest of the earth. So does the nbon. So do the sun
and stars.” And he added, with a snile of apology: "You see, |I'm
God. "

Turnbul | and Maclan | ooked at himfor one noment with a sort of
notion that perhaps he was not too old to be nerely playing the

fool. But after staring steadily for an instant Turnbull saw the
hard and horrible earnestness in the man's eyes behind all his
enpty ani mation. Then Turnbull | ooked very gravely at the strict

gravel walls and the gay flower-beds and the | ong rectangul ar
red-brick building, which the mst had |eft evident beyond them
Then he | ooked at Macl an

Al nost at the sane nonment anot her man cane wal ki ng qui ckly round
the regal clunp of rhododendrons. He had the | ook of a prosperous
banker, wore a good tall silk hat, was al nost stout enough to
burst the buttons of a fine frock-coat; but he was talking to

hi nsel f, and one of his el bows had a singular outward jerk as he
went by.

XI'V. A MJSEUM OF SOULS

The man with the good hat and the junping el bow went by very

qui ckly; yet the man with the bad hat, who thought he was God,
overtook him He ran after himand junped over a bed of geraniuns
to catch him

"I beg your Majesty's pardon,” he said, with nock hunmility, "but
here is a quarrel which you ought really to judge."

Then as he led the heavy, silk-hatted nan back towards the group
he caught Maclan's ear in order to whisper: "This poor gentleman
is mad; he thinks he is Edward VII." At this the self-appointed
Creator slightly winked. "O course you won't trust him nuch;
come to ne for everything. But in my position one has to neet so
many people. One has to be broadni nded. "

The big banker in the black frock-coat and hat was standing quite
grave and dignified on the lawn, save for his slight twitch of
one linb, and he did not seem by any neans unworthy of the part
whi ch the other pronptly forced upon him

"My dear fellow," said the man in the straw hat, "these two
gentl enen are going to fight a duel of the utnost inportance.
Your own royal position and my nmuch hunbl er one surely indicate
us as the proper seconds. Seconds--yes, seconds----" and here
t he speaker was once nore shaken with his old mal ady of

| aught er.

"Yes, you and | are both seconds--and these two gentl emen can
obviously fight in front of us. You, he-he, are the king. | am
Cod; really, they could hardly have better supporters. They have



come to the right place."

Then Turnbul |, who had been staring with a frowm at the fresh
turf, burst out with a rather bitter laugh and cried, throw ng
his red head in the air:

"Yes, by God, Maclan, | think we have cone to the right place!"
And Macl an answered, with an adamantine stupidity:

"Any place is the right place where they will let us doit."

There was a long stillness, and their eyes involuntarily took in
the |l andscape, as they had taken in all the | andscapes of their
everl asting conbat; the bright, square garden behind the shop

the whole Iift and | eaning of the side of Hanpstead Heath; the
little garden of the decadent choked with flowers; the square of
sand beside the sea at sunrise. They both felt at the sanme nonent
all the breadth and bl ossoni ng beauty of that paradise, the
coloured trees, the natural and restful nooks and al so the great
wal | of stone--nmore awful than the wall of China--fromwhich no
flesh could fl ee.

Turnbul | was noodily bal ancing his sword in his hand as the other
spoke; then he started, for a nouth whispered quite close to his
ear. Wth a softness incredible in any cat, the huge, heavy man
in the black hat and frock-coat had crept across the |awn from
his own side and was saying in his ear: "Don't trust that second
of yours. He's mad and not so nmad, either; for he frightfully
cunni ng and sharp. Don't believe the story he tells you about why
| hate him | know the story he'll tell; | overheard it when the
housekeeper was talking to the postnan. |It's too long to talk
about now, and | expect we're watched, but----"

Sonet hing in Turnbull made hi mwant suddenly to be sick on the
grass; the mere healthy and heathen horror of the unclean; the
nmere i nhumane hatred of the inhuman state of madness. He seened
to hear all round himthe hateful whispers of that place,

i nnunerabl e as | eaves whispering in the wind, and each of them
telling eagerly sone evil that had not happened or sone terrific
secret which was not true. All the rationalist and plain nan
revolted wthin himagai nst bowing down for a nonent in that
forest of deception and egotistical darkness. He wanted to bl ow
up that palace of delusions with dynamite; and in some wld way,
which | will not defend, he tried to do it.

He | ooked across at Maclan and said: "Ch, | can't stand this!"
"Can't stand what?" asked his opponent, eyeing himdoubtfully.

"Shall we say the atnosphere?” replied Turnbull; "one can't use
uncivil expressions even to a--deity. The fact is, | don't |ike
having God for ny second.”

"Sir!" said that being in a state of great offence, "in ny
position | amnot used to having ny favours refused. Do you know
who | an®”

The editor of _The Atheist_turned upon himlike one who has | ost
all patience, and expl oded: "Yes, you are God, aren't you?" he
said, abruptly, "why do we have two sets of teeth?"



"Teeth?" spluttered the genteel lunatic; "teeth?"
"Yes," cried Turnbull, advancing on himsw ftly and with ani mated
gestures, "why does teething hurt? Wy do growing pains hurt? Wy
are mneasl es catching? Wy does a rose have thorns? Wy do

rhi noceroses have horns? Wy is the horn on the top of the nose?
VWhy haven't | a horn on the top of ny nose, eh?" And he struck

the bridge of his nose smartly with his forefinger to indicate

the place of the om ssion and then wagged the finger nmenacingly

at the Creator.

"I'"ve often wanted to neet you," he resuned, sternly, after a
pause, "to hold you accountable for all the idiocy and cruelty of
this nuddl ed and neani ngl ess world of yours. You nmake a hundred
seeds and only one bears fruit. You make a million worlds and

only one seens inhabited. What do you nean by it, eh? What do you
mean by it?"

The unhappy lunatic had fallen back before this quite novel form
of attack, and lifted his burnt-out cigarette alnost |ike one
warding off a blow Turnbull went on Iike a torrent.

"A man died yesterday in Ealing. You nurdered him A girl had the
toot hache in Croydon. You gave it her. Fifty sailors were drowned
off Selsey Bill. You scuttled their ship. Wat have you got to
say for yourself, eh?"

The representative of omnipotence |ooked as if he had | eft nost
of these things to his subordinates; he passed a hand over his
wrinkling brow and said in a voice nmuch saner than any he had yet
used:

"Well, if you dislike nmy assistance, of course--perhaps the other
gentl eman----"
"The other gentleman," cried Turnbull, scornfully, "is a

subni ssive and | oyal and obedi ent gentleman. He likes the people
who wear crowns, whet her of di anonds or of stars. He believes in
the divine right of kings, and it is appropriate enough that he
shoul d have the king for his second. But it is not appropriate to
me that | should have God for ny second. God is not good enough

| dislike and | deny the divine right of kings. But | dislike
nore and | deny nore the divine right of divinity."

Then after a pause in which he swallowed his passion, he said to
Macl an: "You have got the right second, anyhow. "

The Hi ghl ander did not answer, but stood as if thunderstruck with
one | ong and heavy thought. Then at |ast he turned abruptly to
his second in the silk hat and said: "Wo are you?"

The man in the silk hat blinked and bridled in affected surpri se,
li ke one who was in truth accustoned to be doubt ed.

"I amKing Edward VI1," he said, with shaky arrogance. "Do you
doubt ny word?"

"l do not doubt it in the |least," answered Macl an



"Then, why," said the large nan in the silk hat, trenbling from
head to foot, "why do you wear your hat before the king?"

"Way should | take it off," retorted Maclan, with equal heat,
"before a usurper?"

Turnbull swung round on his heel. "WelIl, really," he said, "I
t hought at |east you were a | oyal subject.”

"I amthe only I oyal subject," answered the Gael. "For nearly
thirty years | have wal ked these islands and have not found
anot her. "

"You are always hard to follow " remarked Turnbull, genially,
"and sonetinmes so nmuch so as to be hardly worth follow ng."

"I alone amloyal," insisted Maclan; "for | alone amin
rebellion. | amready at any instant to restore the Stuarts. |
amready at any instant to defy the Hanoverian brood--and | defy
it now even when face to face with the actual ruler of the
enormous British Enpire!"

And folding his arns and throwi ng back his |Iean, hawklike face,
he haughtily confronted the man with the formal frock-coat and
the eccentric el bow.

"What right had you stunted German squires,” he cried, "to
interfere in a quarrel between Scotch and English and Irish

gentl enen? Who made you, whose fathers could not splutter English
whil e they wal ked in Wiitehall, who nade you the judge between

the republic of Sidney and the nonarchy of Montrose? Wat had
your sires to do with England that they should have the fou

of fering of the blood of Derwentwater and the heart of Jimy
Dawson? Were are the corpses of Culloden? Where is the blood of
Lochi el ?" Macl an advanced upon his opponent with a bony and

poi nted finger, as if indicating the exact pocket in which the

bl ood of that Cameron was probably kept; and Edward VII fell back
a few paces in considerabl e confusion

"What good have you ever done to us?" he continued in harsher and
har sher accents, forcing the other back towards the fl ower-beds.
"What good have you ever done, you race of German sausages? Yards
of barbarian etiquette, to throttle the freedom of aristocracy!
Gas of northern netaphysics to blow up Broad Church bishops |ike
bal | oons. Bad pictures and bad manners and pant hei sm and the

Al bert Menorial. Go back to Hanover, you hunbug? Go to----"

Before the end of this tirade the arrogance of the nonarch had
entirely given way; he had fairly turned tail and was trundling

away down the path. Maclan strode after himstill preaching and
flourishing his large, |ean hands. The other two remained in the
centre of the lawn--Turnbull in convul sions of |aughter, the

lunatic in convul sions of disgust. Al npost at the sane nonent a
third figure came stepping swiftly across the | awn.

The advancing figure wal ked with a stoop, and yet somehow fl ung
his forked and narrow beard forward. That carefully cut and

poi nted yel |l ow beard was, indeed, the nost enphatic thing about
him Wen he cl asped his hands behind him under the tails of his
coat, he would wag his beard at a man like a big forefinger. It



perforned alnost all his gestures; it was nore inportant than the
glittering eye-glasses through which he | ooked or the beautifu

bl eating voice in which he spoke. H's face and neck were of a
lusty red, but |ean and stringy; he always wore his expensive

gol d-rimeye-gl asses slightly askew upon his aquiline nose; and
he al ways showed two gl eanming foreteeth under his noustache, in a
smle so perpetual as to earn the reputation of a sneer. But for
t he crooked gl asses his dress was always exquisite; and but for
the smle he was perfectly and perennially depressed.

"Don't you think," said the new-coner, with a sort of

supercilious entreaty, "that we had better all conme into
breakfast? It is such a mstake to wait for breakfast. It spoils
one's tenper so much."

"Quite so," replied Turnbull, seriously.

"There seens al nost to have been a little quarrelling here," said
the man with the goatish beard.

"It is rather a long story," said Turnbull, smiling. "Oiginally,
it mght be called a phase in the quarrel between science and
religion."

The new conmer started slightly, and Turnbull replied to the
guestion on his face.

"Ch, yes," he said, "I am science!"
"I congratul ate you heartily," answered the other, "I am Doctor
Quayl e."

Turnbull's eyes did not nove, but he realized that the man in the
pananma hat had lost all his ease of a | anded proprietor and had
wi thdrawn to a distance of thirty yards, where he stood glaring
with all the contraction of fear and hatred that can stiffen a
cat.

Macl an was sitting somewhat disconsolately on a stunp of tree,
his |arge black head half buried in his | arge brown hands, when
Turnbull strode up to himchewing a cigarette. He did not | ook
up, but his conrade and eneny addressed himlike one who nust
free hinself of his feelings.

"Well, | hope, at any rate," he said, "that you |ike your
precious religion now. | hope you |ike the society of this poor
devil whom your dammed tracts and hyms and priests have driven
out of his wits. Five nen in this place, they tell ne, five nen
in this place who might have been fathers of fanilies, and every
one of themthinks he is God the Father. On! you may tal k about
the ugliness of science, but there is no one here who thinks he
is Protoplasm™

"They naturally prefer a bright part,” said Maclan, wearily.
"Protoplasmis not worth goi ng mad about."

"At least," said Turnbull, savagely, "it was your Jesus Chri st
who started all this bosh about being God."



For one instant Maclan opened the eyes of battle; then his
tightened Iips took a crooked smle and he said, quite calnly:

"No, the idea is older; it was Satan who first said that he was
CGod. "

"Then, what," asked Turnbull, very slowy, as he softly picked a
flower, "what is the difference between Christ and Satan?"

"It is quite sinple," replied the Hi ghlander. "Christ descended
into hell; Satan fell intoit."

"Does it make nmuch odds?" asked the free-thinker

"It makes all the odds," said the other. "One of themwanted to
go up and went down; the other wanted to go down and went up. A
god can be hunble, a devil can only be hunbled."

"Why are you al ways wanting to hunmble a man?" asked Turnbul I,
knitting his brows. "It affects ne as ungenerous."

"Wy were you wanting to hunble a god when you found himin this
garden?" asked Macl an

"That was an extrene case of inmpudence,"” said Turnbul |

"Granting the man his almghty pretensions, | think he was very
nodest, " said Maclan. "It is we who are arrogant, who know we are
only men. The ordinary man in the street is nore of a nonster
than that poor fellow, for the man in the street treats hinself

as God Al mighty when he knows he isn't. He expects the universe
to turn round him though he knows he isn't the centre."

"Well," said Turnbull, sitting dowmn on the grass, "this is a
di gression, anyhow. What | want to point out is, that your faith
does end in asyluns and my science doesn't."

"Doesn't it, by Ceorge!" cried Maclan, scornfully. "There are a
few men here who are nmad on God and a few who are nmad on the
Bible. But | bet there are many nore who are sinply nad on
madness. "

"Do you really believe it?" asked the other

"Scores of them 1 should say," answered Maclan. "Fellows who
have read nedi cal books or fellows whose fathers and uncles had
sonmet hi ng hereditary in their heads--the whole air they breathe
is mad."

"Al'l the sanme," said Turnbull, shrewdly, "I bet you haven't found
a nmadnman of that sort."

"I bet | have!" cried Evan, with unusual animation. "I've been
wal ki ng about the garden talking to a poor chap all the norning.
He's sinply been broken down and driven raving by your dammed
science. Talk about believing one is God--why, it's quite an old,
confortable, fireside fancy conpared with the sort of things this
fellow believes. He believes that there is a God, but that he is
better than God. He says God will be afraid to face him He says



one is always progressing beyond the best. He put his armin mne
and whispered in ny ear, as if it were the apocal ypse: 'Never
trust a God that you can't inprove on."'"

"What can he have neant?" said the atheist, with all his logic
awake. "Qbviously one should not trust any God that one can
i mprove on."

"It is the way he talks," said Maclan, alnost indifferently; "but
he says rummier things than that. He says that a nan's doctor
ought to deci de what woman he narries; and he says that children
ought not to be brought up by their parents, because a physi cal
partiality will then distort the judgenent of the educator."

"Ch, dear!" said Turnbull, |aughing, "you have certainly come
across a pretty bad case, and incidentally proved your own.
suppose sone nen do lose their wits through science as through
| ove and ot her good things."

"And he says," went on Mclan, nonotonously, "that he cannot see
why anyone shoul d suppose that a triangle is a three-sided
figure. He says that on sone higher plane----"

Turnbull leapt to his feet as by an electric shock. "I never
coul d have believed," he cried, "that you had hunour enough to
tell alie. You' ve gone a bit too far, old man, with your little
joke. Even in a lunatic asylumthere can't be anybody who, having
t hought about the matter, thinks that a triangle has not got

three sides. |If he exists he nust be a new era in human

psychol ogy. But he doesn't exist."

"I will go and fetch him" said Maclan, calny; "I left the poor
fell ow wanderi ng about by the nasturtium bed."

Macl an vani shed, and in a few nonents returned, trailing with him
his own di scovery anmong |unatics, who was a slender man with a
fixed smle and an unfixed and rolling head. He had a goatlike
beard just [ong enough to be shaken in a strong wi nd. Turnbul
sprang to his feet and was |i ke one who is speechl ess through
choki ng a sudden shout of [aughter

"Why, you great donkey," he shouted, in an ear-shattering

whi sper, "that's not one of the patients at all. That's one of
t he doctors. "

Evan | ooked back at the leering head with the | ong-pointed beard
and repeated the word inquiringly: "One of the doctors?"

"Ch, you know what | nean," said Turnbull, inpatiently. "The
nmedi cal authorities of the place."

Evan was still staring back curiously at the beam ng and bear ded
creature behind him

"The mad doctors," said Turnbull, shortly.
"Quite so," said Macl an

After a rather restless silence Turnbull plucked Maclan by the
el bow and pul | ed hi m asi de.



"For goodness sake," he said, "don't offend this fell ow, he may

be as nad as ten hatters, if you |like, but he has us between his
finger and thunb. This is the very tine he appointed to talk with
us about our--well, our exeat."

"But what can it natter?" asked the wondering Maclan. "He can't
keep us in the asylum W're not ned."

"Jackass!" said Turnbull, heartily, "of course we're not nad. O
course, if we are nedically exanm ned and the thing is thrashed
out, they will find we are not mad. But don't you see that if the

thing is thrashed out it will mean letters to this reference and
telegrans to that; and at the first word of who we are, we shal

be taken out of a madhouse, where we may snoke, to a jail, where
we mayn't. No, if we nmanage this very quietly, he nay nerely |et
us out at the front door as stray revellers. |If there's half an

hour of inquiry, we are cooked."

Macl an | ooked at the grass frowningly for a few seconds, and then
said in a new, small and childish voice: "I amawfully stupid,
M. Turnbull; you mnmust be patient with nme."

Turnbul | caught Evan's el bow again with quite another gesture.
"Cone," he cried, with the harsh voice of one who hi des enption
"cone and let us be tactful in chorus."

The doctor with the pointed beard was already slanting it forward
at a nore than usually acute angle, with the snmle that expressed
expect ancy.

"I hope | do not hurry you, gentlenen," he said, with the
fai ntest suggestion of a sneer at their hurried consultation
"but | believe you wanted to see ne at half past el even."

"I am nost awfully sorry, Doctor," said Turnbull, w th ready
amability; "I never neant to keep you waiting; but the silly
accident that has landed us in your garden nmay have sone rat her
serious consequences to our friends el sewhere, and nmy friend here
was just drawing ny attention to sonme of them"

"Quite so! Quite so!" said the doctor, hurriedly. "If you really
want to put anything before nme, | can give you a few nonents in
my consulting-room"

He led themrapidly into a small but inposing apartnment, which
seened to be built and furnished entirely in red-varni shed wood.
There was one desk occupied with carefully docketed papers; and
there were several chairs of the red-varni shed wood- -t hough of
different shape. Al along the wall ran sonething that m ght have
been a bookcase, only that it was not filled wi th books, but with
flat, oblong slabs or cases of the same polished dark-red

consi stency. \What those flat wooden cases were they could formno
conception.

The doctor sat down with a polite inmpatience on his professiona
perch; Maclan remai ned standing, but Turnbull threw hinself
al nrost with luxury into a hard wooden armchair.

"This is a nost absurd business, Doctor," he said, "and | am



ashamed to take up the tine of busy professional nen with such
pranks fromoutside. The plain fact is, that he and | and a pack
of silly men and girls have organi zed a gane across this part of
the country--a sort of conbination of hare and hounds and hide
and seek--1 dare say you've heard of it. W are the hares, and,
seeing your high wall look so inviting, we tunbled over it, and
naturally were a little startled with what we found on the other
side."

"Quite so!" said the doctor, mildly. "I can understand that you
were startled."”

Turnbul | had expected himto ask what place was the headquarters
of the new exhilarating gane, and who were the male and femal e
ent husi asts who had brought it to such perfection; in fact,
Turnbul | was busy maki ng up these personal and topographica
particulars. As the doctor did not ask the question, he grew
slightly uneasy, and risked the question: "I hope you will accept
my assurance that the thing was an accident and that no intrusion
was neant."

"Ch, yes, sir," replied the doctor, smling, "I accept everything
that you say."

"In that case," said Turnbull, rising genially, "we nust not
further interrupt your inportant duties. | suppose there will be

soneone to |l et us out?"

"No," said the doctor, still smling steadily and pl easantly,
"there will be no one to |let you out."

"Can we | et ourselves out, then?" asked Turnbull, in sone
surpri se.

"Why, of course not," said the beamnming scientist; "think how
dangerous that would be in a place like this."

"Then, how the devil are we to get out?" cried Turnbull, |osing
his manners for the first tine.

"It is a question of time, of receptivity, and treatnent," said
t he doctor, arching his eyebrows indifferently. "I do not regard
either of your cases as incurable."

And with that the man of the world was struck dunb, and, as in
all intolerable nmonments, the word was with the unworldly.

Macl an took one stride to the table, |leant across it, and said:
"W can't stop here, we're not nmad people!"

"W don't use the crude phrase,"” said the doctor, smiling at his
pat ent - | eat her boots.

"But you can't_ think us mad," thundered Maclan. "You never saw
us before. You know nothing about us. You haven't even exam ned
us."

The doctor threw back his head and beard. "Ch, yes," he said,

"very thoroughly."



"But you can't shut a man up on your nere inpressions w thout
docunments or certificates or anything?"

The doctor got languidly to his feet. "Quite so," he said. "You
certainly ought to see the docunents."

He went across to the curious nock book-shelves and took down one
of the flat nahogany cases. This he opened with a curious key at
hi s watch-chain, and laying back a flap revealed a quire of

fool scap covered with close but quite clear witing. The first
three words were in such | arge copy-book hand that they caught
the eye even at a distance. They were: "Maclan, Evan Stuart."

Evan bent his angry eagle face over it; yet sonething blurred it
and he could never swear he saw it distinctly. He saw sonething
t hat began: "Prenatal influences predisposing to mania.

G andfather believed in return of the Stuarts. Mther carried
bone of St. Eulalia with which she touched children in sickness.
Mar ked religious mania at early age----"

Evan fell back and fought for his speech. "Ch!" he burst out at
last. "Ch! if all this world | have wal ked in had been as sane as
nmy not her was."

Then he conpressed his tenples with his hands, as if to crush
them And then lifted suddenly a face that |ooked fresh and
young, as if he had di pped and washed it in sone holy well.

"Very well,"” he cried; "I will take the sour with the sweet.
wi |l pay the penalty of having enjoyed God in this nonstrous
nodern earth that cannot enjoy man or beast. | will die happy in

your madhouse, only because | know what | know. Let it be
granted, then--Maclan is a nystic; Maclan is a maniac. But this
honest shopkeeper and editor whom | have dragged on ny i nhuman

escapades, you cannot keep him He will go free, thank God, he is
not down in any dammed docunent. His ancestor, | amcertain, did
not die at Culloden. His nother, | swear, had no relics. Let ny

friend out of your front door, and as for ne----

The doctor had al ready gone across to the | aden shel ves, and
after a few m nutes' short-sighted peering, had pulled down
anot her parall el ogram of dark-red wood.

This al so he unl ocked on the table, and with the same unerring
egotistic eye on of the conpany saw the words, witten in |large
letters: "Turnbull, Janes."

Hi therto Turnbull hinself had somewhat scornfully surrendered his
part in the whol e business; but he was too honest and unaffected
not to start at his own nane. After the nanme, the inscription
appeared to run: "Unique case of Eleutheromania. Parentage, as so
often in such cases, prosaic and healthy. El eutheromaniac signs
occurred early, however, leading himto attach hinself to the
i ndi vidual i st Bradl augh. Recent outbreak of pure anarchy----"
Turnbul | slanmed the case to, alnbst smashing it, and said with a
burst of savage | aughter: "On! cone along, Maclan; | don't care
so nuch, even about getting out of the nmadhouse, if only we get
out of this room You were right enough, Mclan, when you spoke
about - - about mad doctors."



Sonmehow t hey found thensel ves outside in the cool, green garden
and then, after a stunned silence, Turnbull said: "There is one
thing that was puzzling nme all the time, and | understand it
now. "

"What do you nean?" asked Evan

“"No man by will or wit," answered Turnbull, "can get out of this
garden; and yet we got into it merely by junping over a garden
wal I .  The whole thing explains itself easily enough. That
undef ended wall was an open trap. It was a trap laid for two

cel ebrated lunatics. They saw us get in right enough. And they
will see that we do not get out."

Evan gazed at the garden wall, gravely for nore than a ninute,
and then he nodded without a word.

XV. THE DREAM OF MACI AN

The system of espionage in the asylumwas so effective and
conplete that in practice the patients could often enjoy a sense
of al nost conplete solitude. They could stray up so near to the
wal | in an apparently unwatched garden as to find it easy to junp
over it. They would only have found the error of their
calculations if they had tried to junp.

Under this insulting liberty, inthis artificial |oneliness, Evan
Macl an was in the habit of creeping out into the garden after

dar k- - especi al | y upon noonlight nights. The noon, indeed, was for
hi m al ways a positive nagnet in a manner somewhat hard to explain
to those of a robuster attitude. Evidently, Apollo is to the ful
as poetical as Diana; but it is not a question of poetry in the
mat ured and intellectual sense of the word. It is a question of a
certain solid and childish fancy. The sunis in the strict and
literal sense invisible; that is to say, that by our bodily eyes
it cannot properly be seen. But the noon is a much sinpler thing;

a naked and nursery sort of thing. It hangs in the sky quite
solid and quite silver and quite useless; it is one huge
celestial snowball. It was at |east sone such infantile facts and

fanci es which | ed Evan agai n and agai n during his dehunmani zed
i mprisonnment to go out as if to shoot the noon

He was out in the garden on one such |um nous and ghostly night,
when t he steady noonshine toned down all the col ours of the
garden until alnost the strongest tints to be seen were the
strong soft blue of the sky and the | arge | enmbn noon. He was

wal king with his face turned up to it in that rather half-witted
fashi on whi ch nmight have excused the error of his keepers; and as
he gazed he becanme aware of sonmething little and lustrous flying
close to the lustrous orb, like a bright chip knocked off the
moon. At first he thought it was a nmere sparkle or refraction in
his own eyesight; he blinked and cleared his eyes. Then he
thought it was a falling star; only it did not fall. It jerked
awkwardly up and down in a way unknown anong neteors and
strangely reniniscent of the works of man. The next nonent the
thing drove right across the noon, and from being silver upon

bl ue, suddenly becane bl ack upon silver; then although it passed



the field of light in a flash its outline was unni stakabl e though
eccentric. It was a flying ship.

The vessel took one |ong and sweeping curve across the sky and
came nearer and nearer to Maclan, |ike a steam engine coming
round a bend. It was of pure white steel, and in the noon it
gleanmed |ike the arnour of Sir Galahad. The simle of such
virginity is not inappropriate; for, as it grew larger and | arger
and | ower and | ower, Evan saw that the only figure in it was
robed in white fromhead to foot and crowned with snowwhite
hair, on which the noonshine lay |ike a benediction. The figure
stood so still that he could easily have supposed it to be a
statue. |Indeed, he thought it was until it spoke.

"Evan," said the voice, and it spoke with the sinple authority of
some forgotten father revisiting his children, "you have renai ned
here | ong enough, and your sword is wanted el sewhere."

"Want ed for what ?" asked the young nan, accepting the nonstrous
event with a queer and clunsy natural ness; "what is ny sword
want ed for?"

"For all that you hold dear," said the man standing in the
nmoonlight; "for the thrones of authority and for all ancient
loyalty to law. "

Evan | ooked up at the lunar orb again as if in irrationa

appeal --a noon calf bleating to his nother the noon. But the face
of Luna seenmed as witless as his own; there is no help in nature
agai nst the supernatural; and he | ooked again at the tall marble
figure that night have been made out of solid noonlight.

Then he said in a loud voice: "Who are you?" and the next nonent
was seized by a sort of choking terror |est his question should
be answered. But the unknown preserved an inpenetrable silence

for a long space and then only answered: "I nust not say who | am
until the end of the world; but | may say what | am | amthe
[ aw. "

And he lifted his head so that the noon snote full upon his
beautiful and ancient face.

The face was the face of a Geek god grown old, but not grown
either weak or ugly; there was nothing to break its regularity
except a rather long chin with a cleft in it, and this rather
added distinction than | essened beauty. Hi s strong, well-opened
eyes were very brilliant but quite colourless |ike steel

Macl an was one of those to whom a reverence and sel f-subni ssion
in ritual come quite easy, and are ordinary things. It was not
artificial in himto bend slightly to this solemm apparition or
to lower his voice when he said: "Do you bring ne sone nessage?"

"I do bring you a nessage," answered the man of noon and narbl e.
"The king has returned."

Evan did not ask for or require any explanation. "l suppose you
can take ne to the war," he said, and the silent silver figure
only bowed its head again. Maclan clanbered into the silver boat,
and it rose upward to the stars.



To say that it rose to the stars is no nere netaphor, for the sky
had cleared to that occasional and astoni shing transparency in
whi ch one can see plainly both stars and noon.

As the white-robed figure went upward in his white chariot, he
said quite quietly to Evan: "There is an answer to all the folly
tal ked about equality. Some stars are big and sone snmall; somne
stand still and sone circle around themas they stand. They can
be orderly, but they cannot be equal."

"They are all very beautiful,"” said Evan, as if in doubt.

"They are all beautiful,” answered the other, "because each is in
his place and owns his superior. And now England will be
beautiful after the sane fashion. The earth will be as beautiful

as the heavens, because our kings have cone back to us."

"The Stuart----" began Evan, earnestly.
"Yes," answered the old man, "that which has returned is Stuart
and yet older than Stuart. It is Capet and Pl antagenet and
Pendragon. It is all that good old tinme of which proverbs tell,
that gol den reign of Saturn agai nst which gods and nen were
rebels. It is all that was ever |ost by insolence and overwhel nmed
inrebellion. It is your owm forefather, Maclan with the broken
sword, bleeding without hope at Culloden. It is Charles refusing
to answer the questions of the rebel court. It is Mary of the
magi ¢ face confronting the gl oony and graspi ng peers and the
boorish noralities of Knox. It is Richard, the |ast Plantagenet,
giving his crown to Bolingbroke as to a cormon brigand. It is
Arthur, overwhel ned in Lyonesse by heathen arnmies and dying in

the m st, doubtful if ever he shall return."

"But now---" said Evan, in a | ow voi ce.

"But now" said the old man; "he has returned."”
"I's the war still raging?" asked Macl an

"It rages like the pit itself beyond the sea whither | amtaking
you," answered the other. "But in England the king enjoys his own
again. The people are once nore taught and ruled as is best; they
are happy kni ghts, happy squires, happy servants, happy serfs, if
you will; but free at last of that |oad of vexation and | onely
vanity which was called being a citizen."

"I's Engl and, indeed, so secure?" asked Evan

"Look out and see," said the guide. "I fancy you have seen this
pl ace before."

They were driving through the air towards one region of the sky
where the hollow of night seened darkest and which was quite

wi thout stars. But against this black background there sprang up
picked out in glittering silver, a done and a cross. It seened
that it was really newly covered with silver, which in the strong
nmoonl i ght was like white flane. But, however, covered or painted,
Evan had no difficult in knowing the place again. He saw the
great thoroughfare that sloped upward to the base of its huge



pedestal of steps. And he wondered whether the little shop was
still by the side of it and whether its wi ndow had been nended.

As the flying ship swept round the donme he observed ot her
alterations. The donme had been redecorated so as to give it a
nore sol emm and sonewhat nore eccl esiastical note; the ball was
draped or destroyed, and round the gallery, under the cross, ran
what | ooked like a ring of silver statues, like the little |eaden
i mages that stood round the hat of Louis XI. Round the second
gallery, at the base of the done, ran a second rank of such

i mages, and Evan thought there was anot her round the steps bel ow.
VWhen they came cl oser he saw that they were figures in conplete
arnmour of steel or silver, each with a naked sword, point upward
and then he saw one of the swords nove. These were not statues
but an armed order of chivalry thrown in three circles round the
cross. Maclan drew in his breath, as children do at anything they
think utterly beautiful. For he could imgine nothing that so
echoed his own visions of pontifical or chivalric art as this
white donme sitting like a vast silver tiara over London, ringed
with a triple crown of swords.

As they went sailing down Ludgate Hill, Evan saw that the state
of the streets fully answered his conpani on's clai mabout the
rei ntroduction of order. Al the old blackcoated bustle with its
cockney vivacity and vulgarity had di sappeared. G oups of

| abourers, quietly but picturesquely clad, were passing up and
down in sufficiently large nunbers; but it required but a few
mounted men to keep the streets in order. The nounted nen were
not common policenen, but knights with spurs and pl unme whose
snooth and splendid arnmour glittered |ike dianond rather than
steel. Only in one place--at the corner of Bouverie Street--did
there appear to be a nonent's confusion, and that was due to
hurry rather than resistance. But one old grunbling man did not
get out of the way qui ck enough, and the man on horseback struck
him not severely, across the shoulders with the flat of his
swor d.

"The soldier had no business to do that," said Maclan, sharply.
"The old man was noving as quickly as he could."

"Wt attach great inportance to discipline in the streets," said

the man in white, with a slight smle
"Discipline is not so inportant as justice," said Mclan.
The other did not answer.

Then after a swift silence that took them out across St. Janes's
Park, he said: "The people nust be taught to obey; they nust
learn their own ignorance. And | amnot sure," he continued,
turning his back on Evan and | ooking out of the prow of the ship
into the darkness, "I amnot sure that | agree with your little
maxi m about justice. Discipline for the whole society is surely
nore inportant than justice to an individual."

Evan, who was al so | eani ng over the edge, swung round with
startling suddenness and stared at the other's back

"Discipline for society----" he repeated, very staccato,
important--justice to individual ?"

nore



Then after a long silence he called out: "Who and what are you?"

"I am an angel,"
round.

said the white-robed figure, w thout turning

"You are not a Catholic," said Maclan

The other seened to take no notice, but reverted to the nain
t opi c.

"In our armes up in heaven we learn to put a whol esone fear into
subordi nates. "

Macl an sat craning his neck forward with an extraordi nary and
unaccount abl e eager ness.

"Go on!" he cried, twisting and untwi sting his |ong, bony
fingers, "go on!"

"Besi des," continued he, in the prow, "you nust allow for a
certain high spirit and haughtiness in the superior type."

"Go on!" said Evan, with burning eyes.

"Just as the sight of sin offends God," said the unknown, "so
does the sight of ugliness offend Apollo. The beautiful and
princely must, of necessity, be inpatient with the squalid
and----"

"Why, you great fool!" cried Maclan, rising to the top of his
trenendous stature, "did you think I would have doubted only for

that rap with a sword? | know that nobl e orders have bad knights,
t hat good kni ghts have bad tenpers, that the Church has rough
priests and coarse cardinals; | have known it ever since | was

born. You fool! you had only to say, 'Yes, it is rather a shane,’
and | should have forgotten the affair. But | saw on your nouth

the twitch of your infernal sophistry; | knew that something was
wrong with you and your cathedrals. Sonmething is wong;
everything is wong. You are not an angel. That is not a church

It is not the rightful king who has cone hone."

"That is unfortunate," said the other, in a quiet but hard voi ce,
"because you are going to see his Mjesty."

"No," said Maclan, "I amgoing to junp over the side."

"Do you desire death?"

"No," said Evan, quite conposedly, "I desire a mracle."

"From whom do you ask it? To whom do you appeal ?" said his
compani on, sternly. "You have betrayed the king, renounced his

cross on the cathedral, and insulted an archangel."

"I appeal to God," said Evan, and sprang up and stood upon the
edge of the swaying ship.

The being in the prow turned slowy round; he | ooked at Evan with
eyes which were like two suns, and put his hand to his nouth just



too late to hide an awful smle

"And how do you know," he said, "how do you know that | am not
God?"

Macl an screanmed. "Ah!" he cried. "Now |l know who you really are.
You are not God. You are not one of God's angels. But you were
once. "

The being's hand dropped fromhis nouth and Evan dropped out of
the car.

XVl . THE DREAM OF TURNBULL

Turnbull was wal ki ng rat her ranmpantly up and down the garden on a
gusty evening chewing his cigar and in that nood when every man
suppresses an instinct to spit. He was not, as a rule, a nman nuch
acquai nted with noods; and the storns and sunbursts of Maclan's
soul passed before himas an inpressive but unmeani ng panoranms,

i ke the anarchy of Hi ghland scenery. Turnbull was one of those
men in whom a conti nuous appetite and i ndustry of the intellect

| eave the enptions very sinple and steady. Hi s heart was in the
right place; but he was quite content to leave it there. It was
his head that was his hobby. H s nornings and eveni ngs were

mar ked not by inpulses or thirsty desires, not by hope or by
heart-break; they were filled with the fallacies he had detected,
the probl ens he had made plain, the adverse theories he had
westled with and thrown, the grand generalizations he had
justified. But even the cheerful inner life of a |logician my be
upset by a lunatic asylum to say nothing of whiffs of nenory
froma lady in Jersey, and the little red-bearded man on this

wi ndy evening was in a dangerous frane of mnd

Plain and positive as he was, the influence of earth and sky may
have been greater on himthan he inmagi ned; and the weather that
wal ked the world at that nonent was as red and angry as TurnbulI.
Long strips and swirls of tattered and tawny cloud were dragged
downward to the west exactly as torn red rai ment woul d be
dragged. And so strong and pitiless was the wind that it whipped
away fragnments of red-flowering bushes or of copper beech, and
drove them al so across the garden, a drift of red | eaves, like
the |l eaves of autumm, as in parody of the red and driven rags of
cl oud.

There was a sense in earth and heaven as of everything breaking
up, and all the revolutionist in Turnbull rejoiced that it was
breaki ng up. The trees were breaking up under the wind, even in
the tall strength of their bloom the clouds were breaking up and
| osing even their |arge heraldic shapes. Shards and shreds of
copper cloud split off continually and fl oated by thensel ves, and
for some reason the truculent eye of Turnbull was attracted to
one of these careering cloudlets, which seened to himto career
in an exaggerated manner. Also it kept its shape, which is
unusual with clouds shaken off; also its shape was of an odd
sort.

Turnbull continued to stare at it, and in a little tinme occurred
that crucial instant when a thing, however incredible, is



accepted as a fact. The copper cloud was tunbling down towards
the earth, like sone gigantic | eaf fromthe copper beeches. And
as it cane nearer it was evident, first, that it was not a cloud,
and, second, that it was not itself of the colour of copper

only, being burnished like a mrror, it had reflected the

red- brown colours of the burning clouds. As the thing whirled
like a wi ndswept | eaf down towards the wall of the garden it was
clear that it was sonme sort of air-ship made of metal, and
slapping the air with big broad fins of steel. Wen it cane about
a hundred feet above the garden, a shaggy, lean figure |eapt up
init, alnmost black against the bronze and scarlet of the west,
and, flinging out a kind of hook or anchor, caught on to the
green appl e-tree just under the wall; and fromthat fixed hol ding
ground the ship swung in the red tenpest |like a captive balloon

VWil e our friend stood frozen for an instant by his astoni shnent,
the queer figure in the airy car tipped the vehicle al nbst upside
down by | eaping over the side of it, seemed to slide or drop down
the rope like a nonkey, and alighted (with inpossible precision
and placidity) seated on the edge of the wall, over which he

ki cked and dangled his legs as he grinned at Turnbull. The w nd
roared in the trees yet nore ruinous and desolate, the red tails
of the sunset were dragged downward |ike red dragons sucked down
to death, and still on the top of the asylumwall sat the
sinister figure with the grimace, swinging his feet in tune with
the tenpest; while above him at the end of its tossing or

ti ghtened cord, the enormous iron air-ship floated as |ight and
as little noticed as a baby's ball oon upon its string.

Turnbull's first novenent after sixty notionless seconds was to
turn round and | ook at the large, |uxuriant parallelogramof the
garden and the long, |ow rectangul ar buil ding beyond. There was
not a soul or a stir of life within sight. And he had a quite
meani ngl ess sensation, as if there never really had been any one
el se there except he since the foundation of the world.

Stiffening in hinmself the masculine but mirthless courage of the
atheist, he drewa little nearer to the wall and, catching the
man at a slightly different angle of the evening light, could see
his face and figure quite plain. Two facts about him stood out in
t he picked colours of sone piratical school boy's story. The first
was that his | ean brown body was bare to the belt of his |oose
white trousers; the other that through hygi ene, affectation, or
what ever other cause, he had a scarlet handkerchief tied tightly
but somewhat aslant across his brow After these two facts had
becone enphatic, others appeared sufficiently inportant. One was
that under the scarlet rag the hair was plentiful, but white as
with the last snows of nortality. Another was that under the nop
of white and senile hair the face was strong, handsone, and
snmling, with a well-cut profile and a long cloven chin. The
length of this lower part of the face and the strange cleft in it
(which gave the man, in quite another sense fromthe conmon one,
a double chin) faintly spoilt the claimof the face to absolute
regularity, but it greatly assisted it in wearing the expression
of half-snmiling and hal f-sneering arrogance with which it was
staring at all the stones, all the flowers, but especially at the
solitary man.

"What do you want?" shouted Turnbull.



"I want you, Jimmy," said the eccentric man on the wall, and with
the very word he had let hinself down with a leap on to the
centre of the lawn, where he bounded once literally |ike an

I ndi a-rubber ball and then stood grinning with his |egs astride.
The only three facts that Turnbull could now add to his inventory
were that the man had an ugly-1ooking knife swinging at his
trousers belt, that his brown feet were as bare as his bronzed
trunk and arns, and that his eyes had a singular bleak brilliancy
whi ch was of no particul ar col our.

"Excuse ny not being in evening dress," said the newconer with an
urbane smle. "W scientific men, you know-1 have to work my own
engi nes--el ectrical engineer--very hot work."

"Look here," said Turnbull, sturdily clenching his fists in his
trousers pockets, "I am bound to expect lunatics inside these
four walls; but | do bar their coming from outside, bang out of
t he sunset clouds."

"And yet you canme fromthe outside, too, Jim" said the stranger
in a voice al nost affectionate.

"What do you want?" asked Turnbull, with an expl osion of tenper
as sudden as a pistol shot.

"I have already told you," said the man, |lowering his voice and
speaki ng with evident sincerity; "I want you."

"What do you want with ne?"
"I want exactly what you want," said the new conmer with a new
gravity. "l want the Revolution."

Turnbul | | ooked at the fire-swept sky and the wi nd-stricken
woodl ands, and kept on repeating the word voicelessly to

hi nsel f--the word that did i ndeed so thoroughly express his nood
of rage as it had been anong those red cl ouds and rocking
tree-tops. "Revolution!" he said to hinself. "The
Revol uti on--yes, that is what | want right enough--anything, so
long as it is a Revolution."

To sone cause he coul d never explain he found hinmself conpleting
the sentence on the top of the wall, having automatically

foll owed the stranger so far. But when the stranger silently

i ndicated the rope that |led to the machi ne, he found hinself
pausi ng and saying: "I can't |eave Maclan behind in this den."

"W are going to destroy the Pope and all the kings," said the

newconer. "Wuld it be wiser to take himw th us?"

Sonmehow the nuttering Turnbull found hinself in the flying ship
al so, and it swung up into the sunset.

"Al'l the great rebels have been very little rebels,” said the man
with the red scarf. "They have been like fourth-form boys who
sometimes venture to hit a fifth-formboy. That was all the worth
of their French Revolution and regicide. The boys never really
dared to defy the school naster.”

"Whom do you nean by the school master?" asked Turnbul |



"You know whom | nean," answered the strange man, as he lay back
on cushions and | ooked up into the angry sky.

They seenmed rising into stronger and stronger sunlight, as if it
were sunrise rather than sunset. But when they | ooked down at the
earth they saw it growi ng darker and darker. The lunatic asyl um
inits large rectangul ar grounds spread below themin a
foreshortened and infantile plan, and | ooked for the first tine
the grotesque thing that it was. But the clear colours of the

pl an were grow ng darker every nonent. The nasses of rose or
rhododendr on deepened fromcrinmson to violet. The naze of grave
pat hways faded fromgold to brown. By the tine they had risen a
few hundred feet higher nothing could be seen of that darkening

| andscape except the lines of |ighted wi ndows, each one of which
at least, was the light of one lost intelligence. But on them as
t hey swept upward better and braver wi nds seened to bl ow, and on
themthe ruby |ight of evening seened struck, and splashed like
red spurts fromthe grapes of Dionysus. Below themthe fallen
lights were literally the fallen stars of servitude. And above
themall the red and raging clouds were like the | eaping flags of
liberty.

The man with the cloven chin seened to have a singul ar power of
under st andi ng thoughts; for, as Turnbull felt the whole universe
tilt and turn over his head, the stranger said exactly the right
t hi ng.

"Doesn't it seemas if everything were being upset?" said he;
"and i f once everything is upset, He will be upset on top of it."

Then, as Turnbull nade no answer, his host continued:

"That is the really fine thing about space. It is topsy-turvy.
You have only to clinb far enough towards the nmorning star to
feel that you are coming down to it. You have only to dive deep
enough into the abyss to feel that you are rising. That is the
only glory of this universe--it is a giddy universe."

Then, as Turnbull was still silent, he added:

"The heavens are full of revolution--of the real sort of
revolution. All the high things are sinking low and all the big
things looking small. All the people who think they are aspiring
find they are falling head forenost. And all the people who think
they are condescending find they are clinmbing up a precipice.

That is the intoxication of space. That is the only joy of
eternity--doubt. There is only one pleasure the angels can
possibly have in flying, and that is, that they do not know

whet her they are on their head or their heels.”

Then, finding his conpanion still nute, he fell hinself into a
sniling and notionless neditation, at the end of which he said
suddenl y:

"So Macl an converted you?"
Turnbul |l sprang up as if spurning the steel car fromunder his

feet. "Converted ne!" he cried. "Wat the devil do you nean?
have known himfor a nonth, and | have not retracted a



single----"'

"This Catholicismis a curious thing," said the man of the cloven
chin in uninterrupted reflectiveness, |eaning his el egant el bows
over the edge of the vessel; "it soaks and weakens nmen w t hout
their knowing it, just as | fear it has soaked and weakened you."

Turnbull stood in an attitude which m ght well have neant
pitching the other man out of the flying ship.

"I aman atheist," he said, in a stifled voice. "l have al ways
been an atheist. | amstill an atheist.” Then, addressing the
other's indolent and indi fferent back, he cried: "In God's nane

what do you nean?"
And the other answered wi thout turning round:
"I mean nothing in God's nane."

Turnbul | spat over the edge of the car and fell back furiously
into his seat.

The other continued still unruffled, and staring over the edge
idly as an angler stares down at a stream

"The truth is that we never thought that you could have been
caught," he said; "we counted on you as the one red-hot
revolutionary left in the world. But, of course, these nen |like
Macl an are awful ly clever, especially when they pretend to be
stupid."

Turnbull leapt up again in a living fury and cried: "Wat have
got to do with Maclan? | believe all | ever believed, and
di sbelieve all | ever disbelieved. What does all this nean, and

what do you want with ne here?"

Then for the first tinme the other lifted hinself fromthe edge of
the car and faced him

"I have brought you here," he answered, "to take part in the |ast
war of the world."

"The last war!" repeated Turnbull, even in his dazed state a
little touchy about such a dogma; "how do you know it will be the
| ast ?"

The man laid hinself back in his reposeful attitude, and said:

"It is the last war, because if it does not cure the world for
ever, it will destroy it."

"What do you mean?"

"I only nean what you mnean," answered the unknown in a tenperate
voice. "What was it that you always nmeant on those million and
one ni ghts when you wal ked outsi de your Ludgate Hi Il shop and
shook your hand in the air?"

"Still I do not see," said Turnbull, stubbornly.



"You will soon," said the other, and abruptly bent downward one
iron handl e of his huge nmachine. The engine stopped, stooped, and
di ved al nost as deliberately as a man bathing; in their downward
rush they swept within fifty yards of a big bul k of stone that
Turnbull knew only too well. The last red anger of the sunset was
ended; the dome of heaven was dark; the lanes of flaring light in
the streets below hardly |it up the base of the building. But he
saw that it was St. Paul's Cathedral, and he saw that on the top
of it the ball was still standing erect, but the cross was
stricken and had fallen sideways. Then only he cared to | ook down
into the streets, and saw that they were inflaned with uproar and
t ossi ng passi ons.

"W arrive at a happy noment," said the man steering the ship.
"The insurgents are bonbarding the city, and a cannon-ball has
just hit the cross. Many of the insurgents are sinple people, and
they naturally regard it as a happy onmen."

"Quite so," said Turnbull, in a rather colourl ess voice.

"Yes," replied the other. "I thought you would be glad to see
your prayer answered. O course | apologize for the word prayer."

"Don't nmention it," said Turnbull.

The flying ship had conme down upon a sort of curve, and was now
rising again. The higher and higher it rose the broader and
br oader becane the scenes of flane and desol ati on underneat h.

Ludgate Hi Il indeed had been an uncaptured and conparatively
qui et height, altered only by the startling coincidence of the
cross fallen awy. Al the other thoroughfares on all sides of
that hill were full of the pulsation and the pain of battle, ful
of shaking torches and shouting faces. Wen at |ength they had
ri sen hi gh enough to have a bird' s-eye view of the whole
canpai gn, Turnbull was already intoxicated. He had snelt
gunpowder, whi ch was the incense of his own revol utionary
religion.

"Have the people really risen?" he asked, breathlessly. "What are
they fighting about?"

"The programme is rather elaborate," said his entertainer with
sonme indifference. "I think Dr. Hertz drew it up."

Turnbull winkled his forehead. "Are all the poor people with the
Revol uti on?" he asked.

The ot her shrugged his shoulders. "All the instructed and

cl ass-consci ous part of them w thout exception,” he repli ed.
"There were certainly a few districts; in fact, we are passing
over themjust now---"

Turnbul | | ooked down and saw that the polished car was literally
it up fromunderneath by the far-flung fires from bel ow.
Under neat h whol e squares and solid districts were in flanes, like

prairies or forests on fire.

"Dr. Hertz has convinced everybody," said Turnbull's cicerone in
a snooth voice, "that nothing can really be done with the rea



slunms. His celebrated nmaxi m has been quite adopted. | nean the
three cel ebrated sentences: 'No nan shoul d be unenpl oyed. Enpl oy
t he enpl oyabl es. Destroy the unenpl oyables.'"

There was a silence, and then Turnbull said in a rather strained
voice: "And do | understand that this good work is going on under
her e?"

"Going on splendidly," replied his conpanion in the hearti est
voi ce. "You see, these people were nuch too tired and weak even
to join the social war. They were a definite hindrance to it."

"And so you are sinply burning them out?"

"It _does_ seemabsurdly sinple," said the nan, with a beam ng
snile, "when one thinks of all the worry and tal k about hel ping a
hopel ess sl ave popul ati on, when the future obviously was only
crying to be rid of them There are happy babes unborn ready to
burst the doors when these drivellers are swept away."

"WII you pernmit ne to say,"” said Turnbull, after reflection
"that | don't like all this?"

"And will you pernit ne to say," said the other, with a snap
"that | don't like M. Evan Macl an?"

Somewhat to the speaker's surprise this did not inflame the
sensitive sceptic; he had the air of thinking thoroughly, and
then he said: "No, | don't think it's nmy friend Macl an that
taught nme that. | think | should always have said that | don't
like this. These people have rights."

"Rights!" repeated the unknown in a tone quite indescribable.
Then he added with a nore open sneer: "Perhaps they al so have
soul s. ™"

"They have lives!" said Turnbull, sternly; "that is quite enough
for me. | understood you to say that you thought life sacred.”

"Yes, indeed!" cried his nentor with a sort of idealistic
animation. "Yes, indeed! Life is sacred--but lives are not
sacred. W are inproving Life by renoving lives. Can you, as a
free-thinker, find any fault in that?"

"Yes," said Turnbull with brevity.

"Yet you applaud tyrannicide," said the stranger with

rationalistic gaiety. "How inconsistent! It really cones to
this: You approve of taking away life fromthose to whomit is a
triunph and a pleasure. But you will not take away life from

those to whomit is a burden and a toil."

Turnbull rose to his feet in the car with consi derabl e
del i beration, but his face seened oddly pale. The other went on
wi t h ent husi asm

"Life, yes, Life is indeed sacred!" he cried; "but new lives for
old! Good lives for bad! On that very place where now there
spraw s one drunken wastrel of a pavenment artist nore or |ess

wi shing he were dead--on that very spot there shall in the future



be living pictures; there shall be golden girls and boys | eaping
in the sun.”

Turnbull, still standing up, opened his lips. "WIIl you put me
down, please?" he said, quite calmy, like on stopping an

omi bus.

"Put you down--what do you nean?" cried his leader. "I amtaking

you to the front of the revolutionary war, where you will be one
of the first of the revolutionary |eaders."

"Thank you," replied Turnbull with the sane painful constraint.
"I have heard about your revolutionary war, and | think on the
whol e that | would rather be anywhere else."”

"Do you want to be taken to a nonastery,"” snarled the other
"with Maclan and hi s wi nki ng Madonnas. "

"I want to be taken to a madhouse,” said Turnbull distinctly,
giving the direction with a sort of precision. "I want to go back
to exactly the same lunatic asylumfromwhich | cane.”

"Why?" asked t he unknown.

"Because | want a little sane and whol esone society," answered
Tur nbul | .

There was a | ong and peculiar silence, and then the man driving

the flying machine said quite coolly: "I won't take you back."
And then Turnbull said equally coolly: "Then I'Il junmp out of the
car."

The unknown rose to his full height, and the expression in his
eyes seened to be nmade of ironies behind ironies, as two nirrors
infinitely reflect each other. At last he said, very gravely: "Do
you think I amthe devil ?"

"Yes," said Turnbull, violently. "For | think the devil is a
dream and so are you. | don't believe in you or your flying ship
or your last fight of the world. It is all a nightmare. | say as

a fact of dogma and faith that it is all a nightmare. And | will
be a martyr for ny faith as nmuch as St. Catherine, for | wll
junp out of this ship and risk waking up safe in bed."

After swaying twice with the swayi ng vessel he dived over the

side as one dives into the sea. For sone incredible noments stars
and space and planets seened to shoot up past himas the sparks
fly upward; and yet in that sickening descent he was full of some
unnat ural happiness. He could connect it with no idea except one
that half escaped him-what Evan had said of the difference
between Christ and Satan; that it was by Christ's own choice that
He descended into hell

VWhen he again realized anything, he was |ying on his el bow on the
awn of the lunatic asylum and the last red of the sunset had
not yet disappear ed.



XVil. THE | D Or

Evan Maclan was standing a few yards off looking at himin
absol ute sil ence.

He had not the noral courage to ask Maclan if there had been

anyt hing astounding in the manner of his comng there, nor did
Macl an seem to have any question to ask, or perhaps any need to
ask it. The two nen cane slowy towards each other, and found the
same expression on each other's faces. Then, for the first tinme
in all their acquai ntance, they shook hands.

Alnost as if this were a kind of unconscious signal, it brought
Dr. Quayl e boundi ng out of a door and running across the | awn.

"Ch, there you are!" he exclained with a relieved giggle. "WII
you comne inside, please? | want to speak to you both."

They followed himinto his shiny wooden office where their
dami ng record was kept. Dr. Quayle sat down on a swivel chair
and swung round to face them His carved snile had suddenly

di sappear ed.

"I will be plain with you gentlenen," he said, abruptly; "you
know quite well we do our best for everybody here. Your cases
have been under special consideration, and the Master hinself has
deci ded that you ought to be treated specially and--er--under
somewhat sinpler conditions."

"You nmean treated worse, | suppose,” said Turnbull, gruffly.

The doctor did not reply, and Maclan said: "I expected this." H's
eyes had begun to gl ow.

The doctor answered, |ooking at his desk and playing with a key:

"Well, in certain cases that give anxiety--it is often
better----"
"Gve anxiety," said Turnbull, fiercely. "Confound your

i mpudence! What do you nean? You inprison two perfectly sane nen
in a madhouse because you have nade up a long word. They take it
in good tenper, walk and talk in your garden |ike nonks who have
found a vocation, are civil even to you, you damed druggi sts'
hack! Behave not only nore sanely than any of your patients, but
nore sanely than half the sane nmen outside, and you have the

soul -stifling cheek to say that they give anxiety."

"The head of the asylum has settled it all,"” said Dr. Quayle
still 1 ooking down.

Macl an t ook one of his inmense strides forward and stood over the
doctor with flanm ng eyes.

"I f the head has settled it |l et the head announce it," he said.
"I won't take it fromyou. | believe you to be a | ow, gibbering
degenerate. Let us see the head of the asylum?"”

"See the head of the asylum" repeated Dr. Quayle. "Certainly
not."



The tall Hi ghlander, bending over him put one hand on his
shoul der with fatherly interest.

"You don't seemto appreciate the peculiar advantages of ny
position as a lunatic,"” he said. "I could kill you with ny left
hand before such a rat as you could so much as squeak. And

woul dn't be hanged for it."

"I certainly agree with M. Mclan," said Turnbull with sobriety
and perfect respectful ness, "that you had better let us see the
head of the institution."

Dr. Quayle got to his feet in a mxture of sudden hysteria and
clumsy presence of m nd.

"Ch, certainly,"” he said with a weak [augh. "You can see the head
of the asylumif you particularly want to." He alnbst ran out of
the room and the two followed swiftly on his flying coat tails.
He knocked at an ordinary varni shed door in the corridor. Wen a
voi ce said, "Cone in," Maclan's breath went hissing back through
his teeth into his chest. Turnbull was nore inpetuous, and opened
t he door.

It was a neat and wel | -appointed roomentirely lined with a
medical library. At the other end of it was a ponderous and
pol i shed desk with an incandescent lanp on it, the light of which
was just sufficient to show a slender, well-bred figure in an
ordi nary nedi cal bl ack frock-coat, whose head, quite silvered

wi th age, was bent over neat piles of notes. This gentleman

| ooked up for an instant as they entered, and the |anplight fel
on his glittering spectacles and | ong, clean-shaven face--a face
whi ch woul d have been sinply like an aristocrat's but that a
certain lion poise of the head and long cleft in the chin nade it
| ook nore like a very handsone actor's. It was only for a flash
that his face was thus lifted. Then he bent his silver head over
his notes once nore, and said, wthout |ooking up again:

"I told you, Dr. Quayle, that these nmen were to go to cells B and
C. n

Turnbul | and Maclan | ooked at each other, and said nore than they
could ever say with tongues or swords. Anobng other things they
said that to that particular Head of the institution it was a
waste of tine to appeal, and they followed Dr. Quayle out of the
room

The instant they stepped out into the corridor four sturdy
figures stepped from four sides, pinioned them and ran them
along the galleries. They mght very likely have thrown their
captors right and left had they been inclined to resist, but for
some nanel ess reason they were nore inclined to laugh. A nixture
of mad irony with childish curiosity nmade themfeel quite
inclined to see what next tw st would be taken by their inbecile
luck. They were dragged down countless cold avenues lined with
gl azed tiles, different only in being of different |engths and
set at different angles. They were so many and so nonotonous that
to escape back by them woul d have been far harder than fleeing
fromthe Hanpton Court naze. Only the fact that w ndows grew
fewer, coming at longer intervals, and the fact that when the

wi ndows did conme they seened shadowed and let in less |ight,



showed that they were winding into the core or belly of sone
enormous building. After alittle tine the glazed corridors began
to be lit by electricity.

At | ast, when they had wal ked nearly a nmile in those white and
polished tunnels, they canme with quite a shock to the futile
finality of a cul-de-sac. All that white and weary journey ended
suddenly in an obl ong space and a blank white wall. But in the
white wall there were two iron doors painted white on which were
witten, respectively, in neat black capitals B and C

"You go in here, sir," said the |l eader of the officials, quite
respectfully, "and you in here."

But before the doors had cl anged upon their dazed victins, Mclan
had been able to say to Turnbull with a strange draw of
significance: "I wonder who Ais."

Turnbull made an automatic struggle before he allowed hinself to
be thrown into the cell. Hence it happened that he was the | ast
to enter, and was still full of the exhilaration of the
adventures for at least five minutes after the echo of the

cl angi ng door had di ed away.

Then, when silence had sunk deep and not hi ng happened for two and

a half hours, it suddenly occurred to himthat this was the end

of his life. He was hidden and sealed up in this little crack of

stone until the flesh should fall off his bones. He was dead, and
the worl d had won.

H s cell was of an oblong shape, but very long in conparison with

its width. It was just wi de enough to permt the arnms to be fully
extended with the dunb-bells, which were hung up on the left
wal I, very dusty. |t was, however, |ong enough for a man to wal k

one thirty-fifth part of a mle if he traversed it entirely. On
the same principle a row of fixed holes, quite close together

let into the cells by pipes what was alleged to be the freshest
air. For these great scientific organizers insisted that a man
shoul d be healthy even if he was miserable. They provided a wal k
| ong enough to give himexercise and hol es | arge enough to give
hi m oxygen. There their interest in human nature suddenly ceased.
It seenmed never to have occurred to themthat the benefit of
exerci se belongs partly to the benefit of liberty. They had not
entertai ned the suggestion that the open air is only one of the
advant ages of the open sky. They administered air in secret, but
in sufficient doses, as if it were a nedicine. They suggested
wal king, as if no nan had ever felt inclined to walk. Above all
the asylumauthorities insisted on their own extraordi nary
cleanliness. Every norning, while Turnbull was still half asleep
on his iron bedstead which was lifted hal f-way up the wall and
clanped to it with iron, four sluices or netal nouths opened
above himat the four corners of the chamber and washed it white
of any defilement. Turnbull's solitary soul surged up agai nst
this sickening daily solemity.

"I amburied alive!" he cried, bitterly; "they have hi dden ne
under nountains. | shall be here till | rot. Wy the blazes
should it matter to themwhether | amdirty or clean.”

Every norning and evening an iron hatchway opened in his obl ong



cell, and a brown hairy hand or two thrust in a plate of
perfectly cooked lentils and a big bow of cocoa. He was not
underfed any nore than he was underexerci sed or asphyxi ated. He
had anpl e wal ki ng space, anple air, anple and even filling food.
The only objection was that he had nothing to wal k towards,

not hing to feast about, and no reason whatever for draw ng the
breath of life.

Even the shape of his cell especially irritated him |t was a
| ong, narrow parallelogram which had a flat wall at one end and
ought to have had a flat wall at the other; but that end was

broken by a wedge or angle of space, |ike the prow of a ship.
After three days of silence and cocoa, this angle at the end
began to infuriate Turnbull. It naddened himto think that two

| ines cane together and pointed at nothing. After the fifth day
he was reckless, and poked his head into the corner. After
twenty-five days he al nost broke his head against it. Then he
becane quite cool and stupid again, and began to examne it like
a sort of Robinson Crusoe

Al nost unconsciously it was his instinct to exanmine outlets, and
he found hinself paying particular attention to the row of holes
which let in the air into his last house of life. He soon

di scovered that these air-holes were all the ends and nout hs of

| ong | eaden tubes which doubtless carried air fromsone renote
wat eri ng- pl ace near Margate. One evening while he was engaged in
the fifth investigation he noticed sonething like twilight in one
of these dunb nmout hs, as conpared with the darkness of the
others. Thrusting his finger in as far as it would go, he found a
hol e and fl apping edge in the tube. This he rent open and
instantly saw a light behind; it was at |east certain that he had
struck sone ot her cell

It is a characteristic of all things now called "efficient",

whi ch means mechani cal and cal cul ated, that if they go wong at
all they go entirely wong. There is no power of retrieving a
defeat, as in sinpler and nore living organisns. A strong gun can
conquer a strong el ephant, but a wounded el ephant can easily
conquer a broken gun. Thus the Prussian nonarchy in the

ei ghteenth century, or now, can nake a strong army nerely by
maki ng the nmen afraid. But it does it with the pernmanent
possibility that the men may sone day be nore afraid of their
enem es than of their officers. Thus the drainage in our cities
so long as it is quite solid neans a general safety, but if there
is one leak it neans concentrated poison--an expl osion of deathly
gerns like dynanmite, a spirit of stink. Thus, indeed, all that
excel l ent machinery which is the swiftest thing on earth in
savi ng human | abour is also the slowest thing on earth in
resisting human interference. It nmay be easier to get chocol ate
for nothing out of a shopkeeper than out of an automatic machi ne.
But if you did nanage to steal the chocol ate, the automatic
machi ne woul d be nuch less likely to run after you

Turnbull was not long in discovering this truth in connexion with
the cold and col ossal machinery of this great asylum He had been
shaken by many spiritual states since the instant when he was
pitched head forenost into that private cell which was to be his
private roomtill death. He had felt a high fit of pride and
poetry, which had ebbed away and |l eft him deadly cold. He had
known a period of nmere scientific curiosity, in the course of



whi ch he exanmined all the tiles of his cell, with the gratifying
conclusion that they were all the sanme shape and size; but was
greatly puzzled about the angle in the wall at the end, and al so
about an iron peg or spike that stood out fromthe wall, the

obj ect of which he does not know to this day. Then he had a
period of mere nadness not to be witten of by decent nen, but
only by those few dirty novelists hallooed on by the inferna
huntsman to hunt down and humiliate human nature. This also
passed, but left behind it a feverish distaste for many of the
nmere objects around him Long after he had returned to sanity and
such hopel ess cheerful ness as a nman m ght have on a desert

i sland, he disliked the regular squares of the pattern of wall
and floor and the triangle that term nated his corridor. Above
all, he had a hatred, deep as the hell he did not believe in, for
the objectless iron peg in the wall.

But in all his npods, sane or insane, intolerant or stoical, he
never really doubted this: that the machine held himas |ight and
as hopelessly as he had fromhis birth been held by the hopel ess
cosnos of his own creed. He knew well the ruthless and

i nexhausti bl e resources of our scientific civilization. He no
nore expected rescue froma nedical certificate than rescue from
the solar system In many of his Robi nson Crusoe noods he thought
kindly of Maclan as of sone quarrel sone school -fell ow who had

| ong been dead. He thought of leaving in the cell when he died a
rigid record of his opinions, and when he began to wite them
down on scraps of envelope in his pocket, he was startled to

di scover how nmuch they had changed. Then he renenbered the
Beauchanp Tower, and tried to wite his blazing scepticismon the
wal |, and discovered that it was all shiny tiles on which nothing
could be either drawn or carved. Then for an instant there hung
and broke above himlike a high wave the whol e horror of
scientific inprisonment, which manages to deny a man not only
liberty, but every accidental confort of bondage. 1In the old
filthy dungeons nen could carve their prayers or protests in the
rock. Here the white and slippery walls escaped even from bearing
wi tness. The old prisoners could make a pet of a nouse or a
beetl e strayed out of a hole. Here the unpierceable walls were
washed every norning by an automatic sluice. There was no natura
corruption and no nerciful decay by which a living thing could
enter in. Then Janes Turnbull | ooked up and saw the high

i nvinci bl e hat eful ness of the society in which he lived, and saw
t he hateful ness of sonething else also, which he told hinself
again and again was not the cosnps in which he believed. But al
the time he had never once doubted that the five sides of his
cell were for himthe wall of the world henceforward, and it gave
hi ma shock of surprise even to discover the faint |ight through
the aperture in the ventilation tube. But he had forgotten how
close efficiency has to pack everything together and how easily,
therefore, a pipe here or there may | eak

Turnbull thrust his first finger dowmn the aperture, and at | ast
managed to nake a slight further fissure in the piping. The |ight
that canme up from beyond was very faint, and apparently indirect;
it seened to fall from sonme hol e or wi ndow hi gher up. As he was
screwing his eye to peer at this grey and greasy twlight he was
astoni shed to see another hunman finger very long and | ean cone
down from above towards the broken pipe and hook it up to
somet hi ng higher. The lighted aperture was abruptly bl ackened and
bl ocked, presumably by a face and nouth, for sonething human



spoke down the tube, though the words were not clear

"Who is that?" asked Turnbull, trenbling with excitenment, yet
wary and quite resolved not to spoil any chance.

After a few indistinct sounds the voice cane down with a strong
Argyl I shire accent:

"I say, Turnbull, we couldn't fight through this tube, could we?"

Senti ments beyond speech surged up in Turnbull and silenced him

for a space just |ong enough to be painful. Then he said with his
old gaiety: "I vote we talk a little first; | don't want to

murder the first man | have net for ten nmillion years."

"I know what you nean," answered the other. "It has been awful

For a nortal nonth |I have been alone with God."

Turnbull started, and it was on the tip of his tongue to answer:
"Alone with God! Then you do not know what |oneliness is."

But he answered, after all, in his old defiant style: "Alone with
God, were you? And | suppose you found his Majesty's society
rat her nonot onous?"

"Ch, no," said Maclan, and his voice shuddered; "it was a great
deal too exciting."

After a very long silence the voice of Maclan said: "Wat do you
really hate nost in your place?"

"You'd think | was really mad if | told you," answered Turnbull
bitterly.

"Then | expect it's the sane as mne," said the other voice.

"I amsure it's not the sane as anybody's," said Turnbull, "for
it has no rhyne or reason. Perhaps ny brain really has gone, but
| detest that iron spike in the left wall nore than the damed
desol ation or the dammed cocoa. Have you got one in your cell?"
"Not now," replied Maclan with serenity. "lI've pulled it out."

His fell ow prisoner could only repeat the words.

"I pulled it out the other day when | was off my head," continued
the tranquil Highland voice. "It |ooked so unnecessary."

"You nmust be ghastly strong," said Turnbull

"One is, when one is nad," was the careless reply, "and it had
worn a little I oose in the socket. Even now |l've got it out |
can't discover what it was for. But I've found out sonething a
| ong sight funnier."

"What do you nean?" asked Turnbul |

"l have found out where Ais," said the other

Three weeks afterwards Maclan had nanaged to open up



communi cati ons which nade his neaning plain. By that tine the two
captives had fully discovered and denonstrated that weakness in
the very nature of nodern machinery to which we have al ready
referred. The very fact that they were isolated from al
conpani ons nmeant that they were free fromall spies, and as there
were no gaolers to be bribed, so there were none to be baffled.
Machi nery brought themtheir cocoa and cleaned their cells; that
machi nery was as helpless as it was pitiless. A little patient

vi ol ence, conducted day after day am d constant nutua

suggestion, opened an irregular hole in the wall, l[arge enough to
let in a small man, in the exact place where there had been
before the tiny ventilation holes. Turnbull tunbled sonehow into
Macl an's apartnent, and his first glance found out that the iron
spi ke was indeed plucked fromits socket, and | eft, noreover

anot her ragged hole into sonme holl ow place behind. But for this
Macl an's cell was the duplicate of Turnbull's--a | ong obl ong
ending in a wedge and lined with cold and lustrous tiles. The
smal |l hole fromwhich the peg had been di spl aced was in that
short oblique wall at the end nearest to Turnbull's. That

i ndividual [ooked at it with a puzzled face.

"What is in there?" he asked.
Macl an answered briefly: "Another cell."

"But where can the door of it be?" said his conpanion, even nore
puzzl ed; "the doors of our cells are at the other end."

"It has no door," said Evan

In the pause of perplexity that followed, an eerie and sinister
feeling crept over Turnbull's stubborn soul in spite of hinself.
The notion of the doorless roomchilled himw th that sense of
hal f-witted curiosity which one has when sonmething horrible is
hal f under st ood.
"Janmes Turnbull," said Maclan, in a | ow and shaken voice, "these
peopl e hate us nore than Nero hated Christians, and fear us nore
than any man feared Nero. They have filled England with frenzy
and galloping in order to capture us and wi pe us out--in order to
kill us. And they have killed us, for you and | have only nade a
hole in our coffins. But though this hatred that they felt for us
is bigger than they felt for Bonaparte, and nore plain and
practical than they would feel for Jack the Ripper, yet it is not
we whom the people of this place hate nost."

A cold and quivering inpatience continued to craw up Turnbull's
spi ne; he had never felt so near to superstition and
supernaturalism and it was not a pretty sort of superstition

ei t her.

"There is another man nore fearful and hateful,” went on Macl an
in his | ow nonotone voice, "and they have buried himeven deeper
God knows how they did it, for he was let in by neither door nor

wi ndow, nor | owered through any openi ng above. | expect these
iron handles that we both hate have been part of sone damed
machi nery for walling himup. He is there. | have | ooked through

the hole at him but | cannot stand | ooking at himlong, because
his face is turned away from nme and he does not nove."



Al Turnbull's unnatural and unconpl eted feelings found their
outlet in rushing to the aperture and | ooking into the unknown
room

It was a third oblong cell exactly like the other two except that
it was doorless, and except that on one of the walls was painted
a large black Alike the B and C outside their own doors. The
letter in this case was not painted outside, because this prison
had no outsi de.

On the sane kind of tiled floor, of which the nobnotonous squares
had naddened Turnbull's eye and brain, was sitting a figure which
was startlingly short even for a child, only that the enornous
head was ringed with hair of a frosty grey. The figure was
draped, both insecurely and insufficiently, in what |ooked |like
the remai ns of a brown flannel dressing-gown; an enptied cup of
cocoa stood on the floor beside it, and the creature had his big
grey head cocked at a particular angle of inquiry or attention
which anid all that gathering gl oomand nystery struck one as
comc if not cocksure.

After six still seconds Turnbull could stand it no | onger, but
called out to the dwarfish thing--in what words heaven knows. The
thing got up with the pronptitude of an animal, and turning round
of fered the spectacle of two owish eyes and a huge

grey-and-white beard not unlike the plunage of an ow. This
extraordi nary beard covered himliterally to his feet (not that
that was very far), and perhaps it was as well that it did, for
portions of his remaining clothing seenmed to fall off whenever he
noved. One talks trivially of a face |ike parchnent, but this old
man's face was so winkled that it was |i ke a parchnment | oaded
with hieroglyphics. The lines of his face were so deep and
conpl ex that one could see five or ten different faces besides

the real one, as one can see themin an el aborate wall-paper. And
yet while his face seened like a scripture older than the gods,
his eyes were quite bright, blue, and startled like those of a
baby. They looked as if they had only an instant before been
fitted into his head.

Everyt hi ng depended so obviously upon whether this buried nonster
spoke that Turnbull did not know or care whether he hinself had
spoken. He said something or nothing. And then he waited for this
dwar fi sh voi ce that had been hidden under the nmountains of the
world. At last it did speak, and spoke in English, with a foreign
accent that was neither Latin nor Teutonic. He suddenly stretched
out a long and very dirty forefinger, and cried in a voice of

clear recognition, like a child's: "That's a hole."

He di gested the discovery for sone seconds, sucking his finger
and then he cried, with a crow of laughter: "And that's a head
come through it."

The hilarious energy in this idiot attitude gave Turnbull another
sick turn. He had grown to tolerate those dreary and nunbling
madrmen who trail ed thensel ves about the beautiful asylum gardens.
But there was sonething new and subversive of the universe in the
conbi nati on of so nmuch cheerful decision with a body w thout a
brai n.

"Whay did they put you in such a place?" he asked at last with



enmbarrassment .

"Good place. Yes," said the old nan, nodding a great many tines
and beanming like a flattered landl ord. "Good shape. Long and
narrow, with a point. Like this,"” and he nmade lovingly with his
hands a map of the roomin the air.

"But that's not the best," he added, confidentially. "Squares
very good; | have a nice long holiday, and can count them But
that's not the best."

"What is the best?" asked Turnbull in great distress.

"Spike is the best," said the old man, opening his blue eyes
blazing; "it sticks out."

The words Turnbull spoke broke out of himin pure pity. "Can't we
do anyt hing for you?" he said.

"I amvery happy," said the other, alphabetically. "You are a
good man. Can | help you?"

"No, | don't think you can, sir," said Turnbull w th rough
pat hos; "I amglad you are contented at |east."

The weird ol d person opened his broad blue eyes and fi xed
Turnbull with a stare extraordinarily severe. "You are quite
sure," he said, "I cannot help you?"

"Quite sure, thank you," said Turnbull wi th broken brevity. "Good
day."

Then he turned to Maclan who was standi ng cl ose behind him and
whose face, now fanmiliar in all its noods, told himeasily that
Evan had heard the whol e of the strange dial ogue.

"Curse those cruel beasts!"™ cried Turnbull. "They've turned him
to an inbecile just by burying himalive. H's brain's like a
pi n- poi nt now. "

"You are sure he is a lunatic?" said Evan, slowy.

“"Not a lunatic," said Turnbull, "an idiot. He just points to
t hi ngs and says that they stick out."

"He had a notion that he could help us," said Maclan noodily, and
began to pace towards the other end of his cell

"Yes, it was a bit pathetic," assented Turnbull; "such a Thing

of fering help, and besides---- Hallo! Hallo! Wat's the matter?"
"God Al mighty guide us all!" said Mcl an

He was standing heavy and still at the other end of the room and
staring quietly at the door which for thirty days had seal ed them
up fromthe sun. Turnbull, following the other's eye, stared at

the door |ikew se, and then he al so uttered an exclamation. The
i ron door was standing about an inch and a half open

"He said----" began Evan, in a trenbling voice--"he offered----"



"Cone al ong, you fool!" shouted Turnbull w th a sudden and

furious energy. "I see it all now, and it's the best stroke of
luck in the world. You pulled out that iron handle that had
screwed up his cell, and it sonehow altered the machi nery and

opened all the doors."

Sei zi ng Maclan by the el bow he bundled hi mbodily out into the
open corridor and ran himon till they saw daylight through a
hal f - dar kened w ndow.

"All the sanme," said Evan, like one answering in an ordi nhary
conversation, "he did ask you whether he could help you."

Al this wilderness of wi ndow ess passages was so built into the
heart of that fortress of fear that it seenmed nore than an hour
before the fugitives had any good glinpse of the outer world.
They did not even know what hour of the day it was; and when,
turning a corner, they saw the bare tunnel of the corridor end
abruptly in a shining square of garden, the grass burning in that
strong eveni ng sunshi ne whi ch nakes it burnished gold rather than
green, the abrupt opening on to the earth seened like a hole
knocked in the wall of heaven. Only once or twice in lifeis it
permtted to a man thus to see the very universe from outside,
and feel existence itself as an adorabl e adventure not yet begun.
As they found this shining escape out of that hellish | abyrinth

t hey both had sinmultaneously the sensation of being babes unborn,
of being asked by God if they would like to Iive upon the earth.
They were | ooking in at one of the seven gates of Eden

Turnbull was the first to leap into the garden, with an
earth-spurning leap like that of one who could really spread his
wi ngs and fly. Maclan, who canme an instant after, was |ess ful

of mere animal gusto and fuller of a nore fearful and quivering

pl easure in the clear and innocent flower colours and the high

and holy trees. Wth one bound they were in that cool and cleared
| andscape, and they found just outside the door the black-clad
gentleman with the cloven chin smilingly regarding them and his
chin seened to grow |l onger and | onger as he smled.

XVIIl. A R DDLE OF FACES

Just behind him stood two other doctors: one, the faniliar Dr.
Quayl e, of the blinking eyes and bl eating voice; the other, a

nore commonpl ace but much nore forcible figure, a stout young
doctor with short, well-brushed hair and a round but resolute
face. At the sight of the escape these two subordinates uttered a
cry and sprang forward, but their superior remai ned notionl ess

and smling, and sonehow the lack of his support seened to arrest
and freeze themin the very gesture of pursuit.

"Let thembe," he cried in a voice that cut |like a blade of ice;
and not only of ice, but of sone awful prinordial ice that had
never been water

"I want no devoted chanpions," said the cutting voice; "even the
folly of one's friends bores one at last. You don't suppose
shoul d have | et these lunatics out of their cells w thout good



reason. | have the best and fullest reason. They can be let out
of their cell today, because today the whole world has becone
their cell. | will have no nore nedi eval mumery of chains and
doors. Let them wander about the earth as they wandered about
this garden, and | shall still be their easy naster. Let them
take the wings of the norning and abide in the utternost parts of
the sea--1 amthere. Whither shall they go fromny presence and
whither shall they flee fromny spirit? Courage, Dr. Quayle, and
do not be downhearted; the real days of tyranny are only

begi nning on this earth.”

And with that the Master |aughed and swung away fromthem al nost
as if his laugh was a bad thing for people to see.

"M ght | speak to you a nonent?" said Turnbull, stepping forward
with a respectful resolution. But the shoulders of the Master
only seened to take on a new and unexpected angl e of nockery as
he strode away.

Turnbull swung round with great abruptness to the other two
doctors, and said, harshly: "Wat in snakes does he nean--and who
are you?"

"My nane is Hutton," said the short, stout man, "and | am-well,
one of those whose business it is to uphold this establishnent."
"My nane is Turnbull,"” said the other; "I amone of those whose
business it is to tear it to the ground.”

The small doctor smiled, and Turnbull's anger seened suddenly to
steady him

"But | don't want to talk about that," he said, calmy; "I only
want to know what the Master of this asylumreally neans."

Dr. Hutton's snmile broke into a |augh which, short as it was, had
t he suspicion of a shake in it. "I suppose you think that quite a
si npl e question," he said.

"I think it a plain question,” said Turnbull, "and one that
deserves a plain answer. Wy did the Master lock us up in a
coupl e of cupboards like jars of pickles for a nortal nonth, and
why does he now let us walk free in the garden agai n?"

"I understand," said Hutton, with arched eyebrows, "that your
conplaint is that you are now free to walk in the garden."

"My conplaint is," said Turnbull, stubbornly, "that if I amfit

to walk freely now, | have been as fit for the |last nonth. No one
has examnmi ned ne, no one has conme near me. Your chief says that |
amonly free because he has nade other arrangenments. What are

t hose arrangenent s?"

The young man with the round face | ooked down for a little while
and snmoked reflectively. The other and el der doctor had gone
paci ng nervously by hinself upon the lawn. At length the round
face was lifted again, and showed two round blue eyes with a
certain frankness in them

"Well, | don't see that it can do any harmto tell you know, " he



said. "You were shut up just then because it was just during that
month that the Master was bringing off his big scheme. He was
getting his bill through Parlianment, and organizing the new

nmedi cal police. But of course you haven't heard of all that; in
fact, you weren't neant to."

"Heard of all what?" asked the inpatient inquirer.

"There's a new | aw now, and the asylum powers are greatly
extended. Even if you did escape now, any policeman woul d take
you up in the next town if you couldn't show a certificate of
sanity fromus."

"Well," continued Dr. Hutton, "the Master descri bed before both
Houses of Parlianment the real scientific objection to al

exi sting legislation about lunacy. As he very truly said, the

m st ake was in supposing insanity to be nmerely an exception or an
extreme. Insanity, like forgetfulness, is sinply a quality which
enters nore or less into all human beings; and for practical
purposes it is nore necessary to know whose nind is really
trustworthy than whose has sonme accidental taint. W have
therefore reversed the existing nethod, and peopl e now have to
prove that they are sane. |In the first village you entered, the
vill age constable would notice that you were not wearing on the
left |lapel of your coat the small pewter S which is now necessary
to any one who wal ks about beyond asyl um bounds or outside asylum
hours."

"You nmean to say," said Turnbull, "that this was what the Mster
of the asylumurged before the House of Commobns?"

Dr. Hutton nodded with gravity.
"And you nean to say," cried Turnbull, with a vibrant snort,
"that that proposal was passed in an assenbly that calls itself
denocrati c?"

The doctor showed his whole row of teeth in a smle. "Oh, the
assenbly calls itself Socialist now," he said, "But we expl ai ned
to themthat this was a question for nmen of science."

Turnbul | gave one stanp upon the gravel, then pulled hinself
together, and resuned: "But why should your infernal head
nmedi ci ne-man lock us up in separate cells while he was turning
Engl and into a nmadhouse? |'mnot the Prine Mnister; we're not
t he House of Lords."

"He wasn't afraid of the Prine Mnister," replied Dr. Hutton; "he
isn't afraid of the House of Lords. But----"

"Wel I ?" inquired Turnbull, stanping again.

"He is afraid of you," said Hutton, sinply. "Wy, didn't you
know?"

Macl an, who had not spoken yet, made one stride forward and stood
wi th shaking |inbs and shining eyes.

"He was afraid!" began Evan, thickly. "You nmean to say that
Weo oo



"I mean to say the plain truth now that the danger is over," said
Hutton, calnmy; "nost certainly you two were the only people he
ever was afraid of." Then he added in a | ow but not inaudible
voi ce: "Except one--whom he feared worse, and has buried deeper.”

"Conme away," cried Maclan, "this has to be thought about."

Turnbull followed himin silence as he strode away, but just
bef ore he vani shed, turned and spoke again to the doctors.

"But what has got hold of people?" he asked, abruptly. "Wy
shoul d all Engl and have gone dotty on the nere subject of
dotti ness?"

Dr. Hutton smiled his open smile once nore and bowed slightly.
"As to that also," he replied, "I don't want to nmake you vain."

Turnbul | swung round without a word, and he and his conpani on
were lost in the lustrous |eafage of the garden. They noticed
not hi ng speci al about the scene, except that the garden seened
nore exqui site than ever in the deepeni ng sunset, and that there
seened to be many nore people, whether patients or attendants,
wal ki ng about init.

From behind the two bl ack-coated doctors as they stood on the

| awn anot her figure sonewhat simlarly dressed strode hurriedly
past them having also grizzled hair and an open fl apping
frock-coat. Both his decisive step and dapper black array nmarked
hi m out as another nedical nman, or at least a nman in authority,
and as he passed Turnbull the latter was aroused by a strong

i mpressi on of having seen the man sonewhere before. It was no one
that he knew well, yet he was certain that it was someone at
whom he had at sonetine or other |ooked steadily. It was neither

the face of a friend nor of an eneny; it aroused neither
irritation nor tenderness, yet it was a face which had for sone
reason been of great inportance in his life. Turning and
returning, and naki ng detours about the garden, he nanaged to
study the man's face again and agai n--a noustached, sonmewhat
mlitary face with a nonocle, the sort of face that is
aristocratic w thout being distinguished. Turnbull could not
renenber any particular doctors in his decidedly healthy

exi stence. Was the man a long-lost uncle, or was he only sonebody
who had sat opposite himregularly in a railway train? At that
nmonent the man knocked down his own eye-glass with a gesture of
annoyance; Turnbull remenbered the gesture, and the truth sprang
up solid in front of him The man with the npustaches was
Cunber | and Vane, the London police nagistrate before whom he and
Macl an had once stood on their trial. The magistrate nmust have
been transferred to sone other official duties--to sonething
connected with the inspection of asyluns.

Turnbull's heart gave a |leap of excitenent which was half hope.
As a magi strate M. Cunberland Vane had been sonewhat carel ess
and shallow, but certainly kindly, and not inaccessible to commobn
sense so long as it was put to himin strictly conventi ona

| anguage. He was at |east an authority of a nore human and
refreshing sort than the crank with the waggi ng beard or the
fiend with the forked chin.



He went straight up to the magi strate, and said: "Good eveni ng,
M. Vane; | doubt if you remenber ne."

Cunmber | and Vane screwed the eye-glass into his scowing face for
an instant, and then said curtly but not uncivilly: "Yes,

renenber you, sir; assault or battery, wasn't it?--a fellow broke
your window. A tall fellow -MSonething--case nmade rather a noise
afterwards. "

“"Maclan is the name, sir,
himhere with ne."

" said Turnbull, respectfully; "I have

"Eh!" said Vane very sharply. "Confound him Has he got anything
to do with this gane?"

"M. Vane," said Turnbull, pacifically, "I will not pretend that
either he or | acted quite decorously on that occasion. You were
very lenient with us, and did not treat us as crininals when you

very well might. So | amsure you will give us your testinony
that, even if we were crimnals, we are not lunatics in any |ega
or nedi cal sense whatever. | amsure you will use your influence
for us.”

"My influence!" repeated the magistrate, with a slight start. "I
don't quite understand you."

"I don't know in what capacity you are here," continued Turnbull
gravely, "but a legal authority of your distinction nust
certainly be here in an inportant one. Whether you are visiting
and inspecting the place, or attached to it as sonme kind of

per manent | egal adviser, your opinion nust still----"

Cunber | and Vane expl oded with a detonation of oaths; his face was
transfigured with fury and contenpt, and yet in sone odd way he
did not seem specially angry with Turnbul |

"But Lord bless us and save us!" he gasped, at length; "I'm not
here as an official at all. |'mhere as a patient. The cursed
pack of rat-catching chenists all say that |'ve lost ny wits."

"You!" cried Turnbull with terrible enphasis. "You! Lost your
wits!"

In the rush of his real astonishnment at this towering unreality
Turnbul | al nost added: "Wy, you haven't got any to lose." But he
fortunately renenbered the remai ns of his desperate dipl onmacy.

"This can't go on," he said, positively. "Men |like Mclan and
may suffer unjustly all our lives, but a man |ike you nust have
i nfluence."

"There is only one man who has any influence in England now, "
said Vane, and his high voice fell to a sudden and convi nci ng
gui et ude.

"Whom do you nean?" asked Turnbul |

"I mean that cursed fellowwith the long split chin," said the
ot her.



"I'sit really true," asked Turnbull, "that he has been allowed to
buy up and control such a lot? What put the country into such a
state?"

M. Cunberl and Vane | aughed outright. "Wat put the country into
such a state?" he asked. "Wy, you did. Wen you were fool enough
to agree to fight Maclan, after all, everybody was ready to

believe that the Bank of England night paint itself pink with
white spots.”

"I don't understand," answered Turnbull. "Wy should you be
surprised at ny fighting? | hope |I have always fought."

"Well," said Cunberland Vane, airily, "you didn't believe in
religion, you see--so we thought you were safe at any rate. You
went further in your |anguage than nost of us wanted to go; no
good in just hurting one's nother's feelings, | think. But of
course we all knew you were right, and, really, we relied on
you. "

"Did you?" said the editor of _The Atheist_ wth a bursting
heart. "I amsorry you did not tell ne so at the tine."

He wal ked away very rapidly and flung hinself on a garden seat,
and for sone six nminutes his own wongs hid fromhimthe huge and
hilarious fact that Cunberland Vane had been | ocked up as a

| unati c.

The garden of the madhouse was so perfectly planned, and answered
so exquisitely to every hour of daylight, that one could al nost
fancy that the sunlight was caught there tangled in its tinted
trees, as the wise men of Gothamtried to chain the spring to a
bush. O it seenmed as if this ironic paradise still kept its

uni que dawn or its special sunset while the rest of the earthly
globe rolled through its ordinary hours. There was one evening,

or late afternoon, in particular, which Evan Maclan will renenber
in the last noments of death. It was what artists call a daffodi
sky, but it is coarsened even by reference to a daffodil. It was

of that innocent l[onely yellow which has never heard of orange,
though it mght turn quite unconsciously into green. Against it
the tops, one mght say the turrets, of the clipt and ordered
trees were outlined in that shade of veiled violet which tints
the tops of lavender. A white early noon was hardly traceabl e
upon that delicate yellow. Maclan, | say, will renenber this
tender and transparent evening, partly because of its virgin gold
and silver, and partly because he passed beneath it through the
nost horrible instant of his life.

Turnbull was sitting on his seat on the |l awn, and the gol den
eveni ng i npressed even his positive nature, as indeed it m ght
have inpressed the oxen in a field. He was shocked out of his

i dl e nood of awe by seeing Maclan break from behind the bushes
and run across the lawn with an action he had never seen in the
man before, with all his experience of the eccentric hunours of
this Celt. Maclan fell on the bench, shaking it so that it
rattled, and gripped it with his knees |like one in dreadful pain
of body. That particular run and tunble is typical only of a man
who has been hit by sone sudden and incurable evil, who is bitten
by a viper or condemmed to be hanged. Turnbull |ooked up in the
white face of his friend and eneny, and al nost turned cold at



what he saw there. He had seen the blue but gloony eyes of the
west ern Hi ghl ander troubled by as many tenpests as his own west

Hi ghl and seas, but there had al ways been a fixed star of faith
behind the storns. Now the star had gone out, and there was only
m sery.

Yet Maclan had the strength to answer the question where
Turnbul |, taken by surprise, had not the strength to ask it.

"They are right, they are right!" he cried. "Onmy God! they are
right, Turnbull. | ought to be here!"

He went on with shapeless fluency as if he no | onger had the
heart to choose or check his speech. "I suppose | ought to have
guessed | ong ago--all ny big dreans and schenes--and everyone
bei ng agai nst us--but I was stuck up, you know. "

"Do tell me about it, really,"” cried the atheist, and, faced with
the furnace of the other's pain, he did not notice that he spoke
with the affection of a father.

"I am mad, Turnbull,"” said Evan, with a dead cl earness of speech
and | eant back agai nst the garden seat.

"Nonsense," said the other, clutching at the obvious cue of
benevol ent brutality, "this is one of your silly npods."

Macl an shook his head. "I know enough about nyself," he said, "to
all ow for any nood, though it opened heaven or hell. But to see
things--to see themwal king solid in the sun--things that can't

be there--real nystics never do that, Turnbull."

"What things?" asked the other, incredul ously.

Macl an | owered his voice. "I saw her ," he said, "three mnutes
ago--wal king here in this hell yard."

Between trying to | ook scornful and really |ooking startl ed,
Turnbull's face was confused enough to emit no speech, and Evan
went on in nonotonous sincerity:

"I saw her wal k behind those bl essed trees agai nst that holy sky

of gold as plain as | can see her whenever | shut ny eyes. | did
shut them and opened them again, and she was still there--that
is, of course, she wasn't---- She still had a little fur round

her neck, but her dress was a shade brighter than when | really
saw her."

"My dear fellow," cried Turnbull, rallying a hearty |augh, "the
fanci es have really got hold of you. You nistook some other poor
girl here for her."

"M st ook sone other----"
al t oget her.

said Maclan, and words failed him

They sat for some nmonments in the nellow silence of the evening
garden, a silence that was stifling for the sceptic, but utterly
enpty and final for the man of faith. At last he broke out again
with the words: "Well, anyhow, if I'mnad, I'mglad |I'mmad on
that."



Turnbul | murnured some clunsy deprecation, and sat stolidly
snoking to collect his thoughts; the next instant he had all his
nerves engaged in the nere effort to sit still.

Across the clear space of cold silver and a pale | enbn sky which
was |left by the gap in the ilex-trees there passed a slim dark
figure, a profile and the poise of a dark head |ike a bird's,
which really pinned himto his seat with the point of

coi ncidence. Wth an effort he got to his feet, and said with a
voi ce of affected insouciance: "By George! Maclan, she is
unconmonly |ike----"

"What!" cried Maclan, with a | eap of eagerness that was
heart - breaki ng, "do you see her, too?" And the blaze canme back
into the centre of his eyes.

Turnbull's tawny eyebrows were pulled together with a peculiar
frown of curiosity, and all at once he wal ked qui ckly across the
awn. Maclan sat rigid, but peered after himw th open and
parched lips. He saw the sight which either proved himsane or
proved the whole universe half-witted; he saw the man of flesh
approach that beautiful phantom saw their gestures of
recognition, and saw t hem agai nst the sunset joi ning hands.

He could stand it no longer, but ran across to the path, turned
the corner and saw standi ng quite pal pable in the evening
sunlight, talking with a casual grace to Turnbull, the face and
figure which had filled his nmidnights with frightfully vivid or
desperately half-forgotten features. She advanced quite

pl easantly and coolly, and put out her hand. The nonent that he
touched it he knew that he was sane even if the solar system was
crazy.

She was entirely el egant and unenbarrassed. That is the awful

t hi ng about wonen--they refuse to be enotional at enotiona
nmonents, upon some such |udicrous pretext as there being soneone
el se there. But Maclan was in a condition of criticismumuch |ess
than the average masculine one, being in fact nerely overturned
by the rushing riddle of the events.

Evan does not know to this day what particul ar question he asked,
but he vividly renenbers that she answered, and every line or
fluctuati on of her face as she said it.

"Ch, don't you know?" she said, sniling, and suddenly lifting her
| evel brown eyebrows. "Haven't you heard the news? |I'ma
lunatic."

Then she added after a short pause, and with a sort of pride:
"I'"ve got a certificate."

Her manner, by the matchl ess social stoicismof her sex, was
entirely suited to a drawi ng-room but Evan's reply fell sonmewhat
far short of such a standard, as he only said: "Wat the devil in
hell does all this nonsense nmean?"

"Really," said the young | ady, and | aughed.

"I beg your pardon," said the unhappy young man, rather wldly,



"but what | nean is, why are you here in an asyl unP"

The young wonan broke again into one of the nmaddeni ng and
nmysterious laughs of femninity. Then she conposed her features,
and replied with equal dignity: "Well, if it comes to that, why
are you?"

The fact that Turnbull had strolled away and was investigating
rhododendrons nmay have been due to Evan's successful prayers to
the other world, or possibly to his own pretty successfu
experience of this one. But though they two were as isolated as a
new Adam and Eve in a pretty ornanental Eden, the |lady did not
relax by an inch the rigour of her badinage.

"I amlocked up in the madhouse," said Evan, with a sort of stiff
pride, "because | tried to keep ny pronise to you."

"Quite so," answered the inexplicable |ady, nodding with a
perfectly blazing smle, "and | am | ocked up because it was to ne
you prom sed."

"I't is outrageous!" cried Evan; "it is inpossible!"

"Ch, you can see ny certificate if you like," she replied with
sone haut eur.

Macl an stared at her and then at his boots, and then at the sky
and then at her again. He was quite sure now that he hinself was
not nmad, and the fact rather added to his perplexity.

Then he drew nearer to her, and said in a dry and dreadful voice:
"Ch, don't condescend to play the fool with such a fool as ne.
Are you really locked up here as a patient--because you hel ped us
to escape?”

"Yes, "
init.

she said, still smiling, but her steady voi ce had a shake

Evan flung his big el bow across his forehead and burst into
t ears.

The pure lenon of the sky faded into purer white as the great
sunset silently collapsed. The birds settled back into the trees;
t he noon began to glowwith its own light. M. James Turnbul
continued his botanical researches into the structure of the
rhododendron. But the lady did not nove an inch until Evan had
flung up his face again; and when he did he saw by the |ast gl eam
of sunlight that it was not only his face that was wet.

M. Janes Turnbull had all his |ife professed a profound interest
i n physical science, and the phenonena of a good garden were
really a pleasure to him but after three-quarters of an hour or
so even the apostle of science began to find rhododendrus a bore,
and was sonewhat relieved when an unexpected devel opnent of
events obliged himto transfer his researches to the equally

i nteresting subject of hollyhocks, which grew sone fifty feet
farther along the path. The ostensible cause of his renoval was
t he unexpected reappearance of his two ot her acquai ntances
wal ki ng and tal king | aboriously along the way, with the bl ack
head bent close to the brown one. Even holl yhocks detai ned



Turnbull but a short tinme. Having rapidly absorbed all the

i mportant principles affecting the growh of those vegetabl es, he
junped over a flower-bed and wal ked back into the building. The
other two cane up along the slow course of the path tal king and
talking. No one but God knows what they said (for they certainly
have forgotten), and if | renmenbered it | would not repeat it.
When they parted at the head of the wal k she put out her hand
again in the same well-bred way, although it trenbled; he seened
to restrain a gesture as he let it fall

"If it isreally always to be like this," he said, thickly, "it
would not matter if we were here for ever."”

"You tried to kill yourself four times for ne," she said,
unsteadily, "and | have been chained up as a madwonan for you.
| really think that after that----"

"Yes, | know," said Evan in a | ow voi ce, |ooking down. "After
that we belong to each other. W are sort of sold to each
other--until the stars fall." Then he | ooked up suddenly, and

said: "By the way, what is your nane?"

"My nane is Beatrice Drake," she replied with conplete gravity.
"You can see it on ny certificate of |unacy."

Xl X. THE LAST PARLEY

Turnbul | wal ked away, wildly trying to explain to hinself the
presence of two personal acquai ntances so different as Vane and
the girl. As he skirted a | ow hedge of |aurel, an enornously tal
young man | eapt over it, stood in front of him and al nost fel

on his neck as if seeking to enbrace him

"Don't you know nme?" al nost sobbed the young nan, who was in the
hi ghest spirits. "Ain't | witten on your heart, old boy? 1| say,
what did you do with my yacht?"

"Take your arms off my neck," said Turnbull, irritably. "Are you
mad?"

The young man sat down on the gravel path and went into ecstasies
of laughter. "No, that's just the fun of it--1"mnot mad," he
replied. "They've shut ne up in this place, and |'mnot nmad." And
he went off again into mirth as innocent as weddi ng-bells.

Turnbul |, whose powers of surprise were exhausted, rolled his
round grey eyes and said, "M. WIkinson, | think," because he
could not think of anything else to say.

The tall man sitting on the gravel bowed with urbanity, and said:
"Quite at your service. Not to be confused with the WI ki nsons of
Cunberl and; and as | say, old boy, what have you done with ny
yacht? You see, they've | ocked me up here--in this garden--and a
yacht woul d be a sort of occupation for an unmarried nan."

"I amreally horribly sorry," began Turnbull, in the |last stage
of bated bew | dernent and exasperation, "but really----"



"Ch, | can see you can't have it on you at the noment," said M.
W ki nson with nmuch intellectual magnanimty.

"Well, the fact is----" began Turnbull again, and then the phrase
was frozen on his nouth, for round the corner cane the goatlike
face and gl eami ng eye-gl asses of Dr. Quayle

"Ah, ny dear M. WIkinson," said the doctor, as if delighted at
a coincidence; "and M. Turnbull, too. Wy, | want to speak to
M. Turnbull."

M. Turnbull nmade sone novenent rather of surrender than assent,
and the doctor caught it up exquisitely, showi ng even nore of his
two front teeth. "I amsure M. WIKkinson will excuse us a
monent." And with flying frock-coat he | ed Turnbull rapidly round
the corner of a path.

"My dear sir," he said, in a quite affectionate manner, "I do not
mnd telling you--you are such a very hopeful case--you

understand so well the scientific point of view, and I don't Ilike
to see you bothered by the really hopel ess cases. They are

nmonot onous and naddeni ng. The man you have just been tal king to,
poor fellow, is one of the strongest cases of pure _idee fixe_

that we have. It's very sad, and |'mafraid utterly incurable. He
keeps on telling everybody"--and the doctor |owered his voice
confidentially--"he tells everybody that two people have taken is
yacht. His account of how he lost it is quite incoherent."

Turnbul | stanped his foot on the gravel path, and called out:
"Ch, | can't stand this. Really----"

"I know, | know," said the psychol ogist, nournfully; "it is a

nost nel ancholy case, and also fortunately a very rare one. It is
so rare, in fact, that in one classification of these naladies it
is entered under a heading by itself--Perdinavititis, mental

i nflammati on creating the inpression that one has |ost a ship.
Really," he added, with a kind of half-enbarrassed guilt, "it's
rather a feather in nmy cap. | discovered the only existing case of
perdinavititis."

"But this won't do, doctor," said Turnbull, alnobst tearing his
hair, "this really won't do. The man really did |ose a ship.
I ndeed, not to put too fine a point on it, | took his ship."

Dr. Quayle swung round for an instant so that his silk-1ined
overcoat rustled, and stared singularly at Turnbull. Then he said
with hurried amability: "Wy, of course you did. Quite so, quite
so," and with courteous gestures went striding up the garden

path. Under the first |aburnumtree he stopped, however, and

pul l'ing out his pencil and notebook wote down feverishly:

"Si ngul ar devel opnent in the El enthero-maniac, Turnbull. Sudden
mani f estati on of Rapinavititis--the delusion that one has stolen

a ship. First case ever recorded.”

Turnbull stood for an instant staggered into stillness. Then he
ran ragi ng round the garden to find Maclan, just as a husband,
even a bad husband, will run raging to find his wife if he is
full of a furious query. He found Maclan stal ki ng noodi |y about
the half-l1it garden, after his extraordinary neeting with
Beatrice. No one who saw his slouching stride and sunken head



coul d have known that his soul was in the seventh heaven of
ecstasy. He did not think; he did not even very definitely
desire. He nerely wallowed in menories, chiefly in materia
nmenories; words said with a certain cadence or trivial turns of

the neck or wist. Into the nmddle of his stationary and
sensel ess enjoynment were thrust abruptly the projecting el bow and
the projecting red beard of Turnbull. Maclan stepped back a

little, and the soul in his eyes cane very slowy to its w ndows.
When Janes Turnbull had the glittering sword-point planted upon
his breast he was in far |ess danger. For three pul sating seconds
after the interruption Maclan was in a nood to have nurdered his

f at her.

And yet his whol e enotional anger fell from himwhen he saw
Turnbull's face, in which the eyes seened to be bursting fromthe
head like bullets. Al the fire and fragrance even of young and
honourabl e | ove faded for a nonent before that stiff agony of

i nterrogation.

"Are you hurt, Turnbull?" he asked, anxiously.
"I amdying," answered the other quite calmy. "I amin the quite
literal sense of the words dying to know sonmething. | want to

know what all this can possibly nmean."

Macl an did not answer, and he continued with asperity: "You are

still thinking about that girl, but I tell you the whole thing is
incredible. She's not the only person here. 1've net the fell ow
W | ki nson, whose yacht we lost. |[|'ve net the very nagistrate you

were haul ed up to when you broke nmy window. Wat can it
nmean--neeting all these old people again? One never neets such
old friends again except in a dream"

Then after a silence he cried with a rending sincerity: "Are you
really there, Evan? Have you ever been really there? AmIl sinply
dr eam ng?"

Macl an had been listening with a living silence to every word,
and now his face flaned with one of his rare revelations of life.

“"No, you good atheist," he cried; "no, you clean, courteous,
reverent, pious old blasphemer. No, you are not dreaning--you are
waki ng up."

"What do you nean?"

"There are two states where one neets so nany old friends," said

Macl an; "one is a dream the other is the end of the world."
"And you say----"

"I say this is not a dream" said Evan in a ringing voice.

"You really nean to suggest----" began Turnbul .

"Be silent! or | shall say it all wong," said Mclan, breathing
hard. "It's hard to explain, anyhow An apocal ypse is the
opposite of a dream A dreamis falser than the outer life. But
the end of the world is nore actual than the world it ends. |
don't say this is really the end of the world, but it's something



like that--it's the end of something. Al the people are crowding
into one corner. Everything is conming to a point."

"What is the point?" asked Turnbull.

"I can't see it," said Evan; "it is too large and plain."
Then after a silence he said: "I can't see it--and yet | wll try
to describe it. Turnbull, three days ago | saw quite suddenly

that our duel was not right after all."

"Three days ago!" repeated Turnbull. "Wen and why did this
illumnation occur?"

"I knew | was not quite right," answered Evan, "the noment | saw
the round eyes of that old man in the cell."

"dd man in the cell!" repeated his wondering conpanion. "Do you
mean the poor old idiot who |ikes spikes to stick out?"

"Yes," said Maclan, after a slight pause, "I nean the poor old
i diot who likes spikes to stick out. Wen | saw his eyes and
heard his old croaking accent, | knew that it would not really
have been right to kill you. It would have been a venial sin."

"I am nuch obliged," said Turnbull, gruffly.

"You nmust give ne tine," said Maclan, quite patiently, "for | am
trying to tell the whole truth. | amtrying to tell nore of it
than | know. "

"So you see | confess"--he went on with | aborious distinctness--
"I confess that all the people who called our duel mad were right
inawy. | would confess it to old Cunberland Vane and his
eye-glass. | would confess it even to that old ass in brown
flannel who tal ked to us about Love. Yes, they are right in a
way. | ama little nad."

He stopped and wi ped his brow as if he were literally doing heavy
| abour. Then he went on

"I ama little mad; but, after all, it is only a little madness.
When hundreds of high-m nded nmen had fought duesl about a jostle
with the el bow or the ace of spades, the whole world need not

have gone wild over nmy one little wildness. Plenty of other
peopl e have killed thensel ves between then and now. But al

Engl and has gone into captivity in order to take us captive. Al
Engl and has turned into a lunatic asylumin order to prove us
lunatics. Conpared with the general public, | mght positively be
call ed sane."

He stopped again, and went on with the same air of travailing
with the truth:

"When | saw that, | saw everything; | saw the Church and the
world. The Church inits earthly action has really touched norbid
things--tortures and bl eedi ng visions and bl asts of

exterm nation. The Church has had her madnesses, and | am one of
them | amthe nassacre of St. Bartholonmew. | amthe Inquisition
of Spain. | do not say that we have never gone nmad, but | say



that we are fit to act as keepers to our enemies. Mssacre is

wi cked even with a provocation, as in the Barthol omew. But your
nodern N etzsche will tell you that nassacre woul d be gl ori ous

Wi t hout a provocation. Torture should be violently stopped,

t hough the Church is doing it. But your nodern Tolstoy will tel
you that it ought not to be violently stopped whoever is doing
it. In the long run, which is nost mad--the Church or the worl d?
VWi ch is nadder, the Spanish priest who pernitted tyranny, or the
Prussi an sophist who admired it? Wich is madder, the Russian
priest who di scourages righteous rebellion, or the Russian
novel i st who forbids it? That is the final and blasting test. The
world left to itself grows wilder than any creed. A few days ago
you and | were the naddest people in England. Now, by God! |
believe we are the sanest. That is the only real question--

whet her the Church is really nadder than the world. Let the
rationalists run their own race, and let us see where _they_ end.
If the world has sone heal thy bal ance other than God, let the
world find it. Does the world find it? Cut the world |oose," he
cried with a savage gesture. "Does the world stand on its own
end? Does it stand, or does it stagger?"

Turnbull rermained silent, and Maclan said to him [ ooking once

nore at the earth: "It staggers, Turnbull. It cannot stand by
itself; you know it cannot. It has been the sorrow of your life.
Turnbull, this garden is not a dream but an apocal yptic

fulfilment. This garden is the world gone nad."

Turnbull did not nove his head, and he had been listening all the
time; yet, sonehow, the other knew that for the first tine he was
listening seriously.

"The world has gone nmad," said Maclan, "and it has gone nad about
Us. The world takes the trouble to make a big m stake about every
little m stake nmade by the Church. That is why they have turned
ten counties to a madhouse; that is why crowds of kindly people
are poured into this filthy nelting-pot. Nowis the judgenent of
this world. The Prince of this Wrld is judged, and he is judged
exactly because he is judging. There is at last one sinple
solution to the quarrel between the ball and the cross----"

Turnbull for the first time started.
"The ball and----" he repeated.
"What is the matter with you?" asked Macl an

"I had a dream " said Turnbull, thickly and obscurely, "in which
| saw the cross struck crooked and the ball secure----"

"l had a dream " said Maclan, "in which | saw the cross erect and
the ball invisible. They were both dreams fromhell. There nust
be some round earth to plant the cross upon. But here is the
awful difference--that the round world will not consent even to
conti nue round. The astrononers are always telling us that it is
shaped |i ke an orange, or like an egg, or like a German sausage.
They beat the old world about Iike a bladder and thunmp it into a

t housand shapel ess shapes. Turnbull, we cannot trust the ball to
be always a ball; we cannot trust reason to be reasonable. 1In the
end the great terrestrial globe will go quite | op-sided, and only

the cross will stand upright."



There was a long silence, and then Turnbull said, hesitatingly:
"Has it occurred to you that since--since those two dreans, or
what ever they were----"

"Wl 1l ?" murnured Macl an.
"Since then," went on Turnbull, in the sane | ow voi ce, "since
then we have never even | ooked for our swords."

"You are right," answered Evan al nost inaudibly. "W have found
somet hi ng which we both hate nore than we ever hated each ot her
and | think | know its nane."

Turnbul | seened to frown and flinch for a noment. "It does not
much matter what you call it," he said, "so long as you keep out
of its way."

The bushes broke and snapped abruptly behind them and a very
tall figure towered above Turnbull with an arrogant stoop and a
projecting chin, a chin of which the shape showed queerly even in
its shadow upon the path.

"You see that is not so easy," said Maclan between his teeth.

They | ooked up into the eyes of the Master, but |ooked only for a
monent. The eyes were full of a frozen and icy wath, a kind of
utterly heartless hatred. H's voice was for the first tinme devoid
of irony. There was no nore sarcasmin it than there is in an

i ron club.

"You will be inside the building in three mnutes," he said, with

pul veri zing precision, "or you will be fired on by the artillery
at all the windows. There is too much talking in this garden; we
intend to close it. You will be accommodat ed indoors."

"Ah!" said Maclan, with a long and satisfied sigh, "then | was
right."

And he turned his back and wal ked obediently towards the

building. Turnbull seened to canvass for a few m nutes the notion
of knocki ng the Master down, and then fell under the same al nost
fairy fatalismas his conpanion. In some strange way it did seem
that the nmore snoothly they yielded, the nore swiftly would

events sweep on to sone great collision

XX. DI ES | RAE

As they advanced towards the asylumthey | ooked up at its rows on
rows of wi ndows, and understood the Master's material threat. By
nmeans of that conpl ex but conceal ed machi nery which ran like a
network of nerves over the whole fabric, there had been shot out
under every w ndow | edge rows and rows of polished-stee
cylinders, the cold nmiracles of nodern gunnery. They commanded

t he whol e garden and t he whol e country-side, and coul d have bl own
to pieces an army corps.

This silent declaration of war had evidently had its conplete



effect. As Maclan and Turnbull wal ked steadily but slowy towards
the entrance hall of the institution, they could see that nost,

or at least many, of the patients had already gathered there as
well as the staff of doctors and the whol e regi nrent of keepers and
assi stants. But when they entered the lanp-lit hall, and the high
i ron door was cl ashed to and | ocked behind them yet a new
amazenment |eapt into their eyes, and the stalwart Turnbull al nost
fell. For he saw a sight which was indeed, as Macl an had

sai d--either the Day of Judgement or a dream

Wthin a few feet of himat one corner of the square of standing
peopl e stood the girl he had known in Jersey, Madel ei ne Durand.
She | ooked straight at himwith a steady snle which |it up the
scene of darkness and unreason like the |ight of sone honest
fireside. Her square face and throat were thrown back, as her
habit was, and there was sonething alnost sleepy in the geniality
of her eyes. He saw her first, and for a few seconds saw her
only; then the outer edge of his eyesight took in all the other
staring faces, and he saw all the faces he had ever seen for
weeks and nonths past. There was the Tol stoyan in Jaeger flannel
with the yell ow beard that went backward and the foolish nose and
eyes that went forward, with the curiosity of a crank. He was
tal king eagerly to M. Gordon, the corpul ent Jew shopkeeper whom
t hey had once gagged in his own shop. There was the tipsy old
Hertfordshire rustic; he was tal king energetically to hinself.
There was not only M. Vane the nagistrate, but the clerk of M.
Vane, the magi strate. There was not only Mss Drake of the
notor-car, but also Mss Drake's chauffeur. Nothing wild or
unfamiliar could have produced upon Turnbull such a nightmare
impression as that ring of famliar faces. Yet he had one

intell ectual shock which was greater than all the others. He

st epped i npul sively forward t owards Madel ei ne, and then wavered
with a kind of wild humlity. As he did so he caught sight of
anot her square face behind Madeleine's, a face with |long grey

whi skers and an austere stare. It was old Durand, the girls'
father; and when Turnbull saw him he saw the | ast and wor st

marvel of that nonstrous night. He remenbered Durand; he
renenbered his nonotonous, everlasting lucidity, his stupefyingly
sensi bl e views of everything, his colossal contentrment with

truisnms nmerely because they were true. "Confound it all!" cried
Turnbull to hinself, "if _he_ is in the asylum there can't be
anyone outside." He drew nearer to Madel ei ne, but stil
doubtfully and all the nore so because she still snmiled at him

Macl an had al ready gone across to Beatrice with an air of fright.

Then all these bewildered but partly amicable recognitions were
cloven by a cruel voice which always nade all human bl ood turn
bitter. The Master was standing in the nmiddle of the room
surveying the scene like a great artist |ooking at a conpleted

pi cture. Handsonme as he | ooked, they had never seen so clearly
what was really hateful in his face; and even then they could
only express it by saying that the arched brows and the | ong
enphatic chin gave it always a | ook of being lit frombelow, |ike
the face of sone infernal actor.

"This is indeed a cosy party,"” he said, with glittering eyes.

The Master evidently neant to say nore, but before he could say
anything M Durand had stepped right up to himand was speaki ng.



He was speaking exactly as a French bourgeois speaks to the
manager of a restaurant. That is, he spoke with rattling and
breat hl ess rapidity, but with no incoherence, and therefore with
no enotion. It was a steady, nonotonous vivacity, which canme not
seeningly from passion, but merely fromthe reason having been
sent off at a gallop. He was saying something like this:

"You refuse ne ny half-bottle of Medoc, the drink the npst

whol esone and the nost customary. You refuse nme the conpany and
obedi ence of my daughter, which Nature herself indicates. You
refuse nme the beef and nutton, without pretence that it is a fast
of the Church. You now forbid nme the pronenade, a thing necessary
to a person of ny age. It is useless to tell ne that you do al
this by law. Law rests upon the social contract. |[If the citizen
finds hinself despoiled of such pleasures and powers as he woul d
have had even in the savage state, the social contract is
annul | ed. "

"I't's no good chattering away, Monsieur," said Hutton, for the
Master was silent. "The place is covered with machi ne-guns. W' ve
got to obey our orders, and so have you."

"The machinery is of the nost perfect,"” assented Durand, sonmewhat

irrelevantly; "worked by petroleum | believe. | only ask you to
admt that if such things fall below the confort of barbarism
the social contract is annulled. It is a pretty little point of
t heory."

"Ch! | dare say," said Hutton

Durand bowed quite civilly and wi t hdrew.

"A cosy party," resumed the Master, scornfully, "and yet |
bel i eve sonme of you are in doubt about how we all cane together

I will explainit, ladies and gentlenmen; | wll explain
everything. To whomshall | specially address nyself? To M.
James Turnbull. He has a scientific mnd."

Turnbull seened to choke with sudden protest. The Master seened
only to cough out of pure politeness and proceeded: "M. Turnbul
will agree with me," he said, "when | say that we long felt in
scientific circles that great harmwas done by such a | egend as
that of the Crucifixion."

Turnbul | grow ed sonet hing which was presunmably assent.

The Master went on smoothly: "It was in vain for us to urge that
the incident was irrelevant; that there were nmany such fanatics,
many such executions. W were forced to take the thing thoroughly
in hand, to investigate it in the spirit of scientific history,
and with the assistance of M. Turnbull and others we were happy
in being able to announce that this alleged Crucifixion never
occurred at all."

Maclan lifted his head and | ooked at the Master steadily, but
Turnbul |l did not | ook up

"This, we found, was the only way with all superstitions,"
continued the speaker; "it was necessary to deny them
historically, and we have done it with great success in the case



of mracles and such things. Now within our own tinme there arose
an unfortunate fuss which threatened (as M. Turnbull would say)
to gal vani ze the corpse of Christianity into a fictitious
life--the alleged case of a Highland eccentric who wanted to
fight for the Virgin."

Macl an, quite white, made a step forward, but the speaker did not
alter his easy attitude or his flow of words. "Again we urged
that this duel was not to be adnired, that it was a mere braw,

but the people were ignorant and ronmantic. There were signs of
treating this alleged H ghlander and his all eged opponent as
heroes. W tried all other neans of arresting this reactionary
hero worship. W rking nmen who betted on the duel were inprisoned
for ganbling. Wrking nen who drank the health of a duellist were
i mprisoned for drunkenness. But the popul ar excitenent about the
al | eged duel continued, and we had to fall back on our old
historical nmethod. W investigated, on scientific principles, the
story of Maclan's challenge, and we are happy to be able to
informyou that the whole story of the attenpted duel is a fable
There never was any challenge. There never was any man naned
Maclan. It is a nelodramatic nyth, like Calvary."

Not a soul noved save Turnbull, who lifted his head; yet there
was the sense of a silent explosion.

"The whol e story of the Maclan challenge," went on the Master
beanming at themall with a sinister benignity, "has been found to
originate in the obsessions of a few pathol ogical types, who are
now all fortunately in our care. There is, for instance, a person
here of the nane of Gordon, fornmerly the keeper of a curiosity
shop. He is a victimof the disease called Vincul onani a--the

i mpression that one has been bound or tied up. W have also a
case of Fugacity (M. Wi npey), who imagi nes that he was chased

by two nen."

The indi gnant faces of the Jew shopkeeper and the Magdal en Don
started out of the crowd in their indignation, but the speaker
conti nued:

"One poor woman we have with us," he said, in a conpassionate
voi ce, "believes she was in a notor-car with two such nen; this

is the well-known illusion of speed on which |I need not dwell.
Anot her w et ched wonman has the sinple egotistic mania that she
has caused the duel. Madel eine Durand actually professes to have
been the subject of the fight between Maclan and his eneny, a
fight which, if it occurred at all, certainly began | ong before.
But it never occurred at all. W have taken in hand every person

who professed to have seen such a thing, and proved themall to
be unbal anced. That is why they are here."

The Master |ooked round the room just showing his perfect teeth
with the perfection of artistic cruelty, exalted for a nonent in
the enormous sinplicity of his success, and then wal ked across
the hall and vani shed through an inner door. His two |lieutenants,
Quayl e and Hutton, were left standing at the head of the great
army of servants and keepers.

"I hope we shall have no nore trouble," said Dr. Quayle
pl easant|y enough, and addressi ng Turnbull, who was | eaning
heavi |y upon the back of a chair.



Still Iooking down, Turnbull lifted the chair an inch or two from
the ground. Then he suddenly swung it above his head and sent it
at the inquiring doctor with an awful crash which sent one of its
wooden | egs | oose along the floor and crammed the doctor gasping
into a corner. Maclan gave a great shout, snatched up the |oose
chair-leg, and, rushing on the other doctor, felled himwith a
blow. Twenty attendants rushed to capture the rebels; Mclan
flung back three of them and Turnbull went over on top of one,
when from behind themall canme a shriek as of something quite
fresh and frightful

Two of the three passages |eading out of the hall were choked
wi th blue snoke. Another instant and the hall was full of the fog
of it, and red sparks began to swarm|i ke scarl et bees.

"The place is on firel" cried Quayle with a scream of indecent
terror. "Oh, who can have done it? How can it have happened?"

A light had come into Turnbull's eyes. "How did the French
Revol uti on happen?" he asked.

"Ch, how should | know" wailed the other.

"Then I will tell you," said Turnbull; "it happened because sone
peopl e fancied that a French grocer was as respectabl e as he
| ooked. "

Even as he spoke, as if by confirmation, old M. Durand
re-entered the snoky roomquite placidly, w ping the petrol eum
fromhis hands with a handkerchief. He had set fire to the
building in accordance with the strict principles of the social
contract.

But Macl an had taken a stride forward and stood there shaken and

terrible. "Now," he cried, panting, "now is the judgenent of the
worl d. The doctors will leave this place; the keepers will |eave
this place. They will |eave us in charge of the machinery and the

machi ne-guns at the wi ndows. But we, the lunatics, will wait to
be burned alive if only we nmay see them go."

"How do you know we shall go?" asked Hutton, fiercely.

"You believe nothing," said Maclan, sinply, "and you are
i nsupportably afraid of death."

"So this is suicide," sneered the doctor; "a sonewhat doubtfu
sign of sanity."

"Not at all--this is vengeance," answered Turnbull, quite calmy
"a thing which is conpletely healthy."

"You think the doctors will go," said Hutton, savagely.

"The keepers have gone already," said Turnbull

Even as they spoke the main doors were burst open in mere brutal
panic, and all the officers and subordi nates of the asylum rushed

away across the garden pursued by the snoke. But anong the
ti cketed mani acs not a nan or worman noved.



"W hate dying," said Turnbull, with conposure, "but we hate you
even nmore. This is a successful revolution.”

In the roof above their heads a panel shot back, showing a strip
of star-lit sky and a huge thing nmade of white netal, with the
shape and fins of a fish, swinging as if at anchor. At the same
nmonent a steel |adder slid down fromthe opening and struck the
floor, and the cleft chin of the nysterious Master was thrust
into the opening. "Quayle, Hutton," he said, "you will escape
with me." And they went up the | adder |ike automata of | ead.

Long after they had clanbered into the car, the creature with the
cl oven face continued to | eer down upon the snoke-stung crowd

bel ow. Then at last he said in a silken voice and with a smle of
final satisfaction:

"By the way, | fear | amvery absent ninded. There is one man
specially whom sonehow, | always forget. | always |eave him
lying about. Once | mislaid himon the Cross of St. Paul's. So
silly of me; and now |'ve forgotten himin one of those little
cells where your fire is burning. Very unfortunate--especially
for him" And nodding genially, he clinbed into his flying ship.

Macl an stood notionless for two m nutes, and then rushed down one
of the suffocating corridors till he found the flames. Turnbul
| ooked once at Madel ei ne, and fol |l owed.

* * *

Macl an, with singed hair, snoking garnents, and smarting hands
and face, had already broken far enough through the first
barriers of burning tinber to come within cry of the cells he had
once known. It was inpossible, however, to see the spot where the
old man lay dead or alive; not now t hrough darkness, but through
scorching and aching light. The site of the old half-wit's cell
was now the heart of a standing forest of fire--the flanes as
thick and yellow as a cornfield. Their incessant shrieking and
crackling was like a nob shouting against an orator. Yet through
all that deafening density Maclan thought he heard a snall and
separate sound. Wen he heard it he rushed forward as if to
plunge into that furnace, but Turnbull arrested himby an el bow

"Let me go!" cried Evan, in agony; "it's the poor old beggar's
voi ce--he's still alive, and shouting for help."

"Listen!" said Turnbull, and lifted one finger fromhis clenched
hand.

"Or else he is shrieking with pain," protested Maclan. "I will

not endure it."

"Listen!" repeated Turnbull, grimy. "Did you ever hear anyone
shout for help or shriek with pain in that voice?"

The small shrill sounds which cane through the crash of the
confl agration were indeed of an odd sort, and Maclan turned a
face of puzzled inquiry to his conpanion

"He is singing," said Turnbull, sinply.



A remaining ranpart fell, crushing the fire, and through the

di m nished din of it the voice of the little old lunatic cane
clearer. In the heart of that white-hot hell he was singing |ike
a bird. Wat he was singing it was not very easy to follow, but
it seened to be sonething about playing in the gol den hay.

"Good Lord!" cried Turnbull, bitterly, "there seemto be sone
advantages in really being an idiot." Then advancing to the
fringe of the fire he called out on chance to the invisible
singer: "Can you come out? Are you cut off?"

"God help us all!" said Maclan, with a shudder; "he's | aughing
now. "

At whatever stage of being burned alive the invisible now found
hi nsel f, he was now shaki ng out peals of silvery and hilarious

| aughter. As he listened, Maclan's two eyes began to glow, as if
a strange thought had come into his head.

"Fool, conme out and save yourself!" shouted Turnbull.

"No, by Heaven! that is not the way," cried Evan, suddenly.
"Fat her," he shouted, "cone out and save us all!"

The fire, though it had dropped in one or two places, was, upon

t he whol e, higher and nore unconquerabl e than ever. Separate tal
fl anes shot up and spread out above themlike the fiery cloisters
of some infernal cathedral, or like a grove of red tropical trees

in the garden of the devil. H gher yet in the purple hollow of
the night the topnost flanes |eapt again and again fruitlessly at
the stars, |ike golden dragons chai ned but struggling. The towers

and dones of the oppressive snoke seened high and far enough to
drown distant planets in a London fog. But if we exhausted al
frantic simles for that frantic scene, the main inpression about
the fire would still be its ranked upstanding rigidity and a sort
of roaring stillness. It was literally a wall of fire.

"Father," cried Maclan, once nore, "cone out of it and save us
all!™ Turnbull was staring at himas he cried.

The tall and steady forest of fire nust have been already a
portent visible to the whole circle of land and sea. The red
flush of it it up the long sides of white ships far out in the
German Ccean, and picked out like piercing rubies the windows in
the villages on the distant heights. |If any villagers or sailors
were | ooking towards it they nust have seen a strange sight as
Macl an cried out for the third tine.

That forest of fire wavered, and was cloven in the centre; and
then the whole of one half of it |eaned one way as a cornfield

| eans all one way under the load of the wind. |Indeed, it |ooked
as if a great wind had sprung up and driven the great fire
aslant. |Its snmoke was no | onger sent up to choke the stars, but

was trailed and dragged across county after county |ike one
dr eadf ul banner of defeat.

But it was not the wind; or, if it was the wind, it was two
wi nds blowing in opposite directions. For while one half of the
huge fire sl oped one way towards the inland heights, the other



hal f, at exactly the sanme angle, sloped out eastward towards the
sea. So that earth and ocean coul d behol d, where there had been a
nmere fiery mass, a thing divided Iike a V--a cloven tongue of
flane. But if it were a prodigy for those distant, it was
somet hi ng beyond speech for those quite near. As the echoes of
Evan's | ast appeal rang and died in the universal uproar, the
fiery vault over his head opened down the mddle, and, reeling
back in two great golden billows, hung on each side as huge and
harm ess as two sloping hills lie on each side of a valley. Down
the centre of this trough, or chasm a little path ran, cleared
of all but ashes, and down this little path was walking a little
old man singing as if he were alone in a wood in spring.

VWhen Janes Turnbull saw this he suddenly put out a hand and

seened to support hinmself on the strong shoul der of Madel ei ne
Durand. Then after a nonent's hesitation he put his other hand on
t he shoul der of Maclan. His blue eyes | ooked extraordinarily
brilliant and beautiful. In many sceptical papers and nagazi nes
afterwards he was sadly or sternly rebuked for having abandoned
the certainties of materialism Al his life up to that noment he
had been nost honestly certain that materialismwas a fact. But
he was unlike the witers in the nagazines precisely in this--
that he preferred a fact even to materialism

As the little singing figure cane nearer and nearer, Evan fell on
his knees, and after an instant Beatrice foll owed; then Mdel ei ne
fell on her knees, and after a longer instant Turnbull foll owed.
Then the little old man went past them singing down that corridor
of flames. They had not |ooked at his face.

VWhen he had passed they | ooked up. Wiile the first light of the
fire had shot east and west, painting the sides of ships with
fire-light or striking red sparks out of w ndowed houses, it had
not hitherto struck upward, for there was above it the ponderous
and rococo cavern of its own nonstrous col oured snoke. But now
the fire was turned to left and right like a wonan's hair parted
in the mddle, and now the shafts of its |light could shoot up
into enpty heavens and strike anything, either bird or cloud. But
it struck something that was neither cloud nor bird. Far, far
away up in those huge hollows of space sonething was flying
swiftly and shining brightly, sonething that shone too bright and
flewtoo fast to be any of the fows of the air, though the red
light lit it fromunderneath Iike the breast of a bird. Everyone
knew it was a flying ship, and everyone knew whose.

As they stared upward the little speck of light seened slightly
tilted, and two bl ack dots dropped fromthe edge of it. Al the
eager, upturned faces watched the two dots as they grew bi gger
and bigger in their dowward rush. Then sonmeone screanmed, and no
one | ooked up any nore. For the two bodies, |arger every second
flying, spread out and sprawiing in the fire-light, were the dead
bodi es of the two doctors whom Professor Lucifer had carried with
hi m-the weak and sneering Quayle, the cold and clunsy Hutton
They went with a crash into the thick of the fire.

"They are gone!" screanmed Beatrice, hiding her head. "O God! The
are lost!"

Evan put his arm about her, and renmenbered his own vision.



"No, they are not lost," he said. "They are saved. He has taken
away no souls with him after all."

He | ooked vaguely about at the fire that was al ready fading, and
there anong the ashes lay two shining things that had survived
the fire, his sword and Turnbull's, fallen haphazard in the
pattern of a cross.



