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TO
MY BROTHER

Along the shore the cloud waves break,
The tw�n suns s�nk beh�nd the lake,
The shadows lengthen

In Carcosa.
 
Strange �s the n�ght where black stars r�se,
And strange moons c�rcle through the sk�es
But stranger st�ll �s

Lost Carcosa.
 
Songs that the Hyades shall s�ng,
Where flap the tatters of the K�ng,
Must d�e unheard �n

D�m Carcosa.
 
Song of my soul, my vo�ce �s dead;
D�e thou, unsung, as tears unshed
Shall dry and d�e �n

Lost Carcosa.
 
Cass�lda's Song �n "The K�ng �n Yellow," Act �, Scene 2.
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THE REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS
I

"Ne ra�llons pas les fous; leur fol�e dure plus longtemps que la nôtre.... Vo�la toute la
d�fférence."

Toward the end of the year 1920 the Government of the Un�ted States had
pract�cally completed the programme, adopted dur�ng the last months of
Pres�dent W�nthrop's adm�n�strat�on. The country was apparently tranqu�l.
Everybody knows how the Tar�ff and Labour quest�ons were settled. The
war w�th Germany, �nc�dent on that country's se�zure of the Samoan Islands,
had left no v�s�ble scars upon the republ�c, and the temporary occupat�on of
Norfolk by the �nvad�ng army had been forgotten �n the joy over repeated
naval v�ctor�es, and the subsequent r�d�culous pl�ght of General Von
Gartenlaube's forces �n the State of New Jersey. The Cuban and Hawa��an
�nvestments had pa�d one hundred per cent and the terr�tory of Samoa was
well worth �ts cost as a coal�ng stat�on. The country was �n a superb state of
defence. Every coast c�ty had been well suppl�ed w�th land fort�f�cat�ons;
the army under the parental eye of the General Staff, organ�zed accord�ng to
the Pruss�an system, had been �ncreased to 300,000 men, w�th a terr�tor�al
reserve of a m�ll�on; and s�x magn�f�cent squadrons of cru�sers and battle-
sh�ps patrolled the s�x stat�ons of the nav�gable seas, leav�ng a steam reserve
amply f�tted to control home waters. The gentlemen from the West had at
last been constra�ned to acknowledge that a college for the tra�n�ng of
d�plomats was as necessary as law schools are for the tra�n�ng of barr�sters;
consequently we were no longer represented abroad by �ncompetent
patr�ots. The nat�on was prosperous; Ch�cago, for a moment paralyzed after
a second great f�re, had r�sen from �ts ru�ns, wh�te and �mper�al, and more
beaut�ful than the wh�te c�ty wh�ch had been bu�lt for �ts playth�ng �n 1893.
Everywhere good arch�tecture was replac�ng bad, and even �n New York, a
sudden crav�ng for decency had swept away a great port�on of the ex�st�ng
horrors. Streets had been w�dened, properly paved and l�ghted, trees had
been planted, squares la�d out, elevated structures demol�shed and



underground roads bu�lt to replace them. The new government bu�ld�ngs
and barracks were f�ne b�ts of arch�tecture, and the long system of stone
quays wh�ch completely surrounded the �sland had been turned �nto parks
wh�ch proved a god-send to the populat�on. The subs�d�z�ng of the state
theatre and state opera brought �ts own reward. The Un�ted States Nat�onal
Academy of Des�gn was much l�ke European �nst�tut�ons of the same k�nd.
Nobody env�ed the Secretary of F�ne Arts, e�ther h�s cab�net pos�t�on or h�s
portfol�o. The Secretary of Forestry and Game Preservat�on had a much
eas�er t�me, thanks to the new system of Nat�onal Mounted Pol�ce. We had
prof�ted well by the latest treat�es w�th France and England; the exclus�on
of fore�gn-born Jews as a measure of self-preservat�on, the settlement of the
new �ndependent negro state of Suanee, the check�ng of �mm�grat�on, the
new laws concern�ng natural�zat�on, and the gradual central�zat�on of power
�n the execut�ve all contr�buted to nat�onal calm and prosper�ty. When the
Government solved the Ind�an problem and squadrons of Ind�an cavalry
scouts �n nat�ve costume were subst�tuted for the p�t�able organ�zat�ons
tacked on to the ta�l of skeleton�zed reg�ments by a former Secretary of War,
the nat�on drew a long s�gh of rel�ef. When, after the colossal Congress of
Rel�g�ons, b�gotry and �ntolerance were la�d �n the�r graves and k�ndness
and char�ty began to draw warr�ng sects together, many thought the
m�llenn�um had arr�ved, at least �n the new world wh�ch after all �s a world
by �tself.

But self-preservat�on �s the f�rst law, and the Un�ted States had to look on
�n helpless sorrow as Germany, Italy, Spa�n and Belg�um wr�thed �n the
throes of Anarchy, wh�le Russ�a, watch�ng from the Caucasus, stooped and
bound them one by one.

In the c�ty of New York the summer of 1899 was s�gnal�zed by the
d�smantl�ng of the Elevated Ra�lroads. The summer of 1900 w�ll l�ve �n the
memor�es of New York people for many a cycle; the Dodge Statue was
removed �n that year. In the follow�ng w�nter began that ag�tat�on for the
repeal of the laws proh�b�t�ng su�c�de wh�ch bore �ts f�nal fru�t �n the month
of Apr�l, 1920, when the f�rst Government Lethal Chamber was opened on
Wash�ngton Square.

I had walked down that day from Dr. Archer's house on Mad�son Avenue,
where I had been as a mere formal�ty. Ever s�nce that fall from my horse,
four years before, I had been troubled at t�mes w�th pa�ns �n the back of my
head and neck, but now for months they had been absent, and the doctor



sent me away that day say�ng there was noth�ng more to be cured �n me. It
was hardly worth h�s fee to be told that; I knew �t myself. St�ll I d�d not
grudge h�m the money. What I m�nded was the m�stake wh�ch he made at
f�rst. When they p�cked me up from the pavement where I lay unconsc�ous,
and somebody had merc�fully sent a bullet through my horse's head, I was
carr�ed to Dr. Archer, and he, pronounc�ng my bra�n affected, placed me �n
h�s pr�vate asylum where I was obl�ged to endure treatment for �nsan�ty. At
last he dec�ded that I was well, and I, know�ng that my m�nd had always
been as sound as h�s, �f not sounder, "pa�d my tu�t�on" as he jok�ngly called
�t, and left. I told h�m, sm�l�ng, that I would get even w�th h�m for h�s
m�stake, and he laughed heart�ly, and asked me to call once �n a wh�le. I d�d
so, hop�ng for a chance to even up accounts, but he gave me none, and I
told h�m I would wa�t.

The fall from my horse had fortunately left no ev�l results; on the contrary
�t had changed my whole character for the better. From a lazy young man
about town, I had become act�ve, energet�c, temperate, and above all—oh,
above all else—amb�t�ous. There was only one th�ng wh�ch troubled me, I
laughed at my own uneas�ness, and yet �t troubled me.

Dur�ng my convalescence I had bought and read for the f�rst t�me, The
K�ng �n Yellow. I remember after f�n�sh�ng the f�rst act that �t occurred to me
that I had better stop. I started up and flung the book �nto the f�replace; the
volume struck the barred grate and fell open on the hearth �n the f�rel�ght. If
I had not caught a gl�mpse of the open�ng words �n the second act I should
never have f�n�shed �t, but as I stooped to p�ck �t up, my eyes became
r�veted to the open page, and w�th a cry of terror, or perhaps �t was of joy so
po�gnant that I suffered �n every nerve, I snatched the th�ng out of the coals
and crept shak�ng to my bedroom, where I read �t and reread �t, and wept
and laughed and trembled w�th a horror wh�ch at t�mes assa�ls me yet. Th�s
�s the th�ng that troubles me, for I cannot forget Carcosa where black stars
hang �n the heavens; where the shadows of men's thoughts lengthen �n the
afternoon, when the tw�n suns s�nk �nto the lake of Hal�; and my m�nd w�ll
bear for ever the memory of the Pall�d Mask. I pray God w�ll curse the
wr�ter, as the wr�ter has cursed the world w�th th�s beaut�ful, stupendous
creat�on, terr�ble �n �ts s�mpl�c�ty, �rres�st�ble �n �ts truth—a world wh�ch
now trembles before the K�ng �n Yellow. When the French Government
se�zed the translated cop�es wh�ch had just arr�ved �n Par�s, London, of
course, became eager to read �t. It �s well known how the book spread l�ke



an �nfect�ous d�sease, from c�ty to c�ty, from cont�nent to cont�nent, barred
out here, conf�scated there, denounced by Press and pulp�t, censured even
by the most advanced of l�terary anarch�sts. No def�n�te pr�nc�ples had been
v�olated �n those w�cked pages, no doctr�ne promulgated, no conv�ct�ons
outraged. It could not be judged by any known standard, yet, although �t
was acknowledged that the supreme note of art had been struck �n The K�ng
�n Yellow, all felt that human nature could not bear the stra�n, nor thr�ve on
words �n wh�ch the essence of purest po�son lurked. The very banal�ty and
�nnocence of the f�rst act only allowed the blow to fall afterward w�th more
awful effect.

It was, I remember, the 13th day of Apr�l, 1920, that the f�rst Government
Lethal Chamber was establ�shed on the south s�de of Wash�ngton Square,
between Wooster Street and South F�fth Avenue. The block wh�ch had
formerly cons�sted of a lot of shabby old bu�ld�ngs, used as cafés and
restaurants for fore�gners, had been acqu�red by the Government �n the
w�nter of 1898. The French and Ital�an cafés and restaurants were torn
down; the whole block was enclosed by a g�lded �ron ra�l�ng, and converted
�nto a lovely garden w�th lawns, flowers and founta�ns. In the centre of the
garden stood a small, wh�te bu�ld�ng, severely class�cal �n arch�tecture, and
surrounded by th�ckets of flowers. S�x Ion�c columns supported the roof,
and the s�ngle door was of bronze. A splend�d marble group of the "Fates"
stood before the door, the work of a young Amer�can sculptor, Bor�s Yva�n,
who had d�ed �n Par�s when only twenty-three years old.

The �naugurat�on ceremon�es were �n progress as I crossed Un�vers�ty
Place and entered the square. I threaded my way through the s�lent throng
of spectators, but was stopped at Fourth Street by a cordon of pol�ce. A
reg�ment of Un�ted States lancers were drawn up �n a hollow square round
the Lethal Chamber. On a ra�sed tr�bune fac�ng Wash�ngton Park stood the
Governor of New York, and beh�nd h�m were grouped the Mayor of New
York and Brooklyn, the Inspector-General of Pol�ce, the Commandant of
the state troops, Colonel L�v�ngston, m�l�tary a�d to the Pres�dent of the
Un�ted States, General Blount, command�ng at Governor's Island, Major-
General Ham�lton, command�ng the garr�son of New York and Brooklyn,
Adm�ral Buffby of the fleet �n the North R�ver, Surgeon-General Lanceford,
the staff of the Nat�onal Free Hosp�tal, Senators Wyse and Frankl�n of New
York, and the Comm�ss�oner of Publ�c Works. The tr�bune was surrounded
by a squadron of hussars of the Nat�onal Guard.



The Governor was f�n�sh�ng h�s reply to the short speech of the Surgeon-
General. I heard h�m say: "The laws proh�b�t�ng su�c�de and prov�d�ng
pun�shment for any attempt at self-destruct�on have been repealed. The
Government has seen f�t to acknowledge the r�ght of man to end an
ex�stence wh�ch may have become �ntolerable to h�m, through phys�cal
suffer�ng or mental despa�r. It �s bel�eved that the commun�ty w�ll be
benef�ted by the removal of such people from the�r m�dst. S�nce the passage
of th�s law, the number of su�c�des �n the Un�ted States has not �ncreased.
Now the Government has determ�ned to establ�sh a Lethal Chamber �n
every c�ty, town and v�llage �n the country, �t rema�ns to be seen whether or
not that class of human creatures from whose despond�ng ranks new v�ct�ms
of self-destruct�on fall da�ly w�ll accept the rel�ef thus prov�ded." He
paused, and turned to the wh�te Lethal Chamber. The s�lence �n the street
was absolute. "There a pa�nless death awa�ts h�m who can no longer bear
the sorrows of th�s l�fe. If death �s welcome let h�m seek �t there." Then
qu�ckly turn�ng to the m�l�tary a�d of the Pres�dent's household, he sa�d, "I
declare the Lethal Chamber open," and aga�n fac�ng the vast crowd he cr�ed
�n a clear vo�ce: "C�t�zens of New York and of the Un�ted States of
Amer�ca, through me the Government declares the Lethal Chamber to be
open."

The solemn hush was broken by a sharp cry of command, the squadron of
hussars f�led after the Governor's carr�age, the lancers wheeled and formed
along F�fth Avenue to wa�t for the commandant of the garr�son, and the
mounted pol�ce followed them. I left the crowd to gape and stare at the
wh�te marble Death Chamber, and, cross�ng South F�fth Avenue, walked
along the western s�de of that thoroughfare to Bleecker Street. Then I turned
to the r�ght and stopped before a d�ngy shop wh�ch bore the s�gn:

HAWBERK, ARMOURER.
I glanced �n at the doorway and saw Hawberk busy �n h�s l�ttle shop at the

end of the hall. He looked up, and catch�ng s�ght of me cr�ed �n h�s deep,
hearty vo�ce, "Come �n, Mr. Casta�gne!" Constance, h�s daughter, rose to
meet me as I crossed the threshold, and held out her pretty hand, but I saw
the blush of d�sappo�ntment on her cheeks, and knew that �t was another
Casta�gne she had expected, my cous�n Lou�s. I sm�led at her confus�on and
compl�mented her on the banner she was embro�der�ng from a coloured
plate. Old Hawberk sat r�vet�ng the worn greaves of some anc�ent su�t of
armour, and the t�ng! t�ng! t�ng! of h�s l�ttle hammer sounded pleasantly �n



the qua�nt shop. Presently he dropped h�s hammer, and fussed about for a
moment w�th a t�ny wrench. The soft clash of the ma�l sent a thr�ll of
pleasure through me. I loved to hear the mus�c of steel brush�ng aga�nst
steel, the mellow shock of the mallet on th�gh p�eces, and the j�ngle of cha�n
armour. That was the only reason I went to see Hawberk. He had never
�nterested me personally, nor d�d Constance, except for the fact of her be�ng
�n love w�th Lou�s. Th�s d�d occupy my attent�on, and somet�mes even kept
me awake at n�ght. But I knew �n my heart that all would come r�ght, and
that I should arrange the�r future as I expected to arrange that of my k�nd
doctor, John Archer. However, I should never have troubled myself about
v�s�t�ng them just then, had �t not been, as I say, that the mus�c of the
t�nkl�ng hammer had for me th�s strong fasc�nat�on. I would s�t for hours,
l�sten�ng and l�sten�ng, and when a stray sunbeam struck the �nla�d steel, the
sensat�on �t gave me was almost too keen to endure. My eyes would
become f�xed, d�lat�ng w�th a pleasure that stretched every nerve almost to
break�ng, unt�l some movement of the old armourer cut off the ray of
sunl�ght, then, st�ll thr�ll�ng secretly, I leaned back and l�stened aga�n to the
sound of the pol�sh�ng rag, sw�sh! sw�sh! rubb�ng rust from the r�vets.

Constance worked w�th the embro�dery over her knees, now and then
paus�ng to exam�ne more closely the pattern �n the coloured plate from the
Metropol�tan Museum.

"Who �s th�s for?" I asked.
Hawberk expla�ned, that �n add�t�on to the treasures of armour �n the

Metropol�tan Museum of wh�ch he had been appo�nted armourer, he also
had charge of several collect�ons belong�ng to r�ch amateurs. Th�s was the
m�ss�ng greave of a famous su�t wh�ch a cl�ent of h�s had traced to a l�ttle
shop �n Par�s on the Qua� d'Orsay. He, Hawberk, had negot�ated for and
secured the greave, and now the su�t was complete. He la�d down h�s
hammer and read me the h�story of the su�t, traced s�nce 1450 from owner
to owner unt�l �t was acqu�red by Thomas Sta�nbr�dge. When h�s superb
collect�on was sold, th�s cl�ent of Hawberk's bought the su�t, and s�nce then
the search for the m�ss�ng greave had been pushed unt�l �t was, almost by
acc�dent, located �n Par�s.

"D�d you cont�nue the search so pers�stently w�thout any certa�nty of the
greave be�ng st�ll �n ex�stence?" I demanded.

"Of course," he repl�ed coolly.



Then for the f�rst t�me I took a personal �nterest �n Hawberk.
"It was worth someth�ng to you," I ventured.
"No," he repl�ed, laugh�ng, "my pleasure �n f�nd�ng �t was my reward."
"Have you no amb�t�on to be r�ch?" I asked, sm�l�ng.
"My one amb�t�on �s to be the best armourer �n the world," he answered

gravely.
Constance asked me �f I had seen the ceremon�es at the Lethal Chamber.

She herself had not�ced cavalry pass�ng up Broadway that morn�ng, and had
w�shed to see the �naugurat�on, but her father wanted the banner f�n�shed,
and she had stayed at h�s request.

"D�d you see your cous�n, Mr. Casta�gne, there?" she asked, w�th the
sl�ghtest tremor of her soft eyelashes.

"No," I repl�ed carelessly. "Lou�s' reg�ment �s manœuvr�ng out �n
Westchester County." I rose and p�cked up my hat and cane.

"Are you go�ng upsta�rs to see the lunat�c aga�n?" laughed old Hawberk. If
Hawberk knew how I loathe that word "lunat�c," he would never use �t �n
my presence. It rouses certa�n feel�ngs w�th�n me wh�ch I do not care to
expla�n. However, I answered h�m qu�etly: "I th�nk I shall drop �n and see
Mr. W�lde for a moment or two."

"Poor fellow," sa�d Constance, w�th a shake of the head, "�t must be hard
to l�ve alone year after year poor, cr�ppled and almost demented. It �s very
good of you, Mr. Casta�gne, to v�s�t h�m as often as you do."

"I th�nk he �s v�c�ous," observed Hawberk, beg�nn�ng aga�n w�th h�s
hammer. I l�stened to the golden t�nkle on the greave plates; when he had
f�n�shed I repl�ed:

"No, he �s not v�c�ous, nor �s he �n the least demented. H�s m�nd �s a
wonder chamber, from wh�ch he can extract treasures that you and I would
g�ve years of our l�fe to acqu�re."'

Hawberk laughed.
I cont�nued a l�ttle �mpat�ently: "He knows h�story as no one else could

know �t. Noth�ng, however tr�v�al, escapes h�s search, and h�s memory �s so
absolute, so prec�se �n deta�ls, that were �t known �n New York that such a
man ex�sted, the people could not honour h�m enough."

"Nonsense," muttered Hawberk, search�ng on the floor for a fallen r�vet.



"Is �t nonsense," I asked, manag�ng to suppress what I felt, "�s �t nonsense
when he says that the tassets and cu�ssards of the enamelled su�t of armour
commonly known as the 'Pr�nce's Emblazoned' can be found among a mass
of rusty theatr�cal propert�es, broken stoves and ragp�cker's refuse �n a
garret �n Pell Street?"

Hawberk's hammer fell to the ground, but he p�cked �t up and asked, w�th
a great deal of calm, how I knew that the tassets and left cu�ssard were
m�ss�ng from the "Pr�nce's Emblazoned."

"I d�d not know unt�l Mr. W�lde ment�oned �t to me the other day. He sa�d
they were �n the garret of 998 Pell Street."

"Nonsense," he cr�ed, but I not�ced h�s hand trembl�ng under h�s leathern
apron.

"Is th�s nonsense too?" I asked pleasantly, "�s �t nonsense when Mr. W�lde
cont�nually speaks of you as the Marqu�s of Avonsh�re and of M�ss
Constance—"

I d�d not f�n�sh, for Constance had started to her feet w�th terror wr�tten on
every feature. Hawberk looked at me and slowly smoothed h�s leathern
apron.

"That �s �mposs�ble," he observed, "Mr. W�lde may know a great many
th�ngs—"

"About armour, for �nstance, and the 'Pr�nce's Emblazoned,'" I �nterposed,
sm�l�ng.

"Yes," he cont�nued, slowly, "about armour also—may be—but he �s
wrong �n regard to the Marqu�s of Avonsh�re, who, as you know, k�lled h�s
w�fe's traducer years ago, and went to Austral�a where he d�d not long
surv�ve h�s w�fe."

"Mr. W�lde �s wrong," murmured Constance. Her l�ps were blanched, but
her vo�ce was sweet and calm.

"Let us agree, �f you please, that �n th�s one c�rcumstance Mr. W�lde �s
wrong," I sa�d.

II

I cl�mbed the three d�lap�dated fl�ghts of sta�rs, wh�ch I had so often
cl�mbed before, and knocked at a small door at the end of the corr�dor. Mr.
W�lde opened the door and I walked �n.



When he had double-locked the door and pushed a heavy chest aga�nst �t,
he came and sat down bes�de me, peer�ng up �nto my face w�th h�s l�ttle
l�ght-coloured eyes. Half a dozen new scratches covered h�s nose and
cheeks, and the s�lver w�res wh�ch supported h�s art�f�c�al ears had become
d�splaced. I thought I had never seen h�m so h�deously fasc�nat�ng. He had
no ears. The art�f�c�al ones, wh�ch now stood out at an angle from the f�ne
w�re, were h�s one weakness. They were made of wax and pa�nted a shell
p�nk, but the rest of h�s face was yellow. He m�ght better have revelled �n
the luxury of some art�f�c�al f�ngers for h�s left hand, wh�ch was absolutely
f�ngerless, but �t seemed to cause h�m no �nconven�ence, and he was
sat�sf�ed w�th h�s wax ears. He was very small, scarcely h�gher than a ch�ld
of ten, but h�s arms were magn�f�cently developed, and h�s th�ghs as th�ck as
any athlete's. St�ll, the most remarkable th�ng about Mr. W�lde was that a
man of h�s marvellous �ntell�gence and knowledge should have such a head.
It was flat and po�nted, l�ke the heads of many of those unfortunates whom
people �mpr�son �n asylums for the weak-m�nded. Many called h�m �nsane,
but I knew h�m to be as sane as I was.

I do not deny that he was eccentr�c; the man�a he had for keep�ng that cat
and teas�ng her unt�l she flew at h�s face l�ke a demon, was certa�nly
eccentr�c. I never could understand why he kept the creature, nor what
pleasure he found �n shutt�ng h�mself up �n h�s room w�th th�s surly, v�c�ous
beast. I remember once, glanc�ng up from the manuscr�pt I was study�ng by
the l�ght of some tallow d�ps, and see�ng Mr. W�lde squatt�ng mot�onless on
h�s h�gh cha�r, h�s eyes fa�rly blaz�ng w�th exc�tement, wh�le the cat, wh�ch
had r�sen from her place before the stove, came creep�ng across the floor
r�ght at h�m. Before I could move she flattened her belly to the ground,
crouched, trembled, and sprang �nto h�s face. Howl�ng and foam�ng they
rolled over and over on the floor, scratch�ng and claw�ng, unt�l the cat
screamed and fled under the cab�net, and Mr. W�lde turned over on h�s
back, h�s l�mbs contract�ng and curl�ng up l�ke the legs of a dy�ng sp�der. He
was eccentr�c.

Mr. W�lde had cl�mbed �nto h�s h�gh cha�r, and, after study�ng my face,
p�cked up a dog's-eared ledger and opened �t.

"Henry B. Matthews," he read, "book-keeper w�th Whysot Whysot and
Company, dealers �n church ornaments. Called Apr�l 3rd. Reputat�on
damaged on the race-track. Known as a welcher. Reputat�on to be repa�red



by August 1st. Reta�ner F�ve Dollars." He turned the page and ran h�s
f�ngerless knuckles down the closely-wr�tten columns.

"P. Greene Dusenberry, M�n�ster of the Gospel, Fa�rbeach, New Jersey.
Reputat�on damaged �n the Bowery. To be repa�red as soon as poss�ble.
Reta�ner $100."

He coughed and added, "Called, Apr�l 6th."
"Then you are not �n need of money, Mr. W�lde," I �nqu�red.
"L�sten," he coughed aga�n.
"Mrs. C. Ham�lton Chester, of Chester Park, New York C�ty. Called Apr�l

7th. Reputat�on damaged at D�eppe, France. To be repa�red by October 1st
Reta�ner $500.

"Note.—C. Ham�lton Chester, Capta�n U.S.S. 'Avalanche', ordered home
from South Sea Squadron October 1st."

"Well," I sa�d, "the profess�on of a Repa�rer of Reputat�ons �s lucrat�ve."
H�s colourless eyes sought m�ne, "I only wanted to demonstrate that I was

correct. You sa�d �t was �mposs�ble to succeed as a Repa�rer of Reputat�ons;
that even �f I d�d succeed �n certa�n cases �t would cost me more than I
would ga�n by �t. To-day I have f�ve hundred men �n my employ, who are
poorly pa�d, but who pursue the work w�th an enthus�asm wh�ch poss�bly
may be born of fear. These men enter every shade and grade of soc�ety;
some even are p�llars of the most exclus�ve soc�al temples; others are the
prop and pr�de of the f�nanc�al world; st�ll others, hold und�sputed sway
among the 'Fancy and the Talent.' I choose them at my le�sure from those
who reply to my advert�sements. It �s easy enough, they are all cowards. I
could treble the number �n twenty days �f I w�shed. So you see, those who
have �n the�r keep�ng the reputat�ons of the�r fellow-c�t�zens, I have �n my
pay."

"They may turn on you," I suggested.
He rubbed h�s thumb over h�s cropped ears, and adjusted the wax

subst�tutes. "I th�nk not," he murmured thoughtfully, "I seldom have to
apply the wh�p, and then only once. Bes�des they l�ke the�r wages."

"How do you apply the wh�p?" I demanded.
H�s face for a moment was awful to look upon. H�s eyes dw�ndled to a

pa�r of green sparks.



"I �nv�te them to come and have a l�ttle chat w�th me," he sa�d �n a soft
vo�ce.

A knock at the door �nterrupted h�m, and h�s face resumed �ts am�able
express�on.

"Who �s �t?" he �nqu�red.
"Mr. Steylette," was the answer.
"Come to-morrow," repl�ed Mr. W�lde.
"Imposs�ble," began the other, but was s�lenced by a sort of bark from Mr.

W�lde.
"Come to-morrow," he repeated.
We heard somebody move away from the door and turn the corner by the

sta�rway.
"Who �s that?" I asked.
"Arnold Steylette, Owner and Ed�tor �n Ch�ef of the great New York

da�ly."
He drummed on the ledger w�th h�s f�ngerless hand add�ng: "I pay h�m

very badly, but he th�nks �t a good barga�n."
"Arnold Steylette!" I repeated amazed.
"Yes," sa�d Mr. W�lde, w�th a self-sat�sf�ed cough.
The cat, wh�ch had entered the room as he spoke, hes�tated, looked up at

h�m and snarled. He cl�mbed down from the cha�r and squatt�ng on the
floor, took the creature �nto h�s arms and caressed her. The cat ceased
snarl�ng and presently began a loud purr�ng wh�ch seemed to �ncrease �n
t�mbre as he stroked her. "Where are the notes?" I asked. He po�nted to the
table, and for the hundredth t�me I p�cked up the bundle of manuscr�pt
ent�tled—

"THE IMPERIAL DYNASTY OF AMERICA."
One by one I stud�ed the well-worn pages, worn only by my own

handl�ng, and although I knew all by heart, from the beg�nn�ng, "When
from Carcosa, the Hyades, Hastur, and Aldebaran," to "Casta�gne, Lou�s de
Calvados, born December 19th, 1877," I read �t w�th an eager, rapt
attent�on, paus�ng to repeat parts of �t aloud, and dwell�ng espec�ally on
"H�ldred de Calvados, only son of H�ldred Casta�gne and Edythe Landes
Casta�gne, f�rst �n success�on," etc., etc.



When I f�n�shed, Mr. W�lde nodded and coughed.
"Speak�ng of your leg�t�mate amb�t�on," he sa�d, "how do Constance and

Lou�s get along?"
"She loves h�m," I repl�ed s�mply.
The cat on h�s knee suddenly turned and struck at h�s eyes, and he flung

her off and cl�mbed on to the cha�r oppos�te me.
"And Dr. Archer! But that's a matter you can settle any t�me you w�sh," he

added.
"Yes," I repl�ed, "Dr. Archer can wa�t, but �t �s t�me I saw my cous�n

Lou�s."
"It �s t�me," he repeated. Then he took another ledger from the table and

ran over the leaves rap�dly. "We are now �n commun�cat�on w�th ten
thousand men," he muttered. "We can count on one hundred thousand
w�th�n the f�rst twenty-e�ght hours, and �n forty-e�ght hours the state w�ll
r�se en masse. The country follows the state, and the port�on that w�ll not, I
mean Cal�forn�a and the Northwest, m�ght better never have been �nhab�ted.
I shall not send them the Yellow S�gn."

The blood rushed to my head, but I only answered, "A new broom sweeps
clean."

"The amb�t�on of Caesar and of Napoleon pales before that wh�ch could
not rest unt�l �t had se�zed the m�nds of men and controlled even the�r
unborn thoughts," sa�d Mr. W�lde.

"You are speak�ng of the K�ng �n Yellow," I groaned, w�th a shudder.
"He �s a k�ng whom emperors have served."
"I am content to serve h�m," I repl�ed.
Mr. W�lde sat rubb�ng h�s ears w�th h�s cr�ppled hand. "Perhaps Constance

does not love h�m," he suggested.
I started to reply, but a sudden burst of m�l�tary mus�c from the street

below drowned my vo�ce. The twent�eth dragoon reg�ment, formerly �n
garr�son at Mount St. V�ncent, was return�ng from the manœuvres �n
Westchester County, to �ts new barracks on East Wash�ngton Square. It was
my cous�n's reg�ment. They were a f�ne lot of fellows, �n the�r pale blue,
t�ght-f�tt�ng jackets, jaunty busbys and wh�te r�d�ng breeches w�th the
double yellow str�pe, �nto wh�ch the�r l�mbs seemed moulded. Every other
squadron was armed w�th lances, from the metal po�nts of wh�ch fluttered



yellow and wh�te pennons. The band passed, play�ng the reg�mental march,
then came the colonel and staff, the horses crowd�ng and trampl�ng, wh�le
the�r heads bobbed �n un�son, and the pennons fluttered from the�r lance
po�nts. The troopers, who rode w�th the beaut�ful Engl�sh seat, looked
brown as berr�es from the�r bloodless campa�gn among the farms of
Westchester, and the mus�c of the�r sabres aga�nst the st�rrups, and the j�ngle
of spurs and carb�nes was del�ghtful to me. I saw Lou�s r�d�ng w�th h�s
squadron. He was as handsome an off�cer as I have ever seen. Mr. W�lde,
who had mounted a cha�r by the w�ndow, saw h�m too, but sa�d noth�ng.
Lou�s turned and looked stra�ght at Hawberk's shop as he passed, and I
could see the flush on h�s brown cheeks. I th�nk Constance must have been
at the w�ndow. When the last troopers had clattered by, and the last pennons
van�shed �nto South F�fth Avenue, Mr. W�lde clambered out of h�s cha�r and
dragged the chest away from the door.

"Yes," he sa�d, "�t �s t�me that you saw your cous�n Lou�s."
He unlocked the door and I p�cked up my hat and st�ck and stepped �nto

the corr�dor. The sta�rs were dark. Grop�ng about, I set my foot on
someth�ng soft, wh�ch snarled and sp�t, and I a�med a murderous blow at the
cat, but my cane sh�vered to spl�nters aga�nst the balustrade, and the beast
scurr�ed back �nto Mr. W�lde's room.

Pass�ng Hawberk's door aga�n I saw h�m st�ll at work on the armour, but I
d�d not stop, and stepp�ng out �nto Bleecker Street, I followed �t to Wooster,
sk�rted the grounds of the Lethal Chamber, and cross�ng Wash�ngton Park
went stra�ght to my rooms �n the Bened�ck. Here I lunched comfortably,
read the Herald and the Meteor, and f�nally went to the steel safe �n my
bedroom and set the t�me comb�nat�on. The three and three-quarter m�nutes
wh�ch �t �s necessary to wa�t, wh�le the t�me lock �s open�ng, are to me
golden moments. From the �nstant I set the comb�nat�on to the moment
when I grasp the knobs and sw�ng back the sol�d steel doors, I l�ve �n an
ecstasy of expectat�on. Those moments must be l�ke moments passed �n
Parad�se. I know what I am to f�nd at the end of the t�me l�m�t. I know what
the mass�ve safe holds secure for me, for me alone, and the exqu�s�te
pleasure of wa�t�ng �s hardly enhanced when the safe opens and I l�ft, from
�ts velvet crown, a d�adem of purest gold, blaz�ng w�th d�amonds. I do th�s
every day, and yet the joy of wa�t�ng and at last touch�ng aga�n the d�adem,
only seems to �ncrease as the days pass. It �s a d�adem f�t for a K�ng among



k�ngs, an Emperor among emperors. The K�ng �n Yellow m�ght scorn �t, but
�t shall be worn by h�s royal servant.

I held �t �n my arms unt�l the alarm �n the safe rang harshly, and then
tenderly, proudly, I replaced �t and shut the steel doors. I walked slowly
back �nto my study, wh�ch faces Wash�ngton Square, and leaned on the
w�ndow s�ll. The afternoon sun poured �nto my w�ndows, and a gentle
breeze st�rred the branches of the elms and maples �n the park, now covered
w�th buds and tender fol�age. A flock of p�geons c�rcled about the tower of
the Memor�al Church; somet�mes al�ght�ng on the purple t�led roof,
somet�mes wheel�ng downward to the lotos founta�n �n front of the marble
arch. The gardeners were busy w�th the flower beds around the founta�n,
and the freshly turned earth smelled sweet and sp�cy. A lawn mower, drawn
by a fat wh�te horse, cl�nked across the green sward, and water�ng-carts
poured showers of spray over the asphalt dr�ves. Around the statue of Peter
Stuyvesant, wh�ch �n 1897 had replaced the monstros�ty supposed to
represent Gar�bald�, ch�ldren played �n the spr�ng sunsh�ne, and nurse g�rls
wheeled elaborate baby carr�ages w�th a reckless d�sregard for the pasty-
faced occupants, wh�ch could probably be expla�ned by the presence of half
a dozen tr�m dragoon troopers langu�dly loll�ng on the benches. Through
the trees, the Wash�ngton Memor�al Arch gl�stened l�ke s�lver �n the
sunsh�ne, and beyond, on the eastern extrem�ty of the square the grey stone
barracks of the dragoons, and the wh�te gran�te art�llery stables were al�ve
w�th colour and mot�on.

I looked at the Lethal Chamber on the corner of the square oppos�te. A
few cur�ous people st�ll l�ngered about the g�lded �ron ra�l�ng, but �ns�de the
grounds the paths were deserted. I watched the founta�ns r�pple and sparkle;
the sparrows had already found th�s new bath�ng nook, and the bas�ns were
covered w�th the dusty-feathered l�ttle th�ngs. Two or three wh�te peacocks
p�cked the�r way across the lawns, and a drab coloured p�geon sat so
mot�onless on the arm of one of the "Fates," that �t seemed to be a part of
the sculptured stone.

As I was turn�ng carelessly away, a sl�ght commot�on �n the group of
cur�ous lo�terers around the gates attracted my attent�on. A young man had
entered, and was advanc�ng w�th nervous str�des along the gravel path
wh�ch leads to the bronze doors of the Lethal Chamber. He paused a
moment before the "Fates," and as he ra�sed h�s head to those three
myster�ous faces, the p�geon rose from �ts sculptured perch, c�rcled about



for a moment and wheeled to the east. The young man pressed h�s hand to
h�s face, and then w�th an undef�nable gesture sprang up the marble steps,
the bronze doors closed beh�nd h�m, and half an hour later the lo�terers
slouched away, and the fr�ghtened p�geon returned to �ts perch �n the arms
of Fate.

I put on my hat and went out �nto the park for a l�ttle walk before d�nner.
As I crossed the central dr�veway a group of off�cers passed, and one of
them called out, "Hello, H�ldred," and came back to shake hands w�th me. It
was my cous�n Lou�s, who stood sm�l�ng and tapp�ng h�s spurred heels w�th
h�s r�d�ng-wh�p.

"Just back from Westchester," he sa�d; "been do�ng the bucol�c; m�lk and
curds, you know, da�ry-ma�ds �n sunbonnets, who say 'haeow' and 'I don't
th�nk' when you tell them they are pretty. I'm nearly dead for a square meal
at Delmon�co's. What's the news?"

"There �s none," I repl�ed pleasantly. "I saw your reg�ment com�ng �n th�s
morn�ng."

"D�d you? I d�dn't see you. Where were you?"
"In Mr. W�lde's w�ndow."
"Oh, hell!" he began �mpat�ently, "that man �s stark mad! I don't

understand why you—"
He saw how annoyed I felt by th�s outburst, and begged my pardon.
"Really, old chap," he sa�d, "I don't mean to run down a man you l�ke, but

for the l�fe of me I can't see what the deuce you f�nd �n common w�th Mr.
W�lde. He's not well bred, to put �t generously; he �s h�deously deformed;
h�s head �s the head of a cr�m�nally �nsane person. You know yourself he's
been �n an asylum—"

"So have I," I �nterrupted calmly.
Lou�s looked startled and confused for a moment, but recovered and

slapped me heart�ly on the shoulder. "You were completely cured," he
began; but I stopped h�m aga�n.

"I suppose you mean that I was s�mply acknowledged never to have been
�nsane."

"Of course that—that's what I meant," he laughed.
I d�sl�ked h�s laugh because I knew �t was forced, but I nodded ga�ly and

asked h�m where he was go�ng. Lou�s looked after h�s brother off�cers who



had now almost reached Broadway.
"We had �ntended to sample a Brunsw�ck cockta�l, but to tell you the truth

I was anx�ous for an excuse to go and see Hawberk �nstead. Come along, I'll
make you my excuse."

We found old Hawberk, neatly att�red �n a fresh spr�ng su�t, stand�ng at the
door of h�s shop and sn�ff�ng the a�r.

"I had just dec�ded to take Constance for a l�ttle stroll before d�nner," he
repl�ed to the �mpetuous volley of quest�ons from Lou�s. "We thought of
walk�ng on the park terrace along the North R�ver."

At that moment Constance appeared and grew pale and rosy by turns as
Lou�s bent over her small gloved f�ngers. I tr�ed to excuse myself, alleg�ng
an engagement uptown, but Lou�s and Constance would not l�sten, and I
saw I was expected to rema�n and engage old Hawberk's attent�on. After all
�t would be just as well �f I kept my eye on Lou�s, I thought, and when they
ha�led a Spr�ng Street horse-car, I got �n after them and took my seat bes�de
the armourer.

The beaut�ful l�ne of parks and gran�te terraces overlook�ng the wharves
along the North R�ver, wh�ch were bu�lt �n 1910 and f�n�shed �n the autumn
of 1917, had become one of the most popular promenades �n the metropol�s.
They extended from the battery to 190th Street, overlook�ng the noble r�ver
and afford�ng a f�ne v�ew of the Jersey shore and the H�ghlands oppos�te.
Cafés and restaurants were scattered here and there among the trees, and
tw�ce a week m�l�tary bands from the garr�son played �n the k�osques on the
parapets.

We sat down �n the sunsh�ne on the bench at the foot of the equestr�an
statue of General Sher�dan. Constance t�pped her sunshade to sh�eld her
eyes, and she and Lou�s began a murmur�ng conversat�on wh�ch was
�mposs�ble to catch. Old Hawberk, lean�ng on h�s �vory headed cane,
l�ghted an excellent c�gar, the mate to wh�ch I pol�tely refused, and sm�led
at vacancy. The sun hung low above the Staten Island woods, and the bay
was dyed w�th golden hues reflected from the sun-warmed sa�ls of the
sh�pp�ng �n the harbour.

Br�gs, schooners, yachts, clumsy ferry-boats, the�r decks swarm�ng w�th
people, ra�lroad transports carry�ng l�nes of brown, blue and wh�te fre�ght
cars, stately sound steamers, déclassé tramp steamers, coasters, dredgers,
scows, and everywhere pervad�ng the ent�re bay �mpudent l�ttle tugs puff�ng



and wh�stl�ng off�c�ously;—these were the craft wh�ch churned the sunl�ght
waters as far as the eye could reach. In calm contrast to the hurry of sa�l�ng
vessel and steamer a s�lent fleet of wh�te warsh�ps lay mot�onless �n
m�dstream.

Constance's merry laugh aroused me from my rever�e.
"What are you star�ng at?" she �nqu�red.
"Noth�ng—the fleet," I sm�led.
Then Lou�s told us what the vessels were, po�nt�ng out each by �ts relat�ve

pos�t�on to the old Red Fort on Governor's Island.
"That l�ttle c�gar shaped th�ng �s a torpedo boat," he expla�ned; "there are

four more ly�ng close together. They are the Tarpon, the Falcon, the Sea
Fox, and the Octopus. The gun-boats just above are the Pr�nceton, the
Champla�n, the St�ll Water and the Er�e. Next to them l�e the cru�sers
Faragut and Los Angeles, and above them the battle sh�ps Cal�forn�a, and
Dakota, and the Wash�ngton wh�ch �s the flag sh�p. Those two squatty
look�ng chunks of metal wh�ch are anchored there off Castle W�ll�am are
the double turreted mon�tors Terr�ble and Magn�f�cent; beh�nd them l�es the
ram, Osceola."

Constance looked at h�m w�th deep approval �n her beaut�ful eyes. "What
loads of th�ngs you know for a sold�er," she sa�d, and we all jo�ned �n the
laugh wh�ch followed.

Presently Lou�s rose w�th a nod to us and offered h�s arm to Constance,
and they strolled away along the r�ver wall. Hawberk watched them for a
moment and then turned to me.

"Mr. W�lde was r�ght," he sa�d. "I have found the m�ss�ng tassets and left
cu�ssard of the 'Pr�nce's Emblazoned,' �n a v�le old junk garret �n Pell
Street."

"998?" I �nqu�red, w�th a sm�le.
"Yes."
"Mr. W�lde �s a very �ntell�gent man," I observed.
"I want to g�ve h�m the cred�t of th�s most �mportant d�scovery," cont�nued

Hawberk. "And I �ntend �t shall be known that he �s ent�tled to the fame of
�t."

"He won't thank you for that," I answered sharply; "please say noth�ng
about �t."



"Do you know what �t �s worth?" sa�d Hawberk.
"No, f�fty dollars, perhaps."
"It �s valued at f�ve hundred, but the owner of the 'Pr�nce's Emblazoned'

w�ll g�ve two thousand dollars to the person who completes h�s su�t; that
reward also belongs to Mr. W�lde."

"He doesn't want �t! He refuses �t!" I answered angr�ly. "What do you
know about Mr. W�lde? He doesn't need the money. He �s r�ch—or w�ll be
—r�cher than any l�v�ng man except myself. What w�ll we care for money
then—what w�ll we care, he and I, when—when—"

"When what?" demanded Hawberk, aston�shed.
"You w�ll see," I repl�ed, on my guard aga�n.
He looked at me narrowly, much as Doctor Archer used to, and I knew he

thought I was mentally unsound. Perhaps �t was fortunate for h�m that he
d�d not use the word lunat�c just then.

"No," I repl�ed to h�s unspoken thought, "I am not mentally weak; my
m�nd �s as healthy as Mr. W�lde's. I do not care to expla�n just yet what I
have on hand, but �t �s an �nvestment wh�ch w�ll pay more than mere gold,
s�lver and prec�ous stones. It w�ll secure the happ�ness and prosper�ty of a
cont�nent—yes, a hem�sphere!"

"Oh," sa�d Hawberk.
"And eventually," I cont�nued more qu�etly, "�t w�ll secure the happ�ness

of the whole world."
"And �nc�dentally your own happ�ness and prosper�ty as well as Mr.

W�lde's?"
"Exactly," I sm�led. But I could have throttled h�m for tak�ng that tone.
He looked at me �n s�lence for a wh�le and then sa�d very gently, "Why

don't you g�ve up your books and stud�es, Mr. Casta�gne, and take a tramp
among the mounta�ns somewhere or other? You used to be fond of f�sh�ng.
Take a cast or two at the trout �n the Rangelys."

"I don't care for f�sh�ng any more," I answered, w�thout a shade of
annoyance �n my vo�ce.

"You used to be fond of everyth�ng," he cont�nued; "athlet�cs, yacht�ng,
shoot�ng, r�d�ng—"

"I have never cared to r�de s�nce my fall," I sa�d qu�etly.



"Ah, yes, your fall," he repeated, look�ng away from me.
I thought th�s nonsense had gone far enough, so I brought the conversat�on

back to Mr. W�lde; but he was scann�ng my face aga�n �n a manner h�ghly
offens�ve to me.

"Mr. W�lde," he repeated, "do you know what he d�d th�s afternoon? He
came downsta�rs and na�led a s�gn over the hall door next to m�ne; �t read:

MR. WILDE,
REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS.

Th�rd Bell.
"Do you know what a Repa�rer of Reputat�ons can be?"
"I do," I repl�ed, suppress�ng the rage w�th�n.
"Oh," he sa�d aga�n.
Lou�s and Constance came stroll�ng by and stopped to ask �f we would

jo�n them. Hawberk looked at h�s watch. At the same moment a puff of
smoke shot from the casemates of Castle W�ll�am, and the boom of the
sunset gun rolled across the water and was re-echoed from the H�ghlands
oppos�te. The flag came runn�ng down from the flag-pole, the bugles
sounded on the wh�te decks of the warsh�ps, and the f�rst electr�c l�ght
sparkled out from the Jersey shore.

As I turned �nto the c�ty w�th Hawberk I heard Constance murmur
someth�ng to Lou�s wh�ch I d�d not understand; but Lou�s wh�spered "My
darl�ng," �n reply; and aga�n, walk�ng ahead w�th Hawberk through the
square I heard a murmur of "sweetheart," and "my own Constance," and I
knew the t�me had nearly arr�ved when I should speak of �mportant matters
w�th my cous�n Lou�s.

III

One morn�ng early �n May I stood before the steel safe �n my bedroom,
try�ng on the golden jewelled crown. The d�amonds flashed f�re as I turned
to the m�rror, and the heavy beaten gold burned l�ke a halo about my head. I
remembered Cam�lla's agon�zed scream and the awful words echo�ng
through the d�m streets of Carcosa. They were the last l�nes �n the f�rst act,
and I dared not th�nk of what followed—dared not, even �n the spr�ng
sunsh�ne, there �n my own room, surrounded w�th fam�l�ar objects,
reassured by the bustle from the street and the vo�ces of the servants �n the



hallway outs�de. For those po�soned words had dropped slowly �nto my
heart, as death-sweat drops upon a bed-sheet and �s absorbed. Trembl�ng, I
put the d�adem from my head and w�ped my forehead, but I thought of
Hastur and of my own r�ghtful amb�t�on, and I remembered Mr. W�lde as I
had last left h�m, h�s face all torn and bloody from the claws of that dev�l's
creature, and what he sa�d—ah, what he sa�d. The alarm bell �n the safe
began to wh�rr harshly, and I knew my t�me was up; but I would not heed �t,
and replac�ng the flash�ng c�rclet upon my head I turned def�antly to the
m�rror. I stood for a long t�me absorbed �n the chang�ng express�on of my
own eyes. The m�rror reflected a face wh�ch was l�ke my own, but wh�ter,
and so th�n that I hardly recogn�zed �t. And all the t�me I kept repeat�ng
between my clenched teeth, "The day has come! the day has come!" wh�le
the alarm �n the safe wh�rred and clamoured, and the d�amonds sparkled and
flamed above my brow. I heard a door open but d�d not heed �t. It was only
when I saw two faces �n the m�rror:—�t was only when another face rose
over my shoulder, and two other eyes met m�ne. I wheeled l�ke a flash and
se�zed a long kn�fe from my dress�ng-table, and my cous�n sprang back very
pale, cry�ng: "H�ldred! for God's sake!" then as my hand fell, he sa�d: "It �s
I, Lou�s, don't you know me?" I stood s�lent. I could not have spoken for my
l�fe. He walked up to me and took the kn�fe from my hand.

"What �s all th�s?" he �nqu�red, �n a gentle vo�ce. "Are you �ll?"
"No," I repl�ed. But I doubt �f he heard me.
"Come, come, old fellow," he cr�ed, "take off that brass crown and toddle

�nto the study. Are you go�ng to a masquerade? What's all th�s theatr�cal
t�nsel anyway?"

I was glad he thought the crown was made of brass and paste, yet I d�dn't
l�ke h�m any the better for th�nk�ng so. I let h�m take �t from my hand,
know�ng �t was best to humour h�m. He tossed the splend�d d�adem �n the
a�r, and catch�ng �t, turned to me sm�l�ng.

"It's dear at f�fty cents," he sa�d. "What's �t for?"
I d�d not answer, but took the c�rclet from h�s hands, and plac�ng �t �n the

safe shut the mass�ve steel door. The alarm ceased �ts �nfernal d�n at once.
He watched me cur�ously, but d�d not seem to not�ce the sudden ceas�ng of
the alarm. He d�d, however, speak of the safe as a b�scu�t box. Fear�ng lest
he m�ght exam�ne the comb�nat�on I led the way �nto my study. Lou�s threw
h�mself on the sofa and fl�cked at fl�es w�th h�s eternal r�d�ng-wh�p. He



wore h�s fat�gue un�form w�th the bra�ded jacket and jaunty cap, and I
not�ced that h�s r�d�ng-boots were all splashed w�th red mud.

"Where have you been?" I �nqu�red.
"Jump�ng mud creeks �n Jersey," he sa�d. "I haven't had t�me to change

yet; I was rather �n a hurry to see you. Haven't you got a glass of
someth�ng? I'm dead t�red; been �n the saddle twenty-four hours."

I gave h�m some brandy from my med�c�nal store, wh�ch he drank w�th a
gr�mace.

"Damned bad stuff," he observed. "I'll g�ve you an address where they sell
brandy that �s brandy."

"It's good enough for my needs," I sa�d �nd�fferently. "I use �t to rub my
chest w�th." He stared and fl�cked at another fly.

"See here, old fellow," he began, "I've got someth�ng to suggest to you. It's
four years now that you've shut yourself up here l�ke an owl, never go�ng
anywhere, never tak�ng any healthy exerc�se, never do�ng a damn th�ng but
por�ng over those books up there on the mantelp�ece."

He glanced along the row of shelves. "Napoleon, Napoleon, Napoleon!"
he read. "For heaven's sake, have you noth�ng but Napoleons there?"

"I w�sh they were bound �n gold," I sa�d. "But wa�t, yes, there �s another
book, The K�ng �n Yellow." I looked h�m stead�ly �n the eye.

"Have you never read �t?" I asked.
"I? No, thank God! I don't want to be dr�ven crazy."
I saw he regretted h�s speech as soon as he had uttered �t. There �s only

one word wh�ch I loathe more than I do lunat�c and that word �s crazy. But I
controlled myself and asked h�m why he thought The K�ng �n Yellow
dangerous.

"Oh, I don't know," he sa�d, hast�ly. "I only remember the exc�tement �t
created and the denunc�at�ons from pulp�t and Press. I bel�eve the author
shot h�mself after br�ng�ng forth th�s monstros�ty, d�dn't he?"

"I understand he �s st�ll al�ve," I answered.
"That's probably true," he muttered; "bullets couldn't k�ll a f�end l�ke that."
"It �s a book of great truths," I sa�d.
"Yes," he repl�ed, "of 'truths' wh�ch send men frant�c and blast the�r l�ves. I

don't care �f the th�ng �s, as they say, the very supreme essence of art. It's a



cr�me to have wr�tten �t, and I for one shall never open �ts pages."
"Is that what you have come to tell me?" I asked.
"No," he sa�d, "I came to tell you that I am go�ng to be marr�ed."
I bel�eve for a moment my heart ceased to beat, but I kept my eyes on h�s

face.
"Yes," he cont�nued, sm�l�ng happ�ly, "marr�ed to the sweetest g�rl on

earth."
"Constance Hawberk," I sa�d mechan�cally.
"How d�d you know?" he cr�ed, aston�shed. "I d�dn't know �t myself unt�l

that even�ng last Apr�l, when we strolled down to the embankment before
d�nner."

"When �s �t to be?" I asked.
"It was to have been next September, but an hour ago a despatch came

order�ng our reg�ment to the Pres�d�o, San Franc�sco. We leave at noon to-
morrow. To-morrow," he repeated. "Just th�nk, H�ldred, to-morrow I shall
be the happ�est fellow that ever drew breath �n th�s jolly world, for
Constance w�ll go w�th me."

I offered h�m my hand �n congratulat�on, and he se�zed and shook �t l�ke
the good-natured fool he was—or pretended to be.

"I am go�ng to get my squadron as a wedd�ng present," he rattled on.
"Capta�n and Mrs. Lou�s Casta�gne, eh, H�ldred?"

Then he told me where �t was to be and who were to be there, and made
me prom�se to come and be best man. I set my teeth and l�stened to h�s
boy�sh chatter w�thout show�ng what I felt, but—

I was gett�ng to the l�m�t of my endurance, and when he jumped up, and,
sw�tch�ng h�s spurs t�ll they j�ngled, sa�d he must go, I d�d not deta�n h�m.

"There's one th�ng I want to ask of you," I sa�d qu�etly.
"Out w�th �t, �t's prom�sed," he laughed.
"I want you to meet me for a quarter of an hour's talk to-n�ght."
"Of course, �f you w�sh," he sa�d, somewhat puzzled. "Where?"
"Anywhere, �n the park there."
"What t�me, H�ldred?"
"M�dn�ght."



"What �n the name of—" he began, but checked h�mself and laugh�ngly
assented. I watched h�m go down the sta�rs and hurry away, h�s sabre
bang�ng at every str�de. He turned �nto Bleecker Street, and I knew he was
go�ng to see Constance. I gave h�m ten m�nutes to d�sappear and then
followed �n h�s footsteps, tak�ng w�th me the jewelled crown and the s�lken
robe embro�dered w�th the Yellow S�gn. When I turned �nto Bleecker Street,
and entered the doorway wh�ch bore the s�gn—
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Th�rd Bell.
I saw old Hawberk mov�ng about �n h�s shop, and �mag�ned I heard

Constance's vo�ce �n the parlour; but I avo�ded them both and hurr�ed up the
trembl�ng sta�rways to Mr. W�lde's apartment. I knocked and entered
w�thout ceremony. Mr. W�lde lay groan�ng on the floor, h�s face covered
w�th blood, h�s clothes torn to shreds. Drops of blood were scattered about
over the carpet, wh�ch had also been r�pped and frayed �n the ev�dently
recent struggle.

"It's that cursed cat," he sa�d, ceas�ng h�s groans, and turn�ng h�s
colourless eyes to me; "she attacked me wh�le I was asleep. I bel�eve she
w�ll k�ll me yet."

Th�s was too much, so I went �nto the k�tchen, and, se�z�ng a hatchet from
the pantry, started to f�nd the �nfernal beast and settle her then and there. My
search was fru�tless, and after a wh�le I gave �t up and came back to f�nd
Mr. W�lde squatt�ng on h�s h�gh cha�r by the table. He had washed h�s face
and changed h�s clothes. The great furrows wh�ch the cat's claws had
ploughed up �n h�s face he had f�lled w�th collod�on, and a rag h�d the
wound �n h�s throat. I told h�m I should k�ll the cat when I came across her,
but he only shook h�s head and turned to the open ledger before h�m. He
read name after name of the people who had come to h�m �n regard to the�r
reputat�on, and the sums he had amassed were startl�ng.

"I put on the screws now and then," he expla�ned.
"One day or other some of these people w�ll assass�nate you," I �ns�sted.
"Do you th�nk so?" he sa�d, rubb�ng h�s mut�lated ears.
It was useless to argue w�th h�m, so I took down the manuscr�pt ent�tled

Imper�al Dynasty of Amer�ca, for the last t�me I should ever take �t down �n
Mr. W�lde's study. I read �t through, thr�ll�ng and trembl�ng w�th pleasure.



When I had f�n�shed Mr. W�lde took the manuscr�pt and, turn�ng to the dark
passage wh�ch leads from h�s study to h�s bed-chamber, called out �n a loud
vo�ce, "Vance." Then for the f�rst t�me, I not�ced a man crouch�ng there �n
the shadow. How I had overlooked h�m dur�ng my search for the cat, I
cannot �mag�ne.

"Vance, come �n," cr�ed Mr. W�lde.
The f�gure rose and crept towards us, and I shall never forget the face that

he ra�sed to m�ne, as the l�ght from the w�ndow �llum�nated �t.
"Vance, th�s �s Mr. Casta�gne," sa�d Mr. W�lde. Before he had f�n�shed

speak�ng, the man threw h�mself on the ground before the table, cry�ng and
grasp�ng, "Oh, God! Oh, my God! Help me! Forg�ve me! Oh, Mr.
Casta�gne, keep that man away. You cannot, you cannot mean �t! You are
d�fferent—save me! I am broken down—I was �n a madhouse and now—
when all was com�ng r�ght—when I had forgotten the K�ng—the K�ng �n
Yellow and—but I shall go mad aga�n—I shall go mad—"

H�s vo�ce d�ed �nto a chok�ng rattle, for Mr. W�lde had leapt on h�m and
h�s r�ght hand enc�rcled the man's throat. When Vance fell �n a heap on the
floor, Mr. W�lde clambered n�mbly �nto h�s cha�r aga�n, and rubb�ng h�s
mangled ears w�th the stump of h�s hand, turned to me and asked me for the
ledger. I reached �t down from the shelf and he opened �t. After a moment's
search�ng among the beaut�fully wr�tten pages, he coughed complacently,
and po�nted to the name Vance.

"Vance," he read aloud, "Osgood Oswald Vance." At the sound of h�s
name, the man on the floor ra�sed h�s head and turned a convulsed face to
Mr. W�lde. H�s eyes were �njected w�th blood, h�s l�ps tumef�ed. "Called
Apr�l 28th," cont�nued Mr. W�lde. "Occupat�on, cash�er �n the Seaforth
Nat�onal Bank; has served a term of forgery at S�ng S�ng, from whence he
was transferred to the Asylum for the Cr�m�nal Insane. Pardoned by the
Governor of New York, and d�scharged from the Asylum, January 19, 1918.
Reputat�on damaged at Sheepshead Bay. Rumours that he l�ves beyond h�s
�ncome. Reputat�on to be repa�red at once. Reta�ner $1,500.

"Note.—Has embezzled sums amount�ng to $30,000 s�nce March 20,
1919, excellent fam�ly, and secured present pos�t�on through uncle's
�nfluence. Father, Pres�dent of Seaforth Bank."

I looked at the man on the floor.



"Get up, Vance," sa�d Mr. W�lde �n a gentle vo�ce. Vance rose as �f
hypnot�zed. "He w�ll do as we suggest now," observed Mr. W�lde, and
open�ng the manuscr�pt, he read the ent�re h�story of the Imper�al Dynasty
of Amer�ca. Then �n a k�nd and sooth�ng murmur he ran over the �mportant
po�nts w�th Vance, who stood l�ke one stunned. H�s eyes were so blank and
vacant that I �mag�ned he had become half-w�tted, and remarked �t to Mr.
W�lde who repl�ed that �t was of no consequence anyway. Very pat�ently we
po�nted out to Vance what h�s share �n the affa�r would be, and he seemed to
understand after a wh�le. Mr. W�lde expla�ned the manuscr�pt, us�ng several
volumes on Heraldry, to substant�ate the result of h�s researches. He
ment�oned the establ�shment of the Dynasty �n Carcosa, the lakes wh�ch
connected Hastur, Aldebaran and the mystery of the Hyades. He spoke of
Cass�lda and Cam�lla, and sounded the cloudy depths of Demhe, and the
Lake of Hal�. "The scolloped tatters of the K�ng �n Yellow must h�de Yht�ll
forever," he muttered, but I do not bel�eve Vance heard h�m. Then by
degrees he led Vance along the ram�f�cat�ons of the Imper�al fam�ly, to Uoht
and Thale, from Naotalba and Phantom of Truth, to Aldones, and then
toss�ng as�de h�s manuscr�pt and notes, he began the wonderful story of the
Last K�ng. Fasc�nated and thr�lled I watched h�m. He threw up h�s head, h�s
long arms were stretched out �n a magn�f�cent gesture of pr�de and power,
and h�s eyes blazed deep �n the�r sockets l�ke two emeralds. Vance l�stened
stupef�ed. As for me, when at last Mr. W�lde had f�n�shed, and po�nt�ng to
me, cr�ed, "The cous�n of the K�ng!" my head swam w�th exc�tement.

Controll�ng myself w�th a superhuman effort, I expla�ned to Vance why I
alone was worthy of the crown and why my cous�n must be ex�led or d�e. I
made h�m understand that my cous�n must never marry, even after
renounc�ng all h�s cla�ms, and how that least of all he should marry the
daughter of the Marqu�s of Avonsh�re and br�ng England �nto the quest�on. I
showed h�m a l�st of thousands of names wh�ch Mr. W�lde had drawn up;
every man whose name was there had rece�ved the Yellow S�gn wh�ch no
l�v�ng human be�ng dared d�sregard. The c�ty, the state, the whole land,
were ready to r�se and tremble before the Pall�d Mask.

The t�me had come, the people should know the son of Hastur, and the
whole world bow to the black stars wh�ch hang �n the sky over Carcosa.

Vance leaned on the table, h�s head bur�ed �n h�s hands. Mr. W�lde drew a
rough sketch on the marg�n of yesterday's Herald w�th a b�t of lead penc�l.
It was a plan of Hawberk's rooms. Then he wrote out the order and aff�xed



the seal, and shak�ng l�ke a pals�ed man I s�gned my f�rst wr�t of execut�on
w�th my name H�ldred-Rex.

Mr. W�lde clambered to the floor and unlock�ng the cab�net, took a long
square box from the f�rst shelf. Th�s he brought to the table and opened. A
new kn�fe lay �n the t�ssue paper �ns�de and I p�cked �t up and handed �t to
Vance, along w�th the order and the plan of Hawberk's apartment. Then Mr.
W�lde told Vance he could go; and he went, shambl�ng l�ke an outcast of the
slums.

I sat for a wh�le watch�ng the dayl�ght fade beh�nd the square tower of the
Judson Memor�al Church, and f�nally, gather�ng up the manuscr�pt and
notes, took my hat and started for the door.

Mr. W�lde watched me �n s�lence. When I had stepped �nto the hall I
looked back. Mr. W�lde's small eyes were st�ll f�xed on me. Beh�nd h�m, the
shadows gathered �n the fad�ng l�ght. Then I closed the door beh�nd me and
went out �nto the darken�ng streets.

I had eaten noth�ng s�nce breakfast, but I was not hungry. A wretched,
half-starved creature, who stood look�ng across the street at the Lethal
Chamber, not�ced me and came up to tell me a tale of m�sery. I gave h�m
money, I don't know why, and he went away w�thout thank�ng me. An hour
later another outcast approached and wh�ned h�s story. I had a blank b�t of
paper �n my pocket, on wh�ch was traced the Yellow S�gn, and I handed �t to
h�m. He looked at �t stup�dly for a moment, and then w�th an uncerta�n
glance at me, folded �t w�th what seemed to me exaggerated care and placed
�t �n h�s bosom.

The electr�c l�ghts were sparkl�ng among the trees, and the new moon
shone �n the sky above the Lethal Chamber. It was t�resome wa�t�ng �n the
square; I wandered from the Marble Arch to the art�llery stables and back
aga�n to the lotos founta�n. The flowers and grass exhaled a fragrance wh�ch
troubled me. The jet of the founta�n played �n the moonl�ght, and the
mus�cal splash of fall�ng drops rem�nded me of the t�nkle of cha�ned ma�l �n
Hawberk's shop. But �t was not so fasc�nat�ng, and the dull sparkle of the
moonl�ght on the water brought no such sensat�ons of exqu�s�te pleasure, as
when the sunsh�ne played over the pol�shed steel of a corselet on Hawberk's
knee. I watched the bats dart�ng and turn�ng above the water plants �n the
founta�n bas�n, but the�r rap�d, jerky fl�ght set my nerves on edge, and I
went away aga�n to walk a�mlessly to and fro among the trees.



The art�llery stables were dark, but �n the cavalry barracks the off�cers'
w�ndows were br�ll�antly l�ghted, and the sallyport was constantly f�lled
w�th troopers �n fat�gue, carry�ng straw and harness and baskets f�lled w�th
t�n d�shes.

Tw�ce the mounted sentry at the gates was changed wh�le I wandered up
and down the asphalt walk. I looked at my watch. It was nearly t�me. The
l�ghts �n the barracks went out one by one, the barred gate was closed, and
every m�nute or two an off�cer passed �n through the s�de w�cket, leav�ng a
rattle of accoutrements and a j�ngle of spurs on the n�ght a�r. The square had
become very s�lent. The last homeless lo�terer had been dr�ven away by the
grey-coated park pol�ceman, the car tracks along Wooster Street were
deserted, and the only sound wh�ch broke the st�llness was the stamp�ng of
the sentry's horse and the r�ng of h�s sabre aga�nst the saddle pommel. In the
barracks, the off�cers' quarters were st�ll l�ghted, and m�l�tary servants
passed and repassed before the bay w�ndows. Twelve o'clock sounded from
the new sp�re of St. Franc�s Xav�er, and at the last stroke of the sad-toned
bell a f�gure passed through the w�cket bes�de the portcull�s, returned the
salute of the sentry, and cross�ng the street entered the square and advanced
toward the Bened�ck apartment house.

"Lou�s," I called.
The man p�voted on h�s spurred heels and came stra�ght toward me.
"Is that you, H�ldred?"
"Yes, you are on t�me."
I took h�s offered hand, and we strolled toward the Lethal Chamber.
He rattled on about h�s wedd�ng and the graces of Constance, and the�r

future prospects, call�ng my attent�on to h�s capta�n's shoulder-straps, and
the tr�ple gold arabesque on h�s sleeve and fat�gue cap. I bel�eve I l�stened
as much to the mus�c of h�s spurs and sabre as I d�d to h�s boy�sh babble,
and at last we stood under the elms on the Fourth Street corner of the square
oppos�te the Lethal Chamber. Then he laughed and asked me what I wanted
w�th h�m. I mot�oned h�m to a seat on a bench under the electr�c l�ght, and
sat down bes�de h�m. He looked at me cur�ously, w�th that same search�ng
glance wh�ch I hate and fear so �n doctors. I felt the �nsult of h�s look, but he
d�d not know �t, and I carefully concealed my feel�ngs.

"Well, old chap," he �nqu�red, "what can I do for you?"



I drew from my pocket the manuscr�pt and notes of the Imper�al Dynasty
of Amer�ca, and look�ng h�m �n the eye sa�d:

"I w�ll tell you. On your word as a sold�er, prom�se me to read th�s
manuscr�pt from beg�nn�ng to end, w�thout ask�ng me a quest�on. Prom�se
me to read these notes �n the same way, and prom�se me to l�sten to what I
have to tell later."

"I prom�se, �f you w�sh �t," he sa�d pleasantly. "G�ve me the paper,
H�ldred."

He began to read, ra�s�ng h�s eyebrows w�th a puzzled, wh�ms�cal a�r,
wh�ch made me tremble w�th suppressed anger. As he advanced h�s,
eyebrows contracted, and h�s l�ps seemed to form the word "rubb�sh."

Then he looked sl�ghtly bored, but apparently for my sake read, w�th an
attempt at �nterest, wh�ch presently ceased to be an effort. He started when
�n the closely wr�tten pages he came to h�s own name, and when he came to
m�ne he lowered the paper, and looked sharply at me for a moment. But he
kept h�s word, and resumed h�s read�ng, and I let the half-formed quest�on
d�e on h�s l�ps unanswered. When he came to the end and read the s�gnature
of Mr. W�lde, he folded the paper carefully and returned �t to me. I handed
h�m the notes, and he settled back, push�ng h�s fat�gue cap up to h�s
forehead, w�th a boy�sh gesture, wh�ch I remembered so well �n school. I
watched h�s face as he read, and when he f�n�shed I took the notes w�th the
manuscr�pt, and placed them �n my pocket. Then I unfolded a scroll marked
w�th the Yellow S�gn. He saw the s�gn, but he d�d not seem to recogn�ze �t,
and I called h�s attent�on to �t somewhat sharply.

"Well," he sa�d, "I see �t. What �s �t?"
"It �s the Yellow S�gn," I sa�d angr�ly.
"Oh, that's �t, �s �t?" sa�d Lou�s, �n that flatter�ng vo�ce, wh�ch Doctor

Archer used to employ w�th me, and would probably have employed aga�n,
had I not settled h�s affa�r for h�m.

I kept my rage down and answered as stead�ly as poss�ble, "L�sten, you
have engaged your word?"

"I am l�sten�ng, old chap," he repl�ed sooth�ngly.
I began to speak very calmly.
"Dr. Archer, hav�ng by some means become possessed of the secret of the

Imper�al Success�on, attempted to depr�ve me of my r�ght, alleg�ng that



because of a fall from my horse four years ago, I had become mentally
def�c�ent. He presumed to place me under restra�nt �n h�s own house �n
hopes of e�ther dr�v�ng me �nsane or po�son�ng me. I have not forgotten �t. I
v�s�ted h�m last n�ght and the �nterv�ew was f�nal."

Lou�s turned qu�te pale, but d�d not move. I resumed tr�umphantly, "There
are yet three people to be �nterv�ewed �n the �nterests of Mr. W�lde and
myself. They are my cous�n Lou�s, Mr. Hawberk, and h�s daughter
Constance."

Lou�s sprang to h�s feet and I arose also, and flung the paper marked w�th
the Yellow S�gn to the ground.

"Oh, I don't need that to tell you what I have to say," I cr�ed, w�th a laugh
of tr�umph. "You must renounce the crown to me, do you hear, to me."

Lou�s looked at me w�th a startled a�r, but recover�ng h�mself sa�d k�ndly,
"Of course I renounce the—what �s �t I must renounce?"

"The crown," I sa�d angr�ly.
"Of course," he answered, "I renounce �t. Come, old chap, I'll walk back to

your rooms w�th you."
"Don't try any of your doctor's tr�cks on me," I cr�ed, trembl�ng w�th fury.

"Don't act as �f you th�nk I am �nsane."
"What nonsense," he repl�ed. "Come, �t's gett�ng late, H�ldred."
"No," I shouted, "you must l�sten. You cannot marry, I forb�d �t. Do you

hear? I forb�d �t. You shall renounce the crown, and �n reward I grant you
ex�le, but �f you refuse you shall d�e."



He tr�ed to calm me, but I was roused at last, and draw�ng my long kn�fe
barred h�s way.

Then I told h�m how they would f�nd Dr. Archer �n the cellar w�th h�s
throat open, and I laughed �n h�s face when I thought of Vance and h�s
kn�fe, and the order s�gned by me.

"Ah, you are the K�ng," I cr�ed, "but I shall be K�ng. Who are you to keep
me from Emp�re over all the hab�table earth! I was born the cous�n of a
k�ng, but I shall be K�ng!"

Lou�s stood wh�te and r�g�d before me. Suddenly a man came runn�ng up
Fourth Street, entered the gate of the Lethal Temple, traversed the path to
the bronze doors at full speed, and plunged �nto the death chamber w�th the
cry of one demented, and I laughed unt�l I wept tears, for I had recogn�zed
Vance, and knew that Hawberk and h�s daughter were no longer �n my way.

"Go," I cr�ed to Lou�s, "you have ceased to be a menace. You w�ll never
marry Constance now, and �f you marry any one else �n your ex�le, I w�ll
v�s�t you as I d�d my doctor last n�ght. Mr. W�lde takes charge of you to-
morrow." Then I turned and darted �nto South F�fth Avenue, and w�th a cry
of terror Lou�s dropped h�s belt and sabre and followed me l�ke the w�nd. I
heard h�m close beh�nd me at the corner of Bleecker Street, and I dashed
�nto the doorway under Hawberk's s�gn. He cr�ed, "Halt, or I f�re!" but when
he saw that I flew up the sta�rs leav�ng Hawberk's shop below, he left me,
and I heard h�m hammer�ng and shout�ng at the�r door as though �t were
poss�ble to arouse the dead.

Mr. W�lde's door was open, and I entered cry�ng, "It �s done, �t �s done!
Let the nat�ons r�se and look upon the�r K�ng!" but I could not f�nd Mr.
W�lde, so I went to the cab�net and took the splend�d d�adem from �ts case.
Then I drew on the wh�te s�lk robe, embro�dered w�th the Yellow S�gn, and
placed the crown upon my head. At last I was K�ng, K�ng by my r�ght �n
Hastur, K�ng because I knew the mystery of the Hyades, and my m�nd had
sounded the depths of the Lake of Hal�. I was K�ng! The f�rst grey
penc�ll�ngs of dawn would ra�se a tempest wh�ch would shake two
hem�spheres. Then as I stood, my every nerve p�tched to the h�ghest
tens�on, fa�nt w�th the joy and splendour of my thought, w�thout, �n the dark
passage, a man groaned.

I se�zed the tallow d�p and sprang to the door. The cat passed me l�ke a
demon, and the tallow d�p went out, but my long kn�fe flew sw�fter than



she, and I heard her screech, and I knew that my kn�fe had found her. For a
moment I l�stened to her tumbl�ng and thump�ng about �n the darkness, and
then when her frenzy ceased, I l�ghted a lamp and ra�sed �t over my head.
Mr. W�lde lay on the floor w�th h�s throat torn open. At f�rst I thought he
was dead, but as I looked, a green sparkle came �nto h�s sunken eyes, h�s
mut�lated hand trembled, and then a spasm stretched h�s mouth from ear to
ear. For a moment my terror and despa�r gave place to hope, but as I bent
over h�m h�s eyeballs rolled clean around �n h�s head, and he d�ed. Then
wh�le I stood, transf�xed w�th rage and despa�r, see�ng my crown, my
emp�re, every hope and every amb�t�on, my very l�fe, ly�ng prostrate there
w�th the dead master, they came, se�zed me from beh�nd, and bound me
unt�l my ve�ns stood out l�ke cords, and my vo�ce fa�led w�th the paroxysms
of my frenz�ed screams. But I st�ll raged, bleed�ng and �nfur�ated among
them, and more than one pol�ceman felt my sharp teeth. Then when I could
no longer move they came nearer; I saw old Hawberk, and beh�nd h�m my
cous�n Lou�s' ghastly face, and farther away, �n the corner, a woman,
Constance, weep�ng softly.

"Ah! I see �t now!" I shr�eked. "You have se�zed the throne and the
emp�re. Woe! woe to you who are crowned w�th the crown of the K�ng �n
Yellow!"

[EDITOR'S NOTE.—Mr. Casta�gne d�ed yesterday �n the Asylum for
Cr�m�nal Insane.]



THE MASK
Cam�lla: You, s�r, should unmask.
Stranger: Indeed?
Cass�lda: Indeed �t's t�me. We all have la�d as�de d�sgu�se but you.
Stranger: I wear no mask.
Cam�lla: (Terr�f�ed, as�de to Cass�lda.) No mask? No mask!

The K�ng �n Yellow, Act I, Scene 2.

I

Although I knew noth�ng of chem�stry, I l�stened fasc�nated. He p�cked up
an Easter l�ly wh�ch Genev�ève had brought that morn�ng from Notre
Dame, and dropped �t �nto the bas�n. Instantly the l�qu�d lost �ts crystall�ne
clearness. For a second the l�ly was enveloped �n a m�lk-wh�te foam, wh�ch
d�sappeared, leav�ng the flu�d opalescent. Chang�ng t�nts of orange and
cr�mson played over the surface, and then what seemed to be a ray of pure
sunl�ght struck through from the bottom where the l�ly was rest�ng. At the
same �nstant he plunged h�s hand �nto the bas�n and drew out the flower.
"There �s no danger," he expla�ned, "�f you choose the r�ght moment. That
golden ray �s the s�gnal."

He held the l�ly toward me, and I took �t �n my hand. It had turned to
stone, to the purest marble.

"You see," he sa�d, "�t �s w�thout a flaw. What sculptor could reproduce
�t?"

The marble was wh�te as snow, but �n �ts depths the ve�ns of the l�ly were
t�nged w�th palest azure, and a fa�nt flush l�ngered deep �n �ts heart.

"Don't ask me the reason of that," he sm�led, not�c�ng my wonder. "I have
no �dea why the ve�ns and heart are t�nted, but they always are. Yesterday I
tr�ed one of Genev�ève's gold-f�sh,—there �t �s."

The f�sh looked as �f sculptured �n marble. But �f you held �t to the l�ght
the stone was beaut�fully ve�ned w�th a fa�nt blue, and from somewhere



w�th�n came a rosy l�ght l�ke the t�nt wh�ch slumbers �n an opal. I looked
�nto the bas�n. Once more �t seemed f�lled w�th clearest crystal.

"If I should touch �t now?" I demanded.
"I don't know," he repl�ed, "but you had better not try."
"There �s one th�ng I'm cur�ous about," I sa�d, "and that �s where the ray of

sunl�ght came from."
"It looked l�ke a sunbeam true enough," he sa�d. "I don't know, �t always

comes when I �mmerse any l�v�ng th�ng. Perhaps," he cont�nued, sm�l�ng,
"perhaps �t �s the v�tal spark of the creature escap�ng to the source from
whence �t came."

I saw he was mock�ng, and threatened h�m w�th a mahl-st�ck, but he only
laughed and changed the subject.

"Stay to lunch. Genev�ève w�ll be here d�rectly."
"I saw her go�ng to early mass," I sa�d, "and she looked as fresh and sweet

as that l�ly—before you destroyed �t."
"Do you th�nk I destroyed �t?" sa�d Bor�s gravely.
"Destroyed, preserved, how can we tell?"
We sat �n the corner of a stud�o near h�s unf�n�shed group of the "Fates."

He leaned back on the sofa, tw�rl�ng a sculptor's ch�sel and squ�nt�ng at h�s
work.

"By the way," he sa�d, "I have f�n�shed po�nt�ng up that old academ�c
Ar�adne, and I suppose �t w�ll have to go to the Salon. It's all I have ready
th�s year, but after the success the 'Madonna' brought me I feel ashamed to
send a th�ng l�ke that."

The "Madonna," an exqu�s�te marble for wh�ch Genev�ève had sat, had
been the sensat�on of last year's Salon. I looked at the Ar�adne. It was a
magn�f�cent p�ece of techn�cal work, but I agreed w�th Bor�s that the world
would expect someth�ng better of h�m than that. St�ll, �t was �mposs�ble now
to th�nk of f�n�sh�ng �n t�me for the Salon that splend�d terr�ble group half
shrouded �n the marble beh�nd me. The "Fates" would have to wa�t.

We were proud of Bor�s Yva�n. We cla�med h�m and he cla�med us on the
strength of h�s hav�ng been born �n Amer�ca, although h�s father was French
and h�s mother was a Russ�an. Every one �n the Beaux Arts called h�m
Bor�s. And yet there were only two of us whom he addressed �n the same
fam�l�ar way—Jack Scott and myself.



Perhaps my be�ng �n love w�th Genev�ève had someth�ng to do w�th h�s
affect�on for me. Not that �t had ever been acknowledged between us. But
after all was settled, and she had told me w�th tears �n her eyes that �t was
Bor�s whom she loved, I went over to h�s house and congratulated h�m. The
perfect cord�al�ty of that �nterv�ew d�d not dece�ve e�ther of us, I always
bel�eved, although to one at least �t was a great comfort. I do not th�nk he
and Genev�ève ever spoke of the matter together, but Bor�s knew.

Genev�ève was lovely. The Madonna-l�ke pur�ty of her face m�ght have
been �nsp�red by the Sanctus �n Gounod's Mass. But I was always glad
when she changed that mood for what we called her "Apr�l Manœuvres."
She was often as var�able as an Apr�l day. In the morn�ng grave, d�gn�f�ed
and sweet, at noon laugh�ng, capr�c�ous, at even�ng whatever one least
expected. I preferred her so rather than �n that Madonna-l�ke tranqu�ll�ty
wh�ch st�rred the depths of my heart. I was dream�ng of Genev�ève when he
spoke aga�n.

"What do you th�nk of my d�scovery, Alec?"
"I th�nk �t wonderful."
"I shall make no use of �t, you know, beyond sat�sfy�ng my own cur�os�ty

so far as may be, and the secret w�ll d�e w�th me."
"It would be rather a blow to sculpture, would �t not? We pa�nters lose

more than we ever ga�n by photography."
Bor�s nodded, play�ng w�th the edge of the ch�sel.
"Th�s new v�c�ous d�scovery would corrupt the world of art. No, I shall

never conf�de the secret to any one," he sa�d slowly.
It would be hard to f�nd any one less �nformed about such phenomena than

myself; but of course I had heard of m�neral spr�ngs so saturated w�th s�l�ca
that the leaves and tw�gs wh�ch fell �nto them were turned to stone after a
t�me. I d�mly comprehended the process, how the s�l�ca replaced the
vegetable matter, atom by atom, and the result was a dupl�cate of the object
�n stone. Th�s, I confess, had never �nterested me greatly, and as for the
anc�ent foss�ls thus produced, they d�sgusted me. Bor�s, �t appeared, feel�ng
cur�os�ty �nstead of repugnance, had �nvest�gated the subject, and had
acc�dentally stumbled on a solut�on wh�ch, attack�ng the �mmersed object
w�th a feroc�ty unheard of, �n a second d�d the work of years. Th�s was all I
could make out of the strange story he had just been tell�ng me. He spoke
aga�n after a long s�lence.



"I am almost fr�ghtened when I th�nk what I have found. Sc�ent�sts would
go mad over the d�scovery. It was so s�mple too; �t d�scovered �tself. When I
th�nk of that formula, and that new element prec�p�tated �n metall�c scales
—"

"What new element?"
"Oh, I haven't thought of nam�ng �t, and I don't bel�eve I ever shall. There

are enough prec�ous metals now �n the world to cut throats over."
I pr�cked up my ears. "Have you struck gold, Bor�s?"
"No, better;—but see here, Alec!" he laughed, start�ng up. "You and I have

all we need �n th�s world. Ah! how s�n�ster and covetous you look already!"
I laughed too, and told h�m I was devoured by the des�re for gold, and we
had better talk of someth�ng else; so when Genev�ève came �n shortly after,
we had turned our backs on alchemy.

Genev�ève was dressed �n s�lvery grey from head to foot. The l�ght gl�nted
along the soft curves of her fa�r ha�r as she turned her cheek to Bor�s; then
she saw me and returned my greet�ng. She had never before fa�led to blow
me a k�ss from the t�ps of her wh�te f�ngers, and I promptly compla�ned of
the om�ss�on. She sm�led and held out her hand, wh�ch dropped almost
before �t had touched m�ne; then she sa�d, look�ng at Bor�s—

"You must ask Alec to stay for luncheon." Th�s also was someth�ng new.
She had always asked me herself unt�l to-day.

"I d�d," sa�d Bor�s shortly.
"And you sa�d yes, I hope?" She turned to me w�th a charm�ng

convent�onal sm�le. I m�ght have been an acqua�ntance of the day before
yesterday. I made her a low bow. "J'ava�s b�en l'honneur, madame," but
refus�ng to take up our usual banter�ng tone, she murmured a hosp�table
commonplace and d�sappeared. Bor�s and I looked at one another.

"I had better go home, don't you th�nk?" I asked.
"Hanged �f I know," he repl�ed frankly.
Wh�le we were d�scuss�ng the adv�sab�l�ty of my departure Genev�ève

reappeared �n the doorway w�thout her bonnet. She was wonderfully
beaut�ful, but her colour was too deep and her lovely eyes were too br�ght.
She came stra�ght up to me and took my arm.

"Luncheon �s ready. Was I cross, Alec? I thought I had a headache, but I
haven't. Come here, Bor�s;" and she sl�pped her other arm through h�s.



"Alec knows that after you there �s no one �n the world whom I l�ke as well
as I l�ke h�m, so �f he somet�mes feels snubbed �t won't hurt h�m."

"À la bonheur!" I cr�ed, "who says there are no thunderstorms �n Apr�l?"
"Are you ready?" chanted Bor�s. "Aye ready;" and arm-�n-arm we raced

�nto the d�n�ng-room, scandal�z�ng the servants. After all we were not so
much to blame; Genev�ève was e�ghteen, Bor�s was twenty-three, and I not
qu�te twenty-one.

II

Some work that I was do�ng about th�s t�me on the decorat�ons for
Genev�ève's boudo�r kept me constantly at the qua�nt l�ttle hotel �n the Rue
Sa�nte-Céc�le. Bor�s and I �n those days laboured hard but as we pleased,
wh�ch was f�tfully, and we all three, w�th Jack Scott, �dled a great deal
together.

One qu�et afternoon I had been wander�ng alone over the house exam�n�ng
cur�os, pry�ng �nto odd corners, br�ng�ng out sweetmeats and c�gars from
strange h�d�ng-places, and at last I stopped �n the bath�ng-room. Bor�s, all
over clay, stood there wash�ng h�s hands.

The room was bu�lt of rose-coloured marble except�ng the floor, wh�ch
was tessellated �n rose and grey. In the centre was a square pool sunken
below the surface of the floor; steps led down �nto �t, sculptured p�llars
supported a frescoed ce�l�ng. A del�c�ous marble Cup�d appeared to have
just al�ghted on h�s pedestal at the upper end of the room. The whole
�nter�or was Bor�s' work and m�ne. Bor�s, �n h�s work�ng-clothes of wh�te
canvas, scraped the traces of clay and red modell�ng wax from h�s
handsome hands, and coquetted over h�s shoulder w�th the Cup�d.

"I see you," he �ns�sted, "don't try to look the other way and pretend not to
see me. You know who made you, l�ttle humbug!"

It was always my rôle to �nterpret Cup�d's sent�ments �n these
conversat�ons, and when my turn came I responded �n such a manner, that
Bor�s se�zed my arm and dragged me toward the pool, declar�ng he would
duck me. Next �nstant he dropped my arm and turned pale. "Good God!" he
sa�d, "I forgot the pool �s full of the solut�on!"

I sh�vered a l�ttle, and dryly adv�sed h�m to remember better where he had
stored the prec�ous l�qu�d.



"In Heaven's name, why do you keep a small lake of that gruesome stuff
here of all places?" I asked.

"I want to exper�ment on someth�ng large," he repl�ed.
"On me, for �nstance?"
"Ah! that came too close for jest�ng; but I do want to watch the act�on of

that solut�on on a more h�ghly organ�zed l�v�ng body; there �s that b�g wh�te
rabb�t," he sa�d, follow�ng me �nto the stud�o.

Jack Scott, wear�ng a pa�nt-sta�ned jacket, came wander�ng �n,
appropr�ated all the Or�ental sweetmeats he could lay h�s hands on, looted
the c�garette case, and f�nally he and Bor�s d�sappeared together to v�s�t the
Luxembourg Gallery, where a new s�lver bronze by Rod�n and a landscape
of Monet's were cla�m�ng the exclus�ve attent�on of art�st�c France. I went
back to the stud�o, and resumed my work. It was a Rena�ssance screen,
wh�ch Bor�s wanted me to pa�nt for Genev�ève's boudo�r. But the small boy
who was unw�ll�ngly dawdl�ng through a ser�es of poses for �t, to-day
refused all br�bes to be good. He never rested an �nstant �n the same
pos�t�on, and �ns�de of f�ve m�nutes I had as many d�fferent outl�nes of the
l�ttle beggar.

"Are you pos�ng, or are you execut�ng a song and dance, my fr�end?" I
�nqu�red.

"Wh�chever mons�eur pleases," he repl�ed, w�th an angel�c sm�le.
Of course I d�sm�ssed h�m for the day, and of course I pa�d h�m for the full

t�me, that be�ng the way we spo�l our models.
After the young �mp had gone, I made a few perfunctory daubs at my

work, but was so thoroughly out of humour, that �t took me the rest of the
afternoon to undo the damage I had done, so at last I scraped my palette,
stuck my brushes �n a bowl of black soap, and strolled �nto the smok�ng-
room. I really bel�eve that, except�ng Genev�ève's apartments, no room �n
the house was so free from the perfume of tobacco as th�s one. It was a
queer chaos of odds and ends, hung w�th threadbare tapestry. A sweet-toned
old sp�net �n good repa�r stood by the w�ndow. There were stands of
weapons, some old and dull, others br�ght and modern, festoons of Ind�an
and Turk�sh armour over the mantel, two or three good p�ctures, and a p�pe-
rack. It was here that we used to come for new sensat�ons �n smok�ng. I
doubt �f any type of p�pe ever ex�sted wh�ch was not represented �n that
rack. When we had selected one, we �mmed�ately carr�ed �t somewhere else



and smoked �t; for the place was, on the whole, more gloomy and less
�nv�t�ng than any �n the house. But th�s afternoon, the tw�l�ght was very
sooth�ng, the rugs and sk�ns on the floor looked brown and soft and drowsy;
the b�g couch was p�led w�th cush�ons—I found my p�pe and curled up
there for an unaccustomed smoke �n the smok�ng-room. I had chosen one
w�th a long flex�ble stem, and l�ght�ng �t fell to dream�ng. After a wh�le �t
went out, but I d�d not st�r. I dreamed on and presently fell asleep.

I awoke to the saddest mus�c I had ever heard. The room was qu�te dark, I
had no �dea what t�me �t was. A ray of moonl�ght s�lvered one edge of the
old sp�net, and the pol�shed wood seemed to exhale the sounds as perfume
floats above a box of sandalwood. Some one rose �n the darkness, and came
away weep�ng qu�etly, and I was fool enough to cry out "Genev�ève!"

She dropped at my vo�ce, and, I had t�me to curse myself wh�le I made a
l�ght and tr�ed to ra�se her from the floor. She shrank away w�th a murmur
of pa�n. She was very qu�et, and asked for Bor�s. I carr�ed her to the d�van,
and went to look for h�m, but he was not �n the house, and the servants were
gone to bed. Perplexed and anx�ous, I hurr�ed back to Genev�ève. She lay
where I had left her, look�ng very wh�te.

"I can't f�nd Bor�s nor any of the servants," I sa�d.
"I know," she answered fa�ntly, "Bor�s has gone to Ept w�th Mr. Scott. I

d�d not remember when I sent you for h�m just now."
"But he can't get back �n that case before to-morrow afternoon, and—are

you hurt? D�d I fr�ghten you �nto fall�ng? What an awful fool I am, but I
was only half awake."

"Bor�s thought you had gone home before d�nner. Do please excuse us for
lett�ng you stay here all th�s t�me."

"I have had a long nap," I laughed, "so sound that I d�d not know whether
I was st�ll asleep or not when I found myself star�ng at a f�gure that was
mov�ng toward me, and called out your name. Have you been try�ng the old
sp�net? You must have played very softly."

I would tell a thousand more l�es worse than that one to see the look of
rel�ef that came �nto her face. She sm�led adorably, and sa�d �n her natural
vo�ce: "Alec, I tr�pped on that wolf's head, and I th�nk my ankle �s spra�ned.
Please call Mar�e, and then go home."

I d�d as she bade me, and left her there when the ma�d came �n.



III

At noon next day when I called, I found Bor�s walk�ng restlessly about h�s
stud�o.

"Genev�ève �s asleep just now," he told me, "the spra�n �s noth�ng, but why
should she have such a h�gh fever? The doctor can't account for �t; or else
he w�ll not," he muttered.

"Genev�ève has a fever?" I asked.
"I should say so, and has actually been a l�ttle l�ght-headed at �ntervals all

n�ght. The �dea!—gay l�ttle Genev�ève, w�thout a care �n the world,—and
she keeps say�ng her heart's broken, and she wants to d�e!"

My own heart stood st�ll.
Bor�s leaned aga�nst the door of h�s stud�o, look�ng down, h�s hands �n h�s

pockets, h�s k�nd, keen eyes clouded, a new l�ne of trouble drawn "over the
mouth's good mark, that made the sm�le." The ma�d had orders to summon
h�m the �nstant Genev�ève opened her eyes. We wa�ted and wa�ted, and
Bor�s, grow�ng restless, wandered about, fuss�ng w�th modell�ng wax and
red clay. Suddenly he started for the next room. "Come and see my rose-
coloured bath full of death!" he cr�ed.

"Is �t death?" I asked, to humour h�s mood.
"You are not prepared to call �t l�fe, I suppose," he answered. As he spoke

he plucked a sol�tary gold-f�sh squ�rm�ng and tw�st�ng out of �ts globe.
"We'll send th�s one after the other—wherever that �s," he sa�d. There was
fever�sh exc�tement �n h�s vo�ce. A dull we�ght of fever lay on my l�mbs and
on my bra�n as I followed h�m to the fa�r crystal pool w�th �ts p�nk-t�nted
s�des; and he dropped the creature �n. Fall�ng, �ts scales flashed w�th a hot
orange gleam �n �ts angry tw�st�ngs and contort�ons; the moment �t struck
the l�qu�d �t became r�g�d and sank heav�ly to the bottom. Then came the
m�lky foam, the splend�d hues rad�at�ng on the surface and then the shaft of
pure serene l�ght broke through from seem�ngly �nf�n�te depths. Bor�s
plunged �n h�s hand and drew out an exqu�s�te marble th�ng, blue-ve�ned,
rose-t�nted, and gl�sten�ng w�th opalescent drops.

"Ch�ld's play," he muttered, and looked wear�ly, long�ngly at me,—as �f I
could answer such quest�ons! But Jack Scott came �n and entered �nto the
"game," as he called �t, w�th ardour. Noth�ng would do but to try the
exper�ment on the wh�te rabb�t then and there. I was w�ll�ng that Bor�s



should f�nd d�stract�on from h�s cares, but I hated to see the l�fe go out of a
warm, l�v�ng creature and I decl�ned to be present. P�ck�ng up a book at
random, I sat down �n the stud�o to read. Alas! I had found The K�ng �n
Yellow. After a few moments, wh�ch seemed ages, I was putt�ng �t away
w�th a nervous shudder, when Bor�s and Jack came �n br�ng�ng the�r marble
rabb�t. At the same t�me the bell rang above, and a cry came from the s�ck-
room. Bor�s was gone l�ke a flash, and the next moment he called, "Jack,
run for the doctor; br�ng h�m back w�th you. Alec, come here."

I went and stood at her door. A fr�ghtened ma�d came out �n haste and ran
away to fetch some remedy. Genev�ève, s�tt�ng bolt upr�ght, w�th cr�mson
cheeks and gl�tter�ng eyes, babbled �ncessantly and res�sted Bor�s' gentle
restra�nt. He called me to help. At my f�rst touch she s�ghed and sank back,
clos�ng her eyes, and then—then—as we st�ll bent above her, she opened
them aga�n, looked stra�ght �nto Bor�s' face—poor fever-crazed g�rl!—and
told her secret. At the same �nstant our three l�ves turned �nto new channels;
the bond that held us so long together snapped for ever and a new bond was
forged �n �ts place, for she had spoken my name, and as the fever tortured
her, her heart poured out �ts load of h�dden sorrow. Amazed and dumb I
bowed my head, wh�le my face burned l�ke a l�ve coal, and the blood surged
�n my ears, stupefy�ng me w�th �ts clamour. Incapable of movement,
�ncapable of speech, I l�stened to her fever�sh words �n an agony of shame
and sorrow. I could not s�lence her, I could not look at Bor�s. Then I felt an
arm upon my shoulder, and Bor�s turned a bloodless face to m�ne.

"It �s not your fault, Alec; don't gr�eve so �f she loves you—" but he could
not f�n�sh; and as the doctor stepped sw�ftly �nto the room, say�ng—"Ah,
the fever!" I se�zed Jack Scott and hurr�ed h�m to the street, say�ng, "Bor�s
would rather be alone." We crossed the street to our own apartments, and
that n�ght, see�ng I was go�ng to be �ll too, he went for the doctor aga�n. The
last th�ng I recollect w�th any d�st�nctness was hear�ng Jack say, "For
Heaven's sake, doctor, what a�ls h�m, to wear a face l�ke that?" and I
thought of The K�ng �n Yellow and the Pall�d Mask.

I was very �ll, for the stra�n of two years wh�ch I had endured s�nce that
fatal May morn�ng when Genev�ève murmured, "I love you, but I th�nk I
love Bor�s best," told on me at last. I had never �mag�ned that �t could
become more than I could endure. Outwardly tranqu�l, I had dece�ved
myself. Although the �nward battle raged n�ght after n�ght, and I, ly�ng
alone �n my room, cursed myself for rebell�ous thoughts unloyal to Bor�s



and unworthy of Genev�ève, the morn�ng always brought rel�ef, and I
returned to Genev�ève and to my dear Bor�s w�th a heart washed clean by
the tempests of the n�ght.

Never �n word or deed or thought wh�le w�th them had I betrayed my
sorrow even to myself.

The mask of self-decept�on was no longer a mask for me, �t was a part of
me. N�ght l�fted �t, lay�ng bare the st�fled truth below; but there was no one
to see except myself, and when the day broke the mask fell back aga�n of �ts
own accord. These thoughts passed through my troubled m�nd as I lay s�ck,
but they were hopelessly entangled w�th v�s�ons of wh�te creatures, heavy
as stone, crawl�ng about �n Bor�s' bas�n,—of the wolf's head on the rug,
foam�ng and snapp�ng at Genev�ève, who lay sm�l�ng bes�de �t. I thought,
too, of the K�ng �n Yellow wrapped �n the fantast�c colours of h�s tattered
mantle, and that b�tter cry of Cass�lda, "Not upon us, oh K�ng, not upon us!"
Fever�shly I struggled to put �t from me, but I saw the lake of Hal�, th�n and
blank, w�thout a r�pple or w�nd to st�r �t, and I saw the towers of Carcosa
beh�nd the moon. Aldebaran, the Hyades, Alar, Hastur, gl�ded through the
cloud-r�fts wh�ch fluttered and flapped as they passed l�ke the scolloped
tatters of the K�ng �n Yellow. Among all these, one sane thought pers�sted.
It never wavered, no matter what else was go�ng on �n my d�sordered m�nd,
that my ch�ef reason for ex�st�ng was to meet some requ�rement of Bor�s
and Genev�ève. What th�s obl�gat�on was, �ts nature, was never clear;
somet�mes �t seemed to be protect�on, somet�mes support, through a great
cr�s�s. Whatever �t seemed to be for the t�me, �ts we�ght rested only on me,
and I was never so �ll or so weak that I d�d not respond w�th my whole soul.
There were always crowds of faces about me, mostly strange, but a few I
recogn�zed, Bor�s among them. Afterward they told me that th�s could not
have been, but I know that once at least he bent over me. It was only a
touch, a fa�nt echo of h�s vo�ce, then the clouds settled back on my senses,
and I lost h�m, but he d�d stand there and bend over me once at least.

At last, one morn�ng I awoke to f�nd the sunl�ght fall�ng across my bed,
and Jack Scott read�ng bes�de me. I had not strength enough to speak aloud,
ne�ther could I th�nk, much less remember, but I could sm�le feebly, as
Jack's eye met m�ne, and when he jumped up and asked eagerly �f I wanted
anyth�ng, I could wh�sper, "Yes—Bor�s." Jack moved to the head of my
bed, and leaned down to arrange my p�llow: I d�d not see h�s face, but he



answered heart�ly, "You must wa�t, Alec; you are too weak to see even
Bor�s."

I wa�ted and I grew strong; �n a few days I was able to see whom I would,
but meanwh�le I had thought and remembered. From the moment when all
the past grew clear aga�n �n my m�nd, I never doubted what I should do
when the t�me came, and I felt sure that Bor�s would have resolved upon the
same course so far as he was concerned; as for what perta�ned to me alone,
I knew he would see that also as I d�d. I no longer asked for any one. I
never �nqu�red why no message came from them; why dur�ng the week I lay
there, wa�t�ng and grow�ng stronger, I never heard the�r name spoken.
Preoccup�ed w�th my own search�ngs for the r�ght way, and w�th my feeble
but determ�ned f�ght aga�nst despa�r, I s�mply acqu�esced �n Jack's ret�cence,
tak�ng for granted that he was afra�d to speak of them, lest I should turn
unruly and �ns�st on see�ng them. Meanwh�le I sa�d over and over to myself,
how would �t be when l�fe began aga�n for us all? We would take up our
relat�ons exactly as they were before Genev�ève fell �ll. Bor�s and I would
look �nto each other's eyes, and there would be ne�ther rancour nor
coward�ce nor m�strust �n that glance. I would be w�th them aga�n for a l�ttle
wh�le �n the dear �nt�macy of the�r home, and then, w�thout pretext or
explanat�on, I would d�sappear from the�r l�ves for ever. Bor�s would know;
Genev�ève—the only comfort was that she would never know. It seemed, as
I thought �t over, that I had found the mean�ng of that sense of obl�gat�on
wh�ch had pers�sted all through my del�r�um, and the only poss�ble answer
to �t. So, when I was qu�te ready, I beckoned Jack to me one day, and sa�d—

"Jack, I want Bor�s at once; and take my dearest greet�ng to Genev�ève...."
When at last he made me understand that they were both dead, I fell �nto a

w�ld rage that tore all my l�ttle convalescent strength to atoms. I raved and
cursed myself �nto a relapse, from wh�ch I crawled forth some weeks
afterward a boy of twenty-one who bel�eved that h�s youth was gone for
ever. I seemed to be past the capab�l�ty of further suffer�ng, and one day
when Jack handed me a letter and the keys to Bor�s' house, I took them
w�thout a tremor and asked h�m to tell me all. It was cruel of me to ask h�m,
but there was no help for �t, and he leaned wear�ly on h�s th�n hands, to
reopen the wound wh�ch could never ent�rely heal. He began very qu�etly—

"Alec, unless you have a clue that I know noth�ng about, you w�ll not be
able to expla�n any more than I what has happened. I suspect that you



would rather not hear these deta�ls, but you must learn them, else I would
spare you the relat�on. God knows I w�sh I could be spared the tell�ng. I
shall use few words.

"That day when I left you �n the doctor's care and came back to Bor�s, I
found h�m work�ng on the 'Fates.' Genev�ève, he sa�d, was sleep�ng under
the �nfluence of drugs. She had been qu�te out of her m�nd, he sa�d. He kept
on work�ng, not talk�ng any more, and I watched h�m. Before long, I saw
that the th�rd f�gure of the group—the one look�ng stra�ght ahead, out over
the world—bore h�s face; not as you ever saw �t, but as �t looked then and to
the end. Th�s �s one th�ng for wh�ch I should l�ke to f�nd an explanat�on, but
I never shall.

"Well, he worked and I watched h�m �n s�lence, and we went on that way
unt�l nearly m�dn�ght. Then we heard the door open and shut sharply, and a
sw�ft rush �n the next room. Bor�s sprang through the doorway and I
followed; but we were too late. She lay at the bottom of the pool, her hands
across her breast. Then Bor�s shot h�mself through the heart." Jack stopped
speak�ng, drops of sweat stood under h�s eyes, and h�s th�n cheeks tw�tched.
"I carr�ed Bor�s to h�s room. Then I went back and let that hell�sh flu�d out
of the pool, and turn�ng on all the water, washed the marble clean of every
drop. When at length I dared descend the steps, I found her ly�ng there as
wh�te as snow. At last, when I had dec�ded what was best to do, I went �nto
the laboratory, and f�rst empt�ed the solut�on �n the bas�n �nto the waste-
p�pe; then I poured the contents of every jar and bottle after �t. There was
wood �n the f�replace, so I bu�lt a f�re, and break�ng the locks of Bor�s'
cab�net I burnt every paper, notebook and letter that I found there. W�th a
mallet from the stud�o I smashed to p�eces all the empty bottles, then
load�ng them �nto a coal-scuttle, I carr�ed them to the cellar and threw them
over the red-hot bed of the furnace. S�x t�mes I made the journey, and at
last, not a vest�ge rema�ned of anyth�ng wh�ch m�ght aga�n a�d �n seek�ng
for the formula wh�ch Bor�s had found. Then at last I dared call the doctor.
He �s a good man, and together we struggled to keep �t from the publ�c.
W�thout h�m I never could have succeeded. At last we got the servants pa�d
and sent away �nto the country, where old Ros�er keeps them qu�et w�th
stor�es of Bor�s' and Genev�ève's travels �n d�stant lands, from whence they
w�ll not return for years. We bur�ed Bor�s �n the l�ttle cemetery of Sèvres.
The doctor �s a good creature, and knows when to p�ty a man who can bear



no more. He gave h�s cert�f�cate of heart d�sease and asked no quest�ons of
me."

Then, l�ft�ng h�s head from h�s hands, he sa�d, "Open the letter, Alec; �t �s
for us both."

I tore �t open. It was Bor�s' w�ll dated a year before. He left everyth�ng to
Genev�ève, and �n case of her dy�ng ch�ldless, I was to take control of the
house �n the Rue Sa�nte-Céc�le, and Jack Scott the management at Ept. On
our deaths the property reverted to h�s mother's fam�ly �n Russ�a, w�th the
except�on of the sculptured marbles executed by h�mself. These he left to
me.

The page blurred under our eyes, and Jack got up and walked to the
w�ndow. Presently he returned and sat down aga�n. I dreaded to hear what
he was go�ng to say, but he spoke w�th the same s�mpl�c�ty and gentleness.

"Genev�ève l�es before the Madonna �n the marble room. The Madonna
bends tenderly above her, and Genev�ève sm�les back �nto that calm face
that never would have been except for her."

H�s vo�ce broke, but he grasped my hand, say�ng, "Courage, Alec." Next
morn�ng he left for Ept to fulf�l h�s trust.

IV

The same even�ng I took the keys and went �nto the house I had known so
well. Everyth�ng was �n order, but the s�lence was terr�ble. Though I went
tw�ce to the door of the marble room, I could not force myself to enter. It
was beyond my strength. I went �nto the smok�ng-room and sat down before
the sp�net. A small lace handkerch�ef lay on the keys, and I turned away,
chok�ng. It was pla�n I could not stay, so I locked every door, every
w�ndow, and the three front and back gates, and went away. Next morn�ng
Alc�de packed my val�se, and leav�ng h�m �n charge of my apartments I
took the Or�ent express for Constant�nople. Dur�ng the two years that I
wandered through the East, at f�rst, �n our letters, we never ment�oned
Genev�ève and Bor�s, but gradually the�r names crept �n. I recollect
part�cularly a passage �n one of Jack's letters reply�ng to one of m�ne—

"What you tell me of see�ng Bor�s bend�ng over you wh�le you lay �ll, and
feel�ng h�s touch on your face, and hear�ng h�s vo�ce, of course troubles me.
Th�s that you descr�be must have happened a fortn�ght after he d�ed. I say to



myself that you were dream�ng, that �t was part of your del�r�um, but the
explanat�on does not sat�sfy me, nor would �t you."

Toward the end of the second year a letter came from Jack to me �n Ind�a
so unl�ke anyth�ng that I had ever known of h�m that I dec�ded to return at
once to Par�s. He wrote: "I am well, and sell all my p�ctures as art�sts do
who have no need of money. I have not a care of my own, but I am more
restless than �f I had. I am unable to shake off a strange anx�ety about you.
It �s not apprehens�on, �t �s rather a breathless expectancy—of what, God
knows! I can only say �t �s wear�ng me out. N�ghts I dream always of you
and Bor�s. I can never recall anyth�ng afterward, but I wake �n the morn�ng
w�th my heart beat�ng, and all day the exc�tement �ncreases unt�l I fall
asleep at n�ght to recall the same exper�ence. I am qu�te exhausted by �t, and
have determ�ned to break up th�s morb�d cond�t�on. I must see you. Shall I
go to Bombay, or w�ll you come to Par�s?"

I telegraphed h�m to expect me by the next steamer.
When we met I thought he had changed very l�ttle; I, he �ns�sted, looked �n

splend�d health. It was good to hear h�s vo�ce aga�n, and as we sat and
chatted about what l�fe st�ll held for us, we felt that �t was pleasant to be
al�ve �n the br�ght spr�ng weather.

We stayed �n Par�s together a week, and then I went for a week to Ept w�th
h�m, but f�rst of all we went to the cemetery at Sèvres, where Bor�s lay.

"Shall we place the 'Fates' �n the l�ttle grove above h�m?" Jack asked, and I
answered—

"I th�nk only the 'Madonna' should watch over Bor�s' grave." But Jack was
none the better for my home-com�ng. The dreams of wh�ch he could not
reta�n even the least def�n�te outl�ne cont�nued, and he sa�d that at t�mes the
sense of breathless expectancy was suffocat�ng.

"You see I do you harm and not good," I sa�d. "Try a change w�thout me."
So he started alone for a ramble among the Channel Islands, and I went
back to Par�s. I had not yet entered Bor�s' house, now m�ne, s�nce my return,
but I knew �t must be done. It had been kept �n order by Jack; there were
servants there, so I gave up my own apartment and went there to l�ve.
Instead of the ag�tat�on I had feared, I found myself able to pa�nt there
tranqu�lly. I v�s�ted all the rooms—all but one. I could not br�ng myself to
enter the marble room where Genev�ève lay, and yet I felt the long�ng
grow�ng da�ly to look upon her face, to kneel bes�de her.



One Apr�l afternoon, I lay dream�ng �n the smok�ng-room, just as I had
la�n two years before, and mechan�cally I looked among the tawny Eastern
rugs for the wolf-sk�n. At last I d�st�ngu�shed the po�nted ears and flat cruel
head, and I thought of my dream where I saw Genev�ève ly�ng bes�de �t.
The helmets st�ll hung aga�nst the threadbare tapestry, among them the old
Span�sh mor�on wh�ch I remembered Genev�ève had once put on when we
were amus�ng ourselves w�th the anc�ent b�ts of ma�l. I turned my eyes to
the sp�net; every yellow key seemed eloquent of her caress�ng hand, and I
rose, drawn by the strength of my l�fe's pass�on to the sealed door of the
marble room. The heavy doors swung �nward under my trembl�ng hands.
Sunl�ght poured through the w�ndow, t�pp�ng w�th gold the w�ngs of Cup�d,
and l�ngered l�ke a n�mbus over the brows of the Madonna. Her tender face
bent �n compass�on over a marble form so exqu�s�tely pure that I knelt and
s�gned myself. Genev�ève lay �n the shadow under the Madonna, and yet,
through her wh�te arms, I saw the pale azure ve�n, and beneath her softly
clasped hands the folds of her dress were t�nged w�th rose, as �f from some
fa�nt warm l�ght w�th�n her breast.

Bend�ng, w�th a break�ng heart, I touched the marble drapery w�th my l�ps,
then crept back �nto the s�lent house.

A ma�d came and brought me a letter, and I sat down �n the l�ttle
conservatory to read �t; but as I was about to break the seal, see�ng the g�rl
l�nger�ng, I asked her what she wanted.

She stammered someth�ng about a wh�te rabb�t that had been caught �n the
house, and asked what should be done w�th �t. I told her to let �t loose �n the
walled garden beh�nd the house, and opened my letter. It was from Jack, but
so �ncoherent that I thought he must have lost h�s reason. It was noth�ng but
a ser�es of prayers to me not to leave the house unt�l he could get back; he
could not tell me why, there were the dreams, he sa�d—he could expla�n
noth�ng, but he was sure that I must not leave the house �n the Rue Sa�nte-
Céc�le.

As I f�n�shed read�ng I ra�sed my eyes and saw the same ma�d-servant
stand�ng �n the doorway hold�ng a glass d�sh �n wh�ch two gold-f�sh were
sw�mm�ng: "Put them back �nto the tank and tell me what you mean by
�nterrupt�ng me," I sa�d.

W�th a half-suppressed wh�mper she empt�ed water and f�sh �nto an
aquar�um at the end of the conservatory, and turn�ng to me asked my



perm�ss�on to leave my serv�ce. She sa�d people were play�ng tr�cks on her,
ev�dently w�th a des�gn of gett�ng her �nto trouble; the marble rabb�t had
been stolen and a l�ve one had been brought �nto the house; the two
beaut�ful marble f�sh were gone, and she had just found those common l�ve
th�ngs flopp�ng on the d�n�ng-room floor. I reassured her and sent her away,
say�ng I would look about myself. I went �nto the stud�o; there was noth�ng
there but my canvases and some casts, except the marble of the Easter l�ly. I
saw �t on a table across the room. Then I strode angr�ly over to �t. But the
flower I l�fted from the table was fresh and frag�le and f�lled the a�r w�th
perfume.

Then suddenly I comprehended, and sprang through the hallway to the
marble room. The doors flew open, the sunl�ght streamed �nto my face, and
through �t, �n a heavenly glory, the Madonna sm�led, as Genev�ève l�fted her
flushed face from her marble couch and opened her sleepy eyes.



IN THE COURT OF THE DRAGON
"Oh, thou who burn'st �n heart for those who burn
In Hell, whose f�res thyself shall feed �n turn;
How long be cry�ng—'Mercy on them.' God!
Why, who art thou to teach and He to learn?"

In the Church of St. Barnabé vespers were over; the clergy left the altar;
the l�ttle cho�r-boys flocked across the chancel and settled �n the stalls. A
Su�sse �n r�ch un�form marched down the south a�sle, sound�ng h�s staff at
every fourth step on the stone pavement; beh�nd h�m came that eloquent
preacher and good man, Monse�gneur C——.

My cha�r was near the chancel ra�l, I now turned toward the west end of
the church. The other people between the altar and the pulp�t turned too.
There was a l�ttle scrap�ng and rustl�ng wh�le the congregat�on seated �tself
aga�n; the preacher mounted the pulp�t sta�rs, and the organ voluntary
ceased.

I had always found the organ-play�ng at St. Barnabé h�ghly �nterest�ng.
Learned and sc�ent�f�c �t was, too much so for my small knowledge, but
express�ng a v�v�d �f cold �ntell�gence. Moreover, �t possessed the French
qual�ty of taste: taste re�gned supreme, self-controlled, d�gn�f�ed and
ret�cent.

To-day, however, from the f�rst chord I had felt a change for the worse, a
s�n�ster change. Dur�ng vespers �t had been ch�efly the chancel organ wh�ch
supported the beaut�ful cho�r, but now and aga�n, qu�te wantonly as �t
seemed, from the west gallery where the great organ stands, a heavy hand
had struck across the church at the serene peace of those clear vo�ces. It was
someth�ng more than harsh and d�ssonant, and �t betrayed no lack of sk�ll.
As �t recurred aga�n and aga�n, �t set me th�nk�ng of what my arch�tect's
books say about the custom �n early t�mes to consecrate the cho�r as soon as
�t was bu�lt, and that the nave, be�ng f�n�shed somet�mes half a century later,
often d�d not get any bless�ng at all: I wondered �dly �f that had been the



case at St. Barnabé, and whether someth�ng not usually supposed to be at
home �n a Chr�st�an church m�ght have entered undetected and taken
possess�on of the west gallery. I had read of such th�ngs happen�ng, too, but
not �n works on arch�tecture.

Then I remembered that St. Barnabé was not much more than a hundred
years old, and sm�led at the �ncongruous assoc�at�on of med�aeval
superst�t�ons w�th that cheerful l�ttle p�ece of e�ghteenth-century rococo.

But now vespers were over, and there should have followed a few qu�et
chords, f�t to accompany med�tat�on, wh�le we wa�ted for the sermon.
Instead of that, the d�scord at the lower end of the church broke out w�th the
departure of the clergy, as �f now noth�ng could control �t.

I belong to those ch�ldren of an older and s�mpler generat�on who do not
love to seek for psycholog�cal subtlet�es �n art; and I have ever refused to
f�nd �n mus�c anyth�ng more than melody and harmony, but I felt that �n the
labyr�nth of sounds now �ssu�ng from that �nstrument there was someth�ng
be�ng hunted. Up and down the pedals chased h�m, wh�le the manuals
blared approval. Poor dev�l! whoever he was, there seemed small hope of
escape!

My nervous annoyance changed to anger. Who was do�ng th�s? How dare
he play l�ke that �n the m�dst of d�v�ne serv�ce? I glanced at the people near
me: not one appeared to be �n the least d�sturbed. The plac�d brows of the
kneel�ng nuns, st�ll turned towards the altar, lost none of the�r devout
abstract�on under the pale shadow of the�r wh�te head-dress. The
fash�onable lady bes�de me was look�ng expectantly at Monse�gneur C——.
For all her face betrayed, the organ m�ght have been s�ng�ng an Ave Mar�a.

But now, at last, the preacher had made the s�gn of the cross, and
commanded s�lence. I turned to h�m gladly. Thus far I had not found the rest
I had counted on when I entered St. Barnabé that afternoon.

I was worn out by three n�ghts of phys�cal suffer�ng and mental trouble:
the last had been the worst, and �t was an exhausted body, and a m�nd
benumbed and yet acutely sens�t�ve, wh�ch I had brought to my favour�te
church for heal�ng. For I had been read�ng The K�ng �n Yellow.

"The sun ar�seth; they gather themselves together and lay them down �n
the�r dens." Monse�gneur C—— del�vered h�s text �n a calm vo�ce, glanc�ng
qu�etly over the congregat�on. My eyes turned, I knew not why, toward the
lower end of the church. The organ�st was com�ng from beh�nd h�s p�pes,



and pass�ng along the gallery on h�s way out, I saw h�m d�sappear by a
small door that leads to some sta�rs wh�ch descend d�rectly to the street. He
was a slender man, and h�s face was as wh�te as h�s coat was black. "Good
r�ddance!" I thought, "w�th your w�cked mus�c! I hope your ass�stant w�ll
play the clos�ng voluntary."

W�th a feel�ng of rel�ef—w�th a deep, calm feel�ng of rel�ef, I turned back
to the m�ld face �n the pulp�t and settled myself to l�sten. Here, at last, was
the ease of m�nd I longed for.

"My ch�ldren," sa�d the preacher, "one truth the human soul f�nds hardest
of all to learn: that �t has noth�ng to fear. It can never be made to see that
noth�ng can really harm �t."

"Cur�ous doctr�ne!" I thought, "for a Cathol�c pr�est. Let us see how he
w�ll reconc�le that w�th the Fathers."

"Noth�ng can really harm the soul," he went on, �n, h�s coolest, clearest
tones, "because——"

But I never heard the rest; my eye left h�s face, I knew not for what
reason, and sought the lower end of the church. The same man was com�ng
out from beh�nd the organ, and was pass�ng along the gallery the same way.
But there had not been t�me for h�m to return, and �f he had returned, I must
have seen h�m. I felt a fa�nt ch�ll, and my heart sank; and yet, h�s go�ng and
com�ng were no affa�r of m�ne. I looked at h�m: I could not look away from
h�s black f�gure and h�s wh�te face. When he was exactly oppos�te to me, he
turned and sent across the church stra�ght �nto my eyes, a look of hate,
�ntense and deadly: I have never seen any other l�ke �t; would to God I
m�ght never see �t aga�n! Then he d�sappeared by the same door through
wh�ch I had watched h�m depart less than s�xty seconds before.

I sat and tr�ed to collect my thoughts. My f�rst sensat�on was l�ke that of a
very young ch�ld badly hurt, when �t catches �ts breath before cry�ng out.

To suddenly f�nd myself the object of such hatred was exqu�s�tely pa�nful:
and th�s man was an utter stranger. Why should he hate me so?—me, whom
he had never seen before? For the moment all other sensat�on was merged
�n th�s one pang: even fear was subord�nate to gr�ef, and for that moment I
never doubted; but �n the next I began to reason, and a sense of the
�ncongruous came to my a�d.

As I have sa�d, St. Barnabé �s a modern church. It �s small and well
l�ghted; one sees all over �t almost at a glance. The organ gallery gets a



strong wh�te l�ght from a row of long w�ndows �n the clerestory, wh�ch have
not even coloured glass.

The pulp�t be�ng �n the m�ddle of the church, �t followed that, when I was
turned toward �t, whatever moved at the west end could not fa�l to attract
my eye. When the organ�st passed �t was no wonder that I saw h�m: I had
s�mply m�scalculated the �nterval between h�s f�rst and h�s second pass�ng.
He had come �n that last t�me by the other s�de-door. As for the look wh�ch
had so upset me, there had been no such th�ng, and I was a nervous fool.

I looked about. Th�s was a l�kely place to harbour supernatural horrors!
That clear-cut, reasonable face of Monse�gneur C——, h�s collected
manner and easy, graceful gestures, were they not just a l�ttle d�scourag�ng
to the not�on of a gruesome mystery? I glanced above h�s head, and almost
laughed. That flyaway lady support�ng one corner of the pulp�t canopy,
wh�ch looked l�ke a fr�nged damask table-cloth �n a h�gh w�nd, at the f�rst
attempt of a bas�l�sk to pose up there �n the organ loft, she would po�nt her
gold trumpet at h�m, and puff h�m out of ex�stence! I laughed to myself over
th�s conce�t, wh�ch, at the t�me, I thought very amus�ng, and sat and chaffed
myself and everyth�ng else, from the old harpy outs�de the ra�l�ng, who had
made me pay ten cent�mes for my cha�r, before she would let me �n (she
was more l�ke a bas�l�sk, I told myself, than was my organ�st w�th the
anaem�c complex�on): from that gr�m old dame, to, yes, alas! Monse�gneur
C—— h�mself. For all devoutness had fled. I had never yet done such a
th�ng �n my l�fe, but now I felt a des�re to mock.

As for the sermon, I could not hear a word of �t for the j�ngle �n my ears of

"The sk�rts of St. Paul has reached.
Hav�ng preached us those s�x Lent lectures,
More unctuous than ever he preached,"

keep�ng t�me to the most fantast�c and �rreverent thoughts.
It was no use to s�t there any longer: I must get out of doors and shake

myself free from th�s hateful mood. I knew the rudeness I was comm�tt�ng,
but st�ll I rose and left the church.

A spr�ng sun was sh�n�ng on the Rue St. Honoré, as I ran down the church
steps. On one corner stood a barrow full of yellow jonqu�ls, pale v�olets
from the R�v�era, dark Russ�an v�olets, and wh�te Roman hyac�nths �n a
golden cloud of m�mosa. The street was full of Sunday pleasure-seekers. I



swung my cane and laughed w�th the rest. Some one overtook and passed
me. He never turned, but there was the same deadly mal�gn�ty �n h�s wh�te
prof�le that there had been �n h�s eyes. I watched h�m as long as I could see
h�m. H�s l�the back expressed the same menace; every step that carr�ed h�m
away from me seemed to bear h�m on some errand connected w�th my
destruct�on.

I was creep�ng along, my feet almost refus�ng to move. There began to
dawn �n me a sense of respons�b�l�ty for someth�ng long forgotten. It began
to seem as �f I deserved that wh�ch he threatened: �t reached a long way
back—a long, long way back. It had la�n dormant all these years: �t was
there, though, and presently �t would r�se and confront me. But I would try
to escape; and I stumbled as best I could �nto the Rue de R�vol�, across the
Place de la Concorde and on to the Qua�. I looked w�th s�ck eyes upon the
sun, sh�n�ng through the wh�te foam of the founta�n, pour�ng over the backs
of the dusky bronze r�ver-gods, on the far-away Arc, a structure of amethyst
m�st, on the countless v�stas of grey stems and bare branches fa�ntly green.
Then I saw h�m aga�n com�ng down one of the chestnut alleys of the Cours
la Re�ne.

I left the r�ver-s�de, plunged bl�ndly across to the Champs Elysées and
turned toward the Arc. The sett�ng sun was send�ng �ts rays along the green
sward of the Rond-po�nt: �n the full glow he sat on a bench, ch�ldren and
young mothers all about h�m. He was noth�ng but a Sunday lounger, l�ke the
others, l�ke myself. I sa�d the words almost aloud, and all the wh�le I gazed
on the mal�gnant hatred of h�s face. But he was not look�ng at me. I crept
past and dragged my leaden feet up the Avenue. I knew that every t�me I
met h�m brought h�m nearer to the accompl�shment of h�s purpose and my
fate. And st�ll I tr�ed to save myself.

The last rays of sunset were pour�ng through the great Arc. I passed under
�t, and met h�m face to face. I had left h�m far down the Champs Elysées,
and yet he came �n w�th a stream of people who were return�ng from the
Bo�s de Boulogne. He came so close that he brushed me. H�s slender frame
felt l�ke �ron �ns�de �ts loose black cover�ng. He showed no s�gns of haste,
nor of fat�gue, nor of any human feel�ng. H�s whole be�ng expressed one
th�ng: the w�ll, and the power to work me ev�l.

In angu�sh I watched h�m where he went down the broad crowded
Avenue, that was all flash�ng w�th wheels and the trapp�ngs of horses and



the helmets of the Garde Republ�ca�ne.
He was soon lost to s�ght; then I turned and fled. Into the Bo�s, and far out

beyond �t—I know not where I went, but after a long wh�le as �t seemed to
me, n�ght had fallen, and I found myself s�tt�ng at a table before a small
café. I had wandered back �nto the Bo�s. It was hours now s�nce I had seen
h�m. Phys�cal fat�gue and mental suffer�ng had left me no power to th�nk or
feel. I was t�red, so t�red! I longed to h�de away �n my own den. I resolved
to go home. But that was a long way off.

I l�ve �n the Court of the Dragon, a narrow passage that leads from the Rue
de Rennes to the Rue du Dragon.

It �s an "�mpasse"; traversable only for foot passengers. Over the entrance
on the Rue de Rennes �s a balcony, supported by an �ron dragon. W�th�n the
court tall old houses r�se on e�ther s�de, and close the ends that g�ve on the
two streets. Huge gates, swung back dur�ng the day �nto the walls of the
deep archways, close th�s court, after m�dn�ght, and one must enter then by
r�ng�ng at certa�n small doors on the s�de. The sunken pavement collects
unsavoury pools. Steep sta�rways p�tch down to doors that open on the
court. The ground floors are occup�ed by shops of second-hand dealers, and
by �ron workers. All day long the place r�ngs w�th the cl�nk of hammers and
the clang of metal bars.

Unsavoury as �t �s below, there �s cheerfulness, and comfort, and hard,
honest work above.

F�ve fl�ghts up are the atel�ers of arch�tects and pa�nters, and the h�d�ng-
places of m�ddle-aged students l�ke myself who want to l�ve alone. When I
f�rst came here to l�ve I was young, and not alone.

I had to walk a wh�le before any conveyance appeared, but at last, when I
had almost reached the Arc de Tr�omphe aga�n, an empty cab came along
and I took �t.

From the Arc to the Rue de Rennes �s a dr�ve of more than half an hour,
espec�ally when one �s conveyed by a t�red cab horse that has been at the
mercy of Sunday fête-makers.

There had been t�me before I passed under the Dragon's w�ngs to meet my
enemy over and over aga�n, but I never saw h�m once, and now refuge was
close at hand.

Before the w�de gateway a small mob of ch�ldren were play�ng. Our
conc�erge and h�s w�fe walked among them, w�th the�r black poodle,



keep�ng order; some couples were waltz�ng on the s�dewalk. I returned the�r
greet�ngs and hurr�ed �n.

All the �nhab�tants of the court had trooped out �nto the street. The place
was qu�te deserted, l�ghted by a few lanterns hung h�gh up, �n wh�ch the gas
burned d�mly.

My apartment was at the top of a house, halfway down the court, reached
by a sta�rcase that descended almost �nto the street, w�th only a b�t of
passage-way �nterven�ng, I set my foot on the threshold of the open door,
the fr�endly old ru�nous sta�rs rose before me, lead�ng up to rest and shelter.
Look�ng back over my r�ght shoulder, I saw h�m, ten paces off. He must
have entered the court w�th me.

He was com�ng stra�ght on, ne�ther slowly, nor sw�ftly, but stra�ght on to
me. And now he was look�ng at me. For the f�rst t�me s�nce our eyes
encountered across the church they met now aga�n, and I knew that the t�me
had come.

Retreat�ng backward, down the court, I faced h�m. I meant to escape by
the entrance on the Rue du Dragon. H�s eyes told me that I never should
escape.

It seemed ages wh�le we were go�ng, I retreat�ng, he advanc�ng, down the
court �n perfect s�lence; but at last I felt the shadow of the archway, and the
next step brought me w�th�n �t. I had meant to turn here and spr�ng through
�nto the street. But the shadow was not that of an archway; �t was that of a
vault. The great doors on the Rue du Dragon were closed. I felt th�s by the
blackness wh�ch surrounded me, and at the same �nstant I read �t �n h�s face.
How h�s face gleamed �n the darkness, draw�ng sw�ftly nearer! The deep
vaults, the huge closed doors, the�r cold �ron clamps were all on h�s s�de.
The th�ng wh�ch he had threatened had arr�ved: �t gathered and bore down
on me from the fathomless shadows; the po�nt from wh�ch �t would str�ke
was h�s �nfernal eyes. Hopeless, I set my back aga�nst the barred doors and
def�ed h�m.

There was a scrap�ng of cha�rs on the stone floor, and a rustl�ng as the
congregat�on rose. I could hear the Su�sse's staff �n the south a�sle,
preced�ng Monse�gneur C—— to the sacr�sty.

The kneel�ng nuns, roused from the�r devout abstract�on, made the�r
reverence and went away. The fash�onable lady, my ne�ghbour, rose also,



w�th graceful reserve. As she departed her glance just fl�tted over my face
�n d�sapproval.

Half dead, or so �t seemed to me, yet �ntensely al�ve to every tr�fle, I sat
among the le�surely mov�ng crowd, then rose too and went toward the door.

I had slept through the sermon. Had I slept through the sermon? I looked
up and saw h�m pass�ng along the gallery to h�s place. Only h�s s�de I saw;
the th�n bent arm �n �ts black cover�ng looked l�ke one of those dev�l�sh,
nameless �nstruments wh�ch l�e �n the d�sused torture-chambers of
med�aeval castles.

But I had escaped h�m, though h�s eyes had sa�d I should not. Had I
escaped h�m? That wh�ch gave h�m the power over me came back out of
obl�v�on, where I had hoped to keep �t. For I knew h�m now. Death and the
awful abode of lost souls, wh�ther my weakness long ago had sent h�m—
they had changed h�m for every other eye, but not for m�ne. I had
recogn�zed h�m almost from the f�rst; I had never doubted what he was
come to do; and now I knew wh�le my body sat safe �n the cheerful l�ttle
church, he had been hunt�ng my soul �n the Court of the Dragon.

I crept to the door: the organ broke out overhead w�th a blare. A dazzl�ng
l�ght f�lled the church, blott�ng the altar from my eyes. The people faded
away, the arches, the vaulted roof van�shed. I ra�sed my seared eyes to the
fathomless glare, and I saw the black stars hang�ng �n the heavens: and the
wet w�nds from the lake of Hal� ch�lled my face.

And now, far away, over leagues of toss�ng cloud-waves, I saw the moon
dr�pp�ng w�th spray; and beyond, the towers of Carcosa rose beh�nd the
moon.

Death and the awful abode of lost souls, wh�ther my weakness long ago
had sent h�m, had changed h�m for every other eye but m�ne. And now I
heard h�s vo�ce, r�s�ng, swell�ng, thunder�ng through the flar�ng l�ght, and as
I fell, the rad�ance �ncreas�ng, �ncreas�ng, poured over me �n waves of
flame. Then I sank �nto the depths, and I heard the K�ng �n Yellow
wh�sper�ng to my soul: "It �s a fearful th�ng to fall �nto the hands of the
l�v�ng God!"



THE YELLOW SIGN
"Let the red dawn surm�se

What we shall do,
When th�s blue starl�ght d�es

And all �s through."

I

There are so many th�ngs wh�ch are �mposs�ble to expla�n! Why should
certa�n chords �n mus�c make me th�nk of the brown and golden t�nts of
autumn fol�age? Why should the Mass of Sa�nte Céc�le bend my thoughts
wander�ng among caverns whose walls blaze w�th ragged masses of v�rg�n
s�lver? What was �t �n the roar and turmo�l of Broadway at s�x o'clock that
flashed before my eyes the p�cture of a st�ll Breton forest where sunl�ght
f�ltered through spr�ng fol�age and Sylv�a bent, half cur�ously, half tenderly,
over a small green l�zard, murmur�ng: "To th�nk that th�s also �s a l�ttle ward
of God!"

When I f�rst saw the watchman h�s back was toward me. I looked at h�m
�nd�fferently unt�l he went �nto the church. I pa�d no more attent�on to h�m
than I had to any other man who lounged through Wash�ngton Square that
morn�ng, and when I shut my w�ndow and turned back �nto my stud�o I had
forgotten h�m. Late �n the afternoon, the day be�ng warm, I ra�sed the
w�ndow aga�n and leaned out to get a sn�ff of a�r. A man was stand�ng �n the
courtyard of the church, and I not�ced h�m aga�n w�th as l�ttle �nterest as I
had that morn�ng. I looked across the square to where the founta�n was
play�ng and then, w�th my m�nd f�lled w�th vague �mpress�ons of trees,
asphalt dr�ves, and the mov�ng groups of nursema�ds and hol�day-makers, I
started to walk back to my easel. As I turned, my l�stless glance �ncluded
the man below �n the churchyard. H�s face was toward me now, and w�th a
perfectly �nvoluntary movement I bent to see �t. At the same moment he
ra�sed h�s head and looked at me. Instantly I thought of a coff�n-worm.
Whatever �t was about the man that repelled me I d�d not know, but the



�mpress�on of a plump wh�te grave-worm was so �ntense and nauseat�ng
that I must have shown �t �n my express�on, for he turned h�s puffy face
away w�th a movement wh�ch made me th�nk of a d�sturbed grub �n a
chestnut.

I went back to my easel and mot�oned the model to resume her pose. After
work�ng a wh�le I was sat�sf�ed that I was spo�l�ng what I had done as
rap�dly as poss�ble, and I took up a palette kn�fe and scraped the colour out
aga�n. The flesh tones were sallow and unhealthy, and I d�d not understand
how I could have pa�nted such s�ckly colour �nto a study wh�ch before that
had glowed w�th healthy tones.

I looked at Tess�e. She had not changed, and the clear flush of health dyed
her neck and cheeks as I frowned.

"Is �t someth�ng I've done?" she sa�d.
"No,—I've made a mess of th�s arm, and for the l�fe of me I can't see how

I came to pa�nt such mud as that �nto the canvas," I repl�ed.
"Don't I pose well?" she �ns�sted.
"Of course, perfectly."
"Then �t's not my fault?"
"No. It's my own."
"I am very sorry," she sa�d.
I told her she could rest wh�le I appl�ed rag and turpent�ne to the plague

spot on my canvas, and she went off to smoke a c�garette and look over the
�llustrat�ons �n the Courr�er França�s.

I d�d not know whether �t was someth�ng �n the turpent�ne or a defect �n
the canvas, but the more I scrubbed the more that gangrene seemed to
spread. I worked l�ke a beaver to get �t out, and yet the d�sease appeared to
creep from l�mb to l�mb of the study before me. Alarmed, I strove to arrest
�t, but now the colour on the breast changed and the whole f�gure seemed to
absorb the �nfect�on as a sponge soaks up water. V�gorously I pl�ed palette-
kn�fe, turpent�ne, and scraper, th�nk�ng all the t�me what a séance I should
hold w�th Duval who had sold me the canvas; but soon I not�ced that �t was
not the canvas wh�ch was defect�ve nor yet the colours of Edward. "It must
be the turpent�ne," I thought angr�ly, "or else my eyes have become so
blurred and confused by the afternoon l�ght that I can't see stra�ght." I called



Tess�e, the model. She came and leaned over my cha�r blow�ng r�ngs of
smoke �nto the a�r.

"What have you been do�ng to �t?" she excla�med
"Noth�ng," I growled, "�t must be th�s turpent�ne!"
"What a horr�ble colour �t �s now," she cont�nued. "Do you th�nk my flesh

resembles green cheese?"
"No, I don't," I sa�d angr�ly; "d�d you ever know me to pa�nt l�ke that

before?"
"No, �ndeed!"
"Well, then!"
"It must be the turpent�ne, or someth�ng," she adm�tted.
She sl�pped on a Japanese robe and walked to the w�ndow. I scraped and

rubbed unt�l I was t�red, and f�nally p�cked up my brushes and hurled them
through the canvas w�th a forc�ble express�on, the tone alone of wh�ch
reached Tess�e's ears.

Nevertheless she promptly began: "That's �t! Swear and act s�lly and ru�n
your brushes! You have been three weeks on that study, and now look!
What's the good of r�pp�ng the canvas? What creatures art�sts are!"

I felt about as much ashamed as I usually d�d after such an outbreak, and I
turned the ru�ned canvas to the wall. Tess�e helped me clean my brushes,
and then danced away to dress. From the screen she regaled me w�th b�ts of
adv�ce concern�ng whole or part�al loss of temper, unt�l, th�nk�ng, perhaps, I
had been tormented suff�c�ently, she came out to �mplore me to button her
wa�st where she could not reach �t on the shoulder.

"Everyth�ng went wrong from the t�me you came back from the w�ndow
and talked about that horr�d-look�ng man you saw �n the churchyard," she
announced.

"Yes, he probably bew�tched the p�cture," I sa�d, yawn�ng. I looked at my
watch.

"It's after s�x, I know," sa�d Tess�e, adjust�ng her hat before the m�rror.
"Yes," I repl�ed, "I d�dn't mean to keep you so long." I leaned out of the

w�ndow but reco�led w�th d�sgust, for the young man w�th the pasty face
stood below �n the churchyard. Tess�e saw my gesture of d�sapproval and
leaned from the w�ndow.



"Is that the man you don't l�ke?" she wh�spered.
I nodded.
"I can't see h�s face, but he does look fat and soft. Someway or other," she

cont�nued, turn�ng to look at me, "he rem�nds me of a dream,—an awful
dream I once had. Or," she mused, look�ng down at her shapely shoes, "was
�t a dream after all?"

"How should I know?" I sm�led.
Tess�e sm�led �n reply.
"You were �n �t," she sa�d, "so perhaps you m�ght know someth�ng about

�t."
"Tess�e! Tess�e!" I protested, "don't you dare flatter by say�ng that you

dream about me!"
"But I d�d," she �ns�sted; "shall I tell you about �t?"
"Go ahead," I repl�ed, l�ght�ng a c�garette.
Tess�e leaned back on the open w�ndow-s�ll and began very ser�ously.
"One n�ght last w�nter I was ly�ng �n bed th�nk�ng about noth�ng at all �n

part�cular. I had been pos�ng for you and I was t�red out, yet �t seemed
�mposs�ble for me to sleep. I heard the bells �n the c�ty r�ng ten, eleven, and
m�dn�ght. I must have fallen asleep about m�dn�ght because I don't
remember hear�ng the bells after that. It seemed to me that I had scarcely
closed my eyes when I dreamed that someth�ng �mpelled me to go to the
w�ndow. I rose, and ra�s�ng the sash leaned out. Twenty-f�fth Street was
deserted as far as I could see. I began to be afra�d; everyth�ng outs�de
seemed so—so black and uncomfortable. Then the sound of wheels �n the
d�stance came to my ears, and �t seemed to me as though that was what I
must wa�t for. Very slowly the wheels approached, and, f�nally, I could
make out a veh�cle mov�ng along the street. It came nearer and nearer, and
when �t passed beneath my w�ndow I saw �t was a hearse. Then, as I
trembled w�th fear, the dr�ver turned and looked stra�ght at me. When I
awoke I was stand�ng by the open w�ndow sh�ver�ng w�th cold, but the
black-plumed hearse and the dr�ver were gone. I dreamed th�s dream aga�n
�n March last, and aga�n awoke bes�de the open w�ndow. Last n�ght the
dream came aga�n. You remember how �t was ra�n�ng; when I awoke,
stand�ng at the open w�ndow, my n�ght-dress was soaked."

"But where d�d I come �nto the dream?" I asked.



"You—you were �n the coff�n; but you were not dead."
"In the coff�n?"
"Yes."
"How d�d you know? Could you see me?"
"No; I only knew you were there."
"Had you been eat�ng Welsh rareb�ts, or lobster salad?" I began, laugh�ng,

but the g�rl �nterrupted me w�th a fr�ghtened cry.
"Hello! What's up?" I sa�d, as she shrank �nto the embrasure by the

w�ndow.
"The—the man below �n the churchyard;—he drove the hearse."
"Nonsense," I sa�d, but Tess�e's eyes were w�de w�th terror. I went to the

w�ndow and looked out. The man was gone. "Come, Tess�e," I urged, "don't
be fool�sh. You have posed too long; you are nervous."

"Do you th�nk I could forget that face?" she murmured. "Three t�mes I saw
the hearse pass below my w�ndow, and every t�me the dr�ver turned and
looked up at me. Oh, h�s face was so wh�te and—and soft? It looked dead—
�t looked as �f �t had been dead a long t�me."

I �nduced the g�rl to s�t down and swallow a glass of Marsala. Then I sat
down bes�de her, and tr�ed to g�ve her some adv�ce.

"Look here, Tess�e," I sa�d, "you go to the country for a week or two, and
you'll have no more dreams about hearses. You pose all day, and when n�ght
comes your nerves are upset. You can't keep th�s up. Then aga�n, �nstead of
go�ng to bed when your day's work �s done, you run off to p�cn�cs at
Sulzer's Park, or go to the Eldorado or Coney Island, and when you come
down here next morn�ng you are fagged out. There was no real hearse.
There was a soft-shell crab dream."

She sm�led fa�ntly.
"What about the man �n the churchyard?"
"Oh, he's only an ord�nary unhealthy, everyday creature."
"As true as my name �s Tess�e Reardon, I swear to you, Mr. Scott, that the

face of the man below �n the churchyard �s the face of the man who drove
the hearse!"

"What of �t?" I sa�d. "It's an honest trade."
"Then you th�nk I d�d see the hearse?"



"Oh," I sa�d d�plomat�cally, "�f you really d�d, �t m�ght not be unl�kely that
the man below drove �t. There �s noth�ng �n that."

Tess�e rose, unrolled her scented handkerch�ef, and tak�ng a b�t of gum
from a knot �n the hem, placed �t �n her mouth. Then draw�ng on her gloves
she offered me her hand, w�th a frank, "Good-n�ght, Mr. Scott," and walked
out.



II

The next morn�ng, Thomas, the bell-boy, brought me the Herald and a b�t
of news. The church next door had been sold. I thanked Heaven for �t, not
that be�ng a Cathol�c I had any repugnance for the congregat�on next door,
but because my nerves were shattered by a blatant exhorter, whose every
word echoed through the a�sle of the church as �f �t had been my own
rooms, and who �ns�sted on h�s r's w�th a nasal pers�stence wh�ch revolted
my every �nst�nct. Then, too, there was a f�end �n human shape, an organ�st,
who reeled off some of the grand old hymns w�th an �nterpretat�on of h�s
own, and I longed for the blood of a creature who could play the doxology
w�th an amendment of m�nor chords wh�ch one hears only �n a quartet of
very young undergraduates. I bel�eve the m�n�ster was a good man, but
when he bellowed: "And the Lorrrrd sa�d unto Moses, the Lorrrd �s a man
of war; the Lorrrd �s h�s name. My wrath shall wax hot and I w�ll k�ll you
w�th the sworrrrd!" I wondered how many centur�es of purgatory �t would
take to atone for such a s�n.

"Who bought the property?" I asked Thomas.
"Nobody that I knows, s�r. They do say the gent wot owns th�s 'ere

'Am�lton flats was look�n' at �t. 'E m�ght be a b�ld�n' more stud�os."
I walked to the w�ndow. The young man w�th the unhealthy face stood by

the churchyard gate, and at the mere s�ght of h�m the same overwhelm�ng
repugnance took possess�on of me.

"By the way, Thomas," I sa�d, "who �s that fellow down there?"
Thomas sn�ffed. "That there worm, s�r? 'Es n�ght-watchman of the church,

s�r. 'E ma�kes me t�red a-s�tt�n' out all n�ght on them steps and look�n' at you
�nsult�n' l�ke. I'd a punched '�s 'ed, s�r—beg pardon, s�r—"

"Go on, Thomas."
"One n�ght a com�n' 'ome w�th 'Arry, the other Engl�sh boy, I sees '�m a

s�tt�n' there on them steps. We 'ad Molly and Jen w�th us, s�r, the two g�rls
on the tray serv�ce, an' 'e looks so �nsult�n' at us that I up and sez: 'Wat you
look�ng hat, you fat slug?'—beg pardon, s�r, but that's 'ow I sez, s�r. Then 'e
don't say noth�n' and I sez: 'Come out and I'll punch that pudd�n' 'ed.' Then I
hopens the gate an' goes �n, but 'e don't say noth�n', only looks �nsult�n' l�ke.



Then I '�ts '�m one, but, ugh! '�s 'ed was that cold and mushy �t ud s�cken you
to touch '�m."

"What d�d he do then?" I asked cur�ously.
"'Im? Nawth�n'."
"And you, Thomas?"
The young fellow flushed w�th embarrassment and sm�led uneas�ly.
"Mr. Scott, s�r, I a�n't no coward, an' I can't make �t out at all why I run. I

was �n the 5th Lawncers, s�r, bugler at Tel-el-Keb�r, an' was shot by the
wells."

"You don't mean to say you ran away?"
"Yes, s�r; I run."
"Why?"
"That's just what I want to know, s�r. I grabbed Molly an' run, an' the rest

was as fr�ghtened as I."
"But what were they fr�ghtened at?"
Thomas refused to answer for a wh�le, but now my cur�os�ty was aroused

about the repuls�ve young man below and I pressed h�m. Three years'
sojourn �n Amer�ca had not only mod�f�ed Thomas' cockney d�alect but had
g�ven h�m the Amer�can's fear of r�d�cule.

"You won't bel�eve me, Mr. Scott, s�r?"
"Yes, I w�ll."
"You w�ll lawf at me, s�r?"
"Nonsense!"
He hes�tated. "Well, s�r, �t's Gawd's truth that when I '�t '�m 'e grabbed me

wr�sts, s�r, and when I tw�sted '�s soft, mushy f�st one of '�s f�ngers come off
�n me 'and."

The utter loath�ng and horror of Thomas' face must have been reflected �n
my own, for he added:

"It's orful, an' now when I see '�m I just go away. 'E ma�kes me h�ll."
When Thomas had gone I went to the w�ndow. The man stood bes�de the

church-ra�l�ng w�th both hands on the gate, but I hast�ly retreated to my
easel aga�n, s�ckened and horr�f�ed, for I saw that the m�ddle f�nger of h�s
r�ght hand was m�ss�ng.



At n�ne o'clock Tess�e appeared and van�shed beh�nd the screen w�th a
merry "Good morn�ng, Mr. Scott." When she had reappeared and taken her
pose upon the model-stand I started a new canvas, much to her del�ght. She
rema�ned s�lent as long as I was on the draw�ng, but as soon as the scrape of
the charcoal ceased and I took up my f�xat�ve she began to chatter.

"Oh, I had such a lovely t�me last n�ght. We went to Tony Pastor's."
"Who are 'we'?" I demanded.
"Oh, Magg�e, you know, Mr. Whyte's model, and P�nk�e McCorm�ck—we

call her P�nk�e because she's got that beaut�ful red ha�r you art�sts l�ke so
much—and L�zz�e Burke."

I sent a shower of spray from the f�xat�ve over the canvas, and sa�d: "Well,
go on."

"We saw Kelly and Baby Barnes the sk�rt-dancer and—and all the rest. I
made a mash."

"Then you have gone back on me, Tess�e?"
She laughed and shook her head.
"He's L�zz�e Burke's brother, Ed. He's a perfect gen'l'man."
I felt constra�ned to g�ve her some parental adv�ce concern�ng mash�ng,

wh�ch she took w�th a br�ght sm�le.
"Oh, I can take care of a strange mash," she sa�d, exam�n�ng her chew�ng

gum, "but Ed �s d�fferent. L�zz�e �s my best fr�end."
Then she related how Ed had come back from the stock�ng m�ll �n Lowell,

Massachusetts, to f�nd her and L�zz�e grown up, and what an accompl�shed
young man he was, and how he thought noth�ng of squander�ng half-a-
dollar for �ce-cream and oysters to celebrate h�s entry as clerk �nto the
woollen department of Macy's. Before she f�n�shed I began to pa�nt, and she
resumed the pose, sm�l�ng and chatter�ng l�ke a sparrow. By noon I had the
study fa�rly well rubbed �n and Tess�e came to look at �t.

"That's better," she sa�d.
I thought so too, and ate my lunch w�th a sat�sf�ed feel�ng that all was

go�ng well. Tess�e spread her lunch on a draw�ng table oppos�te me and we
drank our claret from the same bottle and l�ghted our c�garettes from the
same match. I was very much attached to Tess�e. I had watched her shoot up
�nto a slender but exqu�s�tely formed woman from a fra�l, awkward ch�ld.
She had posed for me dur�ng the last three years, and among all my models



she was my favour�te. It would have troubled me very much �ndeed had she
become "tough" or "fly," as the phrase goes, but I never not�ced any
deter�orat�on of her manner, and felt at heart that she was all r�ght. She and I
never d�scussed morals at all, and I had no �ntent�on of do�ng so, partly
because I had none myself, and partly because I knew she would do what
she l�ked �n sp�te of me. St�ll I d�d hope she would steer clear of
compl�cat�ons, because I w�shed her well, and then also I had a self�sh
des�re to reta�n the best model I had. I knew that mash�ng, as she termed �t,
had no s�gn�f�cance w�th g�rls l�ke Tess�e, and that such th�ngs �n Amer�ca
d�d not resemble �n the least the same th�ngs �n Par�s. Yet, hav�ng l�ved w�th
my eyes open, I also knew that somebody would take Tess�e away some
day, �n one manner or another, and though I professed to myself that
marr�age was nonsense, I s�ncerely hoped that, �n th�s case, there would be a
pr�est at the end of the v�sta. I am a Cathol�c. When I l�sten to h�gh mass,
when I s�gn myself, I feel that everyth�ng, �nclud�ng myself, �s more
cheerful, and when I confess, �t does me good. A man who l�ves as much
alone as I do, must confess to somebody. Then, aga�n, Sylv�a was Cathol�c,
and �t was reason enough for me. But I was speak�ng of Tess�e, wh�ch �s
very d�fferent. Tess�e also was Cathol�c and much more devout than I, so,
tak�ng �t all �n all, I had l�ttle fear for my pretty model unt�l she should fall
�n love. But then I knew that fate alone would dec�de her future for her, and
I prayed �nwardly that fate would keep her away from men l�ke me and
throw �nto her path noth�ng but Ed Burkes and J�mmy McCorm�cks, bless
her sweet face!

Tess�e sat blow�ng r�ngs of smoke up to the ce�l�ng and t�nkl�ng the �ce �n
her tumbler.

"Do you know that I also had a dream last n�ght?" I observed.
"Not about that man," she laughed.
"Exactly. A dream s�m�lar to yours, only much worse."
It was fool�sh and thoughtless of me to say th�s, but you know how l�ttle

tact the average pa�nter has. "I must have fallen asleep about ten o'clock," I
cont�nued, "and after a wh�le I dreamt that I awoke. So pla�nly d�d I hear the
m�dn�ght bells, the w�nd �n the tree-branches, and the wh�stle of steamers
from the bay, that even now I can scarcely bel�eve I was not awake. I
seemed to be ly�ng �n a box wh�ch had a glass cover. D�mly I saw the street
lamps as I passed, for I must tell you, Tess�e, the box �n wh�ch I recl�ned



appeared to l�e �n a cush�oned wagon wh�ch jolted me over a stony
pavement. After a wh�le I became �mpat�ent and tr�ed to move, but the box
was too narrow. My hands were crossed on my breast, so I could not ra�se
them to help myself. I l�stened and then tr�ed to call. My vo�ce was gone. I
could hear the trample of the horses attached to the wagon, and even the
breath�ng of the dr�ver. Then another sound broke upon my ears l�ke the
ra�s�ng of a w�ndow sash. I managed to turn my head a l�ttle, and found I
could look, not only through the glass cover of my box, but also through the
glass panes �n the s�de of the covered veh�cle. I saw houses, empty and
s�lent, w�th ne�ther l�ght nor l�fe about any of them except�ng one. In that
house a w�ndow was open on the f�rst floor, and a f�gure all �n wh�te stood
look�ng down �nto the street. It was you."

Tess�e had turned her face away from me and leaned on the table w�th her
elbow.

"I could see your face," I resumed, "and �t seemed to me to be very
sorrowful. Then we passed on and turned �nto a narrow black lane.
Presently the horses stopped. I wa�ted and wa�ted, clos�ng my eyes w�th fear
and �mpat�ence, but all was s�lent as the grave. After what seemed to me
hours, I began to feel uncomfortable. A sense that somebody was close to
me made me unclose my eyes. Then I saw the wh�te face of the hearse-
dr�ver look�ng at me through the coff�n-l�d——"

A sob from Tess�e �nterrupted me. She was trembl�ng l�ke a leaf. I saw I
had made an ass of myself and attempted to repa�r the damage.

"Why, Tess," I sa�d, "I only told you th�s to show you what �nfluence your
story m�ght have on another person's dreams. You don't suppose I really lay
�n a coff�n, do you? What are you trembl�ng for? Don't you see that your
dream and my unreasonable d�sl�ke for that �noffens�ve watchman of the
church s�mply set my bra�n work�ng as soon as I fell asleep?"

She la�d her head between her arms, and sobbed as �f her heart would
break. What a prec�ous tr�ple donkey I had made of myself! But I was about
to break my record. I went over and put my arm about her.

"Tess�e dear, forg�ve me," I sa�d; "I had no bus�ness to fr�ghten you w�th
such nonsense. You are too sens�ble a g�rl, too good a Cathol�c to bel�eve �n
dreams."

Her hand t�ghtened on m�ne and her head fell back upon my shoulder, but
she st�ll trembled and I petted her and comforted her.



"Come, Tess, open your eyes and sm�le."
Her eyes opened w�th a slow langu�d movement and met m�ne, but the�r

express�on was so queer that I hastened to reassure her aga�n.
"It's all humbug, Tess�e; you surely are not afra�d that any harm w�ll come

to you because of that."
"No," she sa�d, but her scarlet l�ps qu�vered.
"Then, what's the matter? Are you afra�d?"
"Yes. Not for myself."
"For me, then?" I demanded ga�ly.
"For you," she murmured �n a vo�ce almost �naud�ble. "I—I care for you."
At f�rst I started to laugh, but when I understood her, a shock passed

through me, and I sat l�ke one turned to stone. Th�s was the crown�ng b�t of
�d�ocy I had comm�tted. Dur�ng the moment wh�ch elapsed between her
reply and my answer I thought of a thousand responses to that �nnocent
confess�on. I could pass �t by w�th a laugh, I could m�sunderstand her and
assure her as to my health, I could s�mply po�nt out that �t was �mposs�ble
she could love me. But my reply was qu�cker than my thoughts, and I m�ght
th�nk and th�nk now when �t was too late, for I had k�ssed her on the mouth.

That even�ng I took my usual walk �n Wash�ngton Park, ponder�ng over
the occurrences of the day. I was thoroughly comm�tted. There was no back
out now, and I stared the future stra�ght �n the face. I was not good, not even
scrupulous, but I had no �dea of dece�v�ng e�ther myself or Tess�e. The one
pass�on of my l�fe lay bur�ed �n the sunl�t forests of Br�ttany. Was �t bur�ed
for ever? Hope cr�ed "No!" For three years I had been l�sten�ng to the vo�ce
of Hope, and for three years I had wa�ted for a footstep on my threshold.
Had Sylv�a forgotten? "No!" cr�ed Hope.

I sa�d that I was no good. That �s true, but st�ll I was not exactly a com�c
opera v�lla�n. I had led an easy-go�ng reckless l�fe, tak�ng what �nv�ted me
of pleasure, deplor�ng and somet�mes b�tterly regrett�ng consequences. In
one th�ng alone, except my pa�nt�ng, was I ser�ous, and that was someth�ng
wh�ch lay h�dden �f not lost �n the Breton forests.

It was too late for me to regret what had occurred dur�ng the day.
Whatever �t had been, p�ty, a sudden tenderness for sorrow, or the more
brutal �nst�nct of grat�f�ed van�ty, �t was all the same now, and unless I
w�shed to bru�se an �nnocent heart, my path lay marked before me. The f�re



and strength, the depth of pass�on of a love wh�ch I had never even
suspected, w�th all my �mag�ned exper�ence �n the world, left me no
alternat�ve but to respond or send her away. Whether because I am so
cowardly about g�v�ng pa�n to others, or whether �t was that I have l�ttle of
the gloomy Pur�tan �n me, I do not know, but I shrank from d�scla�m�ng
respons�b�l�ty for that thoughtless k�ss, and �n fact had no t�me to do so
before the gates of her heart opened and the flood poured forth. Others who
hab�tually do the�r duty and f�nd a sullen sat�sfact�on �n mak�ng themselves
and everybody else unhappy, m�ght have w�thstood �t. I d�d not. I dared not.
After the storm had abated I d�d tell her that she m�ght better have loved Ed
Burke and worn a pla�n gold r�ng, but she would not hear of �t, and I
thought perhaps as long as she had dec�ded to love somebody she could not
marry, �t had better be me. I, at least, could treat her w�th an �ntell�gent
affect�on, and whenever she became t�red of her �nfatuat�on she could go
none the worse for �t. For I was dec�ded on that po�nt although I knew how
hard �t would be. I remembered the usual term�nat�on of Platon�c l�a�sons,
and thought how d�sgusted I had been whenever I heard of one. I knew I
was undertak�ng a great deal for so unscrupulous a man as I was, and I
dreamed the future, but never for one moment d�d I doubt that she was safe
w�th me. Had �t been anybody but Tess�e I should not have bothered my
head about scruples. For �t d�d not occur to me to sacr�f�ce Tess�e as I would
have sacr�f�ced a woman of the world. I looked the future squarely �n the
face and saw the several probable end�ngs to the affa�r. She would e�ther t�re
of the whole th�ng, or become so unhappy that I should have e�ther to marry
her or go away. If I marr�ed her we would be unhappy. I w�th a w�fe
unsu�ted to me, and she w�th a husband unsu�table for any woman. For my
past l�fe could scarcely ent�tle me to marry. If I went away she m�ght e�ther
fall �ll, recover, and marry some Edd�e Burke, or she m�ght recklessly or
del�berately go and do someth�ng fool�sh. On the other hand, �f she t�red of
me, then her whole l�fe would be before her w�th beaut�ful v�stas of Edd�e
Burkes and marr�age r�ngs and tw�ns and Harlem flats and Heaven knows
what. As I strolled along through the trees by the Wash�ngton Arch, I
dec�ded that she should f�nd a substant�al fr�end �n me, anyway, and the
future could take care of �tself. Then I went �nto the house and put on my
even�ng dress, for the l�ttle fa�ntly-perfumed note on my dresser sa�d, "Have
a cab at the stage door at eleven," and the note was s�gned "Ed�th
Carm�chel, Metropol�tan Theatre."



I took supper that n�ght, or rather we took supper, M�ss Carm�chel and I, at
Solar�'s, and the dawn was just beg�nn�ng to g�ld the cross on the Memor�al
Church as I entered Wash�ngton Square after leav�ng Ed�th at the
Brunsw�ck. There was not a soul �n the park as I passed along the trees and
took the walk wh�ch leads from the Gar�bald� statue to the Ham�lton
Apartment House, but as I passed the churchyard I saw a f�gure s�tt�ng on
the stone steps. In sp�te of myself a ch�ll crept over me at the s�ght of the
wh�te puffy face, and I hastened to pass. Then he sa�d someth�ng wh�ch
m�ght have been addressed to me or m�ght merely have been a mutter to
h�mself, but a sudden fur�ous anger flamed up w�th�n me that such a
creature should address me. For an �nstant I felt l�ke wheel�ng about and
smash�ng my st�ck over h�s head, but I walked on, and enter�ng the
Ham�lton went to my apartment. For some t�me I tossed about the bed
try�ng to get the sound of h�s vo�ce out of my ears, but could not. It f�lled
my head, that mutter�ng sound, l�ke th�ck o�ly smoke from a fat-render�ng
vat or an odour of no�some decay. And as I lay and tossed about, the vo�ce
�n my ears seemed more d�st�nct, and I began to understand the words he
had muttered. They came to me slowly as �f I had forgotten them, and at last
I could make some sense out of the sounds. It was th�s:

"Have you found the Yellow S�gn?"
"Have you found the Yellow S�gn?"
"Have you found the Yellow S�gn?"
I was fur�ous. What d�d he mean by that? Then w�th a curse upon h�m and

h�s I rolled over and went to sleep, but when I awoke later I looked pale and
haggard, for I had dreamed the dream of the n�ght before, and �t troubled
me more than I cared to th�nk.

I dressed and went down �nto my stud�o. Tess�e sat by the w�ndow, but as I
came �n she rose and put both arms around my neck for an �nnocent k�ss.
She looked so sweet and da�nty that I k�ssed her aga�n and then sat down
before the easel.

"Hello! Where's the study I began yesterday?" I asked.
Tess�e looked consc�ous, but d�d not answer. I began to hunt among the

p�les of canvases, say�ng, "Hurry up, Tess, and get ready; we must take
advantage of the morn�ng l�ght."

When at last I gave up the search among the other canvases and turned to
look around the room for the m�ss�ng study I not�ced Tess�e stand�ng by the



screen w�th her clothes st�ll on.
"What's the matter," I asked, "don't you feel well?"
"Yes."
"Then hurry."
"Do you want me to pose as—as I have always posed?"
Then I understood. Here was a new compl�cat�on. I had lost, of course, the

best nude model I had ever seen. I looked at Tess�e. Her face was scarlet.
Alas! Alas! We had eaten of the tree of knowledge, and Eden and nat�ve
�nnocence were dreams of the past—I mean for her.

I suppose she not�ced the d�sappo�ntment on my face, for she sa�d: "I w�ll
pose �f you w�sh. The study �s beh�nd the screen here where I put �t."

"No," I sa�d, "we w�ll beg�n someth�ng new;" and I went �nto my
wardrobe and p�cked out a Moor�sh costume wh�ch fa�rly blazed w�th t�nsel.
It was a genu�ne costume, and Tess�e ret�red to the screen w�th �t enchanted.
When she came forth aga�n I was aston�shed. Her long black ha�r was
bound above her forehead w�th a c�rclet of turquo�ses, and the ends, curled
about her gl�tter�ng g�rdle. Her feet were encased �n the embro�dered
po�nted sl�ppers and the sk�rt of her costume, cur�ously wrought w�th
arabesques �n s�lver, fell to her ankles. The deep metall�c blue vest
embro�dered w�th s�lver and the short Mauresque jacket spangled and sewn
w�th turquo�ses became her wonderfully. She came up to me and held up
her face sm�l�ng. I sl�pped my hand �nto my pocket, and draw�ng out a gold
cha�n w�th a cross attached, dropped �t over her head.

"It's yours, Tess�e."
"M�ne?" she faltered.
"Yours. Now go and pose," Then w�th a rad�ant sm�le she ran beh�nd the

screen and presently reappeared w�th a l�ttle box on wh�ch was wr�tten my
name.

"I had �ntended to g�ve �t to you when I went home to-n�ght," she sa�d,
"but I can't wa�t now."

I opened the box. On the p�nk cotton �ns�de lay a clasp of black onyx, on
wh�ch was �nla�d a cur�ous symbol or letter �n gold. It was ne�ther Arab�c
nor Ch�nese, nor, as I found afterwards, d�d �t belong to any human scr�pt.

"It's all I had to g�ve you for a keepsake," she sa�d t�m�dly.



I was annoyed, but I told her how much I should pr�ze �t, and prom�sed to
wear �t always. She fastened �t on my coat beneath the lapel.

"How fool�sh, Tess, to go and buy me such a beaut�ful th�ng as th�s," I
sa�d.

"I d�d not buy �t," she laughed.
"Where d�d you get �t?"
Then she told me how she had found �t one day wh�le com�ng from the

Aquar�um �n the Battery, how she had advert�sed �t and watched the papers,
but at last gave up all hopes of f�nd�ng the owner.

"That was last w�nter," she sa�d, "the very day I had the f�rst horr�d dream
about the hearse."

I remembered my dream of the prev�ous n�ght but sa�d noth�ng, and
presently my charcoal was fly�ng over a new canvas, and Tess�e stood
mot�onless on the model-stand.

III

The day follow�ng was a d�sastrous one for me. Wh�le mov�ng a framed
canvas from one easel to another my foot sl�pped on the pol�shed floor, and
I fell heav�ly on both wr�sts. They were so badly spra�ned that �t was useless
to attempt to hold a brush, and I was obl�ged to wander about the stud�o,
glar�ng at unf�n�shed draw�ngs and sketches, unt�l despa�r se�zed me and I
sat down to smoke and tw�ddle my thumbs w�th rage. The ra�n blew aga�nst
the w�ndows and rattled on the roof of the church, dr�v�ng me �nto a nervous
f�t w�th �ts �nterm�nable patter. Tess�e sat sew�ng by the w�ndow, and every
now and then ra�sed her head and looked at me w�th such �nnocent
compass�on that I began to feel ashamed of my �rr�tat�on and looked about
for someth�ng to occupy me. I had read all the papers and all the books �n
the l�brary, but for the sake of someth�ng to do I went to the bookcases and
shoved them open w�th my elbow. I knew every volume by �ts colour and
exam�ned them all, pass�ng slowly around the l�brary and wh�stl�ng to keep
up my sp�r�ts. I was turn�ng to go �nto the d�n�ng-room when my eye fell
upon a book bound �n serpent sk�n, stand�ng �n a corner of the top shelf of
the last bookcase. I d�d not remember �t, and from the floor could not
dec�pher the pale letter�ng on the back, so I went to the smok�ng-room and



called Tess�e. She came �n from the stud�o and cl�mbed up to reach the
book.

"What �s �t?" I asked.
"The K�ng �n Yellow."
I was dumfounded. Who had placed �t there? How came �t �n my rooms? I

had long ago dec�ded that I should never open that book, and noth�ng on
earth could have persuaded me to buy �t. Fearful lest cur�os�ty m�ght tempt
me to open �t, I had never even looked at �t �n book-stores. If I ever had had
any cur�os�ty to read �t, the awful tragedy of young Casta�gne, whom I
knew, prevented me from explor�ng �ts w�cked pages. I had always refused
to l�sten to any descr�pt�on of �t, and �ndeed, nobody ever ventured to
d�scuss the second part aloud, so I had absolutely no knowledge of what
those leaves m�ght reveal. I stared at the po�sonous mottled b�nd�ng as I
would at a snake.

"Don't touch �t, Tess�e," I sa�d; "come down."
Of course my admon�t�on was enough to arouse her cur�os�ty, and before I

could prevent �t she took the book and, laugh�ng, danced off �nto the stud�o
w�th �t. I called to her, but she sl�pped away w�th a torment�ng sm�le at my
helpless hands, and I followed her w�th some �mpat�ence.

"Tess�e!" I cr�ed, enter�ng the l�brary, "l�sten, I am ser�ous. Put that book
away. I do not w�sh you to open �t!" The l�brary was empty. I went �nto both
draw�ng-rooms, then �nto the bedrooms, laundry, k�tchen, and f�nally
returned to the l�brary and began a systemat�c search. She had h�dden
herself so well that �t was half-an-hour later when I d�scovered her
crouch�ng wh�te and s�lent by the latt�ced w�ndow �n the store-room above.
At the f�rst glance I saw she had been pun�shed for her fool�shness. The
K�ng �n Yellow lay at her feet, but the book was open at the second part. I
looked at Tess�e and saw �t was too late. She had opened The K�ng �n
Yellow. Then I took her by the hand and led her �nto the stud�o. She seemed
dazed, and when I told her to l�e down on the sofa she obeyed me w�thout a
word. After a wh�le she closed her eyes and her breath�ng became regular
and deep, but I could not determ�ne whether or not she slept. For a long
wh�le I sat s�lently bes�de her, but she ne�ther st�rred nor spoke, and at last I
rose, and, enter�ng the unused store-room, took the book �n my least �njured
hand. It seemed heavy as lead, but I carr�ed �t �nto the stud�o aga�n, and



s�tt�ng down on the rug bes�de the sofa, opened �t and read �t through from
beg�nn�ng to end.

When, fa�nt w�th excess of my emot�ons, I dropped the volume and leaned
wear�ly back aga�nst the sofa, Tess�e opened her eyes and looked at me....

We had been speak�ng for some t�me �n a dull monotonous stra�n before I
real�zed that we were d�scuss�ng The K�ng �n Yellow. Oh the s�n of wr�t�ng
such words,—words wh�ch are clear as crystal, l�mp�d and mus�cal as
bubbl�ng spr�ngs, words wh�ch sparkle and glow l�ke the po�soned
d�amonds of the Med�c�s! Oh the w�ckedness, the hopeless damnat�on of a
soul who could fasc�nate and paralyze human creatures w�th such words,—
words understood by the �gnorant and w�se al�ke, words wh�ch are more
prec�ous than jewels, more sooth�ng than mus�c, more awful than death!

We talked on, unm�ndful of the gather�ng shadows, and she was begg�ng
me to throw away the clasp of black onyx qua�ntly �nla�d w�th what we now
knew to be the Yellow S�gn. I never shall know why I refused, though even
at th�s hour, here �n my bedroom as I wr�te th�s confess�on, I should be glad
to know what �t was that prevented me from tear�ng the Yellow S�gn from
my breast and cast�ng �t �nto the f�re. I am sure I w�shed to do so, and yet
Tess�e pleaded w�th me �n va�n. N�ght fell and the hours dragged on, but
st�ll we murmured to each other of the K�ng and the Pall�d Mask, and
m�dn�ght sounded from the m�sty sp�res �n the fog-wrapped c�ty. We spoke
of Hastur and of Cass�lda, wh�le outs�de the fog rolled aga�nst the blank
w�ndow-panes as the cloud waves roll and break on the shores of Hal�.

The house was very s�lent now, and not a sound came up from the m�sty
streets. Tess�e lay among the cush�ons, her face a grey blot �n the gloom, but
her hands were clasped �n m�ne, and I knew that she knew and read my
thoughts as I read hers, for we had understood the mystery of the Hyades
and the Phantom of Truth was la�d. Then as we answered each other,
sw�ftly, s�lently, thought on thought, the shadows st�rred �n the gloom about
us, and far �n the d�stant streets we heard a sound. Nearer and nearer �t
came, the dull crunch�ng of wheels, nearer and yet nearer, and now, outs�de
before the door �t ceased, and I dragged myself to the w�ndow and saw a
black-plumed hearse. The gate below opened and shut, and I crept shak�ng
to my door and bolted �t, but I knew no bolts, no locks, could keep that
creature out who was com�ng for the Yellow S�gn. And now I heard h�m



mov�ng very softly along the hall. Now he was at the door, and the bolts
rotted at h�s touch. Now he had entered. W�th eyes start�ng from my head I
peered �nto the darkness, but when he came �nto the room I d�d not see h�m.
It was only when I felt h�m envelope me �n h�s cold soft grasp that I cr�ed
out and struggled w�th deadly fury, but my hands were useless and he tore
the onyx clasp from my coat and struck me full �n the face. Then, as I fell, I
heard Tess�e's soft cry and her sp�r�t fled: and even wh�le fall�ng I longed to
follow her, for I knew that the K�ng �n Yellow had opened h�s tattered
mantle and there was only God to cry to now.

I could tell more, but I cannot see what help �t w�ll be to the world. As for
me, I am past human help or hope. As I l�e here, wr�t�ng, careless even
whether or not I d�e before I f�n�sh, I can see the doctor gather�ng up h�s
powders and ph�als w�th a vague gesture to the good pr�est bes�de me,
wh�ch I understand.

They w�ll be very cur�ous to know the tragedy—they of the outs�de world
who wr�te books and pr�nt m�ll�ons of newspapers, but I shall wr�te no
more, and the father confessor w�ll seal my last words w�th the seal of
sanct�ty when h�s holy off�ce �s done. They of the outs�de world may send
the�r creatures �nto wrecked homes and death-sm�tten f�res�des, and the�r
newspapers w�ll batten on blood and tears, but w�th me the�r sp�es must halt
before the confess�onal. They know that Tess�e �s dead and that I am dy�ng.
They know how the people �n the house, aroused by an �nfernal scream,
rushed �nto my room and found one l�v�ng and two dead, but they do not
know what I shall tell them now; they do not know that the doctor sa�d as
he po�nted to a horr�ble decomposed heap on the floor—the l�v�d corpse of
the watchman from the church: "I have no theory, no explanat�on. That man
must have been dead for months!"

I th�nk I am dy�ng. I w�sh the pr�est would—



THE DEMOISELLE D'YS
"Ma�s je croy que je
Su�s descendu on pu�z
Ténébreux onquel d�so�t
Heraclytus estre Vereté cachée."

"There be three th�ngs wh�ch are too wonderful for me, yea, four wh�ch I know not:
"The way of an eagle �n the a�r; the way of a serpent upon a rock; the way of a sh�p �n the

m�dst of the sea; and the way of a man w�th a ma�d."

I

The utter desolat�on of the scene began to have �ts effect; I sat down to
face the s�tuat�on and, �f poss�ble, recall to m�nd some landmark wh�ch
m�ght a�d me �n extr�cat�ng myself from my present pos�t�on. If I could only
f�nd the ocean aga�n all would be clear, for I knew one could see the �sland
of Gro�x from the cl�ffs.

I la�d down my gun, and kneel�ng beh�nd a rock l�ghted a p�pe. Then I
looked at my watch. It was nearly four o'clock. I m�ght have wandered far
from Kerselec s�nce daybreak.

Stand�ng the day before on the cl�ffs below Kerselec w�th Goulven,
look�ng out over the sombre moors among wh�ch I had now lost my way,
these downs had appeared to me level as a meadow, stretch�ng to the
hor�zon, and although I knew how decept�ve �s d�stance, I could not real�ze
that what from Kerselec seemed to be mere grassy hollows were great
valleys covered w�th gorse and heather, and what looked l�ke scattered
boulders were �n real�ty enormous cl�ffs of gran�te.

"It's a bad place for a stranger," old Goulven had sa�d: "you'd better take a
gu�de;" and I had repl�ed, "I shall not lose myself." Now I knew that I had
lost myself, as I sat there smok�ng, w�th the sea-w�nd blow�ng �n my face.
On every s�de stretched the moorland, covered w�th flower�ng gorse and
heath and gran�te boulders. There was not a tree �n s�ght, much less a house.



After a wh�le, I p�cked up the gun, and turn�ng my back on the sun tramped
on aga�n.

There was l�ttle use �n follow�ng any of the brawl�ng streams wh�ch every
now and then crossed my path, for, �nstead of flow�ng �nto the sea, they ran
�nland to reedy pools �n the hollows of the moors. I had followed several,
but they all led me to swamps or s�lent l�ttle ponds from wh�ch the sn�pe
rose peep�ng and wheeled away �n an ecstasy of fr�ght. I began to feel
fat�gued, and the gun galled my shoulder �n sp�te of the double pads. The
sun sank lower and lower, sh�n�ng level across yellow gorse and the
moorland pools.

As I walked my own g�gant�c shadow led me on, seem�ng to lengthen at
every step. The gorse scraped aga�nst my legg�ngs, crackled beneath my
feet, shower�ng the brown earth w�th blossoms, and the brake bowed and
b�llowed along my path. From tufts of heath rabb�ts scurr�ed away through
the bracken, and among the swamp grass I heard the w�ld duck's drowsy
quack. Once a fox stole across my path, and aga�n, as I stooped to dr�nk at a
hurry�ng r�ll, a heron flapped heav�ly from the reeds bes�de me. I turned to
look at the sun. It seemed to touch the edges of the pla�n. When at last I
dec�ded that �t was useless to go on, and that I must make up my m�nd to
spend at least one n�ght on the moors, I threw myself down thoroughly
fagged out. The even�ng sunl�ght slanted warm across my body, but the sea-
w�nds began to r�se, and I felt a ch�ll str�ke through me from my wet
shoot�ng-boots. H�gh overhead gulls were wheel�ng and toss�ng l�ke b�ts of
wh�te paper; from some d�stant marsh a sol�tary curlew called. L�ttle by
l�ttle the sun sank �nto the pla�n, and the zen�th flushed w�th the after-glow. I
watched the sky change from palest gold to p�nk and then to smoulder�ng
f�re. Clouds of m�dges danced above me, and h�gh �n the calm a�r a bat
d�pped and soared. My eyel�ds began to droop. Then as I shook off the
drows�ness a sudden crash among the bracken roused me. I ra�sed my eyes.
A great b�rd hung qu�ver�ng �n the a�r above my face. For an �nstant I stared,
�ncapable of mot�on; then someth�ng leaped past me �n the ferns and the
b�rd rose, wheeled, and p�tched headlong �nto the brake.

I was on my feet �n an �nstant peer�ng through the gorse. There came the
sound of a struggle from a bunch of heather close by, and then all was qu�et.
I stepped forward, my gun po�sed, but when I came to the heather the gun
fell under my arm aga�n, and I stood mot�onless �n s�lent aston�shment. A
dead hare lay on the ground, and on the hare stood a magn�f�cent falcon,



one talon bur�ed �n the creature's neck, the other planted f�rmly on �ts l�mp
flank. But what aston�shed me, was not the mere s�ght of a falcon s�tt�ng
upon �ts prey. I had seen that more than once. It was that the falcon was
f�tted w�th a sort of leash about both talons, and from the leash hung a
round b�t of metal l�ke a sle�gh-bell. The b�rd turned �ts f�erce yellow eyes
on me, and then stooped and struck �ts curved beak �nto the quarry. At the
same �nstant hurr�ed steps sounded among the heather, and a g�rl sprang �nto
the covert �n front. W�thout a glance at me she walked up to the falcon, and
pass�ng her gloved hand under �ts breast, ra�sed �t from the quarry. Then she
deftly sl�pped a small hood over the b�rd's head, and hold�ng �t out on her
gauntlet, stooped and p�cked up the hare.

She passed a cord about the an�mal's legs and fastened the end of the
thong to her g�rdle. Then she started to retrace her steps through the covert.
As she passed me I ra�sed my cap and she acknowledged my presence w�th
a scarcely percept�ble �ncl�nat�on. I had been so aston�shed, so lost �n
adm�rat�on of the scene before my eyes, that �t had not occurred to me that
here was my salvat�on. But as she moved away I recollected that unless I
wanted to sleep on a w�ndy moor that n�ght I had better recover my speech
w�thout delay. At my f�rst word she hes�tated, and as I stepped before her I
thought a look of fear came �nto her beaut�ful eyes. But as I humbly
expla�ned my unpleasant pl�ght, her face flushed and she looked at me �n
wonder.

"Surely you d�d not come from Kerselec!" she repeated.
Her sweet vo�ce had no trace of the Breton accent nor of any accent wh�ch

I knew, and yet there was someth�ng �n �t I seemed to have heard before,
someth�ng qua�nt and �ndef�nable, l�ke the theme of an old song.

I expla�ned that I was an Amer�can, unacqua�nted w�th F�n�stère, shoot�ng
there for my own amusement.

"An Amer�can," she repeated �n the same qua�nt mus�cal tones. "I have
never before seen an Amer�can."

For a moment she stood s�lent, then look�ng at me she sa�d. "If you should
walk all n�ght you could not reach Kerselec now, even �f you had a gu�de."

Th�s was pleasant news.
"But," I began, "�f I could only f�nd a peasant's hut where I m�ght get

someth�ng to eat, and shelter."



The falcon on her wr�st fluttered and shook �ts head. The g�rl smoothed �ts
glossy back and glanced at me.

"Look around," she sa�d gently. "Can you see the end of these moors?
Look, north, south, east, west. Can you see anyth�ng but moorland and
bracken?"

"No," I sa�d.
"The moor �s w�ld and desolate. It �s easy to enter, but somet�mes they

who enter never leave �t. There are no peasants' huts here."
"Well," I sa�d, "�f you w�ll tell me �n wh�ch d�rect�on Kerselec l�es, to-

morrow �t w�ll take me no longer to go back than �t has to come."
She looked at me aga�n w�th an express�on almost l�ke p�ty.
"Ah," she sa�d, "to come �s easy and takes hours; to go �s d�fferent—and

may take centur�es."
I stared at her �n amazement but dec�ded that I had m�sunderstood her.

Then before I had t�me to speak she drew a wh�stle from her belt and
sounded �t.

"S�t down and rest," she sa�d to me; "you have come a long d�stance and
are t�red."

She gathered up her pleated sk�rts and mot�on�ng me to follow p�cked her
da�nty way through the gorse to a flat rock among the ferns.

"They w�ll be here d�rectly," she sa�d, and tak�ng a seat at one end of the
rock �nv�ted me to s�t down on the other edge. The after-glow was
beg�nn�ng to fade �n the sky and a s�ngle star tw�nkled fa�ntly through the
rosy haze. A long waver�ng tr�angle of water-fowl dr�fted southward over
our heads, and from the swamps around plover were call�ng.

"They are very beaut�ful—these moors," she sa�d qu�etly.
"Beaut�ful, but cruel to strangers," I answered.
"Beaut�ful and cruel," she repeated dream�ly, "beaut�ful and cruel."
"L�ke a woman," I sa�d stup�dly.
"Oh," she cr�ed w�th a l�ttle catch �n her breath, and looked at me. Her

dark eyes met m�ne, and I thought she seemed angry or fr�ghtened.
"L�ke a woman," she repeated under her breath, "How cruel to say so!"

Then after a pause, as though speak�ng aloud to herself, "How cruel for h�m
to say that!"



I don't know what sort of an apology I offered for my �nane, though
harmless speech, but I know that she seemed so troubled about �t that I
began to th�nk I had sa�d someth�ng very dreadful w�thout know�ng �t, and
remembered w�th horror the p�tfalls and snares wh�ch the French language
sets for fore�gners. Wh�le I was try�ng to �mag�ne what I m�ght have sa�d, a
sound of vo�ces came across the moor, and the g�rl rose to her feet.

"No," she sa�d, w�th a trace of a sm�le on her pale face, "I w�ll not accept
your apolog�es, mons�eur, but I must prove you wrong, and that shall be my
revenge. Look. Here come Hastur and Raoul."

Two men loomed up �n the tw�l�ght. One had a sack across h�s shoulders
and the other carr�ed a hoop before h�m as a wa�ter carr�es a tray. The hoop
was fastened w�th straps to h�s shoulders, and around the edge of the c�rclet
sat three hooded falcons f�tted w�th t�nkl�ng bells. The g�rl stepped up to the
falconer, and w�th a qu�ck turn of her wr�st transferred her falcon to the
hoop, where �t qu�ckly s�dled off and nestled among �ts mates, who shook
the�r hooded heads and ruffled the�r feathers t�ll the belled jesses t�nkled
aga�n. The other man stepped forward and bow�ng respectfully took up the
hare and dropped �t �nto the game-sack.

"These are my p�queurs," sa�d the g�rl, turn�ng to me w�th a gentle d�gn�ty.
"Raoul �s a good fauconn�er, and I shall some day make h�m grand veneur.
Hastur �s �ncomparable."

The two s�lent men saluted me respectfully.
"D�d I not tell you, mons�eur, that I should prove you wrong?" she

cont�nued. "Th�s, then, �s my revenge, that you do me the courtesy of
accept�ng food and shelter at my own house."

Before I could answer she spoke to the falconers, who started �nstantly
across the heath, and w�th a grac�ous gesture to me she followed. I don't
know whether I made her understand how profoundly grateful I felt, but she
seemed pleased to l�sten, as we walked over the dewy heather.

"Are you not very t�red?" she asked.
I had clean forgotten my fat�gue �n her presence, and I told her so.
"Don't you th�nk your gallantry �s a l�ttle old-fash�oned?" she sa�d; and

when I looked confused and humbled, she added qu�etly, "Oh, I l�ke �t, I
l�ke everyth�ng old-fash�oned, and �t �s del�ghtful to hear you say such
pretty th�ngs."



The moorland around us was very st�ll now under �ts ghostly sheet of m�st.
The plovers had ceased the�r call�ng; the cr�ckets and all the l�ttle creatures
of the f�elds were s�lent as we passed, yet �t seemed to me as �f I could hear
them beg�nn�ng aga�n far beh�nd us. Well �n advance, the two tall falconers
strode across the heather, and the fa�nt j�ngl�ng of the hawks' bells came to
our ears �n d�stant murmur�ng ch�mes.

Suddenly a splend�d hound dashed out of the m�st �n front, followed by
another and another unt�l half-a-dozen or more were bound�ng and leap�ng
around the g�rl bes�de me. She caressed and qu�eted them w�th her gloved
hand, speak�ng to them �n qua�nt terms wh�ch I remembered to have seen �n
old French manuscr�pts.

Then the falcons on the c�rclet borne by the falconer ahead began to beat
the�r w�ngs and scream, and from somewhere out of s�ght the notes of a
hunt�ng-horn floated across the moor. The hounds sprang away before us
and van�shed �n the tw�l�ght, the falcons flapped and squealed upon the�r
perch, and the g�rl, tak�ng up the song of the horn, began to hum. Clear and
mellow her vo�ce sounded �n the n�ght a�r.

"Chasseur, chasseur, chassez encore,
Qu�ttez Rosette et Jeanneton,
Tonton, tonton, tonta�ne, tonton,
Ou, pour, rabattre, dès l'aurore,
Que les Amours so�ent de planton,
Tonton, tonta�ne, tonton."

As I l�stened to her lovely vo�ce a grey mass wh�ch rap�dly grew more
d�st�nct loomed up �n front, and the horn rang out joyously through the
tumult of the hounds and falcons. A torch gl�mmered at a gate, a l�ght
streamed through an open�ng door, and we stepped upon a wooden br�dge
wh�ch trembled under our feet and rose creak�ng and stra�n�ng beh�nd us as
we passed over the moat and �nto a small stone court, walled on every s�de.
From an open doorway a man came and, bend�ng �n salutat�on, presented a
cup to the g�rl bes�de me. She took the cup and touched �t w�th her l�ps, then
lower�ng �t turned to me and sa�d �n a low vo�ce, "I b�d you welcome."

At that moment one of the falconers came w�th another cup, but before
hand�ng �t to me, presented �t to the g�rl, who tasted �t. The falconer made a



gesture to rece�ve �t, but she hes�tated a moment, and then, stepp�ng
forward, offered me the cup w�th her own hands. I felt th�s to be an act of
extraord�nary grac�ousness, but hardly knew what was expected of me, and
d�d not ra�se �t to my l�ps at once. The g�rl flushed cr�mson. I saw that I
must act qu�ckly.

"Mademo�selle," I faltered, "a stranger whom you have saved from
dangers he may never real�ze empt�es th�s cup to the gentlest and lovel�est
hostess of France."

"In H�s name," she murmured, cross�ng herself as I dra�ned the cup. Then
stepp�ng �nto the doorway she turned to me w�th a pretty gesture and, tak�ng
my hand �n hers, led me �nto the house, say�ng aga�n and aga�n: "You are
very welcome, �ndeed you are welcome to the Château d'Ys."

II

I awoke next morn�ng w�th the mus�c of the horn �n my ears, and leap�ng
out of the anc�ent bed, went to a curta�ned w�ndow where the sunl�ght
f�ltered through l�ttle deep-set panes. The horn ceased as I looked �nto the
court below.

A man who m�ght have been brother to the two falconers of the n�ght
before stood �n the m�dst of a pack of hounds. A curved horn was strapped
over h�s back, and �n h�s hand he held a long-lashed wh�p. The dogs wh�ned
and yelped, danc�ng around h�m �n ant�c�pat�on; there was the stamp of
horses, too, �n the walled yard.

"Mount!" cr�ed a vo�ce �n Breton, and w�th a clatter of hoofs the two
falconers, w�th falcons upon the�r wr�sts, rode �nto the courtyard among the
hounds. Then I heard another vo�ce wh�ch sent the blood throbb�ng through
my heart: "P�r�ou Lou�s, hunt the hounds well and spare ne�ther spur nor
wh�p. Thou Raoul and thou Gaston, see that the eperv�er does not prove
h�mself n�a�s, and �f �t be best �n your judgment, fa�tes courto�s�e à l'o�seau.
Jard�ner un o�seau, l�ke the mué there on Hastur's wr�st, �s not d�ff�cult, but
thou, Raoul, mayest not f�nd �t so s�mple to govern that hagard. Tw�ce last
week he foamed au v�f and lost the beccade although he �s used to the
leurre. The b�rd acts l�ke a stup�d branch�er. Paître un hagard n'est pas s�
fac�le."

Was I dream�ng? The old language of falconry wh�ch I had read �n yellow
manuscr�pts—the old forgotten French of the m�ddle ages was sound�ng �n



my ears wh�le the hounds bayed and the hawks' bells t�nkled
accompan�ment to the stamp�ng horses. She spoke aga�n �n the sweet
forgotten language:

"If you would rather attach the longe and leave thy hagard au bloc, Raoul,
I shall say noth�ng; for �t were a p�ty to spo�l so fa�r a day's sport w�th an �ll-
tra�ned sors. Ess�mer aba�sser,—�t �s poss�bly the best way. Ça lu� donnera
des re�ns. I was perhaps hasty w�th the b�rd. It takes t�me to pass à la f�l�ère
and the exerc�ses d'escap."

Then the falconer Raoul bowed �n h�s st�rrups and repl�ed: "If �t be the
pleasure of Mademo�selle, I shall keep the hawk."

"It �s my w�sh," she answered. "Falconry I know, but you have yet to g�ve
me many a lesson �n Autourser�e, my poor Raoul. S�eur P�r�ou Lou�s
mount!"

The huntsman sprang �nto an archway and �n an �nstant returned, mounted
upon a strong black horse, followed by a p�queur also mounted.

"Ah!" she cr�ed joyously, "speed Glemarec René! speed! speed all! Sound
thy horn, S�eur P�r�ou!"

The s�lvery mus�c of the hunt�ng-horn f�lled the courtyard, the hounds
sprang through the gateway and gallop�ng hoof-beats plunged out of the
paved court; loud on the drawbr�dge, suddenly muffled, then lost �n the
heather and bracken of the moors. D�stant and more d�stant sounded the
horn, unt�l �t became so fa�nt that the sudden carol of a soar�ng lark
drowned �t �n my ears. I heard the vo�ce below respond�ng to some call
from w�th�n the house.

"I do not regret the chase, I w�ll go another t�me. Courtesy to the stranger,
Pelag�e, remember!"

And a feeble vo�ce came quaver�ng from w�th�n the house, "Courto�s�e"
I str�pped, and rubbed myself from head to foot �n the huge earthen bas�n

of �cy water wh�ch stood upon the stone floor at the foot of my bed. Then I
looked about for my clothes. They were gone, but on a settle near the door
lay a heap of garments wh�ch I �nspected w�th aston�shment. As my clothes
had van�shed, I was compelled to att�re myself �n the costume wh�ch had
ev�dently been placed there for me to wear wh�le my own clothes dr�ed.
Everyth�ng was there, cap, shoes, and hunt�ng doublet of s�lvery grey
homespun; but the close-f�tt�ng costume and seamless shoes belonged to
another century, and I remembered the strange costumes of the three



falconers �n the courtyard. I was sure that �t was not the modern dress of
any port�on of France or Br�ttany; but not unt�l I was dressed and stood
before a m�rror between the w�ndows d�d I real�ze that I was clothed much
more l�ke a young huntsman of the m�ddle ages than l�ke a Breton of that
day. I hes�tated and p�cked up the cap. Should I go down and present myself
�n that strange gu�se? There seemed to be no help for �t, my own clothes
were gone and there was no bell �n the anc�ent chamber to call a servant; so
I contented myself w�th remov�ng a short hawk's feather from the cap, and,
open�ng the door, went downsta�rs.

By the f�replace �n the large room at the foot of the sta�rs an old Breton
woman sat sp�nn�ng w�th a d�staff. She looked up at me when I appeared,
and, sm�l�ng frankly, w�shed me health �n the Breton language, to wh�ch I
laugh�ngly repl�ed �n French. At the same moment my hostess appeared and
returned my salutat�on w�th a grace and d�gn�ty that sent a thr�ll to my heart.
Her lovely head w�th �ts dark curly ha�r was crowned w�th a head-dress
wh�ch set all doubts as to the epoch of my own costume at rest. Her slender
f�gure was exqu�s�tely set off �n the homespun hunt�ng-gown edged w�th
s�lver, and on her gauntlet-covered wr�st she bore one of her petted hawks.
W�th perfect s�mpl�c�ty she took my hand and led me �nto the garden �n the
court, and seat�ng herself before a table �nv�ted me very sweetly to s�t
bes�de her. Then she asked me �n her soft qua�nt accent how I had passed
the n�ght, and whether I was very much �nconven�enced by wear�ng the
clothes wh�ch old Pelag�e had put there for me wh�le I slept. I looked at my
own clothes and shoes, dry�ng �n the sun by the garden-wall, and hated
them. What horrors they were compared w�th the graceful costume wh�ch I
now wore! I told her th�s laugh�ng, but she agreed w�th me very ser�ously.

"We w�ll throw them away," she sa�d �n a qu�et vo�ce. In my aston�shment
I attempted to expla�n that I not only could not th�nk of accept�ng clothes
from anybody, although for all I knew �t m�ght be the custom of hosp�tal�ty
�n that part of the country, but that I should cut an �mposs�ble f�gure �f I
returned to France clothed as I was then.

She laughed and tossed her pretty head, say�ng someth�ng �n old French
wh�ch I d�d not understand, and then Pelag�e trotted out w�th a tray on
wh�ch stood two bowls of m�lk, a loaf of wh�te bread, fru�t, a platter of
honey-comb, and a flagon of deep red w�ne. "You see I have not yet broken
my fast because I w�shed you to eat w�th me. But I am very hungry," she
sm�led.



"I would rather d�e than forget one word of what you have sa�d!" I blurted
out, wh�le my cheeks burned. "She w�ll th�nk me mad," I added to myself,
but she turned to me w�th sparkl�ng eyes.

"Ah!" she murmured. "Then Mons�eur knows all that there �s of ch�valry
—"

She crossed herself and broke bread. I sat and watched her wh�te hands,
not dar�ng to ra�se my eyes to hers.

"W�ll you not eat?" she asked. "Why do you look so troubled?"
Ah, why? I knew �t now. I knew I would g�ve my l�fe to touch w�th my

l�ps those rosy palms—I understood now that from the moment when I
looked �nto her dark eyes there on the moor last n�ght I had loved her. My
great and sudden pass�on held me speechless.

"Are you �ll at ease?" she asked aga�n.
Then, l�ke a man who pronounces h�s own doom, I answered �n a low

vo�ce: "Yes, I am �ll at ease for love of you." And as she d�d not st�r nor
answer, the same power moved my l�ps �n sp�te of me and I sa�d, "I, who
am unworthy of the l�ghtest of your thoughts, I who abuse hosp�tal�ty and
repay your gentle courtesy w�th bold presumpt�on, I love you."

She leaned her head upon her hands, and answered softly, "I love you.
Your words are very dear to me. I love you."

"Then I shall w�n you."
"W�n me," she repl�ed.
But all the t�me I had been s�tt�ng s�lent, my face turned toward her. She,

also s�lent, her sweet face rest�ng on her upturned palm, sat fac�ng me, and
as her eyes looked �nto m�ne I knew that ne�ther she nor I had spoken
human speech; but I knew that her soul had answered m�ne, and I drew
myself up feel�ng youth and joyous love cours�ng through every ve�n. She,
w�th a br�ght colour �n her lovely face, seemed as one awakened from a
dream, and her eyes sought m�ne w�th a quest�on�ng glance wh�ch made me
tremble w�th del�ght. We broke our fast, speak�ng of ourselves. I told her
my name and she told me hers, the Demo�selle Jeanne d'Ys.

She spoke of her father and mother's death, and how the n�neteen of her
years had been passed �n the l�ttle fort�f�ed farm alone w�th her nurse
Pelag�e, Glemarec René the p�queur, and the four falconers, Raoul, Gaston,
Hastur, and the S�eur P�r�ou Lou�s, who had served her father. She had



never been outs�de the moorland—never even had seen a human soul
before, except the falconers and Pelag�e. She d�d not know how she had
heard of Kerselec; perhaps the falconers had spoken of �t. She knew the
legends of Loup Garou and Jeanne la Flamme from her nurse Pelag�e. She
embro�dered and spun flax. Her hawks and hounds were her only
d�stract�on. When she had met me there on the moor she had been so
fr�ghtened that she almost dropped at the sound of my vo�ce. She had, �t
was true, seen sh�ps at sea from the cl�ffs, but as far as the eye could reach
the moors over wh�ch she galloped were dest�tute of any s�gn of human l�fe.
There was a legend wh�ch old Pelag�e told, how anybody once lost �n the
unexplored moorland m�ght never return, because the moors were
enchanted. She d�d not know whether �t was true, she never had thought
about �t unt�l she met me. She d�d not know whether the falconers had even
been outs�de, or whether they could go �f they would. The books �n the
house wh�ch Pelag�e, the nurse, had taught her to read were hundreds of
years old.

All th�s she told me w�th a sweet ser�ousness seldom seen �n any one but
ch�ldren. My own name she found easy to pronounce, and �ns�sted, because
my f�rst name was Ph�l�p, I must have French blood �n me. She d�d not
seem cur�ous to learn anyth�ng about the outs�de world, and I thought
perhaps she cons�dered �t had forfe�ted her �nterest and respect from the
stor�es of her nurse.

We were st�ll s�tt�ng at the table, and she was throw�ng grapes to the small
f�eld b�rds wh�ch came fearlessly to our very feet.

I began to speak �n a vague way of go�ng, but she would not hear of �t, and
before I knew �t I had prom�sed to stay a week and hunt w�th hawk and
hound �n the�r company. I also obta�ned perm�ss�on to come aga�n from
Kerselec and v�s�t her after my return.

"Why," she sa�d �nnocently, "I do not know what I should do �f you never
came back;" and I, know�ng that I had no r�ght to awaken her w�th the
sudden shock wh�ch the avowal of my own love would br�ng to her, sat
s�lent, hardly dar�ng to breathe.

"You w�ll come very often?" she asked.
"Very often," I sa�d.
"Every day?"
"Every day."



"Oh," she s�ghed, "I am very happy. Come and see my hawks."
She rose and took my hand aga�n w�th a ch�ldl�ke �nnocence of possess�on,

and we walked through the garden and fru�t trees to a grassy lawn wh�ch
was bordered by a brook. Over the lawn were scattered f�fteen or twenty
stumps of trees—part�ally �mbedded �n the grass—and upon all of these
except two sat falcons. They were attached to the stumps by thongs wh�ch
were �n turn fastened w�th steel r�vets to the�r legs just above the talons. A
l�ttle stream of pure spr�ng water flowed �n a w�nd�ng course w�th�n easy
d�stance of each perch.

The b�rds set up a clamour when the g�rl appeared, but she went from one
to another, caress�ng some, tak�ng others for an �nstant upon her wr�st, or
stoop�ng to adjust the�r jesses.

"Are they not pretty?" she sa�d. "See, here �s a falcon-gent�l. We call �t
'�gnoble,' because �t takes the quarry �n d�rect chase. Th�s �s a blue falcon. In
falconry we call �t 'noble' because �t r�ses over the quarry, and wheel�ng,
drops upon �t from above. Th�s wh�te b�rd �s a gerfalcon from the north. It �s
also 'noble!' Here �s a merl�n, and th�s t�ercelet �s a falcon-heroner."

I asked her how she had learned the old language of falconry. She d�d not
remember, but thought her father must have taught �t to her when she was
very young.

Then she led me away and showed me the young falcons st�ll �n the nest.
"They are termed n�a�s �n falconry," she expla�ned. "A branch�er �s the
young b�rd wh�ch �s just able to leave the nest and hop from branch to
branch. A young b�rd wh�ch has not yet moulted �s called a sors, and a mué
�s a hawk wh�ch has moulted �n capt�v�ty. When we catch a w�ld falcon
wh�ch has changed �ts plumage we term �t a hagard. Raoul f�rst taught me
to dress a falcon. Shall I teach you how �t �s done?"

She seated herself on the bank of the stream among the falcons and I
threw myself at her feet to l�sten.

Then the Demo�selle d'Ys held up one rosy-t�pped f�nger and began very
gravely.

"F�rst one must catch the falcon."
"I am caught," I answered.
She laughed very prett�ly and told me my dressage would perhaps be

d�ff�cult, as I was noble.



"I am already tamed," I repl�ed; "jessed and belled."
She laughed, del�ghted. "Oh, my brave falcon; then you w�ll return at my

call?"
"I am yours," I answered gravely.
She sat s�lent for a moment. Then the colour he�ghtened �n her cheeks and

she held up her f�nger aga�n, say�ng, "L�sten; I w�sh to speak of falconry—"
"I l�sten, Countess Jeanne d'Ys."
But aga�n she fell �nto the rever�e, and her eyes seemed f�xed on

someth�ng beyond the summer clouds.
"Ph�l�p," she sa�d at last.
"Jeanne," I wh�spered.
"That �s all,—that �s what I w�shed," she s�ghed,—"Ph�l�p and Jeanne."
She held her hand toward me and I touched �t w�th my l�ps.
"W�n me," she sa�d, but th�s t�me �t was the body and soul wh�ch spoke �n

un�son.
After a wh�le she began aga�n: "Let us speak of falconry."
"Beg�n," I repl�ed; "we have caught the falcon."
Then Jeanne d'Ys took my hand �n both of hers and told me how w�th

�nf�n�te pat�ence the young falcon was taught to perch upon the wr�st, how
l�ttle by l�ttle �t became used to the belled jesses and the chaperon à
cornette.

"They must f�rst have a good appet�te," she sa�d; "then l�ttle by l�ttle I
reduce the�r nour�shment; wh�ch �n falconry we call pât. When, after many
n�ghts passed au bloc as these b�rds are now, I preva�l upon the hagard to
stay qu�etly on the wr�st, then the b�rd �s ready to be taught to come for �ts
food. I f�x the pât to the end of a thong, or leurre, and teach the b�rd to
come to me as soon as I beg�n to wh�rl the cord �n c�rcles about my head. At
f�rst I drop the pât when the falcon comes, and he eats the food on the
ground. After a l�ttle he w�ll learn to se�ze the leurre �n mot�on as I wh�rl �t
around my head or drag �t over the ground. After th�s �t �s easy to teach the
falcon to str�ke at game, always remember�ng to 'fa�re courto�s�e á l'o�seau',
that �s, to allow the b�rd to taste the quarry."

A squeal from one of the falcons �nterrupted her, and she arose to adjust
the longe wh�ch had become wh�pped about the bloc, but the b�rd st�ll



flapped �ts w�ngs and screamed.
"What �s the matter?" she sa�d. "Ph�l�p, can you see?"
I looked around and at f�rst saw noth�ng to cause the commot�on, wh�ch

was now he�ghtened by the screams and flapp�ng of all the b�rds. Then my
eye fell upon the flat rock bes�de the stream from wh�ch the g�rl had r�sen.
A grey serpent was mov�ng slowly across the surface of the boulder, and the
eyes �n �ts flat tr�angular head sparkled l�ke jet.

"A couleuvre," she sa�d qu�etly.
"It �s harmless, �s �t not?" I asked.
She po�nted to the black V-shaped f�gure on the neck.
"It �s certa�n death," she sa�d; "�t �s a v�per."
We watched the rept�le mov�ng slowly over the smooth rock to where the

sunl�ght fell �n a broad warm patch.
I started forward to exam�ne �t, but she clung to my arm cry�ng, "Don't,

Ph�l�p, I am afra�d."
"For me?"
"For you, Ph�l�p,—I love you."
Then I took her �n my arms and k�ssed her on the l�ps, but all I could say

was: "Jeanne, Jeanne, Jeanne." And as she lay trembl�ng on my breast,
someth�ng struck my foot �n the grass below, but I d�d not heed �t. Then
aga�n someth�ng struck my ankle, and a sharp pa�n shot through me. I
looked �nto the sweet face of Jeanne d'Ys and k�ssed her, and w�th all my
strength l�fted her �n my arms and flung her from me. Then bend�ng, I tore
the v�per from my ankle and set my heel upon �ts head. I remember feel�ng
weak and numb,—I remember fall�ng to the ground. Through my slowly
glaz�ng eyes I saw Jeanne's wh�te face bend�ng close to m�ne, and when the
l�ght �n my eyes went out I st�ll felt her arms about my neck, and her soft
cheek aga�nst my drawn l�ps.

When I opened my eyes, I looked around �n terror. Jeanne was gone. I saw
the stream and the flat rock; I saw the crushed v�per �n the grass bes�de me,
but the hawks and blocs had d�sappeared. I sprang to my feet. The garden,
the fru�t trees, the drawbr�dge and the walled court were gone. I stared
stup�dly at a heap of crumbl�ng ru�ns, �vy-covered and grey, through wh�ch
great trees had pushed the�r way. I crept forward, dragg�ng my numbed foot,



and as I moved, a falcon sa�led from the tree-tops among the ru�ns, and
soar�ng, mount�ng �n narrow�ng c�rcles, faded and van�shed �n the clouds
above.

"Jeanne, Jeanne," I cr�ed, but my vo�ce d�ed on my l�ps, and I fell on my
knees among the weeds. And as God w�lled �t, I, not know�ng, had fallen
kneel�ng before a crumbl�ng shr�ne carved �n stone for our Mother of
Sorrows. I saw the sad face of the V�rg�n wrought �n the cold stone. I saw
the cross and thorns at her feet, and beneath �t I read:

"PRAY FOR THE SOUL OF THE
DEMOISELLE JEANNE D'Ys,

WHO DIED
IN HER YOUTH FOR LOVE OF

PHILIP, A STRANGER.
A.D. 1573."

But upon the �cy slab lay a woman's glove st�ll warm and fragrant.



THE PROPHETS' PARADISE
"If but the V�ne and Love Abjur�ng Band
Are �n the Prophets' Parad�se to stand,
Alack, I doubt the Prophets' Parad�se,
Were empty as the hollow of one's hand."

THE STUDIO

He sm�led, say�ng, "Seek her throughout the world."
I sa�d, "Why tell me of the world? My world �s here, between these walls

and the sheet of glass above; here among g�lded flagons and dull jewelled
arms, tarn�shed frames and canvasses, black chests and h�gh-backed cha�rs,
qua�ntly carved and sta�ned �n blue and gold."

"For whom do you wa�t?" he sa�d, and I answered, "When she comes I
shall know her."

On my hearth a tongue of flame wh�spered secrets to the wh�ten�ng ashes.
In the street below I heard footsteps, a vo�ce, and a song.

"For whom then do you wa�t?" he sa�d, and I answered, "I shall know
her."

Footsteps, a vo�ce, and a song �n the street below, and I knew the song but
ne�ther the steps nor the vo�ce.

"Fool!" he cr�ed, "the song �s the same, the vo�ce and steps have but
changed w�th years!"

On the hearth a tongue of flame wh�spered above the wh�ten�ng ashes:
"Wa�t no more; they have passed, the steps and the vo�ce �n the street
below."

Then he sm�led, say�ng, "For whom do you wa�t? Seek her throughout the
world!"

I answered, "My world �s here, between these walls and the sheet of glass
above; here among g�lded flagons and dull jewelled arms, tarn�shed frames



and canvasses, black chests and h�gh-backed cha�rs, qua�ntly carved and
sta�ned �n blue and gold."

THE PHANTOM

The Phantom of the Past would go no further.
"If �t �s true," she s�ghed, "that you f�nd �n me a fr�end, let us turn back

together. You w�ll forget, here, under the summer sky."
I held her close, plead�ng, caress�ng; I se�zed her, wh�te w�th anger, but

she res�sted.
"If �t �s true," she s�ghed, "that you f�nd �n me a fr�end, let us turn back

together."
The Phantom of the Past would go no further.

THE SACRIFICE

I went �nto a f�eld of flowers, whose petals are wh�ter than snow and
whose hearts are pure gold.

Far af�eld a woman cr�ed, "I have k�lled h�m I loved!" and from a jar she
poured blood upon the flowers whose petals are wh�ter than snow and
whose hearts are pure gold.

Far af�eld I followed, and on the jar I read a thousand names, wh�le from
w�th�n the fresh blood bubbled to the br�m.

"I have k�lled h�m I loved!" she cr�ed. "The world's ath�rst; now let �t
dr�nk!" She passed, and far af�eld I watched her pour�ng blood upon the
flowers whose petals are wh�ter than snow and whose hearts are pure gold.

DESTINY

I came to the br�dge wh�ch few may pass.
"Pass!" cr�ed the keeper, but I laughed, say�ng, "There �s t�me;" and he

sm�led and shut the gates.
To the br�dge wh�ch few may pass came young and old. All were refused.

Idly I stood and counted them, unt�l, wear�ed of the�r no�se and
lamentat�ons, I came aga�n to the br�dge wh�ch few may pass.

Those �n the throng about the gates shr�eked out, "He comes too late!" But
I laughed, say�ng, "There �s t�me."



"Pass!" cr�ed the keeper as I entered; then sm�led and shut the gates.

THE THRONG

There, where the throng was th�ckest �n the street, I stood w�th P�errot. All
eyes were turned on me.

"What are they laugh�ng at?" I asked, but he gr�nned, dust�ng the chalk
from my black cloak. "I cannot see; �t must be someth�ng droll, perhaps an
honest th�ef!"

All eyes were turned on me.
"He has robbed you of your purse!" they laughed.
"My purse!" I cr�ed; "P�errot—help! �t �s a th�ef!"
They laughed: "He has robbed you of your purse!"
Then Truth stepped out, hold�ng a m�rror. "If he �s an honest th�ef," cr�ed

Truth, "P�errot shall f�nd h�m w�th th�s m�rror!" but he only gr�nned, dust�ng
the chalk from my black cloak.

"You see," he sa�d, "Truth �s an honest th�ef, she br�ngs you back your
m�rror."

All eyes were turned on me.
"Arrest Truth!" I cr�ed, forgett�ng �t was not a m�rror but a purse I lost,

stand�ng w�th P�errot, there, where the throng was th�ckest �n the street.

THE JESTER

"Was she fa�r?" I asked, but he only chuckled, l�sten�ng to the bells
j�ngl�ng on h�s cap.

"Stabbed," he t�ttered. "Th�nk of the long journey, the days of per�l, the
dreadful n�ghts! Th�nk how he wandered, for her sake, year after year,
through host�le lands, yearn�ng for k�th and k�n, yearn�ng for her!"

"Stabbed," he t�ttered, l�sten�ng to the bells j�ngl�ng on h�s cap.
"Was she fa�r?" I asked, but he only snarled, mutter�ng to the bells j�ngl�ng

on h�s cap.
"She k�ssed h�m at the gate," he t�ttered, "but �n the hall h�s brother's

welcome touched h�s heart."
"Was she fa�r?" I asked.



"Stabbed," he chuckled. "Th�nk of the long journey, the days of per�l, the
dreadful n�ghts! Th�nk how he wandered, for her sake, year after year
through host�le lands, yearn�ng for k�th and k�n, yearn�ng for her!"

"She k�ssed h�m at the gate, but �n the hall h�s brother's welcome touched
h�s heart."

"Was she fa�r?" I asked; but he only snarled, l�sten�ng to the bells j�ngl�ng
�n h�s cap.

THE GREEN ROOM

The Clown turned h�s powdered face to the m�rror.
"If to be fa�r �s to be beaut�ful," he sa�d, "who can compare w�th me �n my

wh�te mask?"
"Who can compare w�th h�m �n h�s wh�te mask?" I asked of Death bes�de

me.
"Who can compare w�th me?" sa�d Death, "for I am paler st�ll."
"You are very beaut�ful," s�ghed the Clown, turn�ng h�s powdered face

from the m�rror.

THE LOVE TEST

"If �t �s true that you love," sa�d Love, "then wa�t no longer. G�ve her these
jewels wh�ch would d�shonour her and so d�shonour you �n lov�ng one
d�shonoured. If �t �s true that you love," sa�d Love, "then wa�t no longer."

I took the jewels and went to her, but she trod upon them, sobb�ng: "Teach
me to wa�t—I love you!"

"Then wa�t, �f �t �s true," sa�d Love.



THE STREET OF THE FOUR WINDS
"Ferme tes yeux à dem�,
Cro�se tes bras sur ton se�n,
Et de ton cœur endorm�
Chasse à jama�s tout desse�n."
 
"Je chante la nature,
Les éto�les du so�r, les larmes du mat�n,
Les couchers de sole�l à l'hor�zon lo�nta�n,
Le c�el qu� parle au cœur d'ex�stence future!"

I

The an�mal paused on the threshold, �nterrogat�ve alert, ready for fl�ght �f
necessary. Severn la�d down h�s palette, and held out a hand of welcome.
The cat rema�ned mot�onless, her yellow eyes fastened upon Severn.

"Puss," he sa�d, �n h�s low, pleasant vo�ce, "come �n."
The t�p of her th�n ta�l tw�tched uncerta�nly.
"Come �n," he sa�d aga�n.
Apparently she found h�s vo�ce reassur�ng, for she slowly settled upon all

fours, her eyes st�ll fastened upon h�m, her ta�l tucked under her gaunt
flanks.

He rose from h�s easel sm�l�ng. She eyed h�m qu�etly, and when he walked
toward her she watched h�m bend above her w�thout a w�nce; her eyes
followed h�s hand unt�l �t touched her head. Then she uttered a ragged mew.

It had long been Severn's custom to converse w�th an�mals, probably
because he l�ved so much alone; and now he sa�d, "What's the matter,
puss?"

Her t�m�d eyes sought h�s.
"I understand," he sa�d gently, "you shall have �t at once."



Then mov�ng qu�etly about he bus�ed h�mself w�th the dut�es of a host,
r�nsed a saucer, f�lled �t w�th the rest of the m�lk from the bottle on the
w�ndow-s�ll, and kneel�ng down, crumbled a roll �nto the hollow of h�s
hand.

The creature rose and crept toward the saucer.
W�th the handle of a palette-kn�fe he st�rred the crumbs and m�lk together

and stepped back as she thrust her nose �nto the mess. He watched her �n
s�lence. From t�me to t�me the saucer cl�nked upon the t�led floor as she
reached for a morsel on the r�m; and at last the bread was all gone, and her
purple tongue travelled over every unl�cked spot unt�l the saucer shone l�ke
pol�shed marble. Then she sat up, and coolly turn�ng her back to h�m, began
her ablut�ons.

"Keep �t up," sa�d Severn, much �nterested, "you need �t."
She flattened one ear, but ne�ther turned nor �nterrupted her to�let. As the

gr�me was slowly removed Severn observed that nature had �ntended her for
a wh�te cat. Her fur had d�sappeared �n patches, from d�sease or the chances
of war, her ta�l was bony and her sp�ne sharp. But what charms she had
were becom�ng apparent under v�gorous l�ck�ng, and he wa�ted unt�l she
had f�n�shed before re-open�ng the conversat�on. When at last she closed
her eyes and folded her forepaws under her breast, he began aga�n very
gently: "Puss, tell me your troubles."

At the sound of h�s vo�ce she broke �nto a harsh rumbl�ng wh�ch he
recogn�zed as an attempt to purr. He bent over to rub her cheek and she
mewed aga�n, an am�able �nqu�r�ng l�ttle mew, to wh�ch he repl�ed,
"Certa�nly, you are greatly �mproved, and when you recover your plumage
you w�ll be a gorgeous b�rd." Much flattered, she stood up and marched
around and around h�s legs, push�ng her head between them and mak�ng
pleased remarks, to wh�ch he responded w�th grave pol�teness.

"Now, what sent you here," he sa�d—"here �nto the Street of the Four
W�nds, and up f�ve fl�ghts to the very door where you would be welcome?
What was �t that prevented your med�tated fl�ght when I turned from my
canvas to encounter your yellow eyes? Are you a Lat�n Quarter cat as I am
a Lat�n Quarter man? And why do you wear a rose-coloured flowered garter
buckled about your neck?" The cat had cl�mbed �nto h�s lap, and now sat
purr�ng as he passed h�s hand over her th�n coat.



"Excuse me," he cont�nued �n lazy sooth�ng tones, harmon�z�ng w�th her
purr�ng, "�f I seem �ndel�cate, but I cannot help mus�ng on th�s rose-
coloured garter, flowered so qua�ntly and fastened w�th a s�lver clasp. For
the clasp �s s�lver; I can see the m�nt mark on the edge, as �s prescr�bed by
the law of the French Republ�c. Now, why �s th�s garter woven of rose s�lk
and del�cately embro�dered,—why �s th�s s�lken garter w�th �ts s�lver clasp
about your fam�shed throat? Am I �nd�screet when I �nqu�re �f �ts owner �s
your owner? Is she some aged dame l�v�ng �n memory of youthful van�t�es,
fond, dot�ng on you, decorat�ng you w�th her �nt�mate personal att�re? The
c�rcumference of the garter would suggest th�s, for your neck �s th�n, and
the garter f�ts you. But then aga�n I not�ce—I not�ce most th�ngs—that the
garter �s capable of be�ng much enlarged. These small s�lver-r�mmed
eyelets, of wh�ch I count f�ve, are proof of that. And now I observe that the
f�fth eyelet �s worn out, as though the tongue of the clasp were accustomed
to l�e there. That seems to argue a well-rounded form."

The cat curled her toes �n contentment. The street was very st�ll outs�de.
He murmured on: "Why should your m�stress decorate you w�th an art�cle

most necessary to her at all t�mes? Anyway, at most t�mes. How d�d she
come to sl�p th�s b�t of s�lk and s�lver about your neck? Was �t the capr�ce of
a moment,—when you, before you had lost your pr�st�ne plumpness,
marched s�ng�ng �nto her bedroom to b�d her good-morn�ng? Of course, and
she sat up among the p�llows, her co�led ha�r tumbl�ng to her shoulders, as
you sprang upon the bed purr�ng: 'Good-day, my lady.' Oh, �t �s very easy to
understand," he yawned, rest�ng h�s head on the back of the cha�r. The cat
st�ll purred, t�ghten�ng and relax�ng her padded claws over h�s knee.

"Shall I tell you all about her, cat? She �s very beaut�ful—your m�stress,"
he murmured drows�ly, "and her ha�r �s heavy as burn�shed gold. I could
pa�nt her,—not on canvas—for I should need shades and tones and hues and
dyes more splend�d than the �r�s of a splend�d ra�nbow. I could only pa�nt
her w�th closed eyes, for �n dreams alone can such colours as I need be
found. For her eyes, I must have azure from sk�es untroubled by a cloud—
the sk�es of dreamland. For her l�ps, roses from the palaces of slumberland,
and for her brow, snow-dr�fts from mounta�ns wh�ch tower �n fantast�c
p�nnacles to the moons;—oh, much h�gher than our moon here,—the crystal
moons of dreamland. She �s—very—beaut�ful, your m�stress."

The words d�ed on h�s l�ps and h�s eyel�ds drooped.



The cat, too, was asleep, her cheek turned up upon her wasted flank, her
paws relaxed and l�mp.

II

"It �s fortunate," sa�d Severn, s�tt�ng up and stretch�ng, "that we have t�ded
over the d�nner hour, for I have noth�ng to offer you for supper but what
may be purchased w�th one s�lver franc."

The cat on h�s knee rose, arched her back, yawned, and looked up at h�m.
"What shall �t be? A roast ch�cken w�th salad? No? Poss�bly you prefer

beef? Of course,—and I shall try an egg and some wh�te bread. Now for the
w�nes. M�lk for you? Good. I shall take a l�ttle water, fresh from the wood,"
w�th a mot�on toward the bucket �n the s�nk.

He put on h�s hat and left the room. The cat followed to the door, and after
he had closed �t beh�nd h�m, she settled down, smell�ng at the cracks, and
cock�ng one ear at every creak from the crazy old bu�ld�ng.

The door below opened and shut. The cat looked ser�ous, for a moment
doubtful, and her ears flattened �n nervous expectat�on. Presently she rose
w�th a jerk of her ta�l and started on a no�seless tour of the stud�o. She
sneezed at a pot of turpent�ne, hast�ly retreat�ng to the table, wh�ch she
presently mounted, and hav�ng sat�sf�ed her cur�os�ty concern�ng a roll of
red modell�ng wax, returned to the door and sat down w�th her eyes on the
crack over the threshold. Then she l�fted her vo�ce �n a th�n pla�nt.

When Severn returned he looked grave, but the cat, joyous and
demonstrat�ve, marched around h�m, rubb�ng her gaunt body aga�nst h�s
legs, dr�v�ng her head enthus�ast�cally �nto h�s hand, and purr�ng unt�l her
vo�ce mounted to a squeal.

He placed a b�t of meat, wrapped �n brown paper, upon the table, and w�th
a penkn�fe cut �t �nto shreds. The m�lk he took from a bottle wh�ch had
served for med�c�ne, and poured �t �nto the saucer on the hearth.

The cat crouched before �t, purr�ng and lapp�ng at the same t�me.
He cooked h�s egg and ate �t w�th a sl�ce of bread, watch�ng her busy w�th

the shredded meat, and when he had f�n�shed, and had f�lled and empt�ed a
cup of water from the bucket �n the s�nk, he sat down, tak�ng her �nto h�s
lap, where she at once curled up and began her to�let. He began to speak
aga�n, touch�ng her caress�ngly at t�mes by way of emphas�s.



"Cat, I have found out where your m�stress l�ves. It �s not very far away;—
�t �s here, under th�s same leaky roof, but �n the north w�ng wh�ch I had
supposed was un�nhab�ted. My jan�tor tells me th�s. By chance, he �s almost
sober th�s even�ng. The butcher on the rue de Se�ne, where I bought your
meat, knows you, and old Cabane the baker �dent�f�ed you w�th needless
sarcasm. They tell me hard tales of your m�stress wh�ch I shall not bel�eve.
They say she �s �dle and va�n and pleasure-lov�ng; they say she �s hare-
bra�ned and reckless. The l�ttle sculptor on the ground floor, who was
buy�ng rolls from old Cabane, spoke to me to-n�ght for the f�rst t�me,
although we have always bowed to each other. He sa�d she was very good
and very beaut�ful. He has only seen her once, and does not know her name.
I thanked h�m;—I don't know why I thanked h�m so warmly. Cabane sa�d,
'Into th�s cursed Street of the Four W�nds, the four w�nds blow all th�ngs
ev�l.' The sculptor looked confused, but when he went out w�th h�s rolls, he
sa�d to me, 'I am sure, Mons�eur, that she �s as good as she �s beaut�ful.'"

The cat had f�n�shed her to�let, and now, spr�ng�ng softly to the floor, went
to the door and sn�ffed. He knelt bes�de her, and unclasp�ng the garter held
�t for a moment �n h�s hands. After a wh�le he sa�d: "There �s a name
engraved upon the s�lver clasp beneath the buckle. It �s a pretty name,
Sylv�a Elven. Sylv�a �s a woman's name, Elven �s the name of a town. In
Par�s, �n th�s quarter, above all, �n th�s Street of the Four W�nds, names are
worn and put away as the fash�ons change w�th the seasons. I know the l�ttle
town of Elven, for there I met Fate face to face and Fate was unk�nd. But do
you know that �n Elven Fate had another name, and that name was Sylv�a?"

He replaced the garter and stood up look�ng down at the cat crouched
before the closed door.

"The name of Elven has a charm for me. It tells me of meadows and clear
r�vers. The name of Sylv�a troubles me l�ke perfume from dead flowers."

The cat mewed.
"Yes, yes," he sa�d sooth�ngly, "I w�ll take you back. Your Sylv�a �s not my

Sylv�a; the world �s w�de and Elven �s not unknown. Yet �n the darkness and
f�lth of poorer Par�s, �n the sad shadows of th�s anc�ent house, these names
are very pleasant to me."

He l�fted her �n h�s arms and strode through the s�lent corr�dors to the
sta�rs. Down f�ve fl�ghts and �nto the moonl�t court, past the l�ttle sculptor's
den, and then aga�n �n at the gate of the north w�ng and up the worm-eaten



sta�rs he passed, unt�l he came to a closed door. When he had stood
knock�ng for a long t�me, someth�ng moved beh�nd the door; �t opened and
he went �n. The room was dark. As he crossed the threshold, the cat sprang
from h�s arms �nto the shadows. He l�stened but heard noth�ng. The s�lence
was oppress�ve and he struck a match. At h�s elbow stood a table and on the
table a candle �n a g�lded candlest�ck. Th�s he l�ghted, then looked around.
The chamber was vast, the hang�ngs heavy w�th embro�dery. Over the
f�replace towered a carved mantel, grey w�th the ashes of dead f�res. In a
recess by the deep-set w�ndows stood a bed, from wh�ch the bedclothes,
soft and f�ne as lace, tra�led to the pol�shed floor. He l�fted the candle above
h�s head. A handkerch�ef lay at h�s feet. It was fa�ntly perfumed. He turned
toward the w�ndows. In front of them was a canapé and over �t were flung,
pell-mell, a gown of s�lk, a heap of lace-l�ke garments, wh�te and del�cate as
sp�ders' meshes, long, crumpled gloves, and, on the floor beneath, the
stock�ngs, the l�ttle po�nted shoes, and one garter of rosy s�lk, qua�ntly
flowered and f�tted w�th a s�lver clasp. Wonder�ng, he stepped forward and
drew the heavy curta�ns from the bed. For a moment the candle flared �n h�s
hand; then h�s eyes met two other eyes, w�de open, sm�l�ng, and the candle-
flame flashed over ha�r heavy as gold.

She was pale, but not as wh�te as he; her eyes were untroubled as a ch�ld's;
but he stared, trembl�ng from head to foot, wh�le the candle fl�ckered �n h�s
hand.

At last he wh�spered: "Sylv�a, �t �s I."
Aga�n he sa�d, "It �s I."
Then, know�ng that she was dead, he k�ssed her on the mouth. And

through the long watches of the n�ght the cat purred on h�s knee, t�ghten�ng
and relax�ng her padded claws, unt�l the sky paled above the Street of the
Four W�nds.



THE STREET OF THE FIRST SHELL
"Be of Good Cheer, the Sullen Month w�ll d�e,
And a young Moon requ�te us by and by:
Look how the Old one, meagre, bent, and wan
W�th age and Fast, �s fa�nt�ng from the sky."

The room was already dark. The h�gh roofs oppos�te cut off what l�ttle
rema�ned of the December dayl�ght. The g�rl drew her cha�r nearer the
w�ndow, and choos�ng a large needle, threaded �t, knott�ng the thread over
her f�ngers. Then she smoothed the baby garment across her knees, and
bend�ng, b�t off the thread and drew the smaller needle from where �t rested
�n the hem. When she had brushed away the stray threads and b�ts of lace,
she la�d �t aga�n over her knees caress�ngly. Then she sl�pped the threaded
needle from her corsage and passed �t through a button, but as the button
spun down the thread, her hand faltered, the thread snapped, and the button
rolled across the floor. She ra�sed her head. Her eyes were f�xed on a str�p
of wan�ng l�ght above the ch�mneys. From somewhere �n the c�ty came
sounds l�ke the d�stant beat�ng of drums, and beyond, far beyond, a vague
mutter�ng, now grow�ng, swell�ng, rumbl�ng �n the d�stance l�ke the
pound�ng of surf upon the rocks, now l�ke the surf aga�n, reced�ng,
growl�ng, menac�ng. The cold had become �ntense, a b�tter p�erc�ng cold
wh�ch stra�ned and snapped at jo�st and beam and turned the slush of
yesterday to fl�nt. From the street below every sound broke sharp and
metall�c—the clatter of sabots, the rattle of shutters or the rare sound of a
human vo�ce. The a�r was heavy, we�ghted w�th the black cold as w�th a
pall. To breathe was pa�nful, to move an effort.

In the desolate sky there was someth�ng that wear�ed, �n the brood�ng
clouds, someth�ng that saddened. It penetrated the freez�ng c�ty cut by the
freez�ng r�ver, the splend�d c�ty w�th �ts towers and domes, �ts quays and
br�dges and �ts thousand sp�res. It entered the squares, �t se�zed the avenues
and the palaces, stole across br�dges and crept among the narrow streets of
the Lat�n Quarter, grey under the grey of the December sky. Sadness, utter



sadness. A f�ne �cy sleet was fall�ng, powder�ng the pavement w�th a t�ny
crystall�ne dust. It s�fted aga�nst the w�ndow-panes and dr�fted �n heaps
along the s�ll. The l�ght at the w�ndow had nearly fa�led, and the g�rl bent
low over her work. Presently she ra�sed her head, brush�ng the curls from
her eyes.

"Jack?"
"Dearest?"
"Don't forget to clean your palette."
He sa�d, "All r�ght," and p�ck�ng up the palette, sat down upon the floor �n

front of the stove. H�s head and shoulders were �n the shadow, but the
f�rel�ght fell across h�s knees and gl�mmered red on the blade of the palette-
kn�fe. Full �n the f�rel�ght bes�de h�m stood a colour-box. On the l�d was
carved,

J. TRENT.
 

      École des Beaux Arts.     
 

1870.

Th�s �nscr�pt�on was ornamented w�th an Amer�can and a French flag.
The sleet blew aga�nst the w�ndow-panes, cover�ng them w�th stars and

d�amonds, then, melt�ng from the warmer a�r w�th�n, ran down and froze
aga�n �n fern-l�ke tracer�es.

A dog wh�ned and the patter of small paws sounded on the z�nc beh�nd the
stove.

"Jack, dear, do you th�nk Hercules �s hungry?"
The patter of paws was redoubled beh�nd the stove.
"He's wh�n�ng," she cont�nued nervously, "and �f �t �sn't because he's

hungry �t �s because—"
Her vo�ce faltered. A loud humm�ng f�lled the a�r, the w�ndows v�brated.
"Oh, Jack," she cr�ed, "another—" but her vo�ce was drowned �n the

scream of a shell tear�ng through the clouds overhead.



"That �s the nearest yet," she murmured.
"Oh, no," he answered cheerfully, "�t probably fell way over by

Montmartre," and as she d�d not answer, he sa�d aga�n w�th exaggerated
unconcern, "They wouldn't take the trouble to f�re at the Lat�n Quarter;
anyway they haven't a battery that can hurt �t."

After a wh�le she spoke up br�ghtly: "Jack, dear, when are you go�ng to
take me to see Mons�eur West's statues?"

"I w�ll bet," he sa�d, throw�ng down h�s palette and walk�ng over to the
w�ndow bes�de her, "that Colette has been here to-day."

"Why?" she asked, open�ng her eyes very w�de. Then, "Oh, �t's too bad!—
really, men are t�resome when they th�nk they know everyth�ng! And I warn
you that �f Mons�eur West �s va�n enough to �mag�ne that Colette—"

From the north another shell came wh�stl�ng and quaver�ng through the
sky, pass�ng above them w�th long-drawn screech wh�ch left the w�ndows
s�ng�ng.

"That," he blurted out, "was too near for comfort."
They were s�lent for a wh�le, then he spoke aga�n ga�ly: "Go on, Sylv�a,

and w�ther poor West;" but she only s�ghed, "Oh, dear, I can never seem to
get used to the shells."

He sat down on the arm of the cha�r bes�de her.
Her sc�ssors fell j�ngl�ng to the floor; she tossed the unf�n�shed frock after

them, and putt�ng both arms about h�s neck drew h�m down �nto her lap.
"Don't go out to-n�ght, Jack."
He k�ssed her upl�fted face; "You know I must; don't make �t hard for me."
"But when I hear the shells and—and know you are out �n the c�ty—"
"But they all fall �n Montmartre—"
"They may all fall �n the Beaux Arts; you sa�d yourself that two struck the

Qua� d'Orsay—"
"Mere acc�dent—"
"Jack, have p�ty on me! Take me w�th you!"
"And who w�ll there be to get d�nner?"
She rose and flung herself on the bed.
"Oh, I can't get used to �t, and I know you must go, but I beg you not to be

late to d�nner. If you knew what I suffer! I—I—cannot help �t, and you must



be pat�ent w�th me, dear."
He sa�d, "It �s as safe there as �t �s �n our own house."
She watched h�m f�ll for her the alcohol lamp, and when he had l�ghted �t

and had taken h�s hat to go, she jumped up and clung to h�m �n s�lence.
After a moment he sa�d: "Now, Sylv�a, remember my courage �s susta�ned
by yours. Come, I must go!" She d�d not move, and he repeated: "I must
go." Then she stepped back and he thought she was go�ng to speak and
wa�ted, but she only looked at h�m, and, a l�ttle �mpat�ently, he k�ssed her
aga�n, say�ng: "Don't worry, dearest."

When he had reached the last fl�ght of sta�rs on h�s way to the street a
woman hobbled out of the house-keeper's lodge wav�ng a letter and call�ng:
"Mons�eur Jack! Mons�eur Jack! th�s was left by Mons�eur Fallowby!"

He took the letter, and lean�ng on the threshold of the lodge, read �t:
"Dear Jack,
"I bel�eve Bra�th �s dead broke and I'm sure Fallowby �s. Bra�th swears he �sn't, and

Fallowby swears he �s, so you can draw your own conclus�ons. I've got a scheme for a
d�nner, and �f �t works, I w�ll let you fellows �n.

"Yours fa�thfully,     
"WEST.

"P.S.—Fallowby has shaken Hartman and h�s gang, thank the Lord! There �s someth�ng
rotten there,—or �t may be he's only a m�ser.

"P.P.S.—I'm more desperately �n love than ever, but I'm sure she does not care a straw for
me."

"All r�ght," sa�d Trent, w�th a sm�le, to the conc�erge; "but tell me, how �s
Papa Cottard?"

The old woman shook her head and po�nted to the curta�ned bed �n the
lodge.

"Père Cottard!" he cr�ed cheer�ly, "how goes the wound to-day?"
He walked over to the bed and drew the curta�ns. An old man was ly�ng

among the tumbled sheets.
"Better?" sm�led Trent.
"Better," repeated the man wear�ly; and, after a pause, "Have you any

news, Mons�eur Jack?"
"I haven't been out to-day. I w�ll br�ng you any rumour I may hear, though

goodness knows I've got enough of rumours," he muttered to h�mself. Then



aloud: "Cheer up; you're look�ng better."
"And the sort�e?"
"Oh, the sort�e, that's for th�s week. General Trochu sent orders last n�ght."
"It w�ll be terr�ble."
"It w�ll be s�cken�ng," thought Trent as he went out �nto the street and

turned the corner toward the rue de Se�ne; "slaughter, slaughter, phew! I'm
glad I'm not go�ng."

The street was almost deserted. A few women muffled �n tattered m�l�tary
capes crept along the frozen pavement, and a wretchedly clad gam�n
hovered over the sewer-hole on the corner of the Boulevard. A rope around
h�s wa�st held h�s rags together. From the rope hung a rat, st�ll warm and
bleed�ng.

"There's another �n there," he yelled at Trent; "I h�t h�m but he got away."
Trent crossed the street and asked: "How much?"
"Two francs for a quarter of a fat one; that's what they g�ve at the St.

Germa�n Market."
A v�olent f�t of cough�ng �nterrupted h�m, but he w�ped h�s face w�th the

palm of h�s hand and looked cunn�ngly at Trent.
"Last week you could buy a rat for s�x francs, but," and here he swore

v�lely, "the rats have qu�t the rue de Se�ne and they k�ll them now over by
the new hosp�tal. I'll let you have th�s for seven francs; I can sell �t for ten �n
the Isle St. Lou�s."

"You l�e," sa�d Trent, "and let me tell you that �f you try to sw�ndle
anybody �n th�s quarter the people w�ll make short work of you and your
rats."

He stood a moment eye�ng the gam�n, who pretended to sn�vel. Then he
tossed h�m a franc, laugh�ng. The ch�ld caught �t, and thrust�ng �t �nto h�s
mouth wheeled about to the sewer-hole. For a second he crouched,
mot�onless, alert, h�s eyes on the bars of the dra�n, then leap�ng forward he
hurled a stone �nto the gutter, and Trent left h�m to f�n�sh a f�erce grey rat
that wr�thed squeal�ng at the mouth of the sewer.

"Suppose Bra�th should come to that," he thought; "poor l�ttle chap;" and
hurry�ng, he turned �n the d�rty passage des Beaux Arts and entered the
th�rd house to the left.

"Mons�eur �s at home," quavered the old conc�erge.



Home? A garret absolutely bare, save for the �ron bedstead �n the corner
and the �ron bas�n and p�tcher on the floor.

West appeared at the door, w�nk�ng w�th much mystery, and mot�oned
Trent to enter. Bra�th, who was pa�nt�ng �n bed to keep warm, looked up,
laughed, and shook hands.

"Any news?"
The perfunctory quest�on was answered as usual by: "Noth�ng but the

cannon."
Trent sat down on the bed.
"Where on earth d�d you get that?" he demanded, po�nt�ng to a half-

f�n�shed ch�cken nestl�ng �n a wash-bas�n.
West gr�nned.
"Are you m�ll�ona�res, you two? Out w�th �t."
Bra�th, look�ng a l�ttle ashamed, began, "Oh, �t's one of West's explo�ts,"

but was cut short by West, who sa�d he would tell the story h�mself.
"You see, before the s�ege, I had a letter of �ntroduct�on to a 'type' here, a

fat banker, German-Amer�can var�ety. You know the spec�es, I see. Well, of
course I forgot to present the letter, but th�s morn�ng, judg�ng �t to be a
favourable opportun�ty, I called on h�m.

"The v�lla�n l�ves �n comfort;—f�res, my boy!—f�res �n the ante-rooms!
The Buttons f�nally condescends to carry my letter and card up, leav�ng me
stand�ng �n the hallway, wh�ch I d�d not l�ke, so I entered the f�rst room I
saw and nearly fa�nted at the s�ght of a banquet on a table by the f�re. Down
comes Buttons, very �nsolent. No, oh, no, h�s master, '�s not at home, and �n
fact �s too busy to rece�ve letters of �ntroduct�on just now; the s�ege, and
many bus�ness d�ff�cult�es—'

"I del�ver a k�ck to Buttons, p�ck up th�s ch�cken from the table, toss my
card on to the empty plate, and address�ng Buttons as a spec�es of Pruss�an
p�g, march out w�th the honours of war."

Trent shook h�s head.
"I forgot to say that Hartman often d�nes there, and I draw my own

conclus�ons," cont�nued West. "Now about th�s ch�cken, half of �t �s for
Bra�th and myself, and half for Colette, but of course you w�ll help me eat
my part because I'm not hungry."



"Ne�ther am I," began Bra�th, but Trent, w�th a sm�le at the p�nched faces
before h�m, shook h�s head say�ng, "What nonsense! You know I'm never
hungry!"

West hes�tated, reddened, and then sl�c�ng off Bra�th's port�on, but not
eat�ng any h�mself, sa�d good-n�ght, and hurr�ed away to number 470 rue
Serpente, where l�ved a pretty g�rl named Colette, orphan after Sedan, and
Heaven alone knew where she got the roses �n her cheeks, for the s�ege
came hard on the poor.

"That ch�cken w�ll del�ght her, but I really bel�eve she's �n love w�th
West," sa�d Trent. Then walk�ng over to the bed: "See here, old man, no
dodg�ng, you know, how much have you left?"

The other hes�tated and flushed.
"Come, old chap," �ns�sted Trent.
Bra�th drew a purse from beneath h�s bolster, and handed �t to h�s fr�end

w�th a s�mpl�c�ty that touched h�m.
"Seven sons," he counted; "you make me t�red! Why on earth don't you

come to me? I take �t d——d �ll, Bra�th! How many t�mes must I go over
the same th�ng and expla�n to you that because I have money �t �s my duty
to share �t, and your duty and the duty of every Amer�can to share �t w�th
me? You can't get a cent, the c�ty's blockaded, and the Amer�can M�n�ster
has h�s hands full w�th all the German r�ff-raff and deuce knows what! Why
don't you act sens�bly?"

"I—I w�ll, Trent, but �t's an obl�gat�on that perhaps I can never even �n
part repay, I'm poor and—"

"Of course you'll pay me! If I were a usurer I would take your talent for
secur�ty. When you are r�ch and famous—"

"Don't, Trent—"
"All r�ght, only no more monkey bus�ness."
He sl�pped a dozen gold p�eces �nto the purse, and tuck�ng �t aga�n under

the mattress sm�led at Bra�th.
"How old are you?" he demanded.
"S�xteen."
Trent la�d h�s hand l�ghtly on h�s fr�end's shoulder. "I'm twenty-two, and I

have the r�ghts of a grandfather as far as you are concerned. You'll do as I
say unt�l you're twenty-one."



"The s�ège w�ll be over then, I hope," sa�d Bra�th, try�ng to laugh, but the
prayer �n the�r hearts: "How long, O Lord, how long!" was answered by the
sw�ft scream of a shell soar�ng among the storm-clouds of that December
n�ght.

II

West, stand�ng �n the doorway of a house �n the rue Serpent�ne, was
speak�ng angr�ly. He sa�d he d�dn't care whether Hartman l�ked �t or not; he
was tell�ng h�m, not argu�ng w�th h�m.

"You call yourself an Amer�can!" he sneered; "Berl�n and hell are full of
that k�nd of Amer�can. You come loaf�ng about Colette w�th your pockets
stuffed w�th wh�te bread and beef, and a bottle of w�ne at th�rty francs and
you can't really afford to g�ve a dollar to the Amer�can Ambulance and
Publ�c Ass�stance, wh�ch Bra�th does, and he's half starved!"

Hartman retreated to the curbstone, but West followed h�m, h�s face l�ke a
thunder-cloud. "Don't you dare to call yourself a countryman of m�ne," he
growled,—"no,—nor an art�st e�ther! Art�sts don't worm themselves �nto the
serv�ce of the Publ�c Defence where they do noth�ng but feed l�ke rats on
the people's food! And I'll tell you now," he cont�nued dropp�ng h�s vo�ce,
for Hartman had started as though stung, "you m�ght better keep away from
that Alsat�an Brasser�e and the smug-faced th�eves who haunt �t. You know
what they do w�th suspects!"

"You l�e, you hound!" screamed Hartman, and flung the bottle �n h�s hand
stra�ght at West's face. West had h�m by the throat �n a second, and forc�ng
h�m aga�nst the dead wall shook h�m w�ckedly.

"Now you l�sten to me," he muttered, through h�s clenched teeth. "You are
already a suspect and—I swear—I bel�eve you are a pa�d spy! It �sn't my
bus�ness to detect such verm�n, and I don't �ntend to denounce you, but
understand th�s! Colette don't l�ke you and I can't stand you, and �f I catch
you �n th�s street aga�n I'll make �t somewhat unpleasant. Get out, you sleek
Pruss�an!"

Hartman had managed to drag a kn�fe from h�s pocket, but West tore �t
from h�m and hurled h�m �nto the gutter. A gam�n who had seen th�s burst
�nto a peal of laughter, wh�ch rattled harshly �n the s�lent street. Then
everywhere w�ndows were ra�sed and rows of haggard faces appeared
demand�ng to know why people should laugh �n the starv�ng c�ty.



"Is �t a v�ctory?" murmured one.
"Look at that," cr�ed West as Hartman p�cked h�mself up from the

pavement, "look! you m�ser! look at those faces!" But Hartman gave h�m a
look wh�ch he never forgot, and walked away w�thout a word. Trent, who
suddenly appeared at the corner, glanced cur�ously at West, who merely
nodded toward h�s door say�ng, "Come �n; Fallowby's upsta�rs."

"What are you do�ng w�th that kn�fe?" demanded Fallowby, as he and
Trent entered the stud�o.

West looked at h�s wounded hand, wh�ch st�ll clutched the kn�fe, but
say�ng, "Cut myself by acc�dent," tossed �t �nto a corner and washed the
blood from h�s f�ngers.

Fallowby, fat and lazy, watched h�m w�thout comment, but Trent, half
d�v�n�ng how th�ngs had turned, walked over to Fallowby sm�l�ng.

"I've a bone to p�ck w�th you!" he sa�d.
"Where �s �t? I'm hungry," repl�ed Fallowby w�th affected eagerness, but

Trent, frown�ng, told h�m to l�sten.
"How much d�d I advance you a week ago?"
"Three hundred and e�ghty francs," repl�ed the other, w�th a squ�rm of

contr�t�on.
"Where �s �t?"
Fallowby began a ser�es of �ntr�cate explanat�ons, wh�ch were soon cut

short by Trent.
"I know; you blew �t �n;—you always blow �t �n. I don't care a rap what

you d�d before the s�ege: I know you are r�ch and have a r�ght to d�spose of
your money as you w�sh to, and I also know that, generally speak�ng, �t �s
none of my bus�ness. But now �t �s my bus�ness, as I have to supply the
funds unt�l you get some more, wh�ch you won't unt�l the s�ege �s ended one
way or another. I w�sh to share what I have, but I won't see �t thrown out of
the w�ndow. Oh, yes, of course I know you w�ll re�mburse me, but that �sn't
the quest�on; and, anyway, �t's the op�n�on of your fr�ends, old man, that you
w�ll not be worse off for a l�ttle abst�nence from fleshly pleasures. You are
pos�t�vely a freak �n th�s fam�ne-cursed c�ty of skeletons!"

"I am rather stout," he adm�tted.
"Is �t true you are out of money?" demanded Trent.
"Yes, I am," s�ghed the other.



"That roast suck�ng p�g on the rue St. Honoré,—�s �t there yet?" cont�nued
Trent.

"Wh—at?" stammered the feeble one.
"Ah—I thought so! I caught you �n ecstasy before that suck�ng p�g at least

a dozen t�mes!"
Then laugh�ng, he presented Fallowby w�th a roll of twenty franc p�eces

say�ng: "If these go for luxur�es you must l�ve on your own flesh," and went
over to a�d West, who sat bes�de the wash-bas�n b�nd�ng up h�s hand.

West suffered h�m to t�e the knot, and then sa�d: "You remember,
yesterday, when I left you and Bra�th to take the ch�cken to Colette."

"Ch�cken! Good heavens!" moaned Fallowby.
"Ch�cken," repeated West, enjoy�ng Fallowby's gr�ef;—"I—that �s, I must

expla�n that th�ngs are changed. Colette and I—are to be marr�ed—"
"What—what about the ch�cken?" groaned Fallowby.
"Shut up!" laughed Trent, and sl�pp�ng h�s arm through West's, walked to

the sta�rway.
"The poor l�ttle th�ng," sa�d West, "just th�nk, not a spl�nter of f�rewood for

a week and wouldn't tell me because she thought I needed �t for my clay
f�gure. Whew! When I heard �t I smashed that sm�rk�ng clay nymph to
p�eces, and the rest can freeze and be hanged!" After a moment he added
t�m�dly: "Won't you call on your way down and say bon so�r? It's No. 17."

"Yes," sa�d Trent, and he went out softly clos�ng the door beh�nd.
He stopped on the th�rd land�ng, l�ghted a match, scanned the numbers

over the row of d�ngy doors, and knocked at No. 17.
"C'est to� Georges?" The door opened.
"Oh, pardon, Mons�eur Jack, I thought �t was Mons�eur West," then

blush�ng fur�ously, "Oh, I see you have heard! Oh, thank you so much for
your w�shes, and I'm sure we love each other very much,—and I'm dy�ng to
see Sylv�a and tell her and—"

"And what?" laughed Trent.
"I am very happy," she s�ghed.
"He's pure gold," returned Trent, and then ga�ly: "I want you and George

to come and d�ne w�th us to-n�ght. It's a l�ttle treat,—you see to-morrow �s
Sylv�a's fête. She w�ll be n�neteen. I have wr�tten to Thorne, and the



Guernalecs w�ll come w�th the�r cous�n Od�le. Fallowby has engaged not to
br�ng anybody but h�mself."

The g�rl accepted shyly, charg�ng h�m w�th loads of lov�ng messages to
Sylv�a, and he sa�d good-n�ght.

He started up the street, walk�ng sw�ftly, for �t was b�tter cold, and cutt�ng
across the rue de la Lune he entered the rue de Se�ne. The early w�nter n�ght
had fallen, almost w�thout warn�ng, but the sky was clear and myr�ads of
stars gl�ttered �n the heavens. The bombardment had become fur�ous—a
steady roll�ng thunder from the Pruss�an cannon punctuated by the heavy
shocks from Mont Valér�en.

The shells streamed across the sky leav�ng tra�ls l�ke shoot�ng stars, and
now, as he turned to look back, rockets blue and red flared above the
hor�zon from the Fort of Issy, and the Fortress of the North flamed l�ke a
bonf�re.

"Good news!" a man shouted over by the Boulevard St. Germa�n. As �f by
mag�c the streets were f�lled w�th people,—sh�ver�ng, chatter�ng people
w�th shrunken eyes.

"Jacques!" cr�ed one. "The Army of the Lo�re!"
"Eh! mon v�eux, �t has come then at last! I told thee! I told thee! To-

morrow—to-n�ght—who knows?"
"Is �t true? Is �t a sort�e?"
Some one sa�d: "Oh, God—a sort�e—and my son?" Another cr�ed: "To the

Se�ne? They say one can see the s�gnals of the Army of the Lo�re from the
Pont Neuf."

There was a ch�ld stand�ng near Trent who kept repeat�ng: "Mamma,
Mamma, then to-morrow we may eat wh�te bread?" and bes�de h�m, an old
man sway�ng, stumbl�ng, h�s shr�velled hands crushed to h�s breast,
mutter�ng as �f �nsane.

"Could �t be true? Who has heard the news? The shoemaker on the rue de
Buc� had �t from a Mob�le who had heard a Franct�reur repeat �t to a capta�n
of the Nat�onal Guard."

Trent followed the throng surg�ng through the rue de Se�ne to the r�ver.
Rocket after rocket clove the sky, and now, from Montmartre, the cannon

clanged, and the batter�es on Montparnasse jo�ned �n w�th a crash. The
br�dge was packed w�th people.



Trent asked: "Who has seen the s�gnals of the Army of the Lo�re?"
"We are wa�t�ng for them," was the reply.
He looked toward the north. Suddenly the huge s�lhouette of the Arc de

Tr�omphe sprang �nto black rel�ef aga�nst the flash of a cannon. The boom
of the gun rolled along the quay and the old br�dge v�brated.

Aga�n over by the Po�nt du Jour a flash and heavy explos�on shook the
br�dge, and then the whole eastern bast�on of the fort�f�cat�ons blazed and
crackled, send�ng a red flame �nto the sky.

"Has any one seen the s�gnals yet?" he asked aga�n.
"We are wa�t�ng," was the reply.
"Yes, wa�t�ng," murmured a man beh�nd h�m, "wa�t�ng, s�ck, starved,

freez�ng, but wa�t�ng. Is �t a sort�e? They go gladly. Is �t to starve? They
starve. They have no t�me to th�nk of surrender. Are they heroes,—these
Par�s�ans? Answer me, Trent!"

The Amer�can Ambulance surgeon turned about and scanned the parapets
of the br�dge.

"Any news, Doctor," asked Trent mechan�cally.
"News?" sa�d the doctor; "I don't know any;—I haven't t�me to know any.

What are these people after?"
"They say that the Army of the Lo�re has s�gnalled Mont Valér�en."
"Poor dev�ls." The doctor glanced about h�m for an �nstant, and then: "I'm

so harr�ed and worr�ed that I don't know what to do. After the last sort�e we
had the work of f�fty ambulances on our poor l�ttle corps. To-morrow there's
another sort�e, and I w�sh you fellows could come over to headquarters. We
may need volunteers. How �s madame?" he added abruptly.

"Well," repl�ed Trent, "but she seems to grow more nervous every day. I
ought to be w�th her now."

"Take care of her," sa�d the doctor, then w�th a sharp look at the people: "I
can't stop now—good-n�ght!" and he hurr�ed away mutter�ng, "Poor
dev�ls!"

Trent leaned over the parapet and bl�nked at the black r�ver surg�ng
through the arches. Dark objects, carr�ed sw�ftly on the breast of the current,
struck w�th a gr�nd�ng tear�ng no�se aga�nst the stone p�ers, spun around for
an �nstant, and hurr�ed away �nto the darkness. The �ce from the Marne.



As he stood star�ng �nto the water, a hand was la�d on h�s shoulder. "Hello,
Southwark!" he cr�ed, turn�ng around; "th�s �s a queer place for you!"

"Trent, I have someth�ng to tell you. Don't stay here,—don't bel�eve �n the
Army of the Lo�re:" and the attaché of the Amer�can Legat�on sl�pped h�s
arm through Trent's and drew h�m toward the Louvre.

"Then �t's another l�e!" sa�d Trent b�tterly.
"Worse—we know at the Legat�on—I can't speak of �t. But that's not what

I have to say. Someth�ng happened th�s afternoon. The Alsat�an Brasser�e
was v�s�ted and an Amer�can named Hartman has been arrested. Do you
know h�m?"

"I know a German who calls h�mself an Amer�can;—h�s name �s
Hartman."

"Well, he was arrested about two hours ago. They mean to shoot h�m."
"What!"
"Of course we at the Legat�on can't allow them to shoot h�m off-hand, but

the ev�dence seems conclus�ve."
"Is he a spy?"
"Well, the papers se�zed �n h�s rooms are pretty damn�ng proofs, and

bes�des he was caught, they say, sw�ndl�ng the Publ�c Food Comm�ttee. He
drew rat�ons for f�fty, how, I don't know. He cla�ms to be an Amer�can art�st
here, and we have been obl�ged to take not�ce of �t at the Legat�on. It's a
nasty affa�r."

"To cheat the people at such a t�me �s worse than robb�ng the poor-box,"
cr�ed Trent angr�ly. "Let them shoot h�m!"

"He's an Amer�can c�t�zen."
"Yes, oh yes," sa�d the other w�th b�tterness. "Amer�can c�t�zensh�p �s a

prec�ous pr�v�lege when every goggle-eyed German—" H�s anger choked
h�m.

Southwark shook hands w�th h�m warmly. "It can't be helped, we must
own the carr�on. I am afra�d you may be called upon to �dent�fy h�m as an
Amer�can art�st," he sa�d w�th a ghost of a sm�le on h�s deep-l�ned face; and
walked away through the Cours la Re�ne.

Trent swore s�lently for a moment and then drew out h�s watch. Seven
o'clock. "Sylv�a w�ll be anx�ous," he thought, and hurr�ed back to the r�ver.
The crowd st�ll huddled sh�ver�ng on the br�dge, a sombre p�t�ful



congregat�on, peer�ng out �nto the n�ght for the s�gnals of the Army of the
Lo�re: and the�r hearts beat t�me to the pound�ng of the guns, the�r eyes
l�ghted w�th each flash from the bast�ons, and hope rose w�th the dr�ft�ng
rockets.

A black cloud hung over the fort�f�cat�ons. From hor�zon to hor�zon the
cannon smoke stretched �n waver�ng bands, now capp�ng the sp�res and
domes w�th cloud, now blow�ng �n streamers and shreds along the streets,
now descend�ng from the housetops, envelop�ng quays, br�dges, and r�ver,
�n a sulphurous m�st. And through the smoke pall the l�ghtn�ng of the
cannon played, wh�le from t�me to t�me a r�ft above showed a fathomless
black vault set w�th stars.

He turned aga�n �nto the rue de Se�ne, that sad abandoned street, w�th �ts
rows of closed shutters and desolate ranks of unl�ghted lamps. He was a
l�ttle nervous and w�shed once or tw�ce for a revolver, but the sl�nk�ng
forms wh�ch passed h�m �n the darkness were too weak w�th hunger to be
dangerous, he thought, and he passed on unmolested to h�s doorway. But
there somebody sprang at h�s throat. Over and over the �cy pavement he
rolled w�th h�s assa�lant, tear�ng at the noose about h�s neck, and then w�th a
wrench sprang to h�s feet.

"Get up," he cr�ed to the other.
Slowly and w�th great del�berat�on, a small gam�n p�cked h�mself out of

the gutter and surveyed Trent w�th d�sgust.
"That's a n�ce clean tr�ck," sa�d Trent; "a whelp of your age! You'll f�n�sh

aga�nst a dead wall! G�ve me that cord!"
The urch�n handed h�m the noose w�thout a word.
Trent struck a match and looked at h�s assa�lant. It was the rat-k�ller of the

day before.
"H'm! I thought so," he muttered.
"T�ens, c'est to�?" sa�d the gam�n tranqu�lly.
The �mpudence, the overpower�ng audac�ty of the ragamuff�n took Trent's

breath away.
"Do you know, you young strangler," he gasped, "that they shoot th�eves

of your age?"
The ch�ld turned a pass�onless face to Trent. "Shoot, then."
That was too much, and he turned on h�s heel and entered h�s hotel.



Grop�ng up the unl�ghted sta�rway, he at last reached h�s own land�ng and
felt about �n the darkness for the door. From h�s stud�o came the sound of
vo�ces, West's hearty laugh and Fallowby's chuckle, and at last he found the
knob and, push�ng back the door, stood a moment confused by the l�ght.

"Hello, Jack!" cr�ed West, "you're a pleasant creature, �nv�t�ng people to
d�ne and lett�ng them wa�t. Here's Fallowby weep�ng w�th hunger—"

"Shut up," observed the latter, "perhaps he's been out to buy a turkey."
"He's been out garrot�ng, look at h�s noose!" laughed Guernalec.
"So now we know where you get your cash!" added West; "v�ve le coup

du Père Franço�s!"
Trent shook hands w�th everybody and laughed at Sylv�a's pale face.
"I d�dn't mean to be late; I stopped on the br�dge a moment to watch the

bombardment. Were you anx�ous, Sylv�a?"
She sm�led and murmured, "Oh, no!" but her hand dropped �nto h�s and

t�ghtened convuls�vely.
"To the table!" shouted Fallowby, and uttered a joyous whoop.
"Take �t easy," observed Thorne, w�th a remnant of manners; "you are not

the host, you know."
Mar�e Guernalec, who had been chatter�ng w�th Colette, jumped up and

took Thorne's arm and Mons�eur Guernalec drew Od�le's arm through h�s.
Trent, bow�ng gravely, offered h�s own arm to Colette, West took �n

Sylv�a, and Fallowby hovered anx�ously �n the rear.
"You march around the table three t�mes s�ng�ng the Marse�lla�se,"

expla�ned Sylv�a, "and Mons�eur Fallowby pounds on the table and beats
t�me."

Fallowby suggested that they could s�ng after d�nner, but h�s protest was
drowned �n the r�ng�ng chorus—

"Aux armes!
Formez vos bata�llons!"
Around the room they marched s�ng�ng,

"Marchons! Marchons!"
w�th all the�r m�ght, wh�le Fallowby w�th very bad grace, hammered on the
table, consol�ng h�mself a l�ttle w�th the hope that the exerc�se would
�ncrease h�s appet�te. Hercules, the black and tan, fled under the bed, from



wh�ch retreat he yapped and wh�ned unt�l dragged out by Guernalec and
placed �n Od�le's lap.

"And now," sa�d Trent gravely, when everybody was seated, "l�sten!" and
he read the menu.

Beef Soup à la S�ège de Par�s.
—

F�sh.
Sard�nes à la père Lacha�se.

(Wh�te W�ne).
—

Rôt� (Red W�ne).
Fresh Beef à la sort�e.

—
Vegetables.

Canned Beans à la chasse-pot,
Canned Peas Gravelotte,

Potatoes Irlanda�ses,
M�scellaneous.

—
Cold Corned Beef à la Th�e�s,
Stewed Prunes à la Gar�bald�.

—
Dessert.

Dr�ed prunes—Wh�te bread,
Currant Jelly,
Tea—Café,
L�queurs,

P�pes and C�garettes.

Fallowby applauded frant�cally, and Sylv�a served the soup.
"Isn't �t del�c�ous?" s�ghed Od�le.
Mar�e Guernalec s�pped her soup �n rapture.



"Not at all l�ke horse, and I don't care what they say, horse doesn't taste
l�ke beef," wh�spered Colette to West. Fallowby, who had f�n�shed, began to
caress h�s ch�n and eye the tureen.

"Have some more, old chap?" �nqu�red Trent.
"Mons�eur Fallowby cannot have any more," announced Sylv�a; "I am

sav�ng th�s for the conc�erge." Fallowby transferred h�s eyes to the f�sh.
The sard�nes, hot from the gr�lle, were a great success. Wh�le the others

were eat�ng Sylv�a ran downsta�rs w�th the soup for the old conc�erge and
her husband, and when she hurr�ed back, flushed and breathless, and had
sl�pped �nto her cha�r w�th a happy sm�le at Trent, that young man arose,
and s�lence fell over the table. For an �nstant he looked at Sylv�a and
thought he had never seen her so beaut�ful.

"You all know," he began, "that to-day �s my w�fe's n�neteenth b�rthday—"
Fallowby, bubbl�ng w�th enthus�asm, waved h�s glass �n c�rcles about h�s

head to the terror of Od�le and Colette, h�s ne�ghbours, and Thorne, West
and Guernalec ref�lled the�r glasses three t�mes before the storm of applause
wh�ch the toast of Sylv�a had provoked, subs�ded.

Three t�mes the glasses were f�lled and empt�ed to Sylv�a, and aga�n to
Trent, who protested.

"Th�s �s �rregular," he cr�ed, "the next toast �s to the tw�n Republ�cs,
France and Amer�ca?"

"To the Republ�cs! To the Republ�cs!" they cr�ed, and the toast was drunk
am�d shouts of "V�ve la France! V�ve l'Amér�que! V�ve la Nat�on!"

Then Trent, w�th a sm�le at West, offered the toast, "To a Happy Pa�r!" and
everybody understood, and Sylv�a leaned over and k�ssed Colette, wh�le
Trent bowed to West.

The beef was eaten �n comparat�ve calm, but when �t was f�n�shed and a
port�on of �t set as�de for the old people below, Trent cr�ed: "Dr�nk to Par�s!
May she r�se from her ru�ns and crush the �nvader!" and the cheers rang out,
drown�ng for a moment the monotonous thunder of the Pruss�an guns.

P�pes and c�garettes were l�ghted, and Trent l�stened an �nstant to the
an�mated chatter around h�m, broken by r�pples of laughter from the g�rls or
the mellow chuckle of Fallowby. Then he turned to West.

"There �s go�ng to be a sort�e to-n�ght," he sa�d. "I saw the Amer�can
Ambulance surgeon just before I came �n and he asked me to speak to you



fellows. Any a�d we can g�ve h�m w�ll not come am�ss."
Then dropp�ng h�s vo�ce and speak�ng �n Engl�sh, "As for me, I shall go

out w�th the ambulance to-morrow morn�ng. There �s of course no danger,
but �t's just as well to keep �t from Sylv�a."

West nodded. Thorne and Guernalec, who had heard, broke �n and offered
ass�stance, and Fallowby volunteered w�th a groan.

"All r�ght," sa�d Trent rap�dly,—"no more now, but meet me at Ambulance
headquarters to-morrow morn�ng at e�ght."

Sylv�a and Colette, who were becom�ng uneasy at the conversat�on �n
Engl�sh, now demanded to know what they were talk�ng about.

"What does a sculptor usually talk about?" cr�ed West, w�th a laugh.
Od�le glanced reproachfully at Thorne, her f�ancé.
"You are not French, you know, and �t �s none of your bus�ness, th�s war,"

sa�d Od�le w�th much d�gn�ty.
Thorne looked meek, but West assumed an a�r of outraged v�rtue.
"It seems," he sa�d to Fallowby, "that a fellow cannot d�scuss the beaut�es

of Greek sculpture �n h�s mother tongue, w�thout be�ng openly suspected."
Colette placed her hand over h�s mouth and turn�ng to Sylv�a, murmured,

"They are horr�dly untruthful, these men."
"I bel�eve the word for ambulance �s the same �n both languages," sa�d

Mar�e Guernalec sauc�ly; "Sylv�a, don't trust Mons�eur Trent."
"Jack," wh�spered Sylv�a, "prom�se me—"
A knock at the stud�o door �nterrupted her.
"Come �n!" cr�ed Fallowby, but Trent sprang up, and open�ng the door,

looked out. Then w�th a hasty excuse to the rest, he stepped �nto the hallway
and closed the door.

When he returned he was grumbl�ng.
"What �s �t, Jack?" cr�ed West.
"What �s �t?" repeated Trent savagely; "I'll tell you what �t �s. I have

rece�ved a d�spatch from the Amer�can M�n�ster to go at once and �dent�fy
and cla�m, as a fellow-countryman and a brother art�st, a rascally th�ef and a
German spy!"

"Don't go," suggested Fallowby.
"If I don't they'll shoot h�m at once."



"Let them," growled Thorne.
"Do you fellows know who �t �s?"
"Hartman!" shouted West, �nsp�red.
Sylv�a sprang up deathly wh�te, but Od�le sl�pped her arm around her and

supported her to a cha�r, say�ng calmly, "Sylv�a has fa�nted,—�t's the hot
room,—br�ng some water."

Trent brought �t at once.
Sylv�a opened her eyes, and after a moment rose, and supported by Mar�e

Guernalec and Trent, passed �nto the bedroom.
It was the s�gnal for break�ng up, and everybody came and shook hands

w�th Trent, say�ng they hoped Sylv�a would sleep �t off and that �t would be
noth�ng.

When Mar�e Guernalec took leave of h�m, she avo�ded h�s eyes, but he
spoke to her cord�ally and thanked her for her a�d.

"Anyth�ng I can do, Jack?" �nqu�red West, l�nger�ng, and then hurr�ed
downsta�rs to catch up w�th the rest.

Trent leaned over the ban�sters, l�sten�ng to the�r footsteps and chatter, and
then the lower door banged and the house was s�lent. He l�ngered, star�ng
down �nto the blackness, b�t�ng h�s l�ps; then w�th an �mpat�ent movement,
"I am crazy!" he muttered, and l�ght�ng a candle, went �nto the bedroom.
Sylv�a was ly�ng on the bed. He bent over her, smooth�ng the curly ha�r on
her forehead.

"Are you better, dear Sylv�a?"
She d�d not answer, but ra�sed her eyes to h�s. For an �nstant he met her

gaze, but what he read there sent a ch�ll to h�s heart and he sat down
cover�ng h�s face w�th h�s hands.

At last she spoke �n a vo�ce, changed and stra�ned,—a vo�ce wh�ch he had
never heard, and he dropped h�s hands and l�stened, bolt upr�ght �n h�s cha�r.

"Jack, �t has come at last. I have feared �t and trembled,—ah! how often
have I la�n awake at n�ght w�th th�s on my heart and prayed that I m�ght d�e
before you should ever know of �t! For I love you, Jack, and �f you go away
I cannot l�ve. I have dece�ved you;—�t happened before I knew you, but
s�nce that f�rst day when you found me weep�ng �n the Luxembourg and
spoke to me, Jack, I have been fa�thful to you �n every thought and deed. I
loved you from the f�rst, and d�d not dare to tell you th�s—fear�ng that you



would go away; and s�nce then my love has grown—grown—and oh! I
suffered!—but I dared not tell you. And now you know, but you do not
know the worst. For h�m—now—what do I care? He was cruel—oh, so
cruel!"

She h�d her face �n her arms.
"Must I go on? Must I tell you—can you not �mag�ne, oh! Jack—"
He d�d not st�r; h�s eyes seemed dead.
"I—I was so young, I knew noth�ng, and he sa�d—sa�d that he loved me

—"
Trent rose and struck the candle w�th h�s clenched f�st, and the room was

dark.
The bells of St. Sulp�ce tolled the hour, and she started up, speak�ng w�th

fever�sh haste,—"I must f�n�sh! When you told me you loved me—you—
you asked me noth�ng; but then, even then, �t was too late, and that other
l�fe wh�ch b�nds me to h�m, must stand for ever between you and me! For
there �s another whom he has cla�med, and �s good to. He must not d�e,—
they cannot shoot h�m, for that other's sake!"

Trent sat mot�onless, but h�s thoughts ran on �n an �nterm�nable wh�rl.
Sylv�a, l�ttle Sylv�a, who shared w�th h�m h�s student l�fe,—who bore w�th

h�m the dreary desolat�on of the s�ege w�thout compla�nt,—th�s slender
blue-eyed g�rl whom he was so qu�etly fond of, whom he teased or caressed
as the wh�m su�ted, who somet�mes made h�m the least b�t �mpat�ent w�th
her pass�onate devot�on to h�m,—could th�s be the same Sylv�a who lay
weep�ng there �n the darkness?

Then he cl�nched h�s teeth. "Let h�m d�e! Let h�m d�e!"—but then,—for
Sylv�a's sake, and,—for that other's sake,—Yes, he would go,—he must go,
—h�s duty was pla�n before h�m. But Sylv�a,—he could not be what he had
been to her, and yet a vague terror se�zed h�m, now all was sa�d. Trembl�ng,
he struck a l�ght.

She lay there, her curly ha�r tumbled about her face, her small wh�te hands
pressed to her breast.

He could not leave her, and he could not stay. He never knew before that
he loved her. She had been a mere comrade, th�s g�rl w�fe of h�s. Ah! he
loved her now w�th all h�s heart and soul, and he knew �t, only when �t was
too late. Too late? Why? Then he thought of that other one, b�nd�ng her,



l�nk�ng her forever to the creature, who stood �n danger of h�s l�fe. W�th an
oath he sprang to the door, but the door would not open,—or was �t that he
pressed �t back,—locked �t,—and flung h�mself on h�s knees bes�de the bed,
know�ng that he dared not for h�s l�fe's sake leave what was h�s all �n l�fe.



III

It was four �n the morn�ng when he came out of the Pr�son of the
Condemned w�th the Secretary of the Amer�can Legat�on. A knot of people
had gathered around the Amer�can M�n�ster's carr�age, wh�ch stood �n front
of the pr�son, the horses stamp�ng and paw�ng �n the �cy street, the
coachman huddled on the box, wrapped �n furs. Southwark helped the
Secretary �nto the carr�age, and shook hands w�th Trent, thank�ng h�m for
com�ng.

"How the scoundrel d�d stare," he sa�d; "your ev�dence was worse than a
k�ck, but �t saved h�s sk�n for the moment at least,—and prevented
compl�cat�ons."

The Secretary s�ghed. "We have done our part. Now let them prove h�m a
spy and we wash our hands of h�m. Jump �n, Capta�n! Come along, Trent!"

"I have a word to say to Capta�n Southwark, I won't deta�n h�m," sa�d
Trent hast�ly, and dropp�ng h�s vo�ce, "Southwark, help me now. You know
the story from the blackguard. You know the—the ch�ld �s at h�s rooms. Get
�t, and take �t to my own apartment, and �f he �s shot, I w�ll prov�de a home
for �t."

"I understand," sa�d the Capta�n gravely.
"W�ll you do th�s at once?"
"At once," he repl�ed.
The�r hands met �n a warm clasp, and then Capta�n Southwark cl�mbed

�nto the carr�age, mot�on�ng Trent to follow; but he shook h�s head say�ng,
"Good-bye!" and the carr�age rolled away.

He watched the carr�age to the end of the street, then started toward h�s
own quarter, but after a step or two hes�tated, stopped, and f�nally turned
away �n the oppos�te d�rect�on. Someth�ng—perhaps �t was the s�ght of the
pr�soner he had so recently confronted nauseated h�m. He felt the need of
sol�tude and qu�et to collect h�s thoughts. The events of the even�ng had
shaken h�m terr�bly, but he would walk �t off, forget, bury everyth�ng, and
then go back to Sylv�a. He started on sw�ftly, and for a t�me the b�tter
thoughts seemed to fade, but when he paused at last, breathless, under the
Arc de Tr�omphe, the b�tterness and the wretchedness of the whole th�ng—
yes, of h�s whole m�sspent l�fe came back w�th a pang. Then the face of the



pr�soner, stamped w�th the horr�ble gr�mace of fear, grew �n the shadows
before h�s eyes.

S�ck at heart he wandered up and down under the great Arc, str�v�ng to
occupy h�s m�nd, peer�ng up at the sculptured corn�ces to read the names of
the heroes and battles wh�ch he knew were engraved there, but always the
ashen face of Hartman followed h�m, gr�nn�ng w�th terror!—or was �t
terror?—was �t not tr�umph?—At the thought he leaped l�ke a man who
feels a kn�fe at h�s throat, but after a savage tramp around the square, came
back aga�n and sat down to battle w�th h�s m�sery.

The a�r was cold, but h�s cheeks were burn�ng w�th angry shame. Shame?
Why? Was �t because he had marr�ed a g�rl whom chance had made a
mother? D�d he love her? Was th�s m�serable bohem�an ex�stence, then, h�s
end and a�m �n l�fe? He turned h�s eyes upon the secrets of h�s heart, and
read an ev�l story,—the story of the past, and he covered h�s face for shame,
wh�le, keep�ng t�me to the dull pa�n throbb�ng �n h�s head, h�s heart beat out
the story for the future. Shame and d�sgrace.

Roused at last from a lethargy wh�ch had begun to numb the b�tterness of
h�s thoughts, he ra�sed h�s head and looked about. A sudden fog had settled
�n the streets; the arches of the Arc were choked w�th �t. He would go home.
A great horror of be�ng alone se�zed h�m. But he was not alone. The fog
was peopled w�th phantoms. All around h�m �n the m�st they moved,
dr�ft�ng through the arches �n lengthen�ng l�nes, and van�shed, wh�le from
the fog others rose up, swept past and were engulfed. He was not alone, for
even at h�s s�de they crowded, touched h�m, swarmed before h�m, bes�de
h�m, beh�nd h�m, pressed h�m back, se�zed, and bore h�m w�th them through
the m�st. Down a d�m avenue, through lanes and alleys wh�te w�th fog, they
moved, and �f they spoke the�r vo�ces were dull as the vapour wh�ch
shrouded them. At last �n front, a bank of masonry and earth cut by a
mass�ve �ron barred gate towered up �n the fog. Slowly and more slowly
they gl�ded, shoulder to shoulder and th�gh to th�gh. Then all movement
ceased. A sudden breeze st�rred the fog. It wavered and edd�ed. Objects
became more d�st�nct. A pallor crept above the hor�zon, touch�ng the edges
of the watery clouds, and drew dull sparks from a thousand bayonets.
Bayonets—they were everywhere, cleav�ng the fog or flow�ng beneath �t �n
r�vers of steel. H�gh on the wall of masonry and earth a great gun loomed,
and around �t f�gures moved �n s�lhouettes. Below, a broad torrent of
bayonets swept through the �ron barred gateway, out �nto the shadowy pla�n.



It became l�ghter. Faces grew more d�st�nct among the march�ng masses and
he recogn�zed one.

"You, Ph�l�ppe!"
The f�gure turned �ts head.
Trent cr�ed, "Is there room for me?" but the other only waved h�s arm �n a

vague ad�eu and was gone w�th the rest. Presently the cavalry began to pass,
squadron on squadron, crowd�ng out �nto the darkness; then many cannon,
then an ambulance, then aga�n the endless l�nes of bayonets. Bes�de h�m a
cu�rass�er sat on h�s steam�ng horse, and �n front, among a group of
mounted off�cers he saw a general, w�th the astrakan collar of h�s dolman
turned up about h�s bloodless face.

Some women were weep�ng near h�m and one was struggl�ng to force a
loaf of black bread �nto a sold�er's haversack. The sold�er tr�ed to a�d her,
but the sack was fastened, and h�s r�fle bothered h�m, so Trent held �t, wh�le
the woman unbuttoned the sack and forced �n the bread, now all wet w�th
her tears. The r�fle was not heavy. Trent found �t wonderfully manageable.
Was the bayonet sharp? He tr�ed �t. Then a sudden long�ng, a f�erce,
�mperat�ve des�re took possess�on of h�m.

"Chouette!" cr�ed a gam�n, cl�ng�ng to the barred gate, "encore to� mon
v�eux?"

Trent looked up, and the rat-k�ller laughed �n h�s face. But when the
sold�er had taken the r�fle aga�n, and thank�ng h�m, ran hard to catch h�s
battal�on, he plunged �nto the throng about the gateway.

"Are you go�ng?" he cr�ed to a mar�ne who sat �n the gutter bandag�ng h�s
foot.

"Yes."
Then a g�rl—a mere ch�ld—caught h�m by the hand and led h�m �nto the

café wh�ch faced the gate. The room was crowded w�th sold�ers, some,
wh�te and s�lent, s�tt�ng on the floor, others groan�ng on the leather-covered
settees. The a�r was sour and suffocat�ng.

"Choose!" sa�d the g�rl w�th a l�ttle gesture of p�ty; "they can't go!"
In a heap of cloth�ng on the floor he found a capote and kép�.
She helped h�m buckle h�s knapsack, cartr�dge-box, and belt, and showed

h�m how to load the chasse-pot r�fle, hold�ng �t on her knees.
When he thanked her she started to her feet.



"You are a fore�gner!"
"Amer�can," he sa�d, mov�ng toward the door, but the ch�ld barred h�s

way.
"I am a Bretonne. My father �s up there w�th the cannon of the mar�ne. He

w�ll shoot you �f you are a spy."
They faced each other for a moment. Then s�gh�ng, he bent over and

k�ssed the ch�ld. "Pray for France, l�ttle one," he murmured, and she
repeated w�th a pale sm�le: "For France and you, beau Mons�eur."

He ran across the street and through the gateway. Once outs�de, he edged
�nto l�ne and shouldered h�s way along the road. A corporal passed, looked
at h�m, repassed, and f�nally called an off�cer. "You belong to the 60th,"
growled the corporal look�ng at the number on h�s kép�.

"We have no use for Franc-t�reurs," added the off�cer, catch�ng s�ght of h�s
black trousers.

"I w�sh to volunteer �n place of a comrade," sa�d Trent, and the off�cer
shrugged h�s shoulders and passed on.

Nobody pa�d much attent�on to h�m, one or two merely glanc�ng at h�s
trousers. The road was deep w�th slush and mud-ploughed and torn by
wheels and hoofs. A sold�er �n front of h�m wrenched h�s foot �n an �cy rut
and dragged h�mself to the edge of the embankment groan�ng. The pla�n on
e�ther s�de of them was grey w�th melt�ng snow. Here and there beh�nd
d�smantled hedge-rows stood wagons, bear�ng wh�te flags w�th red crosses.
Somet�mes the dr�ver was a pr�est �n rusty hat and gown, somet�mes a
cr�ppled Mob�le. Once they passed a wagon dr�ven by a S�ster of Char�ty.
S�lent empty houses w�th great rents �n the�r walls, and every w�ndow
blank, huddled along the road. Further on, w�th�n the zone of danger,
noth�ng of human hab�tat�on rema�ned except here and there a p�le of frozen
br�cks or a blackened cellar choked w�th snow.

For some t�me Trent had been annoyed by the man beh�nd h�m, who kept
tread�ng on h�s heels. Conv�nced at last that �t was �ntent�onal, he turned to
remonstrate and found h�mself face to face w�th a fellow-student from the
Beaux Arts. Trent stared.

"I thought you were �n the hosp�tal!"
The other shook h�s head, po�nt�ng to h�s bandaged jaw.
"I see, you can't speak. Can I do anyth�ng?"



The wounded man rummaged �n h�s haversack and produced a crust of
black bread.

"He can't eat �t, h�s jaw �s smashed, and he wants you to chew �t for h�m,"
sa�d the sold�er next to h�m.

Trent took the crust, and gr�nd�ng �t �n h�s teeth morsel by morsel, passed
�t back to the starv�ng man.

From t�me to t�me mounted orderl�es sped to the front, cover�ng them w�th
slush. It was a ch�lly, s�lent march through sodden meadows wreathed �n
fog. Along the ra�lroad embankment across the d�tch, another column
moved parallel to the�r own. Trent watched �t, a sombre mass, now d�st�nct,
now vague, now blotted out �n a puff of fog. Once for half-an-hour he lost
�t, but when aga�n �t came �nto v�ew, he not�ced a th�n l�ne detach �tself from
the flank, and, belly�ng �n the m�ddle, sw�ng rap�dly to the west. At the
same moment a prolonged crackl�ng broke out �n the fog �n front. Other
l�nes began to slough off from the column, sw�ng�ng east and west, and the
crackl�ng became cont�nuous. A battery passed at full gallop, and he drew
back w�th h�s comrades to g�ve �t way. It went �nto act�on a l�ttle to the r�ght
of h�s battal�on, and as the shot from the f�rst r�fled p�ece boomed through
the m�st, the cannon from the fort�f�cat�ons opened w�th a m�ghty roar. An
off�cer galloped by shout�ng someth�ng wh�ch Trent d�d not catch, but he
saw the ranks �n front suddenly part company w�th h�s own, and d�sappear
�n the tw�l�ght. More off�cers rode up and stood bes�de h�m peer�ng �nto the
fog. Away �n front the crackl�ng had become one prolonged crash. It was
dreary wa�t�ng. Trent chewed some bread for the man beh�nd, who tr�ed to
swallow �t, and after a wh�le shook h�s head, mot�on�ng Trent to eat the rest
h�mself. A corporal offered h�m a l�ttle brandy and he drank �t, but when he
turned around to return the flask, the corporal was ly�ng on the ground.
Alarmed, he looked at the sold�er next to h�m, who shrugged h�s shoulders
and opened h�s mouth to speak, but someth�ng struck h�m and he rolled
over and over �nto the d�tch below. At that moment the horse of one of the
off�cers gave a bound and backed �nto the battal�on, lash�ng out w�th h�s
heels. One man was r�dden down; another was k�cked �n the chest and
hurled through the ranks. The off�cer sank h�s spurs �nto the horse and
forced h�m to the front aga�n, where he stood trembl�ng. The cannonade
seemed to draw nearer. A staff-off�cer, r�d�ng slowly up and down the
battal�on suddenly collapsed �n h�s saddle and clung to h�s horse's mane.
One of h�s boots dangled, cr�msoned and dr�pp�ng, from the st�rrup. Then



out of the m�st �n front men came runn�ng. The roads, the f�elds, the d�tches
were full of them, and many of them fell. For an �nstant he �mag�ned he saw
horsemen r�d�ng about l�ke ghosts �n the vapours beyond, and a man beh�nd
h�m cursed horr�bly, declar�ng he too had seen them, and that they were
Uhlans; but the battal�on stood �nact�ve, and the m�st fell aga�n over the
meadows.

The colonel sat heav�ly upon h�s horse, h�s bullet-shaped head bur�ed �n
the astrakan collar of h�s dolman, h�s fat legs st�ck�ng stra�ght out �n the
st�rrups.

The buglers clustered about h�m w�th bugles po�sed, and beh�nd h�m a
staff-off�cer �n a pale blue jacket smoked a c�garette and chatted w�th a
capta�n of hussars. From the road �n front came the sound of fur�ous
gallop�ng and an orderly re�ned up bes�de the colonel, who mot�oned h�m to
the rear w�thout turn�ng h�s head. Then on the left a confused murmur arose
wh�ch ended �n a shout. A hussar passed l�ke the w�nd, followed by another
and another, and then squadron after squadron wh�rled by them �nto the
sheeted m�sts. At that �nstant the colonel reared �n h�s saddle, the bugles
clanged, and the whole battal�on scrambled down the embankment, over the
d�tch and started across the soggy meadow. Almost at once Trent lost h�s
cap. Someth�ng snatched �t from h�s head, he thought �t was a tree branch. A
good many of h�s comrades rolled over �n the slush and �ce, and he
�mag�ned that they had sl�pped. One p�tched r�ght across h�s path and he
stopped to help h�m up, but the man screamed when he touched h�m and an
off�cer shouted, "Forward! Forward!" so he ran on aga�n. It was a long jog
through the m�st, and he was often obl�ged to sh�ft h�s r�fle. When at last
they lay pant�ng beh�nd the ra�lroad embankment, he looked about h�m. He
had felt the need of act�on, of a desperate phys�cal struggle, of k�ll�ng and
crush�ng. He had been se�zed w�th a des�re to fl�ng h�mself among masses
and tear r�ght and left. He longed to f�re, to use the th�n sharp bayonet on
h�s chasse-pot. He had not expected th�s. He w�shed to become exhausted,
to struggle and cut unt�l �ncapable of l�ft�ng h�s arm. Then he had �ntended
to go home. He heard a man say that half the battal�on had gone down �n the
charge, and he saw another exam�n�ng a corpse under the embankment. The
body, st�ll warm, was clothed �n a strange un�form, but even when he
not�ced the sp�ked helmet ly�ng a few �nches further away, he d�d not real�ze
what had happened.



The colonel sat on h�s horse a few feet to the left, h�s eyes sparkl�ng under
the cr�mson kép�. Trent heard h�m reply to an off�cer: "I can hold �t, but
another charge, and I won't have enough men left to sound a bugle."

"Were the Pruss�ans here?" Trent asked of a sold�er who sat w�p�ng the
blood tr�ckl�ng from h�s ha�r.

"Yes. The hussars cleaned them out. We caught the�r cross f�re."
"We are support�ng a battery on the embankment," sa�d another.
Then the battal�on crawled over the embankment and moved along the

l�nes of tw�sted ra�ls. Trent rolled up h�s trousers and tucked them �nto h�s
woollen socks: but they halted aga�n, and some of the men sat down on the
d�smantled ra�lroad track. Trent looked for h�s wounded comrade from the
Beaux Arts. He was stand�ng �n h�s place, very pale. The cannonade had
become terr�f�c. For a moment the m�st l�fted. He caught a gl�mpse of the
f�rst battal�on mot�onless on the ra�lroad track �n front, of reg�ments on
e�ther flank, and then, as the fog settled aga�n, the drums beat and the mus�c
of the bugles began away on the extreme left. A restless movement passed
among the troops, the colonel threw up h�s arm, the drums rolled, and the
battal�on moved off through the fog. They were near the front now for the
battal�on was f�r�ng as �t advanced. Ambulances galloped along the base of
the embankment to the rear, and the hussars passed and repassed l�ke
phantoms. They were �n the front at last, for all about them was movement
and turmo�l, wh�le from the fog, close at hand, came cr�es and groans and
crash�ng volleys. Shells fell everywhere, burst�ng along the embankment,
splash�ng them w�th frozen slush. Trent was fr�ghtened. He began to dread
the unknown, wh�ch lay there crackl�ng and flam�ng �n obscur�ty. The shock
of the cannon s�ckened h�m. He could even see the fog l�ght up w�th a dull
orange as the thunder shook the earth. It was near, he felt certa�n, for the
colonel shouted "Forward!" and the f�rst battal�on was hasten�ng �nto �t. He
felt �ts breath, he trembled, but hurr�ed on. A fearful d�scharge �n front
terr�f�ed h�m. Somewhere �n the fog men were cheer�ng, and the colonel's
horse, stream�ng w�th blood plunged about �n the smoke.

Another blast and shock, r�ght �n h�s face, almost stunned h�m, and he
faltered. All the men to the r�ght were down. H�s head swam; the fog and
smoke stupef�ed h�m. He put out h�s hand for a support and caught
someth�ng. It was the wheel of a gun-carr�age, and a man sprang from
beh�nd �t, a�m�ng a blow at h�s head w�th a rammer, but stumbled back



shr�ek�ng w�th a bayonet through h�s neck, and Trent knew that he had
k�lled. Mechan�cally he stooped to p�ck up h�s r�fle, but the bayonet was
st�ll �n the man, who lay, beat�ng w�th red hands aga�nst the sod. It s�ckened
h�m and he leaned on the cannon. Men were f�ght�ng all around h�m now,
and the a�r was foul w�th smoke and sweat. Somebody se�zed h�m from
beh�nd and another �n front, but others �n turn se�zed them or struck them
sol�d blows. The cl�ck! cl�ck! cl�ck! of bayonets �nfur�ated h�m, and he
grasped the rammer and struck out bl�ndly unt�l �t was sh�vered to p�eces.

A man threw h�s arm around h�s neck and bore h�m to the ground, but he
throttled h�m and ra�sed h�mself on h�s knees. He saw a comrade se�ze the
cannon, and fall across �t w�th h�s skull crushed �n; he saw the colonel
tumble clean out of h�s saddle �nto the mud; then consc�ousness fled.

When he came to h�mself, he was ly�ng on the embankment among the
tw�sted ra�ls. On every s�de huddled men who cr�ed out and cursed and fled
away �nto the fog, and he staggered to h�s feet and followed them. Once he
stopped to help a comrade w�th a bandaged jaw, who could not speak but
clung to h�s arm for a t�me and then fell dead �n the freez�ng m�re; and aga�n
he a�ded another, who groaned: "Trent, c'est mo�—Ph�l�ppe," unt�l a sudden
volley �n the m�dst rel�eved h�m of h�s charge.

An �cy w�nd swept down from the he�ghts, cutt�ng the fog �nto shreds. For
an �nstant, w�th an ev�l leer the sun peered through the naked woods of
V�ncennes, sank l�ke a blood-clot �n the battery smoke, lower, lower, �nto
the blood-soaked pla�n.

IV

When m�dn�ght sounded from the belfry of St. Sulp�ce the gates of Par�s
were st�ll choked w�th fragments of what had once been an army.

They entered w�th the n�ght, a sullen horde, spattered w�th sl�me, fa�nt
w�th hunger and exhaust�on. There was l�ttle d�sorder at f�rst, and the throng
at the gates parted s�lently as the troops tramped along the freez�ng streets.
Confus�on came as the hours passed. Sw�ftly and more sw�ftly, crowd�ng
squadron after squadron and battery on battery, horses plung�ng and
ca�ssons jolt�ng, the remnants from the front surged through the gates, a
chaos of cavalry and art�llery struggl�ng for the r�ght of way. Close upon
them stumbled the �nfantry; here a skeleton of a reg�ment march�ng w�th a
desperate attempt at order, there a r�otous mob of Mob�les crush�ng the�r



way to the streets, then a turmo�l of horsemen, cannon, troops w�thout,
off�cers, off�cers w�thout men, then aga�n a l�ne of ambulances, the wheels
groan�ng under the�r heavy loads.

Dumb w�th m�sery the crowd looked on.
All through the day the ambulances had been arr�v�ng, and all day long the

ragged throng wh�mpered and sh�vered by the barr�ers. At noon the crowd
was �ncreased ten-fold, f�ll�ng the squares about the gates, and swarm�ng
over the �nner fort�f�cat�ons.

At four o'clock �n the afternoon the German batter�es suddenly wreathed
themselves �n smoke, and the shells fell fast on Montparnasse. At twenty
m�nutes after four two project�les struck a house �n the rue de Bac, and a
moment later the f�rst shell fell �n the Lat�n Quarter.

Bra�th was pa�nt�ng �n bed when West came �n very much scared.
"I w�sh you would come down; our house has been knocked �nto a cocked

hat, and I'm afra�d that some of the p�llagers may take �t �nto the�r heads to
pay us a v�s�t to-n�ght."

Bra�th jumped out of bed and bundled h�mself �nto a garment wh�ch had
once been an overcoat.

"Anybody hurt?" he �nqu�red, struggl�ng w�th a sleeve full of d�lap�dated
l�n�ng.

"No. Colette �s barr�caded �n the cellar, and the conc�erge ran away to the
fort�f�cat�ons. There w�ll be a rough gang there �f the bombardment keeps
up. You m�ght help us—"

"Of course," sa�d Bra�th; but �t was not unt�l they had reached the rue
Serpente and had turned �n the passage wh�ch led to West's cellar, that the
latter cr�ed: "Have you seen Jack Trent, to-day?"

"No," repl�ed Bra�th, look�ng troubled, "he was not at Ambulance
Headquarters."

"He stayed to take care of Sylv�a, I suppose."
A bomb came crash�ng through the roof of a house at the end of the alley

and burst �n the basement, shower�ng the street w�th slate and plaster. A
second struck a ch�mney and plunged �nto the garden, followed by an
avalanche of br�cks, and another exploded w�th a deafen�ng report �n the
next street.



They hurr�ed along the passage to the steps wh�ch led to the cellar. Here
aga�n Bra�th stopped.

"Don't you th�nk I had better run up to see �f Jack and Sylv�a are well
entrenched? I can get back before dark."

"No. Go �n and f�nd Colette, and I'll go."
"No, no, let me go, there's no danger."
"I know �t," repl�ed West calmly; and, dragg�ng Bra�th �nto the alley,

po�nted to the cellar steps. The �ron door was barred.
"Colette! Colette!" he called. The door swung �nward, and the g�rl sprang

up the sta�rs to meet them. At that �nstant, Bra�th, glanc�ng beh�nd h�m,
gave a startled cry, and push�ng the two before h�m �nto the cellar, jumped
down after them and slammed the �ron door. A few seconds later a heavy jar
from the outs�de shook the h�nges.

"They are here," muttered West, very pale.
"That door," observed Colette calmly, "w�ll hold for ever."
Bra�th exam�ned the low �ron structure, now trembl�ng w�th the blows

ra�ned on �t from w�thout. West glanced anx�ously at Colette, who d�splayed
no ag�tat�on, and th�s comforted h�m.

"I don't bel�eve they w�ll spend much t�me here," sa�d Bra�th; "they only
rummage �n cellars for sp�r�ts, I �mag�ne."

"Unless they hear that valuables are bur�ed there."
"But surely noth�ng �s bur�ed here?" excla�med Bra�th uneas�ly.
"Unfortunately there �s," growled West. "That m�serly landlord of m�ne—"
A crash from the outs�de, followed by a yell, cut h�m short; then blow

after blow shook the doors, unt�l there came a sharp snap, a cl�nk�ng of
metal and a tr�angular b�t of �ron fell �nwards, leav�ng a hole through wh�ch
struggled a ray of l�ght.

Instantly West knelt, and shov�ng h�s revolver through the aperture f�red
every cartr�dge. For a moment the alley resounded w�th the racket of the
revolver, then absolute s�lence followed.

Presently a s�ngle quest�on�ng blow fell upon the door, and a moment later
another and another, and then a sudden crack z�gzagged across the �ron
plate.



"Here," sa�d West, se�z�ng Colette by the wr�st, "you follow me, Bra�th!"
and he ran sw�ftly toward a c�rcular spot of l�ght at the further end of the
cellar. The spot of l�ght came from a barred man-hole above. West mot�oned
Bra�th to mount on h�s shoulders.

"Push �t over. You must!"
W�th l�ttle effort Bra�th l�fted the barred cover, scrambled out on h�s

stomach, and eas�ly ra�sed Colette from West's shoulders.
"Qu�ck, old chap!" cr�ed the latter.
Bra�th tw�sted h�s legs around a fence-cha�n and leaned down aga�n. The

cellar was flooded w�th a yellow l�ght, and the a�r reeked w�th the stench of
petroleum torches. The �ron door st�ll held, but a whole plate of metal was
gone, and now as they looked a f�gure came creep�ng through, hold�ng a
torch.

"Qu�ck!" wh�spered Bra�th. "Jump!" and West hung dangl�ng unt�l Colette
grasped h�m by the collar, and he was dragged out. Then her nerves gave
way and she wept hyster�cally, but West threw h�s arm around her and led
her across the gardens �nto the next street, where Bra�th, after replac�ng the
man-hole cover and p�l�ng some stone slabs from the wall over �t, rejo�ned
them. It was almost dark. They hurr�ed through the street, now only l�ghted
by burn�ng bu�ld�ngs, or the sw�ft glare of the shells. They gave w�de berth
to the f�res, but at a d�stance saw the fl�tt�ng forms of p�llagers among the
débr�s. Somet�mes they passed a female fury crazed w�th dr�nk shr�ek�ng
anathemas upon the world, or some slouch�ng lout whose blackened face
and hands betrayed h�s share �n the work of destruct�on. At last they
reached the Se�ne and passed the br�dge, and then Bra�th sa�d: "I must go
back. I am not sure of Jack and Sylv�a." As he spoke, he made way for a
crowd wh�ch came trampl�ng across the br�dge, and along the r�ver wall by
the d'Orsay barracks. In the m�dst of �t West caught the measured tread of a
platoon. A lantern passed, a f�le of bayonets, then another lantern wh�ch
gl�mmered on a deathly face beh�nd, and Colette gasped, "Hartman!" and he
was gone. They peered fearfully across the embankment, hold�ng the�r
breath. There was a shuffle of feet on the quay, and the gate of the barracks
slammed. A lantern shone for a moment at the postern, the crowd pressed to
the gr�lle, then came the clang of the volley from the stone parade.

One by one the petroleum torches flared up along the embankment, and
now the whole square was �n mot�on. Down from the Champs Elysées and



across the Place de la Concorde straggled the fragments of the battle, a
company here, and a mob there. They poured �n from every street followed
by women and ch�ldren, and a great murmur, borne on the �cy w�nd, swept
through the Arc de Tr�omphe and down the dark avenue,—"Perdus!
perdus!"

A ragged end of a battal�on was press�ng past, the spectre of ann�h�lat�on.
West groaned. Then a f�gure sprang from the shadowy ranks and called
West's name, and when he saw �t was Trent he cr�ed out. Trent se�zed h�m,
wh�te w�th terror.

"Sylv�a?"
West stared speechless, but Colette moaned, "Oh, Sylv�a! Sylv�a!—and

they are shell�ng the Quarter!"
"Trent!" shouted Bra�th; but he was gone, and they could not overtake

h�m.
The bombardment ceased as Trent crossed the Boulevard St. Germa�n, but

the entrance to the rue de Se�ne was blocked by a heap of smok�ng br�cks.
Everywhere the shells had torn great holes �n the pavement. The café was a
wreck of spl�nters and glass, the book-store tottered, r�pped from roof to
basement, and the l�ttle bakery, long s�nce closed, bulged outward above a
mass of slate and t�n.

He cl�mbed over the steam�ng br�cks and hurr�ed �nto the rue de Tournon.
On the corner a f�re blazed, l�ght�ng up h�s own street, and on the bank wall,
beneath a shattered gas lamp, a ch�ld was wr�t�ng w�th a b�t of c�nder.

"HERE FELL THE FIRST SHELL."
The letters stared h�m �n the face. The rat-k�ller f�n�shed and stepped back

to v�ew h�s work, but catch�ng s�ght of Trent's bayonet, screamed and fled,
and as Trent staggered across the shattered street, from holes and crann�es
�n the ru�ns f�erce women fled from the�r work of p�llage, curs�ng h�m.

At f�rst he could not f�nd h�s house, for the tears bl�nded h�m, but he felt
along the wall and reached the door. A lantern burned �n the conc�erge's
lodge and the old man lay dead bes�de �t. Fa�nt w�th fr�ght he leaned a
moment on h�s r�fle, then, snatch�ng the lantern, sprang up the sta�rs. He
tr�ed to call, but h�s tongue hardly moved. On the second floor he saw
plaster on the sta�rway, and on the th�rd the floor was torn and the conc�erge
lay �n a pool of blood across the land�ng. The next floor was h�s, the�rs. The
door hung from �ts h�nges, the walls gaped. He crept �n and sank down by



the bed, and there two arms were flung around h�s neck, and a tear-sta�ned
face sought h�s own.

"Sylv�a!"
"O Jack! Jack! Jack!"
From the tumbled p�llow bes�de them a ch�ld wa�led.
"They brought �t; �t �s m�ne," she sobbed.
"Ours," he wh�spered, w�th h�s arms around them both.
Then from the sta�rs below came Bra�th's anx�ous vo�ce.
"Trent! Is all well?"



THE STREET OF OUR LADY OF THE
FIELDS

"Et tout les jours passés dans la tr�stesse
Nous sont comptés comme des jours heureux!"

I

The street �s not fash�onable, ne�ther �s �t shabby. It �s a par�ah among
streets—a street w�thout a Quarter. It �s generally understood to l�e outs�de
the pale of the ar�stocrat�c Avenue de l'Observato�re. The students of the
Montparnasse Quarter cons�der �t swell and w�ll have none of �t. The Lat�n
Quarter, from the Luxembourg, �ts northern front�er, sneers at �ts
respectab�l�ty and regards w�th d�sfavour the correctly costumed students
who haunt �t. Few strangers go �nto �t. At t�mes, however, the Lat�n Quarter
students use �t as a thoroughfare between the rue de Rennes and the Bull�er,
but except for that and the weekly afternoon v�s�ts of parents and guard�ans
to the Convent near the rue Vav�n, the street of Our Lady of the F�elds �s as
qu�et as a Passy boulevard. Perhaps the most respectable port�on l�es
between the rue de la Grande Chaum�ère and the rue Vav�n, at least th�s was
the conclus�on arr�ved at by the Reverend Joel Byram, as he rambled
through �t w�th Hast�ngs �n charge. To Hast�ngs the street looked pleasant �n
the br�ght June weather, and he had begun to hope for �ts select�on when the
Reverend Byram sh�ed v�olently at the cross on the Convent oppos�te.

"Jesu�ts," he muttered.
"Well," sa�d Hast�ngs wear�ly, "I �mag�ne we won't f�nd anyth�ng better.

You say yourself that v�ce �s tr�umphant �n Par�s, and �t seems to me that �n
every street we f�nd Jesu�ts or someth�ng worse."

After a moment he repeated, "Or someth�ng worse, wh�ch of course I
would not not�ce except for your k�ndness �n warn�ng me."

Dr. Byram sucked �n h�s l�ps and looked about h�m. He was �mpressed by
the ev�dent respectab�l�ty of the surround�ngs. Then frown�ng at the



Convent he took Hast�ngs' arm and shuffled across the street to an �ron
gateway wh�ch bore the number 201 b�s pa�nted �n wh�te on a blue ground.
Below th�s was a not�ce pr�nted �n Engl�sh:

1. For Porter please oppress once.
2. For Servant please oppress tw�ce.
3. For Parlour please oppress thr�ce.

Hast�ngs touched the electr�c button three t�mes, and they were ushered
through the garden and �nto the parlour by a tr�m ma�d. The d�n�ng-room
door, just beyond, was open, and from the table �n pla�n v�ew a stout
woman hast�ly arose and came toward them. Hast�ngs caught a gl�mpse of a
young man w�th a b�g head and several snuffy old gentlemen at breakfast,
before the door closed and the stout woman waddled �nto the room,
br�ng�ng w�th her an aroma of coffee and a black poodle.

"It ees a pla�s�r to you rece�ve!" she cr�ed. "Mons�eur �s Angl�sh? No?
Amer�ca�n? Off course. My pens�on �t ees for Amer�ca�ns surtout. Here all
sp�k Angleesh, c'est à d�re, ze personnel; ze sa�rvants do sp�k, plus ou
mo�ns, a l�ttle. I am happy to have you comme pens�onna�res—"

"Madame," began Dr. Byram, but was cut short aga�n.
"Ah, yess, I know, ah! mon D�eu! you do not sp�k Fra�nch but you have

come to la�rne! My husband does sp�k Fra�nch w�ss ze pens�onna�res. We
have at ze moment a fam�ly Amer�ca�ne who learn of my husband Fra�nch
—"

Here the poodle growled at Dr. Byram and was promptly cuffed by h�s
m�stress.

"Veux tu!" she cr�ed, w�th a slap, "veux tu! Oh! le v�la�n, oh! le v�la�n!"
"Ma�s, madame," sa�d Hast�ngs, sm�l�ng, "�l n'a pas l'a�r très féroce."
The poodle fled, and h�s m�stress cr�ed, "Ah, ze accent charm�ng! He does

sp�k already Fra�nch l�ke a Par�s�en young gentleman!"
Then Dr. Byram managed to get �n a word or two and gathered more or

less �nformat�on w�th regard to pr�ces.
"It ees a pens�on ser�eux; my cl�entèle ees of ze best, �ndeed a pens�on de

fam�lle where one ees at 'ome."
Then they went upsta�rs to exam�ne Hast�ngs' future quarters, test the bed-

spr�ngs and arrange for the weekly towel allowance. Dr. Byram appeared



sat�sf�ed.
Madame Marotte accompan�ed them to the door and rang for the ma�d, but

as Hast�ngs stepped out �nto the gravel walk, h�s gu�de and mentor paused a
moment and f�xed Madame w�th h�s watery eyes.

"You understand," he sa�d, "that he �s a youth of most careful br�ng�ng up,
and h�s character and morals are w�thout a sta�n. He �s young and has never
been abroad, never even seen a large c�ty, and h�s parents have requested
me, as an old fam�ly fr�end l�v�ng �n Par�s, to see that he �s placed under
good �nfluences. He �s to study art, but on no account would h�s parents
w�sh h�m to l�ve �n the Lat�n Quarter �f they knew of the �mmoral�ty wh�ch
�s r�fe there."

A sound l�ke the cl�ck of a latch �nterrupted h�m and he ra�sed h�s eyes,
but not �n t�me to see the ma�d slap the b�g-headed young man beh�nd the
parlour-door.

Madame coughed, cast a deadly glance beh�nd her and then beamed on
Dr. Byram.

"It ees well zat he come here. The pens�on more ser�ous, �l n'en ex�ste pas,
eet ees not any!" she announced w�th conv�ct�on.

So, as there was noth�ng more to add, Dr. Byram jo�ned Hast�ngs at the
gate.

"I trust," he sa�d, eye�ng the Convent, "that you w�ll make no
acqua�ntances among Jesu�ts!"

Hast�ngs looked at the Convent unt�l a pretty g�rl passed before the gray
façade, and then he looked at her. A young fellow w�th a pa�nt-box and
canvas came sw�ng�ng along, stopped before the pretty g�rl, sa�d someth�ng
dur�ng a br�ef but v�gorous handshake at wh�ch they both laughed, and he
went h�s way, call�ng back, "À dema�n Valent�ne!" as �n the same breath she
cr�ed, "À dema�n!"

"Valent�ne," thought Hast�ngs, "what a qua�nt name;" and he started to
follow the Reverend Joel Byram, who was shuffl�ng towards the nearest
tramway stat�on.

II

"An' you are pleas w�z Par�s, Mons�eur' Astang?" demanded Madame
Marotte the next morn�ng as Hast�ngs came �nto the breakfast-room of the



pens�on, rosy from h�s plunge �n the l�m�ted bath above.
"I am sure I shall l�ke �t," he repl�ed, wonder�ng at h�s own depress�on of

sp�r�ts.
The ma�d brought h�m coffee and rolls. He returned the vacant glance of

the b�g-headed young man and acknowledged d�ff�dently the salutes of the
snuffy old gentlemen. He d�d not try to f�n�sh h�s coffee, and sat crumbl�ng
a roll, unconsc�ous of the sympathet�c glances of Madame Marotte, who
had tact enough not to bother h�m.

Presently a ma�d entered w�th a tray on wh�ch were balanced two bowls of
chocolate, and the snuffy old gentlemen leered at her ankles. The ma�d
depos�ted the chocolate at a table near the w�ndow and sm�led at Hast�ngs.
Then a th�n young lady, followed by her counterpart �n all except years,
marched �nto the room and took the table near the w�ndow. They were
ev�dently Amer�can, but Hast�ngs, �f he expected any s�gn of recogn�t�on,
was d�sappo�nted. To be �gnored by compatr�ots �ntens�f�ed h�s depress�on.
He fumbled w�th h�s kn�fe and looked at h�s plate.

The th�n young lady was talkat�ve enough. She was qu�te aware of
Hast�ngs' presence, ready to be flattered �f he looked at her, but on the other
hand she felt her super�or�ty, for she had been three weeks �n Par�s and he, �t
was easy to see, had not yet unpacked h�s steamer-trunk.

Her conversat�on was complacent. She argued w�th her mother upon the
relat�ve mer�ts of the Louvre and the Bon Marché, but her mother's part of
the d�scuss�on was mostly conf�ned to the observat�on, "Why, Sus�e!"

The snuffy old gentlemen had left the room �n a body, outwardly pol�te
and �nwardly rag�ng. They could not endure the Amer�cans, who f�lled the
room w�th the�r chatter.

The b�g-headed young man looked after them w�th a know�ng cough,
murmur�ng, "Gay old b�rds!"

"They look l�ke bad old men, Mr. Bladen," sa�d the g�rl.
To th�s Mr. Bladen sm�led and sa�d, "They've had the�r day," �n a tone

wh�ch �mpl�ed that he was now hav�ng h�s.
"And that's why they all have baggy eyes," cr�ed the g�rl. "I th�nk �t's a

shame for young gentlemen—"
"Why, Sus�e!" sa�d the mother, and the conversat�on lagged.



After a wh�le Mr. Bladen threw down the Pet�t Journal, wh�ch he da�ly
stud�ed at the expense of the house, and turn�ng to Hast�ngs, started to make
h�mself agreeable. He began by say�ng, "I see you are Amer�can."

To th�s br�ll�ant and or�g�nal open�ng, Hast�ngs, deadly homes�ck, repl�ed
gratefully, and the conversat�on was jud�c�ously nour�shed by observat�ons
from M�ss Sus�e Byng d�st�nctly addressed to Mr. Bladen. In the course of
events M�ss Sus�e, forgett�ng to address herself exclus�vely to Mr. Bladen,
and Hast�ngs reply�ng to her general quest�on, the entente cord�ale was
establ�shed, and Sus�e and her mother extended a protectorate over what
was clearly neutral terr�tory.

"Mr. Hast�ngs, you must not desert the pens�on every even�ng as Mr.
Bladen does. Par�s �s an awful place for young gentlemen, and Mr. Bladen
�s a horr�d cyn�c."

Mr. Bladen looked grat�f�ed.
Hast�ngs answered, "I shall be at the stud�o all day, and I �mag�ne I shall

be glad enough to come back at n�ght."
Mr. Bladen, who, at a salary of f�fteen dollars a week, acted as agent for

the Pewly Manufactur�ng Company of Troy, N.Y., sm�led a scept�cal sm�le
and w�thdrew to keep an appo�ntment w�th a customer on the Boulevard
Magenta.

Hast�ngs walked �nto the garden w�th Mrs. Byng and Sus�e, and, at the�r
�nv�tat�on, sat down �n the shade before the �ron gate.

The chestnut trees st�ll bore the�r fragrant sp�kes of p�nk and wh�te, and
the bees hummed among the roses, trell�sed on the wh�te-walled house.

A fa�nt freshness was �n the a�r. The water�ng carts moved up and down
the street, and a clear stream bubbled over the spotless gutters of the rue de
la Grande Chaum�ère. The sparrows were merry along the curb-stones,
tak�ng bath after bath �n the water and ruffl�ng the�r feathers w�th del�ght. In
a walled garden across the street a pa�r of blackb�rds wh�stled among the
almond trees.

Hast�ngs swallowed the lump �n h�s throat, for the song of the b�rds and
the r�pple of water �n a Par�s gutter brought back to h�m the sunny meadows
of M�llbrook.

"That's a blackb�rd," observed M�ss Byng; "see h�m there on the bush w�th
p�nk blossoms. He's all black except h�s b�ll, and that looks as �f �t had been



d�pped �n an omelet, as some Frenchman says—"
"Why, Sus�e!" sa�d Mrs. Byng.
"That garden belongs to a stud�o �nhab�ted by two Amer�cans," cont�nued

the g�rl serenely, "and I often see them pass. They seem to need a great
many models, mostly young and fem�n�ne—"

"Why, Sus�e!"
"Perhaps they prefer pa�nt�ng that k�nd, but I don't see why they should

�nv�te f�ve, w�th three more young gentlemen, and all get �nto two cabs and
dr�ve away s�ng�ng. Th�s street," she cont�nued, "�s dull. There �s noth�ng to
see except the garden and a gl�mpse of the Boulevard Montparnasse
through the rue de la Grande Chaum�ère. No one ever passes except a
pol�ceman. There �s a convent on the corner."

"I thought �t was a Jesu�t College," began Hast�ngs, but was at once
overwhelmed w�th a Baedecker descr�pt�on of the place, end�ng w�th, "On
one s�de stand the palat�al hotels of Jean Paul Laurens and Gu�llaume
Bouguereau, and oppos�te, �n the l�ttle Passage Stan�slas, Carolus Duran
pa�nts the masterp�eces wh�ch charm the world."

The blackb�rd burst �nto a r�pple of golden throaty notes, and from some
d�stant green spot �n the c�ty an unknown w�ld-b�rd answered w�th a frenzy
of l�qu�d tr�lls unt�l the sparrows paused �n the�r ablut�ons to look up w�th
restless ch�rps.

Then a butterfly came and sat on a cluster of hel�otrope and waved h�s
cr�mson-banded w�ngs �n the hot sunsh�ne. Hast�ngs knew h�m for a fr�end,
and before h�s eyes there came a v�s�on of tall mulle�ns and scented
m�lkweed al�ve w�th pa�nted w�ngs, a v�s�on of a wh�te house and
woodb�ne-covered p�azza,—a gl�mpse of a man read�ng and a woman
lean�ng over the pansy bed,—and h�s heart was full. He was startled a
moment later by M�ss Byng.

"I bel�eve you are homes�ck!" Hast�ngs blushed. M�ss Byng looked at h�m
w�th a sympathet�c s�gh and cont�nued: "Whenever I felt homes�ck at f�rst I
used to go w�th mamma and walk �n the Luxembourg Gardens. I don't know
why �t �s, but those old-fash�oned gardens seemed to br�ng me nearer home
than anyth�ng �n th�s art�f�c�al c�ty."

"But they are full of marble statues," sa�d Mrs. Byng m�ldly; "I don't see
the resemblance myself."



"Where �s the Luxembourg?" �nqu�red Hast�ngs after a s�lence.
"Come w�th me to the gate," sa�d M�ss Byng. He rose and followed her,

and she po�nted out the rue Vav�n at the foot of the street.
"You pass by the convent to the r�ght," she sm�led; and Hast�ngs went.

III

The Luxembourg was a blaze of flowers. He walked slowly through the
long avenues of trees, past mossy marbles and old-t�me columns, and
thread�ng the grove by the bronze l�on, came upon the tree-crowned terrace
above the founta�n. Below lay the bas�n sh�n�ng �n the sunl�ght. Flower�ng
almonds enc�rcled the terrace, and, �n a greater sp�ral, groves of chestnuts
wound �n and out and down among the mo�st th�ckets by the western palace
w�ng. At one end of the avenue of trees the Observatory rose, �ts wh�te
domes p�led up l�ke an eastern mosque; at the other end stood the heavy
palace, w�th every w�ndow-pane ablaze �n the f�erce sun of June.

Around the founta�n, ch�ldren and wh�te-capped nurses armed w�th
bamboo poles were push�ng toy boats, whose sa�ls hung l�mp �n the
sunsh�ne. A dark pol�ceman, wear�ng red epaulettes and a dress sword,
watched them for a wh�le and then went away to remonstrate w�th a young
man who had uncha�ned h�s dog. The dog was pleasantly occup�ed �n
rubb�ng grass and d�rt �nto h�s back wh�le h�s legs waved �nto the a�r.

The pol�ceman po�nted at the dog. He was speechless w�th �nd�gnat�on.
"Well, Capta�n," sm�led the young fellow.
"Well, Mons�eur Student," growled the pol�ceman.
"What do you come and compla�n to me for?"
"If you don't cha�n h�m I'll take h�m," shouted the pol�ceman.
"What's that to me, mon cap�ta�ne?"
"Wha—t! Isn't that bull-dog yours?"
"If �t was, don't you suppose I'd cha�n h�m?"
The off�cer glared for a moment �n s�lence, then dec�d�ng that as he was a

student he was w�cked, grabbed at the dog, who promptly dodged. Around
and around the flower-beds they raced, and when the off�cer came too near
for comfort, the bull-dog cut across a flower-bed, wh�ch perhaps was not
play�ng fa�r.



The young man was amused, and the dog also seemed to enjoy the
exerc�se.

The pol�ceman not�ced th�s and dec�ded to str�ke at the founta�n-head of
the ev�l. He stormed up to the student and sa�d, "As the owner of th�s publ�c
nu�sance I arrest you!"

"But," objected the other, "I d�scla�m the dog."
That was a poser. It was useless to attempt to catch the dog unt�l three

gardeners lent a hand, but then the dog s�mply ran away and d�sappeared �n
the rue de Med�c�.

The pol�ceman shambled off to f�nd consolat�on among the wh�te-capped
nurses, and the student, look�ng at h�s watch, stood up yawn�ng. Then
catch�ng s�ght of Hast�ngs, he sm�led and bowed. Hast�ngs walked over to
the marble, laugh�ng.

"Why, Cl�fford," he sa�d, "I d�dn't recogn�ze you."
"It's my moustache," s�ghed the other. "I sacr�f�ced �t to humour a wh�m of

—of—a fr�end. What do you th�nk of my dog?"
"Then he �s yours?" cr�ed Hast�ngs.
"Of course. It's a pleasant change for h�m, th�s play�ng tag w�th pol�cemen,

but he �s known now and I'll have to stop �t. He's gone home. He always
does when the gardeners take a hand. It's a p�ty; he's fond of roll�ng on
lawns." Then they chatted for a moment of Hast�ngs' prospects, and Cl�fford
pol�tely offered to stand h�s sponsor at the stud�o.

"You see, old tabby, I mean Dr. Byram, told me about you before I met
you," expla�ned Cl�fford, "and Ell�ott and I w�ll be glad to do anyth�ng we
can." Then look�ng at h�s watch aga�n, he muttered, "I have just ten m�nutes
to catch the Versa�lles tra�n; au revo�r," and started to go, but catch�ng s�ght
of a g�rl advanc�ng by the founta�n, took off h�s hat w�th a confused sm�le.

"Why are you not at Versa�lles?" she sa�d, w�th an almost �mpercept�ble
acknowledgment of Hast�ngs' presence.

"I—I'm go�ng," murmured Cl�fford.
For a moment they faced each other, and then Cl�fford, very red,

stammered, "W�th your perm�ss�on I have the honour of present�ng to you
my fr�end, Mons�eur Hast�ngs."

Hast�ngs bowed low. She sm�led very sweetly, but there was someth�ng of
mal�ce �n the qu�et �ncl�nat�on of her small Par�s�enne head.



"I could have w�shed," she sa�d, "that Mons�eur Cl�fford m�ght spare me
more t�me when he br�ngs w�th h�m so charm�ng an Amer�can."

"Must—must I go, Valent�ne?" began Cl�fford.
"Certa�nly," she repl�ed.
Cl�fford took h�s leave w�th very bad grace, w�nc�ng, when she added,

"And g�ve my dearest love to Céc�le!" As he d�sappeared �n the rue d'Assas,
the g�rl turned as �f to go, but then suddenly remember�ng Hast�ngs, looked
at h�m and shook her head.

"Mons�eur Cl�fford �s so perfectly hare-bra�ned," she sm�led, "�t �s
embarrass�ng somet�mes. You have heard, of course, all about h�s success at
the Salon?"

He looked puzzled and she not�ced �t.
"You have been to the Salon, of course?"
"Why, no," he answered, "I only arr�ved �n Par�s three days ago."
She seemed to pay l�ttle heed to h�s explanat�on, but cont�nued: "Nobody

�mag�ned he had the energy to do anyth�ng good, but on varn�sh�ng day the
Salon was aston�shed by the entrance of Mons�eur Cl�fford, who strolled
about as bland as you please w�th an orch�d �n h�s buttonhole, and a
beaut�ful p�cture on the l�ne."

She sm�led to herself at the rem�n�scence, and looked at the founta�n.
"Mons�eur Bouguereau told me that Mons�eur Jul�an was so aston�shed

that he only shook hands w�th Mons�eur Cl�fford �n a dazed manner, and
actually forgot to pat h�m on the back! Fancy," she cont�nued w�th much
merr�ment, "fancy papa Jul�an forgett�ng to pat one on the back."

Hast�ngs, wonder�ng at her acqua�ntance w�th the great Bouguereau,
looked at her w�th respect. "May I ask," he sa�d d�ff�dently, "whether you
are a pup�l of Bouguereau?"

"I?" she sa�d �n some surpr�se. Then she looked at h�m cur�ously. Was he
perm�tt�ng h�mself the l�berty of jok�ng on such short acqua�ntance?

H�s pleasant ser�ous face quest�oned hers.
"T�ens," she thought, "what a droll man!"
"You surely study art?" he sa�d.
She leaned back on the crooked st�ck of her parasol, and looked at h�m.

"Why do you th�nk so?"



"Because you speak as �f you d�d."
"You are mak�ng fun of me," she sa�d, "and �t �s not good taste."
She stopped, confused, as he coloured to the roots of h�s ha�r.
"How long have you been �n Par�s?" she sa�d at length.
"Three days," he repl�ed gravely.
"But—but—surely you are not a nouveau! You speak French too well!"
Then after a pause, "Really are you a nouveau?"
"I am," he sa�d.
She sat down on the marble bench lately occup�ed by Cl�fford, and t�lt�ng

her parasol over her small head looked at h�m.
"I don't bel�eve �t."
He felt the compl�ment, and for a moment hes�tated to declare h�mself one

of the desp�sed. Then muster�ng up h�s courage, he told her how new and
green he was, and all w�th a frankness wh�ch made her blue eyes open very
w�de and her l�ps part �n the sweetest of sm�les.

"You have never seen a stud�o?"
"Never."
"Nor a model?"
"No."
"How funny," she sa�d solemnly. Then they both laughed.
"And you," he sa�d, "have seen stud�os?"
"Hundreds."
"And models?"
"M�ll�ons."
"And you know Bouguereau?"
"Yes, and Henner, and Constant and Laurens, and Puv�s de Chavannes and

Dagnan and Courto�s, and—and all the rest of them!"
"And yet you say you are not an art�st."
"Pardon," she sa�d gravely, "d�d I say I was not?"
"Won't you tell me?" he hes�tated.
At f�rst she looked at h�m, shak�ng her head and sm�l�ng, then of a sudden

her eyes fell and she began trac�ng f�gures w�th her parasol �n the gravel at
her feet. Hast�ngs had taken a place on the seat, and now, w�th h�s elbows



on h�s knees, sat watch�ng the spray dr�ft�ng above the founta�n jet. A small
boy, dressed as a sa�lor, stood pok�ng h�s yacht and cry�ng, "I won't go
home! I won't go home!" H�s nurse ra�sed her hands to Heaven.

"Just l�ke a l�ttle Amer�can boy," thought Hast�ngs, and a pang of
homes�ckness shot through h�m.

Presently the nurse captured the boat, and the small boy stood at bay.
"Mons�eur René, when you dec�de to come here you may have your boat."
The boy backed away scowl�ng.
"G�ve me my boat, I say," he cr�ed, "and don't call me René, for my

name's Randall and you know �t!"
"Hello!" sa�d Hast�ngs,—"Randall?—that's Engl�sh."
"I am Amer�can," announced the boy �n perfectly good Engl�sh, turn�ng to

look at Hast�ngs, "and she's such a fool she calls me René because mamma
calls me Ranny—"

Here he dodged the exasperated nurse and took up h�s stat�on beh�nd
Hast�ngs, who laughed, and catch�ng h�m around the wa�st l�fted h�m �nto
h�s lap.

"One of my countrymen," he sa�d to the g�rl bes�de h�m. He sm�led wh�le
he spoke, but there was a queer feel�ng �n h�s throat.

"Don't you see the stars and str�pes on my yacht?" demanded Randall.
Sure enough, the Amer�can colours hung l�mply under the nurse's arm.

"Oh," cr�ed the g�rl, "he �s charm�ng," and �mpuls�vely stooped to k�ss
h�m, but the �nfant Randall wr�ggled out of Hast�ngs' arms, and h�s nurse
pounced upon h�m w�th an angry glance at the g�rl.

She reddened and then b�t her l�ps as the nurse, w�th eyes st�ll f�xed on her,
dragged the ch�ld away and ostentat�ously w�ped h�s l�ps w�th her
handkerch�ef.

Then she stole a look at Hast�ngs and b�t her l�p aga�n.
"What an �ll-tempered woman!" he sa�d. "In Amer�ca, most nurses are

flattered when people k�ss the�r ch�ldren."
For an �nstant she t�pped the parasol to h�de her face, then closed �t w�th a

snap and looked at h�m def�antly.
"Do you th�nk �t strange that she objected?"
"Why not?" he sa�d �n surpr�se.



Aga�n she looked at h�m w�th qu�ck search�ng eyes.
H�s eyes were clear and br�ght, and he sm�led back, repeat�ng, "Why not?"
"You are droll," she murmured, bend�ng her head.
"Why?"
But she made no answer, and sat s�lent, trac�ng curves and c�rcles �n the

dust w�th her parasol. After a wh�le he sa�d—"I am glad to see that young
people have so much l�berty here. I understood that the French were not at
all l�ke us. You know �n Amer�ca—or at least where I l�ve �n M�lbrook, g�rls
have every l�berty,—go out alone and rece�ve the�r fr�ends alone, and I was
afra�d I should m�ss �t here. But I see how �t �s now, and I am glad I was
m�staken."

She ra�sed her eyes to h�s and kept them there.
He cont�nued pleasantly—"S�nce I have sat here I have seen a lot of pretty

g�rls walk�ng alone on the terrace there,—and then you are alone too. Tell
me, for I do not know French customs,—do you have the l�berty of go�ng to
the theatre w�thout a chaperone?"

For a long t�me she stud�ed h�s face, and then w�th a trembl�ng sm�le sa�d,
"Why do you ask me?"

"Because you must know, of course," he sa�d ga�ly.
"Yes," she repl�ed �nd�fferently, "I know."
He wa�ted for an answer, but gett�ng none, dec�ded that perhaps she had

m�sunderstood h�m.
"I hope you don't th�nk I mean to presume on our short acqua�ntance," he

began,—"�n fact �t �s very odd but I don't know your name. When Mr.
Cl�fford presented me he only ment�oned m�ne. Is that the custom �n
France?"

"It �s the custom �n the Lat�n Quarter," she sa�d w�th a queer l�ght �n her
eyes. Then suddenly she began talk�ng almost fever�shly.

"You must know, Mons�eur Hast�ngs, that we are all un peu sans gêne
here �n the Lat�n Quarter. We are very Bohem�an, and et�quette and
ceremony are out of place. It was for that Mons�eur Cl�fford presented you
to me w�th small ceremony, and left us together w�th less,—only for that,
and I am h�s fr�end, and I have many fr�ends �n the Lat�n Quarter, and we all
know each other very well—and I am not study�ng art, but—but—"

"But what?" he sa�d, bew�ldered.



"I shall not tell you,—�t �s a secret," she sa�d w�th an uncerta�n sm�le. On
both cheeks a p�nk spot was burn�ng, and her eyes were very br�ght.

Then �n a moment her face fell. "Do you know Mons�eur Cl�fford very
�nt�mately?"

"Not very."
After a wh�le she turned to h�m, grave and a l�ttle pale.
"My name �s Valent�ne—Valent�ne T�ssot. M�ght—m�ght I ask a serv�ce

of you on such very short acqua�ntance?"
"Oh," he cr�ed, "I should be honoured."
"It �s only th�s," she sa�d gently, "�t �s not much. Prom�se me not to speak

to Mons�eur Cl�fford about me. Prom�se me that you w�ll speak to no one
about me."

"I prom�se," he sa�d, greatly puzzled.
She laughed nervously. "I w�sh to rema�n a mystery. It �s a capr�ce."
"But," he began, "I had w�shed, I had hoped that you m�ght g�ve Mons�eur

Cl�fford perm�ss�on to br�ng me, to present me at your house."
"My—my house!" she repeated.
"I mean, where you l�ve, �n fact, to present me to your fam�ly."
The change �n the g�rl's face shocked h�m.
"I beg your pardon," he cr�ed, "I have hurt you."
And as qu�ck as a flash she understood h�m because she was a woman.
"My parents are dead," she sa�d.
Presently he began aga�n, very gently.
"Would �t d�splease you �f I beg you to rece�ve me? It �s the custom?"
"I cannot," she answered. Then glanc�ng up at h�m, "I am sorry; I should

l�ke to; but bel�eve me. I cannot."
He bowed ser�ously and looked vaguely uneasy.
"It �sn't because I don't w�sh to. I—I l�ke you; you are very k�nd to me."
"K�nd?" he cr�ed, surpr�sed and puzzled.
"I l�ke you," she sa�d slowly, "and we w�ll see each other somet�mes �f you

w�ll."
"At fr�ends' houses."
"No, not at fr�ends' houses."



"Where?"
"Here," she sa�d w�th def�ant eyes.
"Why," he cr�ed, "�n Par�s you are much more l�beral �n your v�ews than

we are."
She looked at h�m cur�ously.
"Yes, we are very Bohem�an."
"I th�nk �t �s charm�ng," he declared.
"You see, we shall be �n the best of soc�ety," she ventured t�m�dly, w�th a

pretty gesture toward the statues of the dead queens, ranged �n stately ranks
above the terrace.

He looked at her, del�ghted, and she br�ghtened at the success of her
�nnocent l�ttle pleasantry.

"Indeed," she sm�led, "I shall be well chaperoned, because you see we are
under the protect�on of the gods themselves; look, there are Apollo, and
Juno, and Venus, on the�r pedestals," count�ng them on her small gloved
f�ngers, "and Ceres, Hercules, and—but I can't make out—"

Hast�ngs turned to look up at the w�nged god under whose shadow they
were seated.

"Why, �t's Love," he sa�d.

IV

"There �s a nouveau here," drawled Laffat, lean�ng around h�s easel and
address�ng h�s fr�end Bowles, "there �s a nouveau here who �s so tender and
green and appet�z�ng that Heaven help h�m �f he should fall �nto a salad
bowl."

"Hayseed?" �nqu�red Bowles, plaster�ng �n a background w�th a broken
palette-kn�fe and squ�nt�ng at the effect w�th approval.

"Yes, Squeedunk or Oshkosh, and how he ever grew up among the da�s�es
and escaped the cows, Heaven alone knows!"

Bowles rubbed h�s thumb across the outl�nes of h�s study to "throw �n a
l�ttle atmosphere," as he sa�d, glared at the model, pulled at h�s p�pe and
f�nd�ng �t out struck a match on h�s ne�ghbour's back to rel�ght �t.

"H�s name," cont�nued Laffat, hurl�ng a b�t of bread at the hat-rack, "h�s
name �s Hast�ngs. He �s a berry. He knows no more about the world,"—and



here Mr. Laffat's face spoke volumes for h�s own knowledge of that planet,
—"than a ma�den cat on �ts f�rst moonl�ght stroll."

Bowles now hav�ng succeeded �n l�ght�ng h�s p�pe, repeated the thumb
touch on the other edge of the study and sa�d, "Ah!"

"Yes," cont�nued h�s fr�end, "and would you �mag�ne �t, he seems to th�nk
that everyth�ng here goes on as �t does �n h�s d——d l�ttle backwoods ranch
at home; talks about the pretty g�rls who walk alone �n the street; says how
sens�ble �t �s; and how French parents are m�srepresented �n Amer�ca; says
that for h�s part he f�nds French g�rls,—and he confessed to only know�ng
one,—as jolly as Amer�can g�rls. I tr�ed to set h�m r�ght, tr�ed to g�ve h�m a
po�nter as to what sort of lad�es walk about alone or w�th students, and he
was e�ther too stup�d or too �nnocent to catch on. Then I gave �t to h�m
stra�ght, and he sa�d I was a v�le-m�nded fool and marched off."

"D�d you ass�st h�m w�th your shoe?" �nqu�red Bowles, langu�dly
�nterested.

"Well, no."
"He called you a v�le-m�nded fool."
"He was correct," sa�d Cl�fford from h�s easel �n front.
"What—what do you mean?" demanded Laffat, turn�ng red.
"That," repl�ed Cl�fford.
"Who spoke to you? Is th�s your bus�ness?" sneered Bowles, but nearly

lost h�s balance as Cl�fford swung about and eyed h�m.
"Yes," he sa�d slowly, "�t's my bus�ness."
No one spoke for some t�me.
Then Cl�fford sang out, "I say, Hast�ngs!"
And when Hast�ngs left h�s easel and came around, he nodded toward the

aston�shed Laffat.
"Th�s man has been d�sagreeable to you, and I want to tell you that any

t�me you feel �ncl�ned to k�ck h�m, why, I w�ll hold the other creature."
Hast�ngs, embarrassed, sa�d, "Why no, I don't agree w�th h�s �deas,

noth�ng more."
Cl�fford sa�d "Naturally," and sl�pp�ng h�s arm through Hast�ngs', strolled

about w�th h�m, and �ntroduced h�m to several of h�s own fr�ends, at wh�ch
all the nouveaux opened the�r eyes w�th envy, and the stud�o were g�ven to



understand that Hast�ngs, although prepared to do men�al work as the latest
nouveau, was already w�th�n the charmed c�rcle of the old, respected and
feared, the truly great.

The rest f�n�shed, the model resumed h�s place, and work went on �n a
chorus of songs and yells and every ear-spl�tt�ng no�se wh�ch the art student
utters when study�ng the beaut�ful.

F�ve o'clock struck,—the model yawned, stretched and cl�mbed �nto h�s
trousers, and the no�sy contents of s�x stud�os crowded through the hall and
down �nto the street. Ten m�nutes later, Hast�ngs found h�mself on top of a
Montrouge tram, and shortly afterward was jo�ned by Cl�fford.

They cl�mbed down at the rue Gay Lussac.
"I always stop here," observed Cl�fford, "I l�ke the walk through the

Luxembourg."
"By the way," sa�d Hast�ngs, "how can I call on you when I don't know

where you l�ve?"
"Why, I l�ve oppos�te you."
"What—the stud�o �n the garden where the almond trees are and the

blackb�rds—"
"Exactly," sa�d Cl�fford. "I'm w�th my fr�end Ell�ott."
Hast�ngs thought of the descr�pt�on of the two Amer�can art�sts wh�ch he

had heard from M�ss Sus�e Byng, and looked blank.
Cl�fford cont�nued, "Perhaps you had better let me know when you th�nk

of com�ng so,—so that I w�ll be sure to—to be there," he ended rather
lamely.

"I shouldn't care to meet any of your model fr�ends there," sa�d Hast�ngs,
sm�l�ng. "You know—my �deas are rather stra�tlaced,—I suppose you
would say, Pur�tan�cal. I shouldn't enjoy �t and wouldn't know how to
behave."

"Oh, I understand," sa�d Cl�fford, but added w�th great cord�al�ty,—"I'm
sure we'll be fr�ends although you may not approve of me and my set, but
you w�ll l�ke Severn and Selby because—because, well, they are l�ke
yourself, old chap."

After a moment he cont�nued, "There �s someth�ng I want to speak about.
You see, when I �ntroduced you, last week, �n the Luxembourg, to Valent�ne
—"



"Not a word!" cr�ed Hast�ngs, sm�l�ng; "you must not tell me a word of
her!"

"Why—"
"No—not a word!" he sa�d ga�ly. "I �ns�st,—prom�se me upon your honour

you w�ll not speak of her unt�l I g�ve you perm�ss�on; prom�se!"
"I prom�se," sa�d Cl�fford, amazed.
"She �s a charm�ng g�rl,—we had such a del�ghtful chat after you left, and

I thank you for present�ng me, but not another word about her unt�l I g�ve
you perm�ss�on."

"Oh," murmured Cl�fford.
"Remember your prom�se," he sm�led, as he turned �nto h�s gateway.
Cl�fford strolled across the street and, travers�ng the �vy-covered alley,

entered h�s garden.
He felt for h�s stud�o key, mutter�ng, "I wonder—I wonder,—but of course

he doesn't!"
He entered the hallway, and f�tt�ng the key �nto the door, stood star�ng at

the two cards tacked over the panels.
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"Why the dev�l doesn't he want me to speak of her?"
He opened the door, and, d�scourag�ng the caresses of two br�ndle bull-

dogs, sank down on the sofa.
Ell�ott sat smok�ng and sketch�ng w�th a p�ece of charcoal by the w�ndow.
"Hello," he sa�d w�thout look�ng around.
Cl�fford gazed absently at the back of h�s head, murmur�ng, "I'm afra�d,

I'm afra�d that man �s too �nnocent. I say, Ell�ott," he sa�d, at last, "Hast�ngs,
—you know the chap that old Tabby Byram came around here to tell us
about—the day you had to h�de Colette �n the armo�re—"

"Yes, what's up?"
"Oh, noth�ng. He's a br�ck."
"Yes," sa�d Ell�ott, w�thout enthus�asm.
"Don't you th�nk so?" demanded Cl�fford.



"Why yes, but he �s go�ng to have a tough t�me when some of h�s �llus�ons
are d�spelled."

"More shame to those who d�spel 'em!"
"Yes,—wa�t unt�l he comes to pay h�s call on us, unexpectedly, of course

—"
Cl�fford looked v�rtuous and l�ghted a c�gar.
"I was just go�ng to say," he observed, "that I have asked h�m not to come

w�thout lett�ng us know, so I can postpone any org�e you may have �ntended
—"

"Ah!" cr�ed Ell�ott �nd�gnantly, "I suppose you put �t to h�m �n that way."
"Not exactly," gr�nned Cl�fford. Then more ser�ously, "I don't want

anyth�ng to occur here to bother h�m. He's a br�ck, and �t's a p�ty we can't be
more l�ke h�m."

"I am," observed Ell�ott complacently, "only l�v�ng w�th you—"
"L�sten!" cr�ed the other. "I have managed to put my foot �n �t �n great

style. Do you know what I've done? Well—the f�rst t�me I met h�m �n the
street,—or rather, �t was �n the Luxembourg, I �ntroduced h�m to Valent�ne!"

"D�d he object?"
"Bel�eve me," sa�d Cl�fford, solemnly, "th�s rust�c Hast�ngs has no more

�dea that Valent�ne �s—�s—�n fact �s Valent�ne, than he has that he h�mself
�s a beaut�ful example of moral decency �n a Quarter where morals are as
rare as elephants. I heard enough �n a conversat�on between that blackguard
Loffat and the l�ttle �mmoral erupt�on, Bowles, to open my eyes. I tell you
Hast�ngs �s a trump! He's a healthy, clean-m�nded young fellow, bred �n a
small country v�llage, brought up w�th the �dea that saloons are way-stat�ons
to hell—and as for women—"

"Well?" demanded Ell�ott
"Well," sa�d Cl�fford, "h�s �dea of the dangerous woman �s probably a

pa�nted Jezabel."
"Probably," repl�ed the other.
"He's a trump!" sa�d Cl�fford, "and �f he swears the world �s as good and

pure as h�s own heart, I'll swear he's r�ght."
Ell�ott rubbed h�s charcoal on h�s f�le to get a po�nt and turned to h�s

sketch say�ng, "He w�ll never hear any pess�m�sm from R�chard Osborne



E."
"He's a lesson to me," sa�d Cl�fford. Then he unfolded a small perfumed

note, wr�tten on rose-coloured paper, wh�ch had been ly�ng on the table
before h�m.

He read �t, sm�led, wh�stled a bar or two from "M�ss Helyett," and sat
down to answer �t on h�s best cream-la�d note-paper. When �t was wr�tten
and sealed, he p�cked up h�s st�ck and marched up and down the stud�o two
or three t�mes, wh�stl�ng.

"Go�ng out?" �nqu�red the other, w�thout turn�ng.
"Yes," he sa�d, but l�ngered a moment over Ell�ott's shoulder, watch�ng

h�m p�ck out the l�ghts �n h�s sketch w�th a b�t of bread.
"To-morrow �s Sunday," he observed after a moment's s�lence.
"Well?" �nqu�red Ell�ott.
"Have you seen Colette?"
"No, I w�ll to-n�ght. She and Rowden and Jacquel�ne are com�ng to

Boulant's. I suppose you and Céc�le w�ll be there?"



"Well, no," repl�ed Cl�fford. "Céc�le d�nes at home to-n�ght, and I—I had
an �dea of go�ng to M�gnon's."

Ell�ott looked at h�m w�th d�sapproval.
"You can make all the arrangements for La Roche w�thout me," he

cont�nued, avo�d�ng Ell�ott's eyes.
"What are you up to now?"
"Noth�ng," protested Cl�fford.
"Don't tell me," repl�ed h�s chum, w�th scorn; "fellows don't rush off to

M�gnon's when the set d�ne at Boulant's. Who �s �t now?—but no, I won't
ask that,—what's the use!" Then he l�fted up h�s vo�ce �n compla�nt and beat
upon the table w�th h�s p�pe. "What's the use of ever try�ng to keep track of
you? What w�ll Céc�le say,—oh, yes, what w�ll she say? It's a p�ty you can't
be constant two months, yes, by Jove! and the Quarter �s �ndulgent, but you
abuse �ts good nature and m�ne too!"

Presently he arose, and jamm�ng h�s hat on h�s head, marched to the door.
"Heaven alone knows why any one puts up w�th your ant�cs, but they all

do and so do I. If I were Céc�le or any of the other pretty fools after whom
you have toddled and w�ll, �n all human probab�l�t�es, cont�nue to toddle, I
say, �f I were Céc�le I'd spank you! Now I'm go�ng to Boulant's, and as
usual I shall make excuses for you and arrange the affa�r, and I don't care a
cont�nental where you are go�ng, but, by the skull of the stud�o skeleton! �f
you don't turn up to-morrow w�th your sketch�ng-k�t under one arm and
Céc�le under the other,—�f you don't turn up �n good shape, I'm done w�th
you, and the rest can th�nk what they please. Good-n�ght."

Cl�fford sa�d good-n�ght w�th as pleasant a sm�le as he could muster, and
then sat down w�th h�s eyes on the door. He took out h�s watch and gave
Ell�ott ten m�nutes to van�sh, then rang the conc�erge's call, murmur�ng, "Oh
dear, oh dear, why the dev�l do I do �t?"

"Alfred," he sa�d, as that g�mlet-eyed person answered the call, "make
yourself clean and proper, Alfred, and replace your sabots w�th a pa�r of
shoes. Then put on your best hat and take th�s letter to the b�g wh�te house
�n the Rue de Dragon. There �s no answer, mon pet�t Alfred."

The conc�erge departed w�th a snort �n wh�ch unw�ll�ngness for the errand
and affect�on for M. Cl�fford were blended. Then w�th great care the young
fellow arrayed h�mself �n all the beaut�es of h�s and Ell�ott's wardrobe. He



took h�s t�me about �t, and occas�onally �nterrupted h�s to�let to play h�s
banjo or make pleas�ng d�vers�on for the bull-dogs by gambl�ng about on all
fours. "I've got two hours before me," he thought, and borrowed a pa�r of
Ell�ott's s�lken foot-gear, w�th wh�ch he and the dogs played ball unt�l he
dec�ded to put them on. Then he l�ghted a c�garette and �nspected h�s dress-
coat. When he had empt�ed �t of four handkerch�efs, a fan, and a pa�r of
crumpled gloves as long as h�s arm, he dec�ded �t was not su�ted to add
éclat to h�s charms and cast about �n h�s m�nd for a subst�tute. Ell�ott was
too th�n, and, anyway, h�s coats were now under lock and key. Rowden
probably was as badly off as h�mself. Hast�ngs! Hast�ngs was the man! But
when he threw on a smok�ng-jacket and sauntered over to Hast�ngs' house,
he was �nformed that he had been gone over an hour.

"Now, where �n the name of all that's reasonable could he have gone!"
muttered Cl�fford, look�ng down the street.

The ma�d d�dn't know, so he bestowed upon her a fasc�nat�ng sm�le and
lounged back to the stud�o.

Hast�ngs was not far away. The Luxembourg �s w�th�n f�ve m�nutes' walk
of the rue Notre Dame des Champs, and there he sat under the shadow of a
w�nged god, and there he had sat for an hour, pok�ng holes �n the dust and
watch�ng the steps wh�ch lead from the northern terrace to the founta�n. The
sun hung, a purple globe, above the m�sty h�lls of Meudon. Long streamers
of clouds touched w�th rose swept low on the western sky, and the dome of
the d�stant Inval�des burned l�ke an opal through the haze. Beh�nd the
Palace the smoke from a h�gh ch�mney mounted stra�ght �nto the a�r, purple
unt�l �t crossed the sun, where �t changed to a bar of smoulder�ng f�re. H�gh
above the darken�ng fol�age of the chestnuts the tw�n towers of St. Sulp�ce
rose, an ever-deepen�ng s�lhouette.

A sleepy blackb�rd was caroll�ng �n some near th�cket, and p�geons passed
and repassed w�th the wh�sper of soft w�nds �n the�r w�ngs. The l�ght on the
Palace w�ndows had d�ed away, and the dome of the Pantheon swam aglow
above the northern terrace, a f�ery Valhalla �n the sky; wh�le below �n gr�m
array, along the terrace ranged, the marble ranks of queens looked out �nto
the west.

From the end of the long walk by the northern façade of the Palace came
the no�se of omn�buses and the cr�es of the street. Hast�ngs looked at the
Palace clock. S�x, and as h�s own watch agreed w�th �t, he fell to pok�ng



holes �n the gravel aga�n. A constant stream of people passed between the
Odéon and the founta�n. Pr�ests �n black, w�th s�lver-buckled shoes; l�ne
sold�ers, slouchy and rak�sh; neat g�rls w�thout hats bear�ng m�ll�ners'
boxes, students w�th black portfol�os and h�gh hats, students w�th bérets and
b�g canes, nervous, qu�ck-stepp�ng off�cers, symphon�es �n turquo�se and
s�lver; ponderous jangl�ng cavalrymen all over dust, pastry cooks' boys
sk�pp�ng along w�th utter d�sregard for the safety of the basket balanced on
the �mp�sh head, and then the lean outcast, the shambl�ng Par�s tramp,
slouch�ng w�th shoulders bent and l�ttle eye furt�vely scann�ng the ground
for smokers' refuse;—all these moved �n a steady stream across the founta�n
c�rcle and out �nto the c�ty by the Odeon, whose long arcades were now
beg�nn�ng to fl�cker w�th gas-jets. The melancholy bells of St Sulp�ce struck
the hour and the clock-tower of the Palace l�ghted up. Then hurr�ed steps
sounded across the gravel and Hast�ngs ra�sed h�s head.

"How late you are," he sa�d, but h�s vo�ce was hoarse and only h�s flushed
face told how long had seemed the wa�t�ng.

She sa�d, "I was kept—�ndeed, I was so much annoyed—and—and I may
only stay a moment."

She sat down bes�de h�m, cast�ng a furt�ve glance over her shoulder at the
god upon h�s pedestal.

"What a nu�sance, that �ntrud�ng cup�d st�ll there?"
"W�ngs and arrows too," sa�d Hast�ngs, unheed�ng her mot�on to be

seated.
"W�ngs," she murmured, "oh, yes—to fly away w�th when he's t�red of h�s

play. Of course �t was a man who conce�ved the �dea of w�ngs, otherw�se
Cup�d would have been �nsupportable."

"Do you th�nk so?"
"Ma fo�, �t's what men th�nk."
"And women?"
"Oh," she sa�d, w�th a toss of her small head, "I really forget what we were

speak�ng of."
"We were speak�ng of love," sa�d Hast�ngs.
"I was not," sa�d the g�rl. Then look�ng up at the marble god, "I don't care

for th�s one at all. I don't bel�eve he knows how to shoot h�s arrows—no,



�ndeed, he �s a coward;—he creeps up l�ke an assass�n �n the tw�l�ght. I don't
approve of coward�ce," she announced, and turned her back on the statue.

"I th�nk," sa�d Hast�ngs qu�etly, "that he does shoot fa�rly—yes, and even
g�ves one warn�ng."

"Is �t your exper�ence, Mons�eur Hast�ngs?"
He looked stra�ght �nto her eyes and sa�d, "He �s warn�ng me."
"Heed the warn�ng then," she cr�ed, w�th a nervous laugh. As she spoke

she str�pped off her gloves, and then carefully proceeded to draw them on
aga�n. When th�s was accompl�shed she glanced at the Palace clock, say�ng,
"Oh dear, how late �t �s!" furled her umbrella, then unfurled �t, and f�nally
looked at h�m.

"No," he sa�d, "I shall not heed h�s warn�ng."
"Oh dear," she s�ghed aga�n, "st�ll talk�ng about that t�resome statue!"

Then steal�ng a glance at h�s face, "I suppose—I suppose you are �n love."
"I don't know," he muttered, "I suppose I am."
She ra�sed her head w�th a qu�ck gesture. "You seem del�ghted at the

�dea," she sa�d, but b�t her l�p and trembled as h�s eyes met hers. Then
sudden fear came over her and she sprang up, star�ng �nto the gather�ng
shadows.

"Are you cold?" he sa�d.
But she only answered, "Oh dear, oh dear, �t �s late—so late! I must go—

good-n�ght."
She gave h�m her gloved hand a moment and then w�thdrew �t w�th a start.
"What �s �t?" he �ns�sted. "Are you fr�ghtened?"
She looked at h�m strangely.
"No—no—not fr�ghtened,—you are very good to me—"
"By Jove!" he burst out, "what do you mean by say�ng I'm good to you?

That's at least the th�rd t�me, and I don't understand!"
The sound of a drum from the guard-house at the palace cut h�m short.

"L�sten," she wh�spered, "they are go�ng to close. It's late, oh, so late!"
The roll�ng of the drum came nearer and nearer, and then the s�lhouette of

the drummer cut the sky above the eastern terrace. The fad�ng l�ght l�ngered
a moment on h�s belt and bayonet, then he passed �nto the shadows,
drumm�ng the echoes awake. The roll became fa�nter along the eastern



terrace, then grew and grew and rattled w�th �ncreas�ng sharpness when he
passed the avenue by the bronze l�on and turned down the western terrace
walk. Louder and louder the drum sounded, and the echoes struck back the
notes from the grey palace wall; and now the drummer loomed up before
them—h�s red trousers a dull spot �n the gather�ng gloom, the brass of h�s
drum and bayonet touched w�th a pale spark, h�s epaulettes toss�ng on h�s
shoulders. He passed leav�ng the crash of the drum �n the�r ears, and far �nto
the alley of trees they saw h�s l�ttle t�n cup sh�n�ng on h�s haversack. Then
the sent�nels began the monotonous cry: "On ferme! on ferme!" and the
bugle blew from the barracks �n the rue de Tournon.

"On ferme! on ferme!"
"Good-n�ght," she wh�spered, "I must return alone to-n�ght."
He watched her unt�l she reached the northern terrace, and then sat down

on the marble seat unt�l a hand on h�s shoulder and a gl�mmer of bayonets
warned h�m away.

She passed on through the grove, and turn�ng �nto the rue de Med�c�,
traversed �t to the Boulevard. At the corner she bought a bunch of v�olets
and walked on along the Boulevard to the rue des Écoles. A cab was drawn
up before Boulant's, and a pretty g�rl a�ded by Ell�ott jumped out.

"Valent�ne!" cr�ed the g�rl, "come w�th us!"
"I can't," she sa�d, stopp�ng a moment—"I have a rendezvous at

M�gnon's."
"Not V�ctor?" cr�ed the g�rl, laugh�ng, but she passed w�th a l�ttle sh�ver,

nodd�ng good-n�ght, then turn�ng �nto the Boulevard St. Germa�n, she
walked a t�ttle faster to escape a gay party s�tt�ng before the Café Cluny
who called to her to jo�n them. At the door of the Restaurant M�gnon stood
a coal-black negro �n buttons. He took off h�s peaked cap as she mounted
the carpeted sta�rs.

"Send Eugene to me," she sa�d at the off�ce, and pass�ng through the
hallway to the r�ght of the d�n�ng-room stopped before a row of panelled
doors. A wa�ter passed and she repeated her demand for Eugene, who
presently appeared, no�selessly sk�pp�ng, and bowed murmur�ng,
"Madame."

"Who �s here?"



"No one �n the cab�nets, madame; �n the half Madame Madelon and
Mons�eur Gay, Mons�eur de Clamart, Mons�eur Cl�sson, Madame Mar�e
and the�r set." Then he looked around and bow�ng aga�n murmured,
"Mons�eur awa�ts madame s�nce half an hour," and he knocked at one of the
panelled doors bear�ng the number s�x.

Cl�fford opened the door and the g�rl entered.
The garçon bowed her �n, and wh�sper�ng, "W�ll Mons�eur have the

goodness to r�ng?" van�shed.
He helped her off w�th her jacket and took her hat and umbrella. When she

was seated at the l�ttle table w�th Cl�fford oppos�te she sm�led and leaned
forward on both elbows look�ng h�m �n the face.

"What are you do�ng here?" she demanded.
"Wa�t�ng," he repl�ed, �n accents of adorat�on.
For an �nstant she turned and exam�ned herself �n the glass. The w�de blue

eyes, the curl�ng ha�r, the stra�ght nose and short curled l�p flashed �n the
m�rror an �nstant only, and then �ts depths reflected her pretty neck and
back. "Thus do I turn my back on van�ty," she sa�d, and then lean�ng
forward aga�n, "What are you do�ng here?"

"Wa�t�ng for you," repeated Cl�fford, sl�ghtly troubled.
"And Céc�le."
"Now don't, Valent�ne—"
"Do you know," she sa�d calmly, "I d�sl�ke your conduct?"
He was a l�ttle d�sconcerted, and rang for Eugene to cover h�s confus�on.
The soup was b�sque, and the w�ne Pommery, and the courses followed

each other w�th the usual regular�ty unt�l Eugene brought coffee, and there
was noth�ng left on the table but a small s�lver lamp.

"Valent�ne," sa�d Cl�fford, after hav�ng obta�ned perm�ss�on to smoke, "�s
�t the Vaudev�lle or the Eldorado—or both, or the Nouveau C�rque, or—"

"It �s here," sa�d Valent�ne.
"Well," he sa�d, greatly flattered, "I'm afra�d I couldn't amuse you—"
"Oh, yes, you are funn�er than the Eldorado."
"Now see here, don't guy me, Valent�ne. You always do, and, and,—you

know what they say,—a good laugh k�lls—"
"What?"



"Er—er—love and all that."
She laughed unt�l her eyes were mo�st w�th tears. "T�ens," she cr�ed, "he �s

dead, then!"
Cl�fford eyed her w�th grow�ng alarm.
"Do you know why I came?" she sa�d.
"No," he repl�ed uneas�ly, "I don't."
"How long have you made love to me?"
"Well," he adm�tted, somewhat startled,—"I should say,—for about a

year."
"It �s a year, I th�nk. Are you not t�red?"
He d�d not answer.
"Don't you know that I l�ke you too well to—to ever fall �n love w�th

you?" she sa�d. "Don't you know that we are too good comrades,—too old
fr�ends for that? And were we not,—do you th�nk that I do not know your
h�story, Mons�eur Cl�fford?"

"Don't be—don't be so sarcast�c," he urged; "don't be unk�nd, Valent�ne."
"I'm not. I'm k�nd. I'm very k�nd,—to you and to Céc�le."
"Céc�le �s t�red of me."
"I hope she �s," sa�d the g�rl, "for she deserves a better fate. T�ens, do you

know your reputat�on �n the Quarter? Of the �nconstant, the most �nconstant,
—utterly �ncorr�g�ble and no more ser�ous than a gnat on a summer n�ght.
Poor Céc�le!"

Cl�fford looked so uncomfortable that she spoke more k�ndly.
"I l�ke you. You know that. Everybody does. You are a spo�led ch�ld here.

Everyth�ng �s perm�tted you and every one makes allowance, but every one
cannot be a v�ct�m to capr�ce."

"Capr�ce!" he cr�ed. "By Jove, �f the g�rls of the Lat�n Quarter are not
capr�c�ous—"

"Never m�nd,—never m�nd about that! You must not s�t �n judgment—you
of all men. Why are you here to-n�ght? Oh," she cr�ed, "I w�ll tell you why!
Mons�eur rece�ves a l�ttle note; he sends a l�ttle answer; he dresses �n h�s
conquer�ng ra�ment—"

"I don't," sa�d Cl�fford, very red.



"You do, and �t becomes you," she retorted w�th a fa�nt sm�le. Then aga�n,
very qu�etly, "I am �n your power, but I know I am �n the power of a fr�end.
I have come to acknowledge �t to you here,—and �t �s because of that that I
am here to beg of you—a—a favour."

Cl�fford opened h�s eyes, but sa�d noth�ng.
"I am �n—great d�stress of m�nd. It �s Mons�eur Hast�ngs."
"Well?" sa�d Cl�fford, �n some aston�shment.
"I want to ask you," she cont�nued �n a low vo�ce, "I want to ask you to—

to—�n case you should speak of me before h�m,—not to say,—not to say,
—"

"I shall not speak of you to h�m," he sa�d qu�etly.
"Can—can you prevent others?"
"I m�ght �f I was present. May I ask why?"
"That �s not fa�r," she murmured; "you know how—how he cons�ders me,

—as he cons�ders every woman. You know how d�fferent he �s from you
and the rest. I have never seen a man,—such a man as Mons�eur Hast�ngs."

He let h�s c�garette go out unnot�ced.
"I am almost afra�d of h�m—afra�d he should know—what we all are �n

the Quarter. Oh, I do not w�sh h�m to know! I do not w�sh h�m to—to turn
from me—to cease from speak�ng to me as he does! You—you and the rest
cannot know what �t has been to me. I could not bel�eve h�m,—I could not
bel�eve he was so good and—and noble. I do not w�sh h�m to know—so
soon. He w�ll f�nd out—sooner or later, he w�ll f�nd out for h�mself, and
then he w�ll turn away from me. Why!" she cr�ed pass�onately, "why should
he turn from me and not from you?"

Cl�fford, much embarrassed, eyed h�s c�garette.
The g�rl rose, very wh�te. "He �s your fr�end—you have a r�ght to warn

h�m."
"He �s my fr�end," he sa�d at length.
They looked at each other �n s�lence.
Then she cr�ed, "By all that I hold to me most sacred, you need not warn

h�m!"
"I shall trust your word," he sa�d pleasantly.



V

The month passed qu�ckly for Hast�ngs, and left few def�n�te �mpress�ons
after �t. It d�d leave some, however. One was a pa�nful �mpress�on of
meet�ng Mr. Bladen on the Boulevard des Capuc�nes �n company w�th a
very pronounced young person whose laugh d�smayed h�m, and when at
last he escaped from the café where Mr. Bladen had hauled h�m to jo�n them
�n a bock he felt as �f the whole boulevard was look�ng at h�m, and judg�ng
h�m by h�s company. Later, an �nst�nct�ve conv�ct�on regard�ng the young
person w�th Mr. Bladen sent the hot blood �nto h�s cheek, and he returned to
the pens�on �n such a m�serable state of m�nd that M�ss Byng was alarmed
and adv�sed h�m to conquer h�s homes�ckness at once.

Another �mpress�on was equally v�v�d. One Saturday morn�ng, feel�ng
lonely, h�s wander�ngs about the c�ty brought h�m to the Gare St. Lazare. It
was early for breakfast, but he entered the Hôtel Term�nus and took a table
near the w�ndow. As he wheeled about to g�ve h�s order, a man pass�ng
rap�dly along the a�sle coll�ded w�th h�s head, and look�ng up to rece�ve the
expected apology, he was met �nstead by a slap on the shoulder and a
hearty, "What the deuce are you do�ng here, old chap?" It was Rowden, who
se�zed h�m and told h�m to come along. So, m�ldly protest�ng, he was
ushered �nto a pr�vate d�n�ng-room where Cl�fford, rather red, jumped up
from the table and welcomed h�m w�th a startled a�r wh�ch was softened by
the unaffected glee of Rowden and the extreme courtesy of Ell�ott. The
latter presented h�m to three bew�tch�ng g�rls who welcomed h�m so
charm�ngly and seconded Rowden �n h�s demand that Hast�ngs should make
one of the party, that he consented at once. Wh�le Ell�ott br�efly outl�ned the
projected excurs�on to La Roche, Hast�ngs del�ghtedly ate h�s omelet, and
returned the sm�les of encouragement from Céc�le and Colette and
Jacquel�ne. Meant�me Cl�fford �n a bland wh�sper was tell�ng Rowden what
an ass he was. Poor Rowden looked m�serable unt�l Ell�ott, d�v�n�ng how
affa�rs were turn�ng, frowned on Cl�fford and found a moment to let
Rowden know that they were all go�ng to make the best of �t.

"You shut up," he observed to Cl�fford, "�t's fate, and that settles �t."
"It's Rowden, and that settles �t," murmured Cl�fford, conceal�ng a gr�n.

For after all he was not Hast�ngs' wet nurse. So �t came about that the tra�n
wh�ch left the Gare St. Lazare at 9.15 a.m. stopped a moment �n �ts career
towards Havre and depos�ted at the red-roofed stat�on of La Roche a merry



party, armed w�th sunshades, trout-rods, and one cane, carr�ed by the non-
combatant, Hast�ngs. Then, when they had establ�shed the�r camp �n a grove
of sycamores wh�ch bordered the l�ttle r�ver Ept, Cl�fford, the
acknowledged master of all that perta�ned to sportsmansh�p, took command.

"You, Rowden," he sa�d, "d�v�de your fl�es w�th Ell�ott and keep an eye on
h�m or else he'll be try�ng to put on a float and s�nker. Prevent h�m by force
from grubb�ng about for worms."

Ell�ott protested, but was forced to sm�le �n the general laugh.
"You make me �ll," he asserted; "do you th�nk th�s �s my f�rst trout?"
"I shall be del�ghted to see your f�rst trout," sa�d Cl�fford, and dodg�ng a

fly hook, hurled w�th �ntent to h�t, proceeded to sort and equ�p three slender
rods dest�ned to br�ng joy and f�sh to Céc�le, Colette, and Jacquel�ne. W�th
perfect grav�ty he ornamented each l�ne w�th four spl�t shot, a small hook,
and a br�ll�ant qu�ll float.

"I shall never touch the worms," announced Céc�le w�th a shudder.
Jacquel�ne and Colette hastened to susta�n her, and Hast�ngs pleasantly

offered to act �n the capac�ty of general ba�ter and taker-off of f�sh. But
Céc�le, doubtless fasc�nated by the gaudy fl�es �n Cl�fford's book, dec�ded to
accept lessons from h�m �n the true art, and presently d�sappeared up the
Ept w�th Cl�fford �n tow.

Ell�ott looked doubtfully at Colette.
"I prefer gudgeons," sa�d that damsel w�th dec�s�on, "and you and

Mons�eur Rowden may go away when you please; may they not,
Jacquel�ne?"

"Certa�nly," responded Jacquel�ne.
Ell�ott, undec�ded, exam�ned h�s rod and reel.
"You've got your reel on wrong s�de up," observed Rowden.
Ell�ott wavered, and stole a glance at Colette.
"I—I—have almost dec�ded to—er—not to fl�p the fl�es about just now,"

he began. "There's the pole that Céc�le left—"
"Don't call �t a pole," corrected Rowden.
"Rod, then," cont�nued Ell�ott, and started off �n the wake of the two g�rls,

but was promptly collared by Rowden.



"No, you don't! Fancy a man f�sh�ng w�th a float and s�nker when he has a
fly rod �n h�s hand! You come along!"

Where the plac�d l�ttle Ept flows down between �ts th�ckets to the Se�ne, a
grassy bank shadows the haunt of the gudgeon, and on th�s bank sat Colette
and Jacquel�ne and chattered and laughed and watched the swerv�ng of the
scarlet qu�lls, wh�le Hast�ngs, h�s hat over h�s eyes, h�s head on a bank of
moss, l�stened to the�r soft vo�ces and gallantly unhooked the small and
�nd�gnant gudgeon when a flash of a rod and a half-suppressed scream
announced a catch. The sunl�ght f�ltered through the leafy th�ckets awak�ng
to song the forest b�rds. Magp�es �n spotless black and wh�te fl�rted past,
al�ght�ng near by w�th a hop and bound and tw�tch of the ta�l. Blue and
wh�te jays w�th rosy breasts shr�eked through the trees, and a low-sa�l�ng
hawk wheeled among the f�elds of r�pen�ng wheat, putt�ng to fl�ght flocks of
tw�tter�ng hedge b�rds.

Across the Se�ne a gull dropped on the water l�ke a plume. The a�r was
pure and st�ll. Scarcely a leaf moved. Sounds from a d�stant farm came
fa�ntly, the shr�ll cock-crow and dull bay�ng. Now and then a steam-tug
w�th b�g rak�ng smoke-p�pe, bear�ng the name "Guêpe 27," ploughed up the
r�ver dragg�ng �ts �nterm�nable tra�n of barges, or a sa�lboat dropped down
w�th the current toward sleepy Rouen.

A fa�nt fresh odour of earth and water hung �n the a�r, and through the
sunl�ght, orange-t�pped butterfl�es danced above the marsh grass, soft
velvety butterfl�es flapped through the mossy woods.

Hast�ngs was th�nk�ng of Valent�ne. It was two o'clock when Ell�ott
strolled back, and frankly adm�tt�ng that he had eluded Rowden, sat down
bes�de Colette and prepared to doze w�th sat�sfact�on.

"Where are your trout?" sa�d Colette severely.
"They st�ll l�ve," murmured Ell�ott, and went fast asleep.
Rowden returned shortly after, and cast�ng a scornful glance at the

slumber�ng one, d�splayed three cr�mson-flecked trout.
"And that," sm�led Hast�ngs laz�ly, "that �s the holy end to wh�ch the

fa�thful plod,—the slaughter of these small f�sh w�th a b�t of s�lk and
feather."

Rowden d�sda�ned to answer h�m. Colette caught another gudgeon and
awoke Ell�ott, who protested and gazed about for the lunch baskets, as
Cl�fford and Céc�le came up demand�ng �nstant refreshment. Céc�le's sk�rts



were soaked, and her gloves torn, but she was happy, and Cl�fford, dragg�ng
out a two-pound trout, stood st�ll to rece�ve the applause of the company.

"Where the deuce d�d you get that?" demanded Ell�ott.
Céc�le, wet and enthus�ast�c, recounted the battle, and then Cl�fford

eulog�zed her powers w�th the fly, and, �n proof, produced from h�s creel a
defunct chub, wh�ch, he observed, just m�ssed be�ng a trout.

They were all very happy at luncheon, and Hast�ngs was voted
"charm�ng." He enjoyed �t �mmensely,—only �t seemed to h�m at moments
that fl�rtat�on went further �n France than �n M�llbrook, Connect�cut, and he
thought that Céc�le m�ght be a l�ttle less enthus�ast�c about Cl�fford, that
perhaps �t would be qu�te as well �f Jacquel�ne sat further away from
Rowden, and that poss�bly Colette could have, for a moment at least, taken
her eyes from Ell�ott's face. St�ll he enjoyed �t—except when h�s thoughts
dr�fted to Valent�ne, and then he felt that he was very far away from her. La
Roche �s at least an hour and a half from Par�s. It �s also true that he felt a
happ�ness, a qu�ck heart-beat when, at e�ght o'clock that n�ght the tra�n
wh�ch bore them from La Roche rolled �nto the Gare St. Lazare and he was
once more �n the c�ty of Valent�ne.

"Good-n�ght," they sa�d, press�ng around h�m. "You must come w�th us
next t�me!"

He prom�sed, and watched them, two by two, dr�ft �nto the darken�ng c�ty,
and stood so long that, when aga�n he ra�sed h�s eyes, the vast Boulevard
was tw�nkl�ng w�th gas-jets through wh�ch the electr�c l�ghts stared l�ke
moons.

VI

It was w�th another qu�ck heart-beat that he awoke next morn�ng, for h�s
f�rst thought was of Valent�ne.

The sun already g�lded the towers of Notre Dame, the clatter of workmen's
sabots awoke sharp echoes �n the street below, and across the way a
blackb�rd �n a p�nk almond tree was go�ng �nto an ecstasy of tr�lls.

He determ�ned to awake Cl�fford for a br�sk walk �n the country, hop�ng
later to begu�le that gentleman �nto the Amer�can church for h�s soul's sake.
He found Alfred the g�mlet-eyed wash�ng the asphalt walk wh�ch led to the
stud�o.



"Mons�eur Ell�ott?" he repl�ed to the perfunctory �nqu�ry, "je ne sa�s pas."
"And Mons�eur Cl�fford," began Hast�ngs, somewhat aston�shed.
"Mons�eur Cl�fford," sa�d the conc�erge w�th f�ne �rony, "w�ll be pleased to

see you, as he ret�red early; �n fact he has just come �n."
Hast�ngs hes�tated wh�le the conc�erge pronounced a f�ne eulogy on

people who never stayed out all n�ght and then came batter�ng at the lodge
gate dur�ng hours wh�ch even a gendarme held sacred to sleep. He also
d�scoursed eloquently upon the beaut�es of temperance, and took an
ostentat�ous draught from the founta�n �n the court.

"I do not th�nk I w�ll come �n," sa�d Hast�ngs.
"Pardon, mons�eur," growled the conc�erge, "perhaps �t would be well to

see Mons�eur Cl�fford. He poss�bly needs a�d. Me he dr�ves forth w�th ha�r-
brushes and boots. It �s a mercy �f he has not set f�re to someth�ng w�th h�s
candle."

Hast�ngs hes�tated for an �nstant, but swallow�ng h�s d�sl�ke of such a
m�ss�on, walked slowly through the �vy-covered alley and across the �nner
garden to the stud�o. He knocked. Perfect s�lence. Then he knocked aga�n,
and th�s t�me someth�ng struck the door from w�th�n w�th a crash.

"That," sa�d the conc�erge, "was a boot." He f�tted h�s dupl�cate key �nto
the lock and ushered Hast�ngs �n. Cl�fford, �n d�sordered even�ng dress, sat
on the rug �n the m�ddle of the room. He held �n h�s hand a shoe, and d�d
not appear aston�shed to see Hast�ngs.

"Good-morn�ng, do you use Pears' soap?" he �nqu�red w�th a vague wave
of h�s hand and a vaguer sm�le.

Hast�ngs' heart sank. "For Heaven's sake," he sa�d, "Cl�fford, go to bed."
"Not wh�le that—that Alfred pokes h�s shaggy head �n here an' I have a

shoe left."
Hast�ngs blew out the candle, p�cked up Cl�fford's hat and cane, and sa�d,

w�th an emot�on he could not conceal, "Th�s �s terr�ble, Cl�fford,—I—never
knew you d�d th�s sort of th�ng."

"Well, I do," sa�d Cl�fford.
"Where �s Ell�ott?"
"Ole chap," returned Cl�fford, becom�ng maudl�n, "Prov�dence wh�ch

feeds—feeds—er—sparrows an' that sort of th�ng watcheth over the
�ntemperate wanderer—"



"Where �s Ell�ott?"
But Cl�fford only wagged h�s head and waved h�s arm about. "He's out

there,—somewhere about." Then suddenly feel�ng a des�re to see h�s
m�ss�ng chum, l�fted up h�s vo�ce and howled for h�m.

Hast�ngs, thoroughly shocked, sat down on the lounge w�thout a word.
Presently, after shedd�ng several scald�ng tears, Cl�fford br�ghtened up and
rose w�th great precaut�on.

"Ole chap," he observed, "do you want to see er—er m�racle? Well, here
goes. I'm go�n' to beg�n."

He paused, beam�ng at vacancy.
"Er m�racle," he repeated.
Hast�ngs supposed he was allud�ng to the m�racle of h�s keep�ng h�s

balance, and sa�d noth�ng.
"I'm go�n' to bed," he announced, "poor ole Cl�fford's go�n' to bed, an'

that's er m�racle!"
And he d�d w�th a n�ce calculat�on of d�stance and equ�l�br�um wh�ch

would have rung enthus�ast�c yells of applause from Ell�ott had he been
there to ass�st en conna�sseur. But he was not. He had not yet reached the
stud�o. He was on h�s way, however, and sm�led w�th magn�f�cent
condescens�on on Hast�ngs, who, half an hour later, found h�m recl�n�ng
upon a bench �n the Luxembourg. He perm�tted h�mself to be aroused,
dusted and escorted to the gate. Here, however, he refused all further
ass�stance, and bestow�ng a patron�z�ng bow upon Hast�ngs, steered a
tolerably true course for the rue Vav�n.

Hast�ngs watched h�m out of s�ght, and then slowly retraced h�s steps
toward the founta�n. At f�rst he felt gloomy and depressed, but gradually the
clear a�r of the morn�ng l�fted the pressure from h�s heart, and he sat down
on the marble seat under the shadow of the w�nged god.

The a�r was fresh and sweet w�th perfume from the orange flowers.
Everywhere p�geons were bath�ng, dash�ng the water over the�r �r�s-hued
breasts, flash�ng �n and out of the spray or nestl�ng almost to the neck along
the pol�shed bas�n. The sparrows, too, were abroad �n force, soak�ng the�r
dust-coloured feathers �n the l�mp�d pool and ch�rp�ng w�th m�ght and ma�n.
Under the sycamores wh�ch surrounded the duck-pond oppos�te the



founta�n of Mar�e de Med�c�, the water-fowl cropped the herbage, or
waddled �n rows down the bank to embark on some solemn a�mless cru�se.

Butterfl�es, somewhat lame from a ch�lly n�ght's repose under the l�lac
leaves, crawled over and over the wh�te phlox, or took a rheumat�c fl�ght
toward some sun-warmed shrub. The bees were already busy among the
hel�otrope, and one or two grey fl�es w�th br�ck-coloured eyes sat �n a spot
of sunl�ght bes�de the marble seat, or chased each other about, only to return
aga�n to the spot of sunsh�ne and rub the�r fore-legs, exult�ng.

The sentr�es paced br�skly before the pa�nted boxes, paus�ng at t�mes to
look toward the guard-house for the�r rel�ef.

They came at last, w�th a shuffle of feet and cl�ck of bayonets, the word
was passed, the rel�ef fell out, and away they went, crunch, crunch, across
the gravel.

A mellow ch�me floated from the clock-tower of the palace, the deep bell
of St. Sulp�ce echoed the stroke. Hast�ngs sat dream�ng �n the shadow of the
god, and wh�le he mused somebody came and sat down bes�de h�m. At f�rst
he d�d not ra�se h�s head. It was only when she spoke that he sprang up.

"You! At th�s hour?"
"I was restless, I could not sleep." Then �n a low, happy vo�ce—"And you!

at th�s hour?"
"I—I slept, but the sun awoke me."
"I could not sleep," she sa�d, and her eyes seemed, for a moment, touched

w�th an �ndef�nable shadow. Then, sm�l�ng, "I am so glad—I seemed to
know you were com�ng. Don't laugh, I bel�eve �n dreams."

"D�d you really dream of,—of my be�ng here?"
"I th�nk I was awake when I dreamed �t," she adm�tted. Then for a t�me

they were mute, acknowledg�ng by s�lence the happ�ness of be�ng together.
And after all the�r s�lence was eloquent, for fa�nt sm�les, and glances born
of the�r thoughts, crossed and recrossed, unt�l l�ps moved and words were
formed, wh�ch seemed almost superfluous. What they sa�d was not very
profound. Perhaps the most valuable jewel that fell from Hast�ngs' l�ps bore
d�rect reference to breakfast.

"I have not yet had my chocolate," she confessed, "but what a mater�al
man you are."



"Valent�ne," he sa�d �mpuls�vely, "I w�sh,—I do w�sh that you would,—
just for th�s once,—g�ve me the whole day,—just for th�s once."

"Oh dear," she sm�led, "not only mater�al, but self�sh!"
"Not self�sh, hungry," he sa�d, look�ng at her.
"A cann�bal too; oh dear!"
"W�ll you, Valent�ne?"
"But my chocolate—"
"Take �t w�th me."
"But déjeuner—"
"Together, at St. Cloud."
"But I can't—"
"Together,—all day,—all day long; w�ll you, Valent�ne?"
She was s�lent.
"Only for th�s once."
Aga�n that �ndef�nable shadow fell across her eyes, and when �t was gone

she s�ghed. "Yes,—together, only for th�s once."
"All day?" he sa�d, doubt�ng h�s happ�ness.
"All day," she sm�led; "and oh, I am so hungry!"
He laughed, enchanted.
"What a mater�al young lady �t �s."
On the Boulevard St. M�chel there �s a Crémer�e pa�nted wh�te and blue

outs�de, and neat and clean as a wh�stle �ns�de. The auburn-ha�red young
woman who speaks French l�ke a nat�ve, and rejo�ces �n the name of
Murphy, sm�led at them as they entered, and toss�ng a fresh napk�n over the
z�nc tête-à-tête table, wh�sked before them two cups of chocolate and a
basket full of cr�sp, fresh cro�ssons.

The pr�mrose-coloured pats of butter, each stamped w�th a shamrock �n
rel�ef, seemed saturated w�th the fragrance of Normandy pastures.

"How del�c�ous!" they sa�d �n the same breath, and then laughed at the
co�nc�dence.

"W�th but a s�ngle thought," he began.
"How absurd!" she cr�ed w�th cheeks all rosy. "I'm th�nk�ng I'd l�ke a

cro�sson."



"So am I," he repl�ed tr�umphant, "that proves �t."
Then they had a quarrel; she accus�ng h�m of behav�our unworthy of a

ch�ld �n arms, and he deny�ng �t, and br�ng�ng counter charges, unt�l
Mademo�selle Murphy laughed �n sympathy, and the last cro�sson was eaten
under a flag of truce. Then they rose, and she took h�s arm w�th a br�ght nod
to M�le. Murphy, who cr�ed them a merry: "Bonjour, madame! bonjour,
mons�eur!" and watched them ha�l a pass�ng cab and dr�ve away. "D�eu!
qu'�l est beau," she s�ghed, add�ng after a moment, "Do they be marr�ed, I
dunno,—ma fo� �ls ont b�en l'a�r."

The cab swung around the rue de Med�c�, turned �nto the rue de Vaug�rard,
followed �t to where �t crosses the rue de Rennes, and tak�ng that no�sy
thoroughfare, drew up before the Gare Montparnasse. They were just �n
t�me for a tra�n and scampered up the sta�rway and out to the cars as the last
note from the start�ng-gong rang through the arched stat�on. The guard
slammed the door of the�r compartment, a wh�stle sounded, answered by a
screech from the locomot�ve, and the long tra�n gl�ded from the stat�on,
faster, faster, and sped out �nto the morn�ng sunsh�ne. The summer w�nd
blew �n the�r faces from the open w�ndow, and sent the soft ha�r danc�ng on
the g�rl's forehead.

"We have the compartment to ourselves," sa�d Hast�ngs.
She leaned aga�nst the cush�oned w�ndow-seat, her eyes br�ght and w�de

open, her l�ps parted. The w�nd l�fted her hat, and fluttered the r�bbons
under her ch�n. W�th a qu�ck movement she unt�ed them, and, draw�ng a
long hat-p�n from her hat, la�d �t down on the seat bes�de her. The tra�n was
fly�ng.

The colour surged �n her cheeks, and, w�th each qu�ck-drawn breath, her
breath rose and fell under the cluster of l�l�es at her throat. Trees, houses,
ponds, danced past, cut by a m�st of telegraph poles.

"Faster! faster!" she cr�ed.
H�s eyes never left her, but hers, w�de open, and blue as the summer sky,

seemed f�xed on someth�ng far ahead,—someth�ng wh�ch came no nearer,
but fled before them as they fled.

Was �t the hor�zon, cut now by the gr�m fortress on the h�ll, now by the
cross of a country chapel? Was �t the summer moon, ghost-l�ke, sl�pp�ng
through the vaguer blue above?

"Faster! faster!" she cr�ed.



Her parted l�ps burned scarlet.
The car shook and sh�vered, and the f�elds streamed by l�ke an emerald

torrent. He caught the exc�tement, and h�s faced glowed.
"Oh," she cr�ed, and w�th an unconsc�ous movement caught h�s hand,

draw�ng h�m to the w�ndow bes�de her. "Look! lean out w�th me!"
He only saw her l�ps move; her vo�ce was drowned �n the roar of a trestle,

but h�s hand closed �n hers and he clung to the s�ll. The w�nd wh�stled �n
the�r ears. "Not so far out, Valent�ne, take care!" he gasped.

Below, through the t�es of the trestle, a broad r�ver flashed �nto v�ew and
out aga�n, as the tra�n thundered along a tunnel, and away once more
through the freshest of green f�elds. The w�nd roared about them. The g�rl
was lean�ng far out from the w�ndow, and he caught her by the wa�st,
cry�ng, "Not too far!" but she only murmured, "Faster! faster! away out of
the c�ty, out of the land, faster, faster! away out of the world!"

"What are you say�ng all to yourself?" he sa�d, but h�s vo�ce was broken,
and the w�nd wh�rled �t back �nto h�s throat.

She heard h�m, and, turn�ng from the w�ndow looked down at h�s arm
about her. Then she ra�sed her eyes to h�s. The car shook and the w�ndows
rattled. They were dash�ng through a forest now, and the sun swept the
dewy branches w�th runn�ng flashes of f�re. He looked �nto her troubled
eyes; he drew her to h�m and k�ssed the half-parted l�ps, and she cr�ed out, a
b�tter, hopeless cry, "Not that—not that!"

But he held her close and strong, wh�sper�ng words of honest love and
pass�on, and when she sobbed—"Not that—not that—I have prom�sed! You
must—you must know—I am—not—worthy—" In the pur�ty of h�s own
heart her words were, to h�m, mean�ngless then, mean�ngless for ever after.
Presently her vo�ce ceased, and her head rested on h�s breast. He leaned
aga�nst the w�ndow, h�s ears swept by the fur�ous w�nd, h�s heart �n a joyous
tumult. The forest was passed, and the sun sl�pped from beh�nd the trees,
flood�ng the earth aga�n w�th br�ghtness. She ra�sed her eyes and looked out
�nto the world from the w�ndow. Then she began to speak, but her vo�ce
was fa�nt, and he bent h�s head close to hers and l�stened. "I cannot turn
from you; I am too weak. You were long ago my master—master of my
heart and soul. I have broken my word to one who trusted me, but I have
told you all;—what matters the rest?" He sm�led at her �nnocence and she
worsh�pped h�s. She spoke aga�n: "Take me or cast me away;—what



matters �t? Now w�th a word you can k�ll me, and �t m�ght be eas�er to d�e
than to look upon happ�ness as great as m�ne."

He took her �n h�s arms, "Hush, what are you say�ng? Look,—look out at
the sunl�ght, the meadows and the streams. We shall be very happy �n so
br�ght a world."

She turned to the sunl�ght. From the w�ndow, the world below seemed
very fa�r to her.

Trembl�ng w�th happ�ness, she s�ghed: "Is th�s the world? Then I have
never known �t."

"Nor have I, God forg�ve me," he murmured.
Perhaps �t was our gentle Lady of the F�elds who forgave them both.



RUE BARRÉE
"For let Ph�losopher and Doctor preach
Of what they w�ll and what they w�ll not,—each
Is but one l�nk �n an eternal cha�n
That none can sl�p nor break nor over-reach."
 
"Cr�mson nor yellow roses nor
The savour of the mount�ng sea
Are worth the perfume I adore
That cl�ngs to thee.
The langu�d-headed l�l�es t�re,
The changeless waters weary me;
I ache w�th pass�onate des�re
Of th�ne and thee.
There are but these th�ngs �n the world—
Thy mouth of f�re,
Thy breasts, thy hands, thy ha�r upcurled
And my des�re."

I

One morn�ng at Jul�an's, a student sa�d to Selby, "That �s Foxhall
Cl�fford," po�nt�ng w�th h�s brushes at a young man who sat before an easel,
do�ng noth�ng.

Selby, shy and nervous, walked over and began: "My name �s Selby,—I
have just arr�ved �n Par�s, and br�ng a letter of �ntroduct�on—" H�s vo�ce
was lost �n the crash of a fall�ng easel, the owner of wh�ch promptly
assaulted h�s ne�ghbour, and for a t�me the no�se of battle rolled through the
stud�os of MM. Boulanger and Lefebvre, presently subs�d�ng �nto a scuffle



on the sta�rs outs�de. Selby, apprehens�ve as to h�s own recept�on �n the
stud�o, looked at Cl�fford, who sat serenely watch�ng the f�ght.

"It's a l�ttle no�sy here," sa�d Cl�fford, "but you w�ll l�ke the fellows when
you know them." H�s unaffected manner del�ghted Selby. Then w�th a
s�mpl�c�ty that won h�s heart, he presented h�m to half a dozen students of
as many nat�onal�t�es. Some were cord�al, all were pol�te. Even the majest�c
creature who held the pos�t�on of Mass�er, unbent enough to say: "My
fr�end, when a man speaks French as well as you do, and �s also a fr�end of
Mons�eur Cl�fford, he w�ll have no trouble �n th�s stud�o. You expect, of
course, to f�ll the stove unt�l the next new man comes?"

"Of course."
"And you don't m�nd chaff?"
"No," repl�ed Selby, who hated �t.
Cl�fford, much amused, put on h�s hat, say�ng, "You must expect lots of �t

at f�rst."
Selby placed h�s own hat on h�s head and followed h�m to the door.
As they passed the model stand there was a fur�ous cry of "Chapeau!

Chapeau!" and a student sprang from h�s easel menac�ng Selby, who
reddened but looked at Cl�fford.

"Take off your hat for them," sa�d the latter, laugh�ng.
A l�ttle embarrassed, he turned and saluted the stud�o.
"Et mo�?" cr�ed the model.
"You are charm�ng," repl�ed Selby, aston�shed at h�s own audac�ty, but the

stud�o rose as one man, shout�ng: "He has done well! he's all r�ght!" wh�le
the model, laugh�ng, k�ssed her hand to h�m and cr�ed: "À dema�n beau
jeune homme!"

All that week Selby worked at the stud�o unmolested. The French students
chr�stened h�m "l'Enfant Prod�gue," wh�ch was freely translated, "The
Prod�g�ous Infant," "The K�d," "K�d Selby," and "K�dby." But the d�sease
soon ran �ts course from "K�dby" to "K�dney," and then naturally to
"T�db�ts," where �t was arrested by Cl�fford's author�ty and ult�mately
relapsed to "K�d."

Wednesday came, and w�th �t M. Boulanger. For three hours the students
wr�thed under h�s b�t�ng sarcasms,—among the others Cl�fford, who was
�nformed that he knew even less about a work of art than he d�d about the



art of work. Selby was more fortunate. The professor exam�ned h�s draw�ng
�n s�lence, looked at h�m sharply, and passed on w�th a non-comm�ttal
gesture. He presently departed arm �n arm w�th Bouguereau, to the rel�ef of
Cl�fford, who was then at l�berty to jam h�s hat on h�s head and depart.

The next day he d�d not appear, and Selby, who had counted on see�ng
h�m at the stud�o, a th�ng wh�ch he learned later �t was van�ty to count on,
wandered back to the Lat�n Quarter alone.

Par�s was st�ll strange and new to h�m. He was vaguely troubled by �ts
splendour. No tender memor�es st�rred h�s Amer�can bosom at the Place du
Châtelet, nor even by Notre Dame. The Pala�s de Just�ce w�th �ts clock and
turrets and stalk�ng sent�nels �n blue and verm�l�on, the Place St. M�chel
w�th �ts jumble of omn�buses and ugly water-sp�tt�ng gr�ff�ns, the h�ll of the
Boulevard St. M�chel, the toot�ng trams, the pol�cemen dawdl�ng two by
two, and the table-l�ned terraces of the Café Vacehett were noth�ng to h�m,
as yet, nor d�d he even know, when he stepped from the stones of the Place
St. M�chel to the asphalt of the Boulevard, that he had crossed the front�er
and entered the student zone,—the famous Lat�n Quarter.

A cabman ha�led h�m as "bourgeo�s," and urged the super�or�ty of dr�v�ng
over walk�ng. A gam�n, w�th an appearance of great concern, requested the
latest telegraph�c news from London, and then, stand�ng on h�s head,
�nv�ted Selby to feats of strength. A pretty g�rl gave h�m a glance from a
pa�r of v�olet eyes. He d�d not see her, but she, catch�ng her own reflect�on
�n a w�ndow, wondered at the colour burn�ng �n her cheeks. Turn�ng to
resume her course, she met Foxhall Cl�fford, and hurr�ed on. Cl�fford, open-
mouthed, followed her w�th h�s eyes; then he looked after Selby, who had
turned �nto the Boulevard St. Germa�n toward the rue de Se�ne. Then he
exam�ned h�mself �n the shop w�ndow. The result seemed to be
unsat�sfactory.

"I'm not a beauty," he mused, "but ne�ther am I a hobgobl�n. What does
she mean by blush�ng at Selby? I never before saw her look at a fellow �n
my l�fe,—ne�ther has any one �n the Quarter. Anyway, I can swear she never
looks at me, and goodness knows I have done all that respectful adorat�on
can do."

He s�ghed, and murmur�ng a prophecy concern�ng the salvat�on of h�s
�mmortal soul swung �nto that graceful lounge wh�ch at all t�mes
character�zed Cl�fford. W�th no apparent exert�on, he overtook Selby at the



corner, and together they crossed the sunl�t Boulevard and sat down under
the awn�ng of the Café du Cercle. Cl�fford bowed to everybody on the
terrace, say�ng, "You shall meet them all later, but now let me present you
to two of the s�ghts of Par�s, Mr. R�chard Ell�ott and Mr. Stanley Rowden."

The "s�ghts" looked am�able, and took vermouth.
"You cut the stud�o to-day," sa�d Ell�ott, suddenly turn�ng on Cl�fford, who

avo�ded h�s eyes.
"To commune w�th nature?" observed Rowden.
"What's her name th�s t�me?" asked Ell�ott, and Rowden answered

promptly, "Name, Yvette; nat�onal�ty, Breton—"
"Wrong," repl�ed Cl�fford blandly, "�t's Rue Barrée."
The subject changed �nstantly, and Selby l�stened �n surpr�se to names

wh�ch were new to h�m, and eulog�es on the latest Pr�x de Rome w�nner. He
was del�ghted to hear op�n�ons boldly expressed and po�nts honestly
debated, although the veh�cle was mostly slang, both Engl�sh and French.
He longed for the t�me when he too should be plunged �nto the str�fe for
fame.

The bells of St. Sulp�ce struck the hour, and the Palace of the Luxembourg
answered ch�me on ch�me. W�th a glance at the sun, d�pp�ng low �n the
golden dust beh�nd the Pala�s Bourbon, they rose, and turn�ng to the east,
crossed the Boulevard St. Germa�n and sauntered toward the École de
Médec�ne. At the corner a g�rl passed them, walk�ng hurr�edly. Cl�fford
sm�rked, Ell�ott and Rowden were ag�tated, but they all bowed, and, w�thout
ra�s�ng her eyes, she returned the�r salute. But Selby, who had lagged
beh�nd, fasc�nated by some gay shop w�ndow, looked up to meet two of the
bluest eyes he had ever seen. The eyes were dropped �n an �nstant, and the
young fellow hastened to overtake the others.

"By Jove," he sa�d, "do you fellows know I have just seen the prett�est g�rl
—" An exclamat�on broke from the tr�o, gloomy, forebod�ng, l�ke the
chorus �n a Greek play.

"Rue Barrée!"
"What!" cr�ed Selby, bew�ldered.
The only answer was a vague gesture from Cl�fford.
Two hours later, dur�ng d�nner, Cl�fford turned to Selby and sa�d, "You

want to ask me someth�ng; I can tell by the way you f�dget about."



"Yes, I do," he sa�d, �nnocently enough; "�t's about that g�rl. Who �s she?"
In Rowden's sm�le there was p�ty, �n Ell�ott's b�tterness.
"Her name," sa�d Cl�fford solemnly, "�s unknown to any one, at least," he

added w�th much consc�ent�ousness, "as far as I can learn. Every fellow �n
the Quarter bows to her and she returns the salute gravely, but no man has
ever been known to obta�n more than that. Her profess�on, judg�ng from her
mus�c-roll, �s that of a p�an�st. Her res�dence �s �n a small and humble street
wh�ch �s kept �n a perpetual process of repa�r by the c�ty author�t�es, and
from the black letters pa�nted on the barr�er wh�ch defends the street from
traff�c, she has taken the name by wh�ch we know her,—Rue Barrée. Mr.
Rowden, �n h�s �mperfect knowledge of the French tongue, called our
attent�on to �t as Roo Barry—"

"I d�dn't," sa�d Rowden hotly.
"And Roo Barry, or Rue Barrée, �s to-day an object of adorat�on to every

rap�n �n the Quarter—"
"We are not rap�ns," corrected Ell�ott.
"I am not," returned Cl�fford, "and I beg to call to your attent�on, Selby,

that these two gentlemen have at var�ous and apparently unfortunate
moments, offered to lay down l�fe and l�mb at the feet of Rue Barrée. The
lady possesses a ch�ll�ng sm�le wh�ch she uses on such occas�ons and," here
he became gloom�ly �mpress�ve, "I have been forced to bel�eve that ne�ther
the scholarly grace of my fr�end Ell�ott nor the buxom beauty of my fr�end
Rowden have touched that heart of �ce."

Ell�ott and Rowden, bo�l�ng w�th �nd�gnat�on, cr�ed out, "And you!"
"I," sa�d Cl�fford blandly, "do fear to tread where you rush �n."

II

Twenty-four hours later Selby had completely forgotten Rue Barrée.
Dur�ng the week he worked w�th m�ght and ma�n at the stud�o, and
Saturday n�ght found h�m so t�red that he went to bed before d�nner and had
a n�ghtmare about a r�ver of yellow ochre �n wh�ch he was drown�ng.
Sunday morn�ng, apropos of noth�ng at all, he thought of Rue Barrée, and
ten seconds afterwards he saw her. It was at the flower-market on the
marble br�dge. She was exam�n�ng a pot of pans�es. The gardener had



ev�dently thrown heart and soul �nto the transact�on, but Rue Barrée shook
her head.

It �s a quest�on whether Selby would have stopped then and there to
�nspect a cabbage-rose had not Cl�fford unwound for h�m the yarn of the
prev�ous Tuesday. It �s poss�ble that h�s cur�os�ty was p�qued, for w�th the
except�on of a hen-turkey, a boy of n�neteen �s the most openly cur�ous
b�ped al�ve. From twenty unt�l death he tr�es to conceal �t. But, to be fa�r to
Selby, �t �s also true that the market was attract�ve. Under a cloudless sky
the flowers were packed and heaped along the marble br�dge to the parapet.
The a�r was soft, the sun spun a shadowy lacework among the palms and
glowed �n the hearts of a thousand roses. Spr�ng had come,—was �n full
t�de. The water�ng carts and spr�nklers spread freshness over the Boulevard,
the sparrows had become vulgarly obtrus�ve, and the credulous Se�ne angler
anx�ously followed h�s gaudy qu�ll float�ng among the soapsuds of the
lavo�rs. The wh�te-sp�ked chestnuts clad �n tender green v�brated w�th the
hum of bees. Shoddy butterfl�es flaunted the�r w�nter rags among the
hel�otrope. There was a smell of fresh earth �n the a�r, an echo of the
woodland brook �n the r�pple of the Se�ne, and swallows soared and
sk�mmed among the anchored r�ver craft. Somewhere �n a w�ndow a caged
b�rd was s�ng�ng �ts heart out to the sky.

Selby looked at the cabbage-rose and then at the sky. Someth�ng �n the
song of the caged b�rd may have moved h�m, or perhaps �t was that
dangerous sweetness �n the a�r of May.

At f�rst he was hardly consc�ous that he had stopped, then he was scarcely
consc�ous why he had stopped, then he thought he would move on, then he
thought he wouldn't, then he looked at Rue Barrée.

The gardener sa�d, "Mademo�selle, th�s �s undoubtedly a f�ne pot of
pans�es."

Rue Barrée shook her head.
The gardener sm�led. She ev�dently d�d not want the pans�es. She had

bought many pots of pans�es there, two or three every spr�ng, and never
argued. What d�d she want then? The pans�es were ev�dently a feeler toward
a more �mportant transact�on. The gardener rubbed h�s hands and gazed
about h�m.

"These tul�ps are magn�f�cent," he observed, "and these hyac�nths—" He
fell �nto a trance at the mere s�ght of the scented th�ckets.



"That," murmured Rue, po�nt�ng to a splend�d rose-bush w�th her furled
parasol, but �n sp�te of her, her vo�ce trembled a l�ttle. Selby not�ced �t, more
shame to h�m that he was l�sten�ng, and the gardener not�ced �t, and,
bury�ng h�s nose �n the roses, scented a barga�n. St�ll, to do h�m just�ce, he
d�d not add a cent�me to the honest value of the plant, for after all, Rue was
probably poor, and any one could see she was charm�ng.

"F�fty francs, Mademo�selle."
The gardener's tone was grave. Rue felt that argument would be wasted.

They both stood s�lent for a moment. The gardener d�d not eulog�ze h�s
pr�ze,—the rose-tree was gorgeous and any one could see �t.

"I w�ll take the pans�es," sa�d the g�rl, and drew two francs from a worn
purse. Then she looked up. A tear-drop stood �n the way refract�ng the l�ght
l�ke a d�amond, but as �t rolled �nto a l�ttle corner by her nose a v�s�on of
Selby replaced �t, and when a brush of the handkerch�ef had cleared the
startled blue eyes, Selby h�mself appeared, very much embarrassed. He
�nstantly looked up �nto the sky, apparently devoured w�th a th�rst for
astronom�cal research, and as he cont�nued h�s �nvest�gat�ons for fully f�ve
m�nutes, the gardener looked up too, and so d�d a pol�ceman. Then Selby
looked at the t�ps of h�s boots, the gardener looked at h�m and the
pol�ceman slouched on. Rue Barrée had been gone some t�me.

"What," sa�d the gardener, "may I offer Mons�eur?"
Selby never knew why, but he suddenly began to buy flowers. The

gardener was electr�f�ed. Never before had he sold so many flowers, never
at such sat�sfy�ng pr�ces, and never, never w�th such absolute unan�m�ty of
op�n�on w�th a customer. But he m�ssed the barga�n�ng, the argu�ng, the
call�ng of Heaven to w�tness. The transact�on lacked sp�ce.

"These tul�ps are magn�f�cent!"
"They are!" cr�ed Selby warmly.
"But alas, they are dear."
"I w�ll take them."
"D�eu!" murmured the gardener �n a persp�rat�on, "he's madder than most

Engl�shmen."
"Th�s cactus—"
"Is gorgeous!"
"Alas—"



"Send �t w�th the rest."
The gardener braced h�mself aga�nst the r�ver wall.
"That splend�d rose-bush," he began fa�ntly.
"That �s a beauty. I bel�eve �t �s f�fty francs—"
He stopped, very red. The gardener rel�shed h�s confus�on. Then a sudden

cool self-possess�on took the place of h�s momentary confus�on and he held
the gardener w�th h�s eye, and bull�ed h�m.

"I'll take that bush. Why d�d not the young lady buy �t?"
"Mademo�selle �s not wealthy."
"How do you know?"
"Dame, I sell her many pans�es; pans�es are not expens�ve."
"Those are the pans�es she bought?"
"These, Mons�eur, the blue and gold."
"Then you �ntend to send them to her?"
"At m�d-day after the market."
"Take th�s rose-bush w�th them, and"—here he glared at the gardener

—"don't you dare say from whom they came." The gardener's eyes were
l�ke saucers, but Selby, calm and v�ctor�ous, sa�d: "Send the others to the
Hôtel du Sénat, 7 rue de Tournon. I w�ll leave d�rect�ons w�th the
conc�erge."

Then he buttoned h�s glove w�th much d�gn�ty and stalked off, but when
well around the corner and h�dden from the gardener's v�ew, the conv�ct�on
that he was an �d�ot came home to h�m �n a fur�ous blush. Ten m�nutes later
he sat �n h�s room �n the Hôtel du Sénat repeat�ng w�th an �mbec�le sm�le:
"What an ass I am, what an ass!"

An hour later found h�m �n the same cha�r, �n the same pos�t�on, h�s hat
and gloves st�ll on, h�s st�ck �n h�s hand, but he was s�lent, apparently lost �n
contemplat�on of h�s boot toes, and h�s sm�le was less �mbec�le and even a
b�t retrospect�ve.

III

About f�ve o'clock that afternoon, the l�ttle sad-eyed woman who f�lls the
pos�t�on of conc�erge at the Hôtel du Sénat held up her hands �n amazement
to see a wagon-load of flower-bear�ng shrubs draw up before the doorway.



She called Joseph, the �ntemperate garçon, who, wh�le calculat�ng the value
of the flowers �n pet�ts verres, gloom�ly d�scla�med any knowledge as to
the�r dest�nat�on.

"Voyons," sa�d the l�ttle conc�erge, "cherchons la femme!"
"You?" he suggested.
The l�ttle woman stood a moment pens�ve and then s�ghed. Joseph

caressed h�s nose, a nose wh�ch for gaud�ness could v�e w�th any floral
d�splay.

Then the gardener came �n, hat �n hand, and a few m�nutes later Selby
stood �n the m�ddle of h�s room, h�s coat off, h�s sh�rt-sleeves rolled up. The
chamber or�g�nally conta�ned, bes�des the furn�ture, about two square feet
of walk�ng room, and now th�s was occup�ed by a cactus. The bed groaned
under crates of pans�es, l�l�es and hel�otrope, the lounge was covered w�th
hyac�nths and tul�ps, and the washstand supported a spec�es of young tree
warranted to bear flowers at some t�me or other.

Cl�fford came �n a l�ttle later, fell over a box of sweet peas, swore a l�ttle,
apolog�zed, and then, as the full splendour of the floral fête burst upon h�m,
sat down �n aston�shment upon a geran�um. The geran�um was a wreck, but
Selby sa�d, "Don't m�nd," and glared at the cactus.

"Are you go�ng to g�ve a ball?" demanded Cl�fford.
"N—no,—I'm very fond of flowers," sa�d Selby, but the statement lacked

enthus�asm.
"I should �mag�ne so." Then, after a s�lence, "That's a f�ne cactus."
Selby contemplated the cactus, touched �t w�th the a�r of a conno�sseur,

and pr�cked h�s thumb.
Cl�fford poked a pansy w�th h�s st�ck. Then Joseph came �n w�th the b�ll,

announc�ng the sum total �n a loud vo�ce, partly to �mpress Cl�fford, partly
to �nt�m�date Selby �nto d�sgorg�ng a pourbo�re wh�ch he would share, �f he
chose, w�th the gardener. Cl�fford tr�ed to pretend that he had not heard,
wh�le Selby pa�d b�ll and tr�bute w�thout a murmur. Then he lounged back
�nto the room w�th an attempt at �nd�fference wh�ch fa�led ent�rely when he
tore h�s trousers on the cactus.

Cl�fford made some commonplace remark, l�ghted a c�garette and looked
out of the w�ndow to g�ve Selby a chance. Selby tr�ed to take �t, but gett�ng
as far as—"Yes, spr�ng �s here at last," froze sol�d. He looked at the back of



Cl�fford's head. It expressed volumes. Those l�ttle perked-up ears seemed
t�ngl�ng w�th suppressed glee. He made a desperate effort to master the
s�tuat�on, and jumped up to reach for some Russ�an c�garettes as an
�ncent�ve to conversat�on, but was fo�led by the cactus, to whom aga�n he
fell a prey. The last straw was added.

"Damn the cactus." Th�s observat�on was wrung from Selby aga�nst h�s
w�ll,—aga�nst h�s own �nst�nct of self-preservat�on, but the thorns on the
cactus were long and sharp, and at the�r repeated pr�ck h�s pent-up wrath
escaped. It was too late now; �t was done, and Cl�fford had wheeled around.

"See here, Selby, why the deuce d�d you buy those flowers?"
"I'm fond of them," sa�d Selby.
"What are you go�ng to do w�th them? You can't sleep here."
"I could, �f you'd help me take the pans�es off the bed."
"Where can you put them?"
"Couldn't I g�ve them to the conc�erge?"
As soon as he sa�d �t he regretted �t. What �n Heaven's name would

Cl�fford th�nk of h�m! He had heard the amount of the b�ll. Would he
bel�eve that he had �nvested �n these luxur�es as a t�m�d declarat�on to h�s
conc�erge? And would the Lat�n Quarter comment upon �t �n the�r own
brutal fash�on? He dreaded r�d�cule and he knew Cl�fford's reputat�on.

Then somebody knocked.
Selby looked at Cl�fford w�th a hunted express�on wh�ch touched that

young man's heart. It was a confess�on and at the same t�me a suppl�cat�on.
Cl�fford jumped up, threaded h�s way through the floral labyr�nth, and
putt�ng an eye to the crack of the door, sa�d, "Who the dev�l �s �t?"

Th�s graceful style of recept�on �s �nd�genous to the Quarter.
"It's Ell�ott," he sa�d, look�ng back, "and Rowden too, and the�r bulldogs."

Then he addressed them through the crack.
"S�t down on the sta�rs; Selby and I are com�ng out d�rectly."
D�scret�on �s a v�rtue. The Lat�n Quarter possesses few, and d�scret�on

seldom f�gures on the l�st. They sat down and began to wh�stle.
Presently Rowden called out, "I smell flowers. They feast w�th�n!"
"You ought to know Selby better than that," growled Cl�fford beh�nd the

door, wh�le the other hurr�edly exchanged h�s torn trousers for others.



"We know Selby," sa�d Ell�ott w�th emphas�s.
"Yes," sa�d Rowden, "he g�ves recept�ons w�th floral decorat�ons and

�nv�tes Cl�fford, wh�le we s�t on the sta�rs."
"Yes, wh�le the youth and beauty of the Quarter revel," suggested

Rowden; then, w�th sudden m�sg�v�ng; "Is Odette there?"
"See here," demanded Ell�ott, "�s Colette there?"
Then he ra�sed h�s vo�ce �n a pla�nt�ve howl, "Are you there, Colette,

wh�le I'm k�ck�ng my heels on these t�les?"
"Cl�fford �s capable of anyth�ng," sa�d Rowden; "h�s nature �s soured s�nce

Rue Barrée sat on h�m."
Ell�ott ra�sed h�s vo�ce: "I say, you fellows, we saw some flowers carr�ed

�nto Rue Barrée's house at noon."
"Pos�es and roses," spec�f�ed Rowden.
"Probably for her," added Ell�ott, caress�ng h�s bulldog.
Cl�fford turned w�th sudden susp�c�on upon Selby. The latter hummed a

tune, selected a pa�r of gloves and, choos�ng a dozen c�garettes, placed them
�n a case. Then walk�ng over to the cactus, he del�berately detached a
blossom, drew �t through h�s buttonhole, and p�ck�ng up hat and st�ck,
sm�led upon Cl�fford, at wh�ch the latter was m�ght�ly troubled.



IV

Monday morn�ng at Jul�an's, students fought for places; students w�th
pr�or cla�ms drove away others who had been anx�ously squatt�ng on
coveted tabourets s�nce the door was opened �n hopes of appropr�at�ng them
at roll-call; students squabbled over palettes, brushes, portfol�os, or rent the
a�r w�th demands for C�cer� and bread. The former, a d�rty ex-model, who
had �n palm�er days posed as Judas, now d�spensed stale bread at one sou
and made enough to keep h�mself �n c�garettes. Mons�eur Jul�an walked �n,
sm�led a fatherly sm�le and walked out. H�s d�sappearance was followed by
the appar�t�on of the clerk, a foxy creature who fl�tted through the battl�ng
hordes �n search of prey.

Three men who had not pa�d dues were caught and summoned. A fourth
was scented, followed, outflanked, h�s retreat towards the door cut off, and
f�nally captured beh�nd the stove. About that t�me, the revolut�on assum�ng
an acute form, howls rose for "Jules!"

Jules came, ump�red two f�ghts w�th a sad res�gnat�on �n h�s b�g brown
eyes, shook hands w�th everybody and melted away �n the throng, leav�ng
an atmosphere of peace and good-w�ll. The l�ons sat down w�th the lambs,
the mass�ers marked the best places for themselves and fr�ends, and,
mount�ng the model stands, opened the roll-calls.

The word was passed, "They beg�n w�th C th�s week."
They d�d.
"Cl�sson!"
Cl�sson jumped l�ke a flash and marked h�s name on the floor �n chalk

before a front seat.
"Caron!"
Caron galloped away to secure h�s place. Bang! went an easel. "Nom de

D�eu!" �n French,—"Where �n h—l are you go�n'!" �n Engl�sh. Crash! a
pa�ntbox fell w�th brushes and all on board. "D�eu de D�eu de—" spat! A
blow, a short rush, a cl�nch and scuffle, and the vo�ce of the mass�er, stern
and reproachful:

"Cochon!"
Then the roll-call was resumed.
"Cl�fford!"



The mass�er paused and looked up, one f�nger between the leaves of the
ledger.

"Cl�fford!"
Cl�fford was not there. He was about three m�les away �n a d�rect l�ne and

every �nstant �ncreased the d�stance. Not that he was walk�ng fast,—on the
contrary, he was stroll�ng w�th that le�surely ga�t pecul�ar to h�mself. Ell�ott
was bes�de h�m and two bulldogs covered the rear. Ell�ott was read�ng the
"G�l Blas," from wh�ch he seemed to extract amusement, but deem�ng
bo�sterous m�rth unsu�table to Cl�fford's state of m�nd, subdued h�s
amusement to a ser�es of d�screet sm�les. The latter, mood�ly aware of th�s,
sa�d noth�ng, but lead�ng the way �nto the Luxembourg Gardens �nstalled
h�mself upon a bench by the northern terrace and surveyed the landscape
w�th d�sfavour. Ell�ott, accord�ng to the Luxembourg regulat�ons, t�ed the
two dogs and then, w�th an �nterrogat�ve glance toward h�s fr�end, resumed
the "G�l Blas" and the d�screet sm�les.

The day was perfect. The sun hung over Notre Dame, sett�ng the c�ty �n a
gl�tter. The tender fol�age of the chestnuts cast a shadow over the terrace
and flecked the paths and walks w�th tracery so blue that Cl�fford m�ght
here have found encouragement for h�s v�olent "�mpress�ons" had he but
looked; but as usual �n th�s per�od of h�s career, h�s thoughts were anywhere
except �n h�s profess�on. Around about, the sparrows quarrelled and
chattered the�r courtsh�p songs, the b�g rosy p�geons sa�led from tree to tree,
the fl�es wh�rled �n the sunbeams and the flowers exhaled a thousand
perfumes wh�ch st�rred Cl�fford w�th languorous w�stfulness. Under th�s
�nfluence he spoke.

"Ell�ott, you are a true fr�end—"
"You make me �ll," repl�ed the latter, fold�ng h�s paper. "It's just as I

thought,—you are tagg�ng after some new pett�coat aga�n. And," he
cont�nued wrathfully, "�f th�s �s what you've kept me away from Jul�an's for,
—�f �t's to f�ll me up w�th the perfect�ons of some l�ttle �d�ot—"

"Not �d�ot," remonstrated Cl�fford gently.
"See here," cr�ed Ell�ott, "have you the nerve to try to tell me that you are

�n love aga�n?"
"Aga�n?"
"Yes, aga�n and aga�n and aga�n and—by George have you?"



"Th�s," observed Cl�fford sadly, "�s ser�ous."
For a moment Ell�ott would have la�d hands on h�m, then he laughed from

sheer helplessness. "Oh, go on, go on; let's see, there's Clémence and Mar�e
Tellec and Cosette and F�f�ne, Colette, Mar�e Verd�er—"

"All of whom are charm�ng, most charm�ng, but I never was ser�ous—"
"So help me, Moses," sa�d Ell�ott, solemnly, "each and every one of those

named have separately and �n turn torn your heart w�th angu�sh and have
also made me lose my place at Jul�an's �n th�s same manner; each and every
one, separately and �n turn. Do you deny �t?"

"What you say may be founded on facts—�n a way—but g�ve me the
cred�t of be�ng fa�thful to one at a t�me—"

"Unt�l the next came along."
"But th�s,—th�s �s really very d�fferent. Ell�ott, bel�eve me, I am all broken

up."
Then there be�ng noth�ng else to do, Ell�ott gnashed h�s teeth and l�stened.
"It's—�t's Rue Barrée."
"Well," observed Ell�ott, w�th scorn, "�f you are mop�ng and moan�ng over

that g�rl,—the g�rl who has g�ven you and myself every reason to w�sh that
the ground would open and engulf us,—well, go on!"

"I'm go�ng on,—I don't care; t�m�d�ty has fled—"
"Yes, your nat�ve t�m�d�ty."
"I'm desperate, Ell�ott. Am I �n love? Never, never d�d I feel so d—n

m�serable. I can't sleep; honestly, I'm �ncapable of eat�ng properly."
"Same symptoms not�ced �n the case of Colette."
"L�sten, w�ll you?"
"Hold on a moment, I know the rest by heart. Now let me ask you

someth�ng. Is �t your bel�ef that Rue Barrée �s a pure g�rl?"
"Yes," sa�d Cl�fford, turn�ng red.
"Do you love her,—not as you dangle and t�ptoe after every pretty �nan�ty

—I mean, do you honestly love her?"
"Yes," sa�d the other doggedly, "I would—"
"Hold on a moment; would you marry her?"
Cl�fford turned scarlet. "Yes," he muttered.



"Pleasant news for your fam�ly," growled Ell�ott �n suppressed fury. "'Dear
father, I have just marr�ed a charm�ng gr�sette whom I'm sure you'll
welcome w�th open arms, �n company w�th her mother, a most est�mable
and cleanly washlady.' Good heavens! Th�s seems to have gone a l�ttle
further than the rest. Thank your stars, young man, that my head �s level
enough for us both. St�ll, �n th�s case, I have no fear. Rue Barrée sat on your
asp�rat�ons �n a manner unm�stakably f�nal."

"Rue Barrée," began Cl�fford, draw�ng h�mself up, but he suddenly
ceased, for there where the dappled sunl�ght glowed �n spots of gold, along
the sun-flecked path, tr�pped Rue Barrée. Her gown was spotless, and her
b�g straw hat, t�pped a l�ttle from the wh�te forehead, threw a shadow across
her eyes.

Ell�ott stood up and bowed. Cl�fford removed h�s head-cover�ng w�th an
a�r so pla�nt�ve, so appeal�ng, so utterly humble that Rue Barrée sm�led.

The sm�le was del�c�ous and when Cl�fford, �ncapable of susta�n�ng
h�mself on h�s legs from sheer aston�shment, toppled sl�ghtly, she sm�led
aga�n �n sp�te of herself. A few moments later she took a cha�r on the
terrace and draw�ng a book from her mus�c-roll, turned the pages, found the
place, and then plac�ng �t open downwards �n her lap, s�ghed a l�ttle, sm�led
a l�ttle, and looked out over the c�ty. She had ent�rely forgotten Foxhall
Cl�fford.

After a wh�le she took up her book aga�n, but �nstead of read�ng began to
adjust a rose �n her corsage. The rose was b�g and red. It glowed l�ke f�re
there over her heart, and l�ke f�re �t warmed her heart, now flutter�ng under
the s�lken petals. Rue Barrée s�ghed aga�n. She was very happy. The sky
was so blue, the a�r so soft and perfumed, the sunsh�ne so caress�ng, and her
heart sang w�th�n her, sang to the rose �n her breast. Th�s �s what �t sang:
"Out of the throng of passers-by, out of the world of yesterday, out of the
m�ll�ons pass�ng, one has turned as�de to me."

So her heart sang under h�s rose on her breast. Then two b�g mouse-
coloured p�geons came wh�stl�ng by and al�ghted on the terrace, where they
bowed and strutted and bobbed and turned unt�l Rue Barrée laughed �n
del�ght, and look�ng up beheld Cl�fford before her. H�s hat was �n h�s hand
and h�s face was wreathed �n a ser�es of appeal�ng sm�les wh�ch would have
touched the heart of a Bengal t�ger.



For an �nstant Rue Barrée frowned, then she looked cur�ously at Cl�fford,
then when she saw the resemblance between h�s bows and the bobb�ng
p�geons, �n sp�te of herself, her l�ps parted �n the most bew�tch�ng laugh.
Was th�s Rue Barrée? So changed, so changed that she d�d not know
herself; but oh! that song �n her heart wh�ch drowned all else, wh�ch
trembled on her l�ps, struggl�ng for utterance, wh�ch r�ppled forth �n a laugh
at noth�ng,—at a strutt�ng p�geon,—and Mr. Cl�fford.

"And you th�nk, because I return the salute of the students �n the Quarter,
that you may be rece�ved �n part�cular as a fr�end? I do not know you,
Mons�eur, but van�ty �s man's other name;—be content, Mons�eur Van�ty, I
shall be punct�l�ous—oh, most punct�l�ous �n return�ng your salute."

"But I beg—I �mplore you to let me render you that homage wh�ch has so
long—"

"Oh dear; I don't care for homage."
"Let me only be perm�tted to speak to you now and then,—occas�onally—

very occas�onally."
"And �f you, why not another?"
"Not at all,—I w�ll be d�scret�on �tself."
"D�scret�on—why?"
Her eyes were very clear, and Cl�fford w�nced for a moment, but only for

a moment. Then the dev�l of recklessness se�z�ng h�m, he sat down and
offered h�mself, soul and body, goods and chattels. And all the t�me he
knew he was a fool and that �nfatuat�on �s not love, and that each word he
uttered bound h�m �n honour from wh�ch there was no escape. And all the
t�me Ell�ott was scowl�ng down on the founta�n plaza and savagely
check�ng both bulldogs from the�r des�re to rush to Cl�fford's rescue,—for
even they felt there was someth�ng wrong, as Ell�ott stormed w�th�n h�mself
and growled maled�ct�ons.

When Cl�fford f�n�shed, he f�n�shed �n a glow of exc�tement, but Rue
Barrée's response was long �n com�ng and h�s ardour cooled wh�le the
s�tuat�on slowly assumed �ts just proport�ons. Then regret began to creep �n,
but he put that as�de and broke out aga�n �n protestat�ons. At the f�rst word
Rue Barrée checked h�m.



"I thank you," she sa�d, speak�ng very gravely. "No man has ever before
offered me marr�age." She turned and looked out over the c�ty. After a wh�le
she spoke aga�n. "You offer me a great deal. I am alone, I have noth�ng, I
am noth�ng." She turned aga�n and looked at Par�s, br�ll�ant, fa�r, �n the
sunsh�ne of a perfect day. He followed her eyes.

"Oh," she murmured, "�t �s hard,—hard to work always—always alone
w�th never a fr�end you can have �n honour, and the love that �s offered
means the streets, the boulevard—when pass�on �s dead. I know �t,—we
know �t,—we others who have noth�ng,—have no one, and who g�ve
ourselves, unquest�on�ng—when we love,—yes, unquest�on�ng—heart and
soul, know�ng the end."

She touched the rose at her breast. For a moment she seemed to forget
h�m, then qu�etly—"I thank you, I am very grateful." She opened the book
and, pluck�ng a petal from the rose, dropped �t between the leaves. Then
look�ng up she sa�d gently, "I cannot accept."

V

It took Cl�fford a month to ent�rely recover, although at the end of the f�rst
week he was pronounced convalescent by Ell�ott, who was an author�ty, and
h�s convalescence was a�ded by the cord�al�ty w�th wh�ch Rue Barrée
acknowledged h�s solemn salutes. Forty t�mes a day he blessed Rue Barrée
for her refusal, and thanked h�s lucky stars, and at the same t�me, oh,
wondrous heart of ours!—he suffered the tortures of the bl�ghted.

Ell�ott was annoyed, partly by Cl�fford's ret�cence, partly by the
unexpla�nable thaw �n the fr�g�d�ty of Rue Barrée. At the�r frequent
encounters, when she, tr�pp�ng along the rue de Se�ne, w�th mus�c-roll and
b�g straw hat would pass Cl�fford and h�s fam�l�ars steer�ng an easterly
course to the Café Vachette, and at the respectful uncover�ng of the band
would colour and sm�le at Cl�fford, Ell�ott's slumber�ng susp�c�ons awoke.
But he never found out anyth�ng, and f�nally gave �t up as beyond h�s
comprehens�on, merely qual�fy�ng Cl�fford as an �d�ot and reserv�ng h�s
op�n�on of Rue Barrée. And all th�s t�me Selby was jealous. At f�rst he
refused to acknowledge �t to h�mself, and cut the stud�o for a day �n the
country, but the woods and f�elds of course aggravated h�s case, and the
brooks babbled of Rue Barrée and the mowers call�ng to each other across
the meadow ended �n a quaver�ng "Rue Bar-rée-e!" That day spent �n the



country made h�m angry for a week, and he worked sulk�ly at Jul�an's, all
the t�me tormented by a des�re to know where Cl�fford was and what he
m�ght be do�ng. Th�s culm�nated �n an errat�c stroll on Sunday wh�ch ended
at the flower-market on the Pont au Change, began aga�n, was gloom�ly
extended to the morgue, and aga�n ended at the marble br�dge. It would
never do, and Selby felt �t, so he went to see Cl�fford, who was
convalesc�ng on m�nt juleps �n h�s garden.

They sat down together and d�scussed morals and human happ�ness, and
each found the other most enterta�n�ng, only Selby fa�led to pump Cl�fford,
to the other's unfe�gned amusement. But the juleps spread balm on the st�ng
of jealousy, and tr�ckled hope to the bl�ghted, and when Selby sa�d he must
go, Cl�fford went too, and when Selby, not to be outdone, �ns�sted on
accompany�ng Cl�fford back to h�s door, Cl�fford determ�ned to see Selby
back half way, and then f�nd�ng �t hard to part, they dec�ded to d�ne together
and "fl�t." To fl�t, a verb appl�ed to Cl�fford's nocturnal prowls, expressed,
perhaps, as well as anyth�ng, the ga�ety proposed. D�nner was ordered at
M�gnon's, and wh�le Selby �nterv�ewed the chef, Cl�fford kept a fatherly eye
on the butler. The d�nner was a success, or was of the sort generally termed
a success. Toward the dessert Selby heard some one say as at a great
d�stance, "K�d Selby, drunk as a lord."

A group of men passed near them; �t seemed to h�m that he shook hands
and laughed a great deal, and that everybody was very w�tty. There was
Cl�fford oppos�te swear�ng undy�ng conf�dence �n h�s chum Selby, and there
seemed to be others there, e�ther seated bes�de them or cont�nually pass�ng
w�th the sw�sh of sk�rts on the pol�shed floor. The perfume of roses, the
rustle of fans, the touch of rounded arms and the laughter grew vaguer and
vaguer. The room seemed enveloped �n m�st. Then, all �n a moment each
object stood out pa�nfully d�st�nct, only forms and v�sages were d�storted
and vo�ces p�erc�ng. He drew h�mself up, calm, grave, for the moment
master of h�mself, but very drunk. He knew he was drunk, and was as
guarded and alert, as keenly susp�c�ous of h�mself as he would have been of
a th�ef at h�s elbow. H�s self-command enabled Cl�fford to hold h�s head
safely under some runn�ng water, and repa�r to the street cons�derably the
worse for wear, but never suspect�ng that h�s compan�on was drunk. For a
t�me he kept h�s self-command. H�s face was only a b�t paler, a b�t t�ghter
than usual; he was only a tr�fle slower and more fast�d�ous �n h�s speech. It
was m�dn�ght when he left Cl�fford peacefully slumber�ng �n somebody's



arm-cha�r, w�th a long suede glove dangl�ng �n h�s hand and a plumy boa
tw�sted about h�s neck to protect h�s throat from drafts. He walked through
the hall and down the sta�rs, and found h�mself on the s�dewalk �n a quarter
he d�d not know. Mechan�cally he looked up at the name of the street. The
name was not fam�l�ar. He turned and steered h�s course toward some l�ghts
clustered at the end of the street. They proved farther away than he had
ant�c�pated, and after a long quest he came to the conclus�on that h�s eyes
had been myster�ously removed from the�r proper places and had been reset
on e�ther s�de of h�s head l�ke those of a b�rd. It gr�eved h�m to th�nk of the
�nconven�ence th�s transformat�on m�ght occas�on h�m, and he attempted to
cock up h�s head, hen-l�ke, to test the mob�l�ty of h�s neck. Then an
�mmense despa�r stole over h�m,—tears gathered �n the tear-ducts, h�s heart
melted, and he coll�ded w�th a tree. Th�s shocked h�m �nto comprehens�on;
he st�fled the v�olent tenderness �n h�s breast, p�cked up h�s hat and moved
on more br�skly. H�s mouth was wh�te and drawn, h�s teeth t�ghtly cl�nched.
He held h�s course pretty well and strayed but l�ttle, and after an apparently
�nterm�nable length of t�me found h�mself pass�ng a l�ne of cabs. The
br�ll�ant lamps, red, yellow, and green annoyed h�m, and he felt �t m�ght be
pleasant to demol�sh them w�th h�s cane, but master�ng th�s �mpulse he
passed on. Later an �dea struck h�m that �t would save fat�gue to take a cab,
and he started back w�th that �ntent�on, but the cabs seemed already so far
away and the lanterns were so br�ght and confus�ng that he gave �t up, and
pull�ng h�mself together looked around.

A shadow, a mass, huge, undef�ned, rose to h�s r�ght. He recogn�zed the
Arc de Tr�omphe and gravely shook h�s cane at �t. Its s�ze annoyed h�m. He
felt �t was too b�g. Then he heard someth�ng fall clatter�ng to the pavement
and thought probably �t was h�s cane but �t d�dn't much matter. When he had
mastered h�mself and rega�ned control of h�s r�ght leg, wh�ch betrayed
symptoms of �nsubord�nat�on, he found h�mself travers�ng the Place de la
Concorde at a pace wh�ch threatened to land h�m at the Madele�ne. Th�s
would never do. He turned sharply to the r�ght and cross�ng the br�dge
passed the Pala�s Bourbon at a trot and wheeled �nto the Boulevard St.
Germa�n. He got on well enough although the s�ze of the War Off�ce struck
h�m as a personal �nsult, and he m�ssed h�s cane, wh�ch �t would have been
pleasant to drag along the �ron ra�l�ngs as he passed. It occurred to h�m,
however, to subst�tute h�s hat, but when he found �t he forgot what he
wanted �t for and replaced �t upon h�s head w�th grav�ty. Then he was



obl�ged to battle w�th a v�olent �ncl�nat�on to s�t down and weep. Th�s lasted
unt�l he came to the rue de Rennes, but there he became absorbed �n
contemplat�ng the dragon on the balcony overhang�ng the Cour du Dragon,
and t�me sl�pped away unt�l he remembered vaguely that he had no bus�ness
there, and marched off aga�n. It was slow work. The �ncl�nat�on to s�t down
and weep had g�ven place to a des�re for sol�tary and deep reflect�on. Here
h�s r�ght leg forgot �ts obed�ence and attack�ng the left, outflanked �t and
brought h�m up aga�nst a wooden board wh�ch seemed to bar h�s path. He
tr�ed to walk around �t, but found the street closed. He tr�ed to push �t over,
and found he couldn't. Then he not�ced a red lantern stand�ng on a p�le of
pav�ng-stones �ns�de the barr�er. Th�s was pleasant. How was he to get
home �f the boulevard was blocked? But he was not on the boulevard. H�s
treacherous r�ght leg had begu�led h�m �nto a detour, for there, beh�nd h�m
lay the boulevard w�th �ts endless l�ne of lamps,—and here, what was th�s
narrow d�lap�dated street p�led up w�th earth and mortar and heaps of stone?
He looked up. Wr�tten �n star�ng black letters on the barr�er was

RUE BARRÉE.
He sat down. Two pol�cemen whom he knew came by and adv�sed h�m to

get up, but he argued the quest�on from a standpo�nt of personal taste, and
they passed on, laugh�ng. For he was at that moment absorbed �n a problem.
It was, how to see Rue Barrée. She was somewhere or other �n that b�g
house w�th the �ron balcon�es, and the door was locked, but what of that?
The s�mple �dea struck h�m to shout unt�l she came. Th�s �dea was replaced
by another equally luc�d,—to hammer on the door unt�l she came; but
f�nally reject�ng both of these as too uncerta�n, he dec�ded to cl�mb �nto the
balcony, and open�ng a w�ndow pol�tely �nqu�re for Rue Barrée. There was
but one l�ghted w�ndow �n the house that he could see. It was on the second
floor, and toward th�s he cast h�s eyes. Then mount�ng the wooden barr�er
and clamber�ng over the p�les of stones, he reached the s�dewalk and looked
up at the façade for a foothold. It seemed �mposs�ble. But a sudden fury
se�zed h�m, a bl�nd, drunken obst�nacy, and the blood rushed to h�s head,
leap�ng, beat�ng �n h�s ears l�ke the dull thunder of an ocean. He set h�s
teeth, and spr�ng�ng at a w�ndow-s�ll, dragged h�mself up and hung to the
�ron bars. Then reason fled; there surged �n h�s bra�n the sound of many
vo�ces, h�s heart leaped up beat�ng a mad tattoo, and gr�pp�ng at corn�ce and
ledge he worked h�s way along the façade, clung to p�pes and shutters, and
dragged h�mself up, over and �nto the balcony by the l�ghted w�ndow. H�s



hat fell off and rolled aga�nst the pane. For a moment he leaned breathless
aga�nst the ra�l�ng—then the w�ndow was slowly opened from w�th�n.

They stared at each other for some t�me. Presently the g�rl took two
unsteady steps back �nto the room. He saw her face,—all cr�msoned now,—
he saw her s�nk �nto a cha�r by the lampl�t table, and w�thout a word he
followed her �nto the room, clos�ng the b�g door-l�ke panes beh�nd h�m.
Then they looked at each other �n s�lence.

The room was small and wh�te; everyth�ng was wh�te about �t,—the
curta�ned bed, the l�ttle wash-stand �n the corner, the bare walls, the ch�na
lamp,—and h�s own face,—had he known �t, but the face and neck of Rue
were surg�ng �n the colour that dyed the blossom�ng rose-tree there on the
hearth bes�de her. It d�d not occur to h�m to speak. She seemed not to expect
�t. H�s m�nd was struggl�ng w�th the �mpress�ons of the room. The
wh�teness, the extreme pur�ty of everyth�ng occup�ed h�m—began to
trouble h�m. As h�s eye became accustomed to the l�ght, other objects grew
from the surround�ngs and took the�r places �n the c�rcle of lampl�ght. There
was a p�ano and a coal-scuttle and a l�ttle �ron trunk and a bath-tub. Then
there was a row of wooden pegs aga�nst the door, w�th a wh�te ch�ntz
curta�n cover�ng the clothes underneath. On the bed lay an umbrella and a
b�g straw hat, and on the table, a mus�c-roll unfurled, an �nk-stand, and
sheets of ruled paper. Beh�nd h�m stood a wardrobe faced w�th a m�rror, but
somehow he d�d not care to see h�s own face just then. He was sober�ng.

The g�rl sat look�ng at h�m w�thout a word. Her face was express�onless,
yet the l�ps at t�mes trembled almost �mpercept�bly. Her eyes, so
wonderfully blue �n the dayl�ght, seemed dark and soft as velvet, and the
colour on her neck deepened and wh�tened w�th every breath. She seemed
smaller and more slender than when he had seen her �n the street, and there
was now someth�ng �n the curve of her cheek almost �nfant�ne. When at last
he turned and caught h�s own reflect�on �n the m�rror beh�nd h�m, a shock
passed through h�m as though he had seen a shameful th�ng, and h�s
clouded m�nd and h�s clouded thoughts grew clearer. For a moment the�r
eyes met then h�s sought the floor, h�s l�ps t�ghtened, and the struggle w�th�n
h�m bowed h�s head and stra�ned every nerve to the break�ng. And now �t
was over, for the vo�ce w�th�n had spoken. He l�stened, dully �nterested but
already know�ng the end,—�ndeed �t l�ttle mattered;—the end would always
be the same for h�m;—he understood now—always the same for h�m, and
he l�stened, dully �nterested, to a vo�ce wh�ch grew w�th�n h�m. After a



wh�le he stood up, and she rose at once, one small hand rest�ng on the table.
Presently he opened the w�ndow, p�cked up h�s hat, and shut �t aga�n. Then
he went over to the rose-bush and touched the blossoms w�th h�s face. One
was stand�ng �n a glass of water on the table and mechan�cally the g�rl drew
�t out, pressed �t w�th her l�ps and la�d �t on the table bes�de h�m. He took �t
w�thout a word and cross�ng the room, opened the door. The land�ng was
dark and s�lent, but the g�rl l�fted the lamp and gl�d�ng past h�m sl�pped
down the pol�shed sta�rs to the hallway. Then uncha�n�ng the bolts, she
drew open the �ron w�cket.

Through th�s he passed w�th h�s rose.
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