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INTRODUCTION

Tur first volume of thes Selccted Lnglish Stgries showed
something ofpthe development®of the shott story from the
beainning of the eichteenth century, whyn 1t was little more
thaw a by -pgoduct of the essay and the novel, to the middle
of the ninetecnth, when it was woll ostablished i populanty
and artistic importance This sccond volume 15 confined to
the latter part of the nmcteenth century, when the short
story flounshed, as 1t docs to dav, porhaps largdy beeause
agodicals mercasing tapidly m numbcr and vatcty ereated
a new demand ~

Yo 1 Jorth notig, howevcr, that m this volume also most
of the authors owe thar fame munly to thar novels  The
art of the short story has been practised mowe assiduously and
successfully qdutme the past sinty vears than m the whole
previous history of Enclish hiteratute, and a number of
novehsts, meluding R 1, Stcvenson and Joseph (onrad, have
written short stones which seem likely to be remembered as
long as their novels, vet only two writcrs, Mr Rudyard
Kiplng and Katherine Mansfield, fake high rank by vurtue of
their short stories alonc — And popular as it 5 with a host of
readers, some few of whom are discrimmating, the shott story
remains dcmu’tcly less popular than the novcl
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MALACHI'S COVE

ANTHONY TROLLOPE
(1815 1882)

ON the northern coast of Cornwall, between Tintagel and
Bossmmey, down on the very matuin of the sea, there hived
not long since an old man who got his iving by saving
eaweced from the waves, and selling 1t for manure  The
chifts there ate bold and fime, and the sea beats i upch
them Jrom the north with a grand violence 1 doubt
whether 1t be not the finest moisel of (lift sedhery
England, though 1t 15 beaten by manv portions of the
west coast of Treland, and perhaps also by spots in Wales
and Scotland  Cliffs should be nearly preapitous, they
should be broken in thenr outlines, and should barely
admit here and there of an msecurc passage from their
summit to the sand at their fecd oThe sea should come,
if not up to them, at least very near to them, and then,
above all thyngs, the water below them should be blue,
and not of that dead leaden colour W hich 15 so familiar to
us 1n En{.{lql.ld At Tintagel all these requisites are there,
except that bright blue colour which 15 so lovely But
the cliffs themselves are bold and well broken, and the
margin of sand at high water 15 very narrow,—so narrow
that at spring tides there 13 barely a footu.lg thgie

Close upony this margin was the cottage or hevel of
Malachi Tienglos, the old man of whom 1 have spoken



2 ANTHONY TROLLOPE

But Malachf; or old Glos, as he was commonly called by
the people around him, had not bult his house absolutely
upon the sand  There was a fissure m the rock o gieat
that at the top 1t formed a narrow 1avine, and ~o com-
plete from the sumnut to the base that 1t aflorded an
opening for @ steep and ragged track from the top of the
rock to the bottom  This fissute was s0o vide at the
bottom that 1t had aftorded space for Trenglos to fix hus
habitation on a foundation of 10ck, and here hr had Lifed
for many years It was told ot him that in the early
days of his trade he had alwavs caried the weed m a
basket on his back to the top, but latteily he had been
possessed of a donkey which had been tramed to go up
and down the steep track with a single pannier over his
lomns, for the 1ocks would not admit of panniers hanging
by his side, and for this assistant he had built a shed
adjomning his own, and almost as large as that in which
he himself 1esided

But, as years went on, old Glos procured other assist-
ance than that of the donkey, or, as I should 1ather sav,
Providence supplied him with other help , and, indeed,
had 1t not been o, tL> old man must have given up his
cabm and his independence and gone mto the workhouse
at (amelford For rheumatism had aficted him, old
age had bowed him till he was nearly double, and by
degrees he became unable to attend the donkey on 1ts
upward passage to the world above, or even to assist 1n
rescuing the coveted weed fiom the waves

At the time to which our story refers Trenglos had not
been up *the chiff for twelve months, and for the last’ six
montLs he had done nothing towards the furtherancd of
his trade, except to take the money and keep 1t, 1f any of
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1t was kept, and occasionally to shake downra bundle of
fodder for the donkey The real work’of the business
was done altog’ther by Maltala Trenglos, his grand-
daughter

Mally Trenglos was known to all the farmers round the
coast, and to all the small tradespeople 1, (‘amelford
She was a m’ld-lookmg, almdst unearthly creature, with
wild-flowing, black, uncombed hairy small m stature,
wifh smallshands and bright black eyes , but people said
that she was very strong, and the childien around
declared that she worked day and might, and knew
nothing of fatigue As to her age there were many
d'oubts Sofhe said she was ten, and others five-and-
twenty, but the reader may be allowed to know that =t
this tigne she had 1n truth passed her twentieth birthday
The old people spoke well of Mally, because she®was so
good to her grandfather , and 1t was said of her that
though she’carried to him a httle gin and tobacco almost
daily, she bought nothing for hewself, -and as to the
gin, no one who looked at her would accuse her of
meddling with that But she had no friends, and but
few acquaintances among peopke af het own age They
said that she was fierce and 1ll-natured, that she had not
a good word, for anyone, and that she was, complete at
all pomnts, a thorough httle vixen *®

The youpg men did not care for her, for, as regarded
dress, all days were alike with her  She never made
herself smart on Sundays She was generally without
stockings, and seemed to care not at all to exercise any
of those feminine attractions which might have been hers
had she studied to attain them All days were th~ same
to her 1n regard to dress, and, indeed, till lately, all days
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had, I fear, been the same to her m other respects  Old
Malacht had never been seen mside a place of worship
since he had taken to ive under the chift

But withim the last twn vears Mally had submtted
hetelf to the teaching of the clergy man at Tintagel, and
had appeared at church on Sundavs, 1if not absolutely
with punctuality, at any 1ate <o often that no one who
knew the pecuhariy of her tesidence was disposed to
quarrel with ha on that subject  But she me le no
difterence m her dress on these occasions  She took her
place on a low stone seat just mnside the church door,
clothed as usual m her thick red serge petticoat and loose
brown serge jacket, such bang the apparel which she
Lad found to be best adapted for her hard and pculmis
work among the waters  She had pleaded to the (lergy-
man wien he attacked her on the subject of church
attendance with vigour that she had got no church-
gomg clothes  He had explamed to her that she would
be 1ecerved there without distinction to her clothing
Mally had taken him at his word, and had gone, with a
courage which certaimnly deserved admuation, thoueh I
doubt whether there w s wot nungled with 1t an obstinacy
which was less admnable

For people said that old Glos was 1ich, and that Mally
might have proper clothes if she chose to buy them M
Polwarth, the cletgyman, who, as the old man could not
come to him, went down the 1ocks to the old man, did
make some hint on the matter in Mally s absence  But
old Glos, who had been patient with him on other
matters, turned upon him <o angrily when he made an
allusion to money, that Mr Polwarth found himself
obliged to give that matter up, and Mally continued to



MALACHI'S COVE b

sit upon the stone hench m her shott serge p(‘f;ICO‘It,
with her long hair streaming down her face  She did <0
far sactihce to deceney as omsuch occasions to tie up
her back hair wtth an old shoe-stime  So tied 1t would
1emain through the Monday and Tuesdayv? but by Wed-
nesdav afternoon Mally s han had generally managédd to
estape / '

As to Mally + mdefatigable mdustis there could be no
manna ofydoubt for the quantity of scaweed which she
and the donkey amassed between them was very surpris-
mg  Old Glos, 1t was declared, had never colleeted half
what Mally gathered together, but then the article was
becomg cheaper, and it was neeessary that the exertion
should be greater So Mally and the donkey toiled and
toiled, and the seawecd came up i heaps which surprsed
those who looked at her Iittle hands and heght {form Was
theie not someone who helped her at mghts, some fany,
or demon, or the lithe 2 Mally was so snappish i her
answets to people that <he had no right to be surpiised
if dlnatured things were said of her

No one ever heard Mally Trenglos complain of het
work, but about this time she wag heard to make great
and loud complaints of the treatment she recerved from
some of her neighbours

It was known that she went with her plaints to Mr
Polwarth , and when he could not help her, or did not
give her snth mstant help as she needed, she went—
ah, so foolishly '- to the ofhee of a certain attorney at
Camelford, who was not likely to prove himself a better
friend than Mr Polwarth

Now the pature ot her mjury was as followss The
place m which she collected her scaweed was a httle
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cove , the people had come to call 1t Malachi’s Cove,
from the name of the old man who hved there ,—which
was so formed that the margin of the sea therein could
only be reached by the passage from the top down to
Trenglos's hut  The breadth of the cove when the sea
was out might perthaps be two hundred yards, and on
each side the rocks 1an out in such a way that both from
north and south the domain of Trenglos was guarded
from mntruders  And this locality had been well chcsen
for 1ts intended purpose

There was a rush of the sea into the cove, which carried
there large, dnfting masses of seaweed, leaving them
among the rocks when the tide was out During the
vquinoctial winds of the spring and autumn the supply
would never fail, and even when the sea was calm the
long, <oft, salt-bedewed traithing masses of the weed
could be gathered there when they could not be found
elsewhere for miles along the coast The tasx of getting
the weed from the breakers was often difficult and
dangerous,—so difficult that much of 1t was left to be
carried away by the next mcoming tide

Mally doubtless did not gather half the crop that was
there at her feet ~What was taken by the returning
waves she did not regret , but when interlopers came
upon her cove, anu gathered her wealth—her grand-
father's wealth—beneath her eyes, then her heart was
broken It was this mterloping, this invrusion, that
drove poor Mally to the Camelford attorney But, alas,
though the (lamelford attorney took Mally’s money, he
could da nothing for her, and her heart was broken !

Sh~ had an idez, in which no doubt her grandfaiher
shared, that the path to the cove was, at any rate, their
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propertv  When <he was told that the cave, and sea
running nto the cove, were not the 'irecholds of her
grandfather, she understood *hat the statement might
be true  But what then as to the use of the path ¢ Who
had made the path what 1t was ¢ Had she not painfully,
wearily, with exceeding toil, carried up bits of rock with
her own liftle hands, that* her grandfather’s donkey
might have footing for his feet ? Had she not seraped
together crumbs of earth along the face of the ehiff that
she might make casier to the animal the track of that
rugged way ¢ And now, when she saw big farmers’ lads
coming down with other donkeys,—and, indeed, there
was one who came with a ponv, no bov, but a young
n‘mn, old enough to know better than rob a poor old man
and a young girl,-—she reviled the whole human race, and
swore that the Camelford attorney was a fool o

Any attempt to explan to her that there was still weed
enough for her was worse than useless Was 1t not all
hers and his, or, at any rate, was not the sole way to 1t
his and hers 2 And was not her trade stopped and
mmpeded ? Had she not been forced to back her laden
donkey down, twenty yards she,said, but 1t had, in
truth, been five, because Farmer Gunlhffe’s son had been
m the way with his thieving pony ¢ Farmer Gunlifie bad
wanted to buy her weed at his ovn price, and because
she had refused he had set on his thieving son to destroy
her 1n this Wicked way

‘ I'll hamstung the beast the next time as he’s down
here !’ said Mallv to old Glos, while the angry fire
literally streamed from her eyes

Farmer Gunliffe’'s small homestead—he held ,about
fifty acres of land—was close by the village of Tintagel,
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and not a nale from the chff  The sca-wradck, as they
call it, was pretty well the only manure within his reach,
and no doubt he thought t hard that he should be kept
from using 1t by Mally Trenglos and het obstinacy

* There s heaps of other coves, Barty,” said Mally to
Baity Gunlifte, the farmer » son

* But none ~o mgh, Maidv, nor yet nore that fills
emselves as this phce”

Then he explamed to her that he would net take (he
weed that came up elose to hand  He was higger than
she was, and stronger and would get 1t from the outer
rochs, with which she never meddled  Then, with scoin
i her eye, she swore that she could get 1t waere he durst
not venture, and repeated her threat of hamstiinging the
pony  Barty laughed at her wiath, jeered her because
of her wild hair, and ealled her a mermaid

*1l mermard you! she cried  * Mermaid, indeed ! I
wouldn't be a man to come and 10b a poor sl and an
old cripple  But you re no man, Barty Gunhite!  You're
not half @ man”’

Nevertheless, Bairtholomew (Gunlhiffe was a verv fine
young fellow, a~ far as tle eve went e was about hve
feet eight mches high, with stror g arms and legs, with
hight curly brown hair and blue eves  His father was but
1 a small wayv as a facmer, but, nevertheless, Barty Gun-
Iiffe was well thought of among the girls around Every-
body lhiked Barty,—excepting only Mally T.englos, and
she hated him like poison

Barty, when he was asked why so good-natured a lad
as he persecuted a poor gl and an old man, threw Lim-
self unon the justice of the thing It wouldn't do at all,
according to his view, that any single person should take
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upon himself to own that which God Almightv sent as
the common property of all  Ile would do Mallv no
harm, and so he had told her RBut Mallv was a vixen,—
a wicked Iittle vinen , and she must be tanght to have a
civil tongue 1 her head  When once Mallv would speak
him civil as he went for weed, he would get his father to
payv the old mdn some sort of tull for the use of the path
Speak him envil ' said Mally  * Ngver, not while [

have a fongge m my mouth ' And T fear old Glos en-
couraged her 1ather than otherwise in her view of the
matter

But her grandfather did not encourage her to ham-
stiing the pon®  Hamstunging a pony would be a serions
thihg, and old Glos thought 1t nught be very awkwaid
for*both of them if Mally were put mto prison  He
suggested, therefore, that all manner of impedunents
should be put in the way of the pont’s feet surmising
that the weM-tramned donkev might be able to woik n
spite of them  And Barty Gunlifte, on his next descent,
did find the passage very awkward when he came near
to Malachi s hut, but he made hix way down, and poor
Mally saw the lumps of 1ock at whicly she had laboured so
hard pushed on one side or volled out of the way with a
steady persistency of mjury towards herself that almost
drove her frantie .

* Well, Baity, you're a nice boy,” said old Glos, sitting
In the doorw®y of the hut, as he watched the intruder

*1 ain t a-doing no harm to none as doesn t harm me,’
said Barty * The sea's free to all, Malach1’

“:And the sky’s free to all, but I mustn t et up on the
top of your big barn to look at 1t,” said Mally, who,was
standing among the rocks with a long hook 1n her hand
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The long i.ook was the tool with which she worked m
dragging the weed from the waves * But you amn’t got
no justice nor vet no sperrit, or you wouldn't come here
to vex an old man lhike he’

*I didn’t want to vex him, nor vet to vex vou, Mally
You let me be for a while, and we'll be friends yet’

Friends !’ exclaimed Mally * Who'd ™ave the hkes
of vou for a friend ¢  What are you moving them stones
for? Them stones belongs to grandfather ° And 1 her
wrath she made a movement as though she were going
to fly at him

* Let him be, Mally,” said the old man, ‘let him be
He’ll get his punishment He'll come to be drowned
some day 1if he comes down here when the wind 15 m
shore ’

‘TLat he may be drowned then!'’ said Mally, in her
anger ‘ If he wasn the big hole there among the rocks,
and the sea running i at half tide, I wouldir't hft a hand
to help him out’

* Yes, you would, Mally, you'd fish me up with vour
hook like a big stick of scaweed”’

She turned from hira with scorn as he said this, and
went mnto the hut It was time for her to get ready for
her work, and one of the great injuries done her lay 1n
this,—that such a ¢ne as Barty Gunhffe should come and
look at her during her toil among the breakers

It was an afternoon 1in April, and the héur was some-
thing after four o’clock There had been a heavy wind
from the north-west all the morning, with gusts of rain,
and the seagulls had been in and out of the cove all the
day which was ~ sure sign to Mally that the incdming
tide would cover the rocks with weed The quick waves
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were now returning with wonderful celerity over the low
reefs, and the time had come at which the treasure must
be seized 1f 1t was to be garnered on that day By seven
o'clock 1t would be growing dark, at nine 1t would be
high water, and before daylight the crop would be carried
out agaim if noj collected  All this Mally understood very
of this Barty was beginning to understand

also d

AS Melly eame down with her bare feet, bearing her
long hook 1n her hand, she saw Barty's pony standing
patiently on the sand, and i her heart she longed to
attack the brute Barty at this moment, with a common
thrge-pronged.fork m his hand, was standing down on a
large rock, gazing forth towards the waters He had
declared that he would gather the weed only at places
which were maccessible to Mally, and he was looklfxg out
that he might settle where he would begin

' Let 'un Be, let 'un be,” shouted the old man to Mally,
as he saw her take a step towards the beast, which she
hated almost as much as she hated the man

Hearing her grandfather's voice throuch the wind, she
desisted from her purpose, 1f any purpose she had had,
and went forth to her woik As she passed down the
cover, and scrgmbled 1n among the rocks, she saw Barty
still standing on his perch, out Beyond, the white-
curling waveg were cresting and breaking themselves with
violence, and the wind was howling among the caverns
and abutments of the chff

Every now and then there came a squall of rain, and
thouigh there was sufficient light, the heavens wege black
with’clouds & scene more beautiful*might hardle be
found by those who love the glories of the coast The

well, and som



12 ANTHONY TROLLOIE

light for such objects was perfect Nothing could exceed
the grandeur of the colours, ~the blue of the open
sea, the white of the breaning waves, the yellow sands, or
the streaks of red and brown which gave such richness to
the chff

But nerther Mally nor Barty were thinking of such
things as these  Indeed, thes were hardl, thinhimg of
thenr trade after its ordmary forms  Barty was medita-
ting how he might best accomphish his purpose f work-
myg besond the reach of Mally s femmme powers, and
Mally was resolving that wherever Barty went she would
go farther

And, i many respects, Mally had the advantage  She
knew every rock m the spot, and was sure of those which
gave a good foothold, and sute also of those which did
not And then her activity had been made perfect by
practice for the purpose to which 1t was to be devoted
Baity, no doubt, was stronger than she, and quite as
active  But Bairty could not jump among the waves
from one stone to another as she could do, not was he as
yet able to get ard 1 his work from the very force of the
water as she could gt ic - She had been hunting seawced
m that cove <ince she had been an urchin of <1< yvears old,
and she knew everv hole and comner and every spot of
vantage The waves were her friends, and she could use
them  She could measure their stiength, and knew when
and where 1t would ccase

Mally was great down in the salt pools of her own
cove,—great, and very fearless As she watched Barty
make b's way forward from rock to rock, she told herself,
gleelully, that he was gong astray  The curl of the wind
as 1t blew nto the cove would not carry the weed up to
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the northern buttiesses of the cove | an(L then there was
the gieat hole just there, the great hole of which she
had spoken when she wished K evil

And now she went to work, hookme up the dishevelled
hans of the ocean, and landing manyv a cargo on the
extreme marein of the <and from whence she would bhe
able m the eVonme to drag it back bofore the mvading
waters would return to veclam the <hoil

And O I side also Barty made s he ap up against
the northern huttiesses of which T have spoken Barty s
heap beeame big and still breger, <o that he knew, let the
pony work as he mught hie could not take 1t all np that
evgning  But still 1t was not as Llaee as Mally s heap
Mglhv s hook was better than has fork, and Mally < <hill
was better than his strength And when he faled m
some haul Mallv would jeer him with a \\lld,.\\cnd
lauehter, and <shiek to him throuelh the wind that he
was not halt @ man At fust he answered her with
laughing words, but before lTong, as she boasted of hey
success and pomted to his fadure, he became angry, and
then he answered her no more  He became anery with
himself, m that he missed so much 8f the plunder before
him

The brokengsea was full of the lmlt_: strageling grow th
which the waves had torn up from the bottom of the
ocean, but ’r}go masses wete carrtcd past him, away from
him, - nay, once or twice over him, and then Mallv 4
wennd vorce would sound m his ear, jeerng him  The
gloom among the rocks was now becoming thicker and
thicker, the tide was beating i with mereased stiength,
and ‘the gustssof wind came with quicker and grlater
violence  But still he worked on While Mally worked
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he would work, and would work for some time after she
was driven in - He would not be beaten by a gl

The great hole was now full of water, but of water
which scemed to be boiling as though m a pot  And the
pot was full of floating masses,— large treasures of sea-
weed which were thrown to and fro upon 1ts sutface, but
lymng there so thick that one would seem almost able to
rest upon 1t without sinking

Mally knew well how useless 1t was tc attnpt to
rescue aught from the fury of that boithing caldion  The
hole went 1n under the rocks, and the side of 1t towards
the shore lay high, shippery, and steep  The hole, even
at low water, was never empty , and Mally believed that
there was no bottom to 1t Fish thrown n there could
escape out to the ocean, miles awav, <o Mallv m her
softer moods would tell the visitors to the cove  She
knew the hole well  Poulnadioul she was accustomed to
call 1t, which was supposed, when translated, to mean
that this was the hole of the Kvil One  Never did Mally
attempt to make her own of weed which had found 1its
way mto that pot

But Barty Gunhie knew no better, and she watched
him as he endeavoured to steady himself on the treacher-
ously shppery edge of the pool He fixed himself there
and made a haul, with some small success How he
managed 1t she hardly knew, but she stood still for a
while watching him anxiously, and then she saw him
shp He shpped, and recovered himself ,—shpped again,
and again recovered himself

‘ Ba-ty, you fool ! " she screamed , *1if you got vourself
pitched 1n there, you Il never come out no more ’

Whether she simply wished to frighten him, or
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whether her heart relented and she hadethought of his
danger with dismay, who shall say ?  She could not have
told herself She hated him as much as ever,—but she
could hardly have wished to see him drowned before her
eyes

*You go ony, and don t mind me,” said he, speaking 1n
a hoarse, angiy tone

"Mind you'!-Who minds vou ?’ “retorted the girl
And thén <he agan prepared herself for her work

But as she went down over the rocks with her long
hook balanced 1n her hands she suddenly heard a splash,
and, turning quichly round, saw the body of her enemy
tumbling amidst the eddying waves i the pool The
tide had now come up so far that everv succeeding wave
washed nto 1t and over 1t from the side nearest jo the
sea, and then ran down again back from the rocks, as
the 10lling wave receded, with a noise hike the fall of a
cataract  And then, when the surplus water had re-
treated for a moment, the surface of the pool would be
partly calin, though the fretting bubbles would still boil
up and down, and there was ever a,simmer on the surface,
as though, mn truth, the caldron were heated  But this
time of comparative rest was but a moment, for the
succeeding bretker would come up almost as soon as the
foam of the preceding one had gone, and then agam
the waters weyild be dashed upon the rocks, and the sides
would echo with the roar of the angry wave

Instantly Mally hurried across to the edge of the pool,
crouching down upon her hands and kneessfor security
as shg did'so  As a wave receded, Barty’s head ahd face
was carried neat to her, and she could see that his fore-
head was covered with blood Whether he were alive or
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dead <he did 1 ot know  She had <een nothme but his
blood, and the hght-coloured hair of his head Iving
amidst the foam  Then his body was drawn along
the suction of the retreatine wave, but the mass of
water that escaped was not on this occasion large enough
to carrv the man out with 1t \

Instantly Mally was at work with her hook, and getting
it fixed mto his coat, dragged im towards the spot on
which she was kneeling Dunng the haif-mmute of
repose she got him <o close that she could touch his
shoulder Straming herself down, lavine her~elf over the
long bending handle of the hook, she strove to grasp him
with her nieht hand  But <he could not do it <he canld
only touch him

Then came the next breaker, foremg itself on with a
roar, looking to Mally as though 1t must certammly hknock
her from her 1estimg-place and destroy them both  But
she had nothimg for 1t but to kneel and hold by her
hook

What praver passed through her mind at that moment
for herself or for him, o1 for that old man who was sitting
unconscrously up at the cabim, who can ~ay ¢ The great
wave came and rushed over her as she lav almost pros-
trate, and when the water was gone fron. her eves, and
the tumult of the foam, and the violence of the roaring
breaker had passed by her, she found » reelf at her
length unon the rock, while his body had been hifted up,
free from her hook, and was lymg upon the shipperv
ledge, half 11 the water and half out of it As she looked
at him, in that instant, <he could see that his eyes were
open and that he was struggling with his hands

" Hold by the hook, Barty," she cried, pushing the
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stick of 1t before him, while she <eized the collar of his
coat 1n her hands

IHad he been her brother, her lover, her father, <he
could not have (lung to him with more of the energy of
despair - He did contrive to hold by the ~tick which she
had ¢@iven him, and when the succeeding wave had
passed by he'was <till on the ledee  In the next moment
she was seated a vard or two abovd the hole, 1in com-
pdl"dtl'»*(‘ sfety, while Barty lay upon the roeks with his
still bleedig head resting upon her lap

W hat could she do now 2 She could not carry him
and i fifteeny numutes the sea would he up where she was
stimg  He was quite msensible and very pale, and the
blood was commge slowly—very slowly - from the wound
on his forehead  Ever so ¢ently she put her hand upon
his hait to move 1t back from his face  and then she
bent over his mouth to see 1if he breathed, and as <he
looked at Tim she hknow that he was beautiful

W hat would she not wive that he might ive ¢ Nothing
now was so precrous to her as his hfe,  as this Iife which
<he had <o far rescued from the waters But what could
she do ¢ Her grandfather could “seareely get himself
down over the tochs, 1f mndeed he could sueceed m dome
<o much as-.that Could she drag the wounded man
backwards. if 1t were only a few feet that he maght lie
above the u;a('h of the waves till further assistance could
be procured 2

She set herself to work and sh> moved him, almost
hiting him  As <he did so she wondered at her own
qtr(:ngth, but she was very strong at that moment
Slowly, tenderly, falling on the rocks herself so tuat he
might fall on her, she got him back to the margin of the
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sand, to a spot zvhxch the waters would not reach for the
next two hours

Here her grandfather tet them, having seen at last
what had happened from the door

* Dada,’ she said, * he fell into the pool vonder, and was
battered against the rocks See there at his forehead

* Mally, I'm thinking that he < dead already,” said old
Glos, peeting dowwn over the bodsy

* No, Dada, he 15 not dead, but mavhapshe's dving
But T'll go at once up to the faim”

¢ Mally,” said the old man, " look at his head Thev'll
sav & e murdered ham

“Wholl sav ~0 2 Wholl lie like that ¢ Dudn’t 1 pull
him out of the hole ?

* What matters that ¢ His father’ll sav we killed him’

It was mamfest to Mally that whatever anyone nght
sav hereafter her present course was plamn before her
She must run up the path to Gunliffe s farm and get
necessarv assistance  If the world were as bad as her
grandfather said, 1t would be so bad that she would not
care to live longer in 1t But be that as 1t might, there
was no doubt as to whart she must do now

So awav she went as fast as her naked feet could carry
her up the chff  When at the top she locked round to
see1f any person might be within ken, but she saw no one
So she ran with all her speed along the headland of the
cornfield which led in the direction of old Gunhfte s
house, and as she drew near to the homestead she saw
that Barty's mother was leaning on the gate As she
approached she attempted to call but her breath failed
her fur any purpose of loud speech, so she ran on till’she
was able to grasp Mrs Gunliffe by the arm
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Where's himself ¢ she said, holding her Mand upon
her beating heart that she might husband her breath

*Who 18 1t you mean ?’ sarid Mrs Gunhifte, who
patticipated in the family feud against Trenglos and his
grand-daughter * What does the girl clutch me for 1n
that way 2’ '

“He s dving then, that's all’

*Who 1s dving 2 Is 1t old Malacht % If the old man's
bad." wesll scaid some one down ’

“ Tt ain t Dada, 1t « Baity ' Where s himself 2 Where s
the master ?°

But by this time Mis Gunhiffe was m an agony of
dc\J)dn, and "was callimg out for assistance lustily
Ha‘wnlv tunlifie, the father, was at hand, and with him
a man from the neighbouring village

* Will vou not send for the doctor ¢ <ard Mally *¢ Oh,
man, you should send for the doctor !’

W hether dnv orders were given for the doctor she did
not know, but m a very few nunutes she was hurrving
acioss the field again towards the path to the cove, and
Gunlifte with the other man and his wite were following
her AN

As Mally went along she recovered her voice, for their
step was not so quick as hers, and that which to them
was a huriied movement allowed hdr to get her breath
again  And as she went, she tried to explain to the
father what fiad happened, saying but hittle, however, of
her own domgs 1n the matter The wife hung behind
listening, exclaiming every now and again that her boy
was killed, and then asking wild questions &% to Jus being
yet alive The father, as he went, sesd hittle Ha was
known as a silent, sober man, well spoken of for diligence
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and general conduet, but supposed to be <tern and veny
hatd when angered

As they diew near to the top of the path the other man
whispered somethimng to him, and then he turned round
upon Mally and stopped her

*1f he has come by his death between vou, vour blood
shall be tahen for s, sad he !

Then the wife shiieked out that her child had been
murdered and Mally | lookme round mto th e faces of the
three, saw that her arandfather < words had come tine
They suspected her of having taken the Iife m saving
which she had nearly Tost her own

She Tookcd round at them with awe m her face and
then, without savimg a word preceded them down the
jath  What had she to answer when such a charge as
that was made agaimmst her 7 H they chose to <av that
she pushed i mto the pool, and hit him with her hook
as he lay anudst the waters, how could <he <how that it
was not so !

Poor Mally knew hittle of the law of evidence, and 1t
seemed to her that <he was i thenr hands  But as <he
went down the steep track with a huriied step, - a step so
quick that they could not keep up with her  her heart
was very full, -very full and very gl She had stuven
for the man’s life as though he had been her brother
The blood was not vet drv on her own lees and arms,
whete she had torn them i his serviee At one moment
she had felt sure that she would die with him i that pool
And now they said that she had murdered him ! It may
be that he was not dead, and what would he ravif ever
he hould speak again? Then she thought of that
moment when his eyes had opened, and he had seemed
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to see her  She had no fear for herself, for hemheart was
very high  But it was full also,  full of ®corn, disdamn,
and wiath
When she had reached the bottom <he stood close to
the door of the hut waiting for them, <o that they mught
precede het to the other group, which was there i fidnt
of them, at a kttle distance on the sand
He 1s there and Dada 1~ with hime  Go and look at
him,” sad Mally
The father and mother 1an on stumbling over the
stones, but Mallv 1emamed behind by the door of the
hut
Barty Gunhile was Iving on the sand where Mally had
left him, and old Malacht Trenglos was standing over
b, restime himselt with difliculty upon a stick
Not a move he s moved smce she left him, satd he,
not a move I put s head on the old rug as vou see,
and T tried un with a drop of gin, but he wouldn t take
it he wouldn t take 1t "’
Oh. niv bov ' my bov ! saud the mother, thiowing
herself bestde her son upon the <and
[Haud vour tongue, woman, saiwdsthe father, kneeling
down slowly by the lad s head,  whimpernng that way
will do 'un no good
Then having gazed for a mmute ot two upon the pale
face beneath him, he looked up sternly mto that of
Malacht Trenglos
The old man hardly knew how to bear this terrible

mquisition
*He would come,” <ard Malachi, *he Brought 1t all
upon hisself ’ . .

¢ Who was 1t struck him ¢’ <aid the father.
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* Sure he struck hisself, as he fell among the breakers’

 Liar !’ said the father, looking up at the old man

* They have murdered him '—They have muidered
him !’ shrieked the mother

* Haud your peace, woman !’ said the husband again
“ They shall give us blood for blood ’

Mally, leaning against the corner of tht hovel, heard
1t all, but did not stir  They might say what they liked
They might make 1t out to be murder The:” might ‘drag
her and her grandfather to Camelford gaol, and then to
Bodmin, and the gallows, but they could not take from
her the conscious feeling that was her own She had
done her best to save him,—her very best And she had
saved him !

She remembered her threat to him before they flad
gone Jdown on the rocks together, and her evil wish
Those words had been very wicked , but since that she
had nisked her hife to save hix  They mught sav what
they pleased of her, and do what they pleased  She
knew what she knew

Then the father raised hus son’s head and shoulders 1in
his arms, and called on Jhe others to assist him i carrying
Baity towards the path  They 1aised him between them
carefully and tenderly, and hfted their burden on
towards the spot at which Mally was standing  She
never moved, but watched them at their work , and the
old man followed them, hobbling after tnem with his
crutch

When they had reached the end of the hut she looked
upon Barty’s face, and saw that 1t was very pale There
was no longer blood upon the forehead but the great
gash was to be seen there plainly, with 1ts jagged cut,
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and the skin livid and blue 1ound the orifices His light
brown hair was hanging back, as she hhd made 1t to
hang when she had gathered 1t with her hand after the
big wave had passed over them  Ah, how beautiful he
was 1n Mally’s eyes with that pale face, and the sad scar
upon his brow ! She turned her face awayv, that they
mieht not seesher tears , but she did not move, nor did
she speak o

But yow, when thev had passed the end of the hut,
shutlling along with their burden, she heard a sound
which stirred her  She roused herself quicklv from her
leaning posture, and stretched forth her head as though
to listen, then she moved to follow them  Yes, they
had stopped at the bottom of the path, and had agam
la1d the body on the 1ocks  She heard that sound agan,
as of along, long s1gh, and then, 1egairdless of any ofsthem,
she 1an to the wounded man’s head

* He 18 not dead,” she said  * There , he 18 not dead’

As she spoke Barty's eyes opened, and he looked about
him

* Barty, mv bov, speak to me,” said the mother

Bartv turned his face upon les puother, smiled, and
then stared about him wildly

*How 13 1t with thee, lad ¢ " said his father Then
Bairty turned his face again to the latter voice, and as he
did so his eyes fell upon Mally

“ Mally ! **#e said, * Mally !

It could have wanted nothing further to any of those
present to teach them that, according to Barty’s own view
of the case, Mally had not been his enemy , #nd, 1n truth,
Malby herself wanted no further triumph  That word, had
vindicated her, and she withdrew back to the hut
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Dada, she said, Barty 1s not dead, and I m thinking

they won't say anyvthimg more about our hurting hum

Old (los <hook his head  He was glad the lad hadn o
met his death there . he didn t want the voung man s
blood, but he knew what folk would sav ~ The poorer he
was the more sure the world would be to trample on him
Mally <aid what she could to comfort himy bang full of
comfort herself

She would have crept up to the farmaf she dared to
ask how Barty was  But her courave failed her when
<he thought of that, so she went to work avam, drageing
back the weed she had saved to the spot at which on the
morrow she would load the donkev  As <le did this <he
saw Barty's pony still standing patiently under the 1ot k,
<o she got a Tock of fodder and threw it down before the
beast 1

It had become dark down m the cove but she was
still dragging back the seaweed when she sawethe glimmer
of a lantern commg down the pathway It was a most
unusual sight, for lanterns were not common down
Malacht s Cove  Down came the lantern rather slowly
much more slowly thar <he was m the habit of descend-
mg , and then through the gloom she saw the figuie of
a man standing at the bottom of the path  She went up
to him, and <aw that 1t was Mt Gunhifte, the tather

Is that Mally 7 sad Gunhtfte

"Yesoat s Mally | and how 15 Barty, Mi Gunhfte ?°

*You must come to un vourself, now at once, <aid
the farmer  * He won t sleep a wink till he s seed you
You must nut say but voull come”’

*Sure T'll come 1f 1 m wanted,’ said Mally

Gunhffe waited a moment, thinking that Mally migh?
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have to prepare herself, but Mally needed no preparation
She was dripping with salt water from fhe weed which
she had been dragging, and her elfin locks were streaming
wildlv from her head, but, such as she was, she was
ready
Dada < 1 bed,” she said, *and I can go now, if vou

please

Thenr Gunhifte turned 1ound and foflowed her up the
path, wondering at the hfe which this gnlled so far away
from all her <ex It was now dark mght, and he had
found her workimg at the very edge of the 1olling waves
by herself, i the darkness, while the only human being
who might sectn to be her protector had already gone to
hi*hed

W hen they were at the top of the (hift Gunhffe took
het by her hand and led her along  She did not cotpre-
hend this, but she made no attempt to take her hand
from his  Semething he said about falling on the chiffs,
but it was muttered so lowly that Mally hardly under-
stood him  But, 1 truth, the man knew that she had
saved his boy s hife, and that he had mjured her mstead
of thanking her  He was now takigg her to his heart,
and as words were wanting to him, he was showing his
love after this wilent fashhion  He held her by the hand
as though <he *were a child, and Maly tripped along at
his s1de asking him no questions

When thePacre at the farmyard gate he stopped there
for a moment

* Mally, my g@irl,” he said, * he Il not be content till he
sees thee, but thou must not stay long w¥ higp, lass
Docter \a.;s he's weak hike and wants sleep badly "

Mally merely nodded her head, and then they entered
ES II o
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the house ' Mally had never been within 1t hefore, and
looked about with wondering eves at the furmture ot the
big kitchen Did anv 1dea of her future destiny flash
upon her then T wonder ¢ But she did not pause here a
moment, but was led up to the bedioom above stais
where Barty was Iving on his mother’s bed

“Is ot Mally herself ¢ said the vowce of the weak
vouth

* It's Mally herself,” said the mother, <o now yvou can
say what vou please’

“Mally)” sard he, Mallv, 1t along of vou that ITm
alive this moment

1 not forget 1t on her " said the father, with his eves
turned away from her * Tl never forget it on her

*We hadn t a one but only him, <aid the mother, whth
her apron up to her face

* Mally, voull be friends with me now 2 said Barty

To have been made lady of the manor ofrthe cove tor
ever, Mallv couldn’t have spohen a word now It was
not only that the wouds and presence of the people there
cowed her and made her speechless, but the big bed and
the lookmg-glass, ond the unheard-of wonders of the
chamber, made her feel her own mwgnihicance  But she
crept up to Bartyv s side, and put her hand upon his

L1 come and gbt the weed, Mally | but 1t shall all
be for vou,’ said Barty

* Indeed, you won t then, Barty dear,” <atd the mother,
“youll never go near the awesome place again MWhat
would we do if you were took from us ¢°

* He musth’t go near the hole 1f he does,” said Mally,
speaking at last in a solemn voice, and mmparting the
knowledge which she had kept to herself while Barty
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was her enemy ,
from the nor ard’
sShe d better go down now,” said the father
Barty kissed the hand which he held, and Mally,
lookmg at him as he did o, thought that he was hike an
anvel

‘specially not if the @vind’s any way:

You ll come and see us to-morrow, Mally," <aid he

To this she made no answer, but folfowed Mrs Gunlifte
out of the wom  When they were down m the kitchen
the mother had tea for her and  hick nulk, and a hot
cahe, all the delicacies which the farm could aftord 1
don t know that Mally cared much for the catimg and
digwhing that might, but <he began to think that the
Gynhiffes were good people, - very good people Tt was
better thus, at anv 1ate, than being accused of purder
and carried oft to Camelford prison

[l never forget 1t on her never,” the father had
sald :

Those words stuck to her from that moment, and
scemed to sound m her ears all the mght  How glad she
was that Barty had come down to the cove,—oh, yes,
how glad ' There was no quoatlox‘x o! his dyimg now, and
as for the blow on his forehead, what harm was that to
a lad Iihe hime? R

But Father shall go with you, said Mrs Gunlffe,
when Mallygprepared to start for the cove by herself
Mallv, however, would not hear of this  She could find
her way to the cove whether 1t was light or dark

" Mally, thou art my child now, and I <jall think of
thee 50, said the mother, as the girl went oft by*herself

M;lly thougls of this, too, as she walked home flow
could she become Mrs Gunliffe’s child , ah, how ?
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I need not, I thimk, tell the tale any further That
Mally did become Mrs Gunlhifte s child, and how <he
became <o the reader will understand . and 1n process
of time the big kitchen and all the wonders of the farm-
house were her own  The people sard that Barty Gunhiffe
had married o mermaid out of the <ea ., but when 1t was
<aid i Mally's hearinge 1 doubt whether <he hiked 1t
and when Barty Lameelf would call her a mermard <he
would frown at him, and throw about her blsck F-ur and
pretend to cufl him with her httle hand

Old Glos was brought up to the top of the dul, and
Iived his few remaming davs under the roof of i
Gunlifte s house  and as for the cove and the right of
seaweed, from that time forth all that has been .supp(rvd
to attach itself to Gunlifte s farm, and I do not know
that any of the naghbours are prepared to dispute the
rl,«ght

Good Words, 1804  Lotta Schomdt and Other Stories, 1567,
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A x¥ive in the olden time ruled over a mighty nation g
proud man he must have been, any man who was king
of that natioy  hundreds of lords, each a prince over
many people, sat about him i the counal chamber,
urgler the dim vault, that was blue hike the vault of
heaven, and shone with mnumerable glisteniggs of
golden stars

North, south, cast, and west, spread that land of his,
the <ea dld not stop 1t, his empire lomb the high
mountams, and spread abmad its arms over the valleys
of them , all along the sea-line <hone cities set with therr
crowns of towers in the midst of broad bays, each fit, 1t
seemed, to be a harbour for the naviés of all the world

Inland thc pastures and cornlands lav, chequered
much with clanbing, over-tumbling ¢rape-vines, under
the sun that crumbled their clods, and drew up the
voung wheog, m the spung time, under the ramn that
made the long grass soft and fine, under all farr fertihzing
mfluences  the streams leapt down from the mountain
tops, or cleft their way through the ndged rgvines  they
grew, ﬂrea‘t nivers, like seas each one

The mountaifs were cloven, and g g,ave forth from their
scarred sides wealth of ore and splendour of marble , all

29
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things this people that King Valdemar ruled over could
do they levelled mountains, that over the smooth roads
the wains nueht go, laden with <ilk and spices from the
sea  theyv diamed lakes, that the land might vicld more
and more, as year by vear the serfs dirven ke cattle, hut
worse fed, worse housed died <Jowlv, <carce knowme
that they had souls  they builded them huge ships and
said that they were masters of the sea too only, I trow
the sea was an unruly subject, and often senq the&n back
their slnps cut mto more preces than the pimes of them
were, when the adze first fell upon them, they raiscd
towers, and bndges, and marble palaces with endless
corridors rose-scented, and cooled with welling fountans
They sent great armies and Heets to all the points, of
hcaven that the wind blows fiom, who took and burned
many happv cities, wasted many fields and vallevs,
blotted out from the memoryv of men the names of
nations, made their men s Iives a hopeless shame and
mise1y to them, their women < hives disgrace, and then
-came home to have flowers thrown on them 1 showers
to be feasted and called heroes
Should not then toeir king be proud of them ¢ More-
over they could fashion stone and brass mto the <hapes
of men, they could wnte books . thev knew the names
of the stars, and their number , they knew what moved
the passions of men n the hmrtq of then‘ and could
draw you up cunningly, catalogues of virtues and vices ,
their wise men could prove to vou that any lie was true,
that any truth was false, till your head grew dizzy, and
your heurt sick, and you almost doubted 1if there were a
God' ‘
Should not then their king be proud of them ? Their
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men wete strong m bodyv, and moved about gracefully—
like dancers, and the puiple-black, seented hair of their
gold-clothed knights seemed to shoot out 1avs under the
blaze of light that shone hke many <uns 1 the king’s
halls. Thar women s faces were very fair m red and
white, then shins fann and half transparent hike the
maible of then mountamms and thenr vowes sounded
Ithe the rivng of soft music from step to step of their
own white palaces

Should not then then king be proud of such a people,
who seemed to help so m carrving on the world to ats
consummate perfection, which they even hoped then
grande hldren"would see 2

Alas ' alas ! thev were slaves —kmg and priest, noble
and burgher, just as much as the meanest tasked serf,
pethaps more even than he, for they were so \\llegly,
but he unwillingly enough

They coultl do everything but justice, and truth, and
mcrcy  therefore God s judgments hung over therr
heads, not fallen vet, but surelv to fall one time o1 other,

For ages past they had warted agamst one people
only, whom thev could not utttily subdue a feeble
people m numbers, dwelling in the very midst of them,
among the mopntains , yet now thev were pressing them
close , acre after acre, with seas of blood to purchase
cach acre, had been wrested from the fiee people, and
ther end seefhed drawing near , and this time the king,
Valdemar, had marched to their land with a great army,
to make war on them, he boasted to himself, almost for
the last time

A Walled towp 1n the free land , 1n that town, a hbuse
built of rough, splintery stones, and in a great low-
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browed room of that house, a grey-haired man pacing to
and fro impatiently  * Will she never come ? he says,
‘1t 15 two hours since the sun set, news, too, of the
enemy’'s being in the land , how dreadful if she 1s taken !’
His great broad face 15 marked with many furrows made
by the fierce restless energy of the man, but there 15
a wearted look on 1t, the look of a man who, having done
his best, 15 vet beuten, he seemed to long to be gone
and be at peace  he, the fighter in manyv hattlgs, who
often had seemed with his <ingle arm to roll back the
whole tide of fight, felt despairing enough now | this
last mvasion, he thought, must surely quite settle the
matter , wave after wave, wave after wave, had bmk‘on
on that dear land and been rolled back from 1t, and «till
the hungry sea pressed on | they must be finally drow ned
in that sea , how fearfully they had been tred for thewr
sins - Back agarn to his anviety concerning (issela, his
daughter, go his thoughts, and he still paces ip and down
weanly, stoppmg now and then to gaze mtently on things
which he has <een a hundred times  and the mght has
altogether come on

At last the blast ¢f a horn from outside, challenge and
counter-challenge, and the wichot to the court-vard 1s
swung open, for this house, being in a part of the aty
whete the walls are somew hat weak, 15 a hittle fortress in
itself, and 15 very carefully guarded  The old man’'s face
brightened at the sound of the new comers, and he went
toward the entrance of the house where he was met by
two voung hmghts fully armed, and a maiden  * Thank
God youv are come,” he savs, but stops when he sees her
face, which 18 quice pale, almost wild with some sorrow
* The <amnts! Cissela, what 15 1t 2’ he says * Father,
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Erie will tell you ' Then suddenly a clang, for Erie has
thrown on the ground a richly-jewclled . ord, sheathed,
and sets his foot on 1t, crunching the pearls on the
sheath . then <avs, flimgng up his head, — There,
father, the enemv 15 m the land, may that happen to
every one of them ! but for my part I have accounted
for two alreadv ® * Son Eric, son Erie, vou talk for ever
about vourself , quick, tell me abow Cissela instead
if vou @) ondboasting and talking alwavs about vourself,
you will come to no good end, son, after all* But as he
savs this, he smiles nevertheless, and his eve glistens
“Well father, histen—such a strange thing she tells
us, not to be believed, if <he did not tell us herself | the
enemy has suddenly got generous, one of them at least,
which 15 something of a disappomtment to me —ah'!
pardon, about myself agam ., and that 1~ about inyself
too  Well, father, what am I to do ? —But (‘1ssela, she
wandered some wav from her maidens, when --ah ! but
I never could tell a story properly, let her tell it herself
here, Crissela ! —well, well, T see she s better emploved,
talking namelv, how should T know what + with Siur m
the window-seat yonder -but sle told us that, as she
wandered almost by herself, she presently heard shouts
and saw many of the enemy’s knights ndmg quichly
towards her | whereat she knelt only and praved to God,
who was veyv gracious to her, for when, as she thought,
something dfeadful was about to happen, the chief of
the kmghts (a very noble-looking man, she said) rescued
her, and, after he had gazed ecarnestly into her face, told
her She might go back again to her own hBme,.and her
maids with har, if only she would tell him where she
dwelt and her name , and withal he sent three knights
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to escort h>r some wayv toward the eity  then he turned
and rode awayv with all his kmights but those thiee, who,
when they knew that he was quite gone, she savs, began
to talk hoiribly, saving things whereof in her terior she
understood the import only  then, before worse came
to pass came Iand slew two, as T said, and the other ran
away  lustilv with a good courage and that 15 the
sword of one of the slain kmights, o1, as one nught 1ather
call them, rascally caitifts” . e

The old man » thoughts seemed to have gone wander-
mmg atter his son had spoken  for he sard nothing for
some time, but at last spoke dejectedhy

* Eiie, brave son, when I was vour age T too hoped

and my hopes are come to this at last vou are bhind
your hopeful vouth, Enie, and do not see that this kfg
(for t e king 1t certamnly was) will erush us, and not the
less surely because he 15 plamly not ungenerous, bhut
rather a good, courteous hnight — Alas! poorold Gunnai,
broken down now and ready to die, as vour country 15!
How often, m the olden time, thou used ~t to sav to
thyself, as thou didst 1ide at the head of our glomous
house, ** this charge m v finish this matter, this battle
must " They passed away, those gallant fights, and ~till
the foe pressed on, and hopo too, Io\\lv ebbed away,
as the boundaties of our land grew less and Nows behold,
this 15 the last wave but one or two, and then for a <ad
farewell to name and freedom  Yet, surely the end of
the world must come when we are swept from oft the
face of the earth God waits long, they say, before he
avenges his ¢ vn '’

As he was speaking, Siur and Cissela came neare: to
him, and Cissela, all trgces of her late terror gone from
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het face now, raising her hps to s bended forehead,
kissed him fondly, and sud, with glowing face,

* Father, how can I help outr people 2 Do they want
death T will die: Do they want happmess ¢ 1 will
Ive miserably through vears and yeais, nor ever prav
for death”

Some hope or other seemed @rowing up m his heart,
and showimg through his face, and he spoke agam,
putting hack the han from oft her face and clasping it
about with both his hands, while he stooped to kiss her

God 1emember vour mother, Cissela! Then 1t was
no dream after all but tiue parhaps, as indeed 1t seemed
at the time | But it must come quickly, that woman s
delivera nee, or not at all  When was 1t that I heard that
old file. that sounded even then true to my cars 2 for we
have not been punished for naught, my son, that 1enot
God’s wav It comes across my memory somehow,
mingled m a sonderful manner with the purple of the
pmes on the hill-aide, with the fragrance of them borne
from far towards me, for know, my children, that
times past, long, long past now, we did an evil deed ,
for our forefathers, who have beer dead now, and for-
given 50 long ago, once mad with rage at some defeat
from their enemies, fired a church, and burned theren
many women who had fled thither forrrefuge , and from
that time a curse cleaves to us  Only they say, that at
the last we Mty be saved from utter destruction by a
woman , I know not God grant it may be so”’

Then she said, * Father, brother, and you, Siur, come
with me tq the chapel , I wish you to witnets me¢ make
an oath’

Her face was pale, her lips were pale, her golden hair
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was pale , but not pale, 1t scemed, from any sinking ot
blood, but from gathering of mtensest hght from some-
where, her eves perhaps, for they appeared to burn
mwardly

They followed the sweepmg of her purple 10be m
suence through the low heavy-beamed passages  they
entered the little chapel, dimly highted by the moon that
night, as 1t shone through one of the three arrow-shts of
windows at the cast end  There was hitle - ealth of
marble there, I ttow  hittle time had those ighting men
for stone-smoothing  Albert, one noted many semblances
of flowers even 1in the dim half-licht, and here and there
the faces of BRAVE men 1oughly cut enough, but grand,
because the hand of the carver had followed hus loving
heart  Nerther was there gold wanting to the altar and
1its conopy . and above the low pillars of the nave hung
banners, taken from the foe by the men of that house,
gallant with gold and jewels

She walked up to the altar and took the blessed book
of the Gospels from the left side of 1t then knelt m
praver for a moment or two, while the three men stood
behind her reverently  When <he rose she made a s1un
to them, and from their scabbards gleamed three swords
m the moonhght | then, while they held them aloft and
pomted toward the altar <she opened the book at the
page whereon was pamted Chust the Lotd dving on the
(ross, pale agamnst the gleamimg gold  she said, in a firm
voice, Christ God, who diedst for all men, <o help me,
as | 1efuse not hfe, happmess, even honour, for this
people whont I'love”’

Then she kisse 1 the face <o pale agamnst the gold, and
knelt again
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But when she had risen, and before she could leave the
space by the altar, St had stepped uf to her, and
serzed her hurniedly, folding bhoth his arms about her
she let herself be held there her bosom against his . then
he held her away from him a hittle space, holding her by
the aims near the shoulder | then he took her hands ahd
led them across his shoulders, so that now she held him

And theyv said nothing  what coulgl they sayv ¢ Do
vou knop any word for what they meant ?

And the father and brother stood by, lookmg qute
awestiuck, more so they seemed than by her solemn
oath  Till Siur, raising his head from where 1t lav, eried
()llf.‘llull(l May God forgive me as I am true to her!
hear vou, father and brother ¢°

Then said Crssela  May (od help me m my need, as
1 am true to S .

And the others went, and they two were left standing
there alone, nith no httle awe over them, strange and
shyv as they had never vet been to cach other  (issela
shuddered, and said m a quick whisper ™ S, on your
knees ! and prav that these oaths may never dash”

Can they, Cissela 77 he said o

* O love, she cried, * vou have loosed my hand , take
it again, or [ .slull die Swur!

Ie took both her hands, he held them fast to tus lips,
to his forehead , he said  * No, God does not allow such
things , trutl? does not le, you are truth, this need
not be prayed for

She said * Oh, forgive me ! yet —yet this old chapel
15 damp and cold even n the burning summer weather
O knight Siwur, something strikes through me, I yray
you kneel and pray’
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He locked steadily at her for a long time without
answening, as if he were tryving once for all to become
mdeed one with her, then sard  * Yes, 1t 15 possible | 1n
no other way could you give up evervthing

Then he took from oft his finger a thin golden 11ing,
and broke 1t 1 two, and gave her the one half, <aving
“When will they come together ?

Then withim a while they Ioft the chapel, and walked
as i a dream between the dazzhing hights ofgthe hall,
whete the knmehts sat now, and between those lights sat
down together, dicamimg still the same dieam ecach of
them . while all the kuights <houted for Stur and Cissela
Even if a man had spent all los Bife looking for sorrop ful
things, evenf he sought for them with all his heart and
soul, and even though he had grown giev 1 that ({l.l(\\f
yet  ould he have found nothing m all the world, m
perhaps i all the stars either, so sorrowful as Ciscela

They had aceepted her sacrifice after long deliberation,
they had attaved her m purple and scailet, theyv had
crowned her with gold wiought about with jewels, thev
had spread abroad the veil of her golden hair  yet now,
as they led her forth 11 the mudst of the band of kmghts,
her bLrother Eric holding fast her hand, each man felt
Iike o murderer when he beheld her face, whereon was
no tear, wherein was no witthing of muscle, twitching of
nerve, wheremn was no sorrow-mark of her own, but only
the sorrow-maik which God <ent her, and which she
must perforce wear

Yet they had not caught eageily at her offer, they had
said at first almost to a man  Nay, this thing shali not
be, let us die altogether rather than this’ Yet as they
sat, and said this, to each man of the council came
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floating dim memories of that curse of the burned
women, and its remedy , to many 1t 1att rhy thmically,
an old song better known by the musie than the words,
heard once and again, long ago, when the gusty wind
overmastered the chestnut bouchs, and strewed the
smooth sward with then star-leaves :

Withal came thoughts to cach man, partly selfsh,
partly - wise and just, concernmg Iys own wife and
childien, coyeerning children vet unborn, thoughts too
of the glory of the old name  all that had been suftered
and done that the ¢lornous free land might vet be a
nation

And the spimit of hope, never dead but sleeping only,
woke up withimn then hearts  * We may vet be a people,’
they said to themselves, 1f we can but get breathing

time ’ .
And as thev thoucht these things, and doubted, Swur
tose up 1n tae mudst of them and sard You are night

m what vou think countrymen, and <she 19 night |, <he s
altogether good and noble , send her forth”’

Then, with one look of utter desparr at her as <he
stood statue-like, he left the councy, lest he should fall
down and die 1n the midst of them, he said , yet he died
not then, but hived for many years afterwards

But thev rose from their seats, #nd when they were
armed, and she royally arraved, they went with her,
leading her %hrough the dear streets, whence you always
saw the great pme-shadowed mountains  <he went away
from all that was dear to her, to go and <1t a crowned
qucen 1n, the dreary marble palace, whos® oufer walls
rose'right up from the weary-hearted sea  She gould
not think, she durst not, she feared, if she did, that
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she would curse her beauty, almost curse the name ot
love, curse Siue, though she knew he was night, for not
slaying her, she feared that she mught curse God

So she thought not at all, steepmng her senses utterly
i forgetfulness of the happy past, destroving all antia-
pation of the future vet, as they left the aty amid the
tears of women, and fixed sorrowful gaze of men, <she
turned round once, and stretched her arms ovt mvolun-
tartly, hke a dumb senseless thing  towards the place
where she was born, and where her Iife grew happier day
by dav, and where ns arms first crept round about het

She turned awav and thought, but i a cold specnlative
mannet, how 1t was possible that she was beaung this
sorrow , as she often before had wondered, when slitht
things vexed her overmuch, how people had such sorréws
and hved, and almost doubted 1if the pamn was so much
greater o great sorrows than i small troubles, or
whether the nobleness only was greater, the pam not
sharper, but more hngermg

Halfway toward the camp the king s people met her ,
and over the trampled ground, where they had fought <o
fiercely but a httle tiwe before, they spread breadth of
golden cloth, that her feet might not touch the arms of
her dead countiymen, or then brave bodies

And so they came at last with many trumpet-blasts to
the king’s tent, who stood at the door of 1t, to welcome
his bride that was to be  a noble man tru'y to look on,
kindly, and genial-eved  the red blood sprang up over
his face when she came near, and she looked back no
more, but bcwed before him almost to the ground, and
would have knelt, but that he caught her in his arms
and kissed her, she was pale no more now, and the
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king, as he gazed delightedly at her, did not notice that
sorrow-mark, which was plam enough to her own people

So the trumpets sounded agam one long peal that
scemed to make all the an reel and quiver, and the
soldiers and lords shouted  * Hurrah for the Peace-
Queen, (ssela !

“Come, Harald, <aid a beautiful eolden-haired bov to
one who was ylammly lus younger brother, * Come, and let
us leave Robert here by the foree, and <how owr lady-
mother this beautiful thing  Sweet master armourer,
farewell’

" Aie vou gomg to the queen then ¢ said the atmouter

Y ea,” said the boy, looking wondermgly at the strong
craftsnian’s eager tace

But, nay, let me look at you awhile longer? vou
renind me so much of one I'loved long ago im my own
land  Stay adhile till vour other brother goes with you

“Well, T will stav, and thimk of what yvou have been
tellimg me , I do not feel as1f I should ever think of any-
thing else for long together, as tong as L live ”

)

So he sat down agaimn on an oltl kattered anvil, and
seemed with his bright eves to be beholding something
in the land of dicams A gallant dicam 1t was he
dreamed , for he saw hims<elf with® his brothers and
friends about hun, seated on a throne, the justest king
m all the earth, his people the lovingest of all people
he saw the ambassadors of the testored nations, that had
been unjustly dealt with long ago, everywhere love,
and peace af possible, justice and truth at alt evepts

Alas! he knep not that vengeance, &0 long delayed,
must fall at last mm his hfe-time, he knew not that it
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takes longer to restore that whose growth has been
through age and age, than the few years of a hfe-time
yet was the reality good, 1f not as good as the dream

Presently his twin-brother Robert woke him from that
dream, calling out * Now, brother Svend, are we really
ready , sce here! but stop, kneel first , there, now am
I the Bishop’

And he pulled his brother down on to his knees, and
put on his head, where 1t fitted loosely enongh now,
hanging down from left to right, an 1iron crown fantasti-
cally wrought, which he himself, having just finished 1t,
had taken out of the water, cool and dripping

Robert and Harald laughed loud when they saw the
crown hanging all askew, and the great drops rolling
from 1t into Svend's eyes and down his cheeks, looking
like tears not so Svend, he rose, holding the crown
level on his head, holding 1t back, so that 1t pressed
against his brow hard, and, first dashing the drops to
right and left, caught his brother by the hand, and said

May I keep 1t, Robert ? I shall wear 1t some day’

* Yea,' said the other, * but it 1s a poor thing, better
let Siur put 1t i the furnace agam and make 1t mto
sword hilts”’

Thercupon they began to go, Svend holding the erown
i his hand  but as they were going, Siur called out
" Yet will I sell my dagger at a price, Prince Svend, even
as you wished at first, rather than give 1t you for nothing ’

* Well, for what ?’ said Svend, somew hat shortly, for
he thought Siur was going back from his promise, which
seemed ugly to him

* Nay, be not angry, prince,’ said the armourer, ‘ only
I pray you to satisfy this whim of mine , 1t 1s the first
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favour I have asked of you will you ask the fair, noble
lady, your mother, from Swur the smuth, 1? she 15 happy
now ¢’

¢ Willingly, sweet master Siur, if 1t pleases you , fare-
well’

And with happy young faces they went awav, and
when they were gone, Swur fiom a secret place drew out
various weapons and armour, and bggan to work at
them, having first drawn bolt and bar of his workshop
carefully

Svend, with Harald and Robert his two biethren,
went their ways to the queen, and found her sitting alone
n a fair court of the palace full of flowers, with a maible
cloister round about 1t , and when she saw them commg,
she’rose up to meet them, her three fair sons.

Truly as that nght 1oyal woman bent over ¢hem
lovingly, there seemed httle need of Siur's question

So Svend showed her his dagger, but not the crown,
and she asked many questions concernig Siur the smith,
about his way of talking and hus face, the colour of his
hair even, till the boys wondered, she questioned them
50 closely, with beaming eyes and ,glowing cheeks, so
that Svend thought he had never before seen his mother
look so0 beautiful

Then Svend said * And, mother, dlon t be angry with
Stur, will you ? because he sent a message to you by me’

*Angry '’ and straightway her soul was wandering
where her body could not come, and for a moment or
two she was living as before, with him close by her, in
the old mountain land

* Well, mother, he wanted me to ask you if y'ou pere

happy now’
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* Did he, Svend, this man with brown hau, grniz/led as
you say 1t s now /IS hus hair soft then, this Siur, going
down on to his shoulders m waves 2 and his eves, do
they glow steadily, as if hghted up from his heart 2 and
how does he speak ¢ Did you not tell me that his words
led vou, whether vou would o1 no, mto dreamland 2 Ah,
well ' tell him I am happv, but not <o happy as we shall
be, as we were  And so vou, son Robert, are getting to
be quite a cunnimg stth but do you think vou will
ever beat Smr ¢

Ah, mother, no, he said, * there v something with
him that makes him seem quite mbinitely bevond all
other workmen I have ever heard of

Some memory coming from that dreamland smote
upon her heart more than the others . she blushed hike
a voung gitl, and sawd hesttatingly

Does he work with his left hand, son Robert  for
I have heard that some men do <o’ But i her heart
she rtemembered how once, long ago m the old mountain
country, 1 her father » house, some one had <aid that
only men who were born so, could do cunmingly with the
left hand , and how Bur, then quite a bov  had said,
“Well, [ will try and how, i a month or two, he had
come to her with an ammlet of silver, verv cuniously
wrought, which he uad done with his own left hand

So Robert said  * Yea, mother, he works with his left
hand almost as much as with his 11¢ht, and sometimes
1 have seen him change the hammer suddenly from his
nght hand to his left, with a kind of half smile, as one
who would say, * Cannot I then ¢ ’ and this more when
he does smith’s * ork in metal than when he works 1n
maible , and once I heard him say when he did so, I
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wonder where my first left hand work v ah!' I hide
myv time ' I wonder also, mother, what*he meant by
that’

She answered no word but <shook her arm free from 1ts
broad sleeve, and something ghittered on rt, near het
wrist, something wroucht out of silver set with qlw?\t
and uncouthly-cut stones of hittle value

In thescourcd chamber, among the lords, ~sat Svend
and his <ix brethren  he chief of all i the wielding of
sword o1 axc, m the government of people, m drawing
the love of men and women to him perfect in face and
body, m wisdom and strength was Svend  next to him
sat Robert, cunnimg m workig of marble, o1 wood, ot
brass all thines could he make to look asif they Tived,
trom the sweep of an angel s wings down to the shffpmg
ot a httle field-mouse from under the sheaves i the
harvest-time® Then there was Harald, who knew con-
cerning all the ~tars of hcaven and flowars of carth
Richard, who drew men’s hearts from then bodies, with
the words that swung to and fro m his glorous thy mes
William, to whom the air of healen seemed a servant
when the harp-stiings quivered underneath his fingers
thete were the,two <atlor-brothers, who the vear hefore,
voung though they were, had come®back from a long,
perilous voygee, with news ot an 1sland they had found
long and longd awav to the west, larger than any that
this people knew of, but very fan and good, though
uninhabited

But now over all this noble brotherhdbd gith its
various gifts hung one cloud of sorrow, their mother,
the Peace-Queen (1ssela was dead, she who had taught
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them truth and nobleness <o well , she was never to see
the beginning of the end that they would work , truly
1t seemed sad

There sat the seven brothers in the council chamber,
warting for the king, speaking no word, only thimhing
drearily . and under the pavement of the great church
("1ssela lav, and by the «ide of her tomb <tood two men,
old men both, Valdemar the king, and S

So the king, after that he had gazed swhib> on the
carven face of her he had loved well, said at last

*And now, Sir Carver must vou carve me also to lie
thete ™ And he ponted to the vacant space by the ade
of the fair alabaster figuie .

* O king,” said Swur, * exeept for a very few strokes on
steel, T have done work now, having carved the queen
there , 1 cannot do this thing for vou

What was 1t sent a sharp pang of bitterest suspicion
through the very heart of the poor old man ¢ He looked
<teadfastly at him for « moment or two, as if he would
know all secrets, he could not, he had not stienuth of
life enough to get to the bottom of things  doubt
vanished <oon frora His heart and his face under Swur s
pitying gaze | he said, * Then perhaps I shall be my own
statue,” and therewithal he sat down on,the edge of the
low marble tomb, and laid his right arm across her
breast , he fixed his eves on the eastern be]t of windows,
and sat quite motionless and silent , and he never knew
that she loved him not

But Swur, when he had gazed at him for awhile, stole
away quetly, as we do when we fear to awaken a sleeper ,
andG the king never turned his head, bit still sat there,
never moving, scarce breathing, 1t seemed



SVEND AND HIS BRETHREN 47

Swur stood 1n his own great hall (for his house was
large), he stood before the dais, and saw a*fair sight, the
work of his own hands

For, fronting him, against the wall were seven thrones,
and behind them a cloth of samite of purple wrought
with golden stars, and barred across from night to left
with long bars of cilver and crimson, and edged below
with melancholv, fadmg gieen, Iike ¢ September sun-
set . ang opyosite each thione was a ghttermg suit of
armour wrought wonderfully in bright steel, exeept that
on the hreast of ecach suit was a face worked mar-
vellously i enamel, the face of (1ssela ma glory of golden
haiy . and the glory of that gold spread awav from
the breast on all sides and ran cunnmingly along with
the'steel 1ngs msuchaway asitishard even to imagine
morcover, on the crest of cach helm was wiought the
pheniy, the never-dving bnd, the only creature that
knows the sum ., and by ecach suit lav a gleaming sword
terrible to look at stecl from pommel to pomnt, but
wrought along the blade m burnished gold that out-
flashed the gleam of the steel, was wnitten n fantastic
letters the word Westward L

So Swur gazed till he heard footsteps coming , then he
turned to meeg them And Svend and his brethren sat
silent 1n the council chamber, till they heard a great
noiwse and c]amour of the people arwse through all the
streets . theit they rose to see what 1t might be Mean-
while on the low marble tomb, under the dim sweeping
vault sat, or rather lay, the king, for, though his right
arm still Jay over her breast, his head had f#llen forward
and rested noy on the shoulder of the marble qyeen
There he lay, with strange confusion of his scarlet, gold-
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wrought nobes , silent, motionless and dead  The seven
biethren stoou together on a marble tettace of the 1oval
palace, that was dotted about on the balusters of 1t with
white statues  they were helmeted and armed to the
teeth, only over therr armour great black eloaks were
thrown,

Now the whole great terrace was a-swayv with the
crowd of nobles apd prmces and others that were neither
nobles nor prunces, but true men onlyapd these were
helmeted and wrapped m black cloaks even as the
princes were, only the crests of the prmees helms were
wrought wonderfullyv with that bud, the phani all
flammg with new power, dvimg because 1ts old lm(l‘\ i
not strong enough for its new-tound power —and those
on that terrace who were unarmed had anvious faces,
somedfearful, some stormy with Dovil’s rage at disappomnt-
ment , but among the faces of those hddmed ones, though
here and there yvou might see a pale face, there was no
fear o1 rage, scarcely even any ansiety, but calm, brave
Jov seemed to be on all

Above the heads of all men on that terrace shone out
Svend s brave face th golden hair lowine trom out of
his helmet — a smile of quiet conhidence overflowing from
his mighty heart, in the depths of which it was dwelling,
just showed a very little on his eves and hips

While all the vast square, and all the windows and
roofs even of the houses over agamst the palace, were
alive with an mnumerable sea of troubled raging faces,
showimg white, upturned from the undersea of their
many-colour:d 1aiment, the murmur from them was
like the sough of the first tempest-wind among the pines
and the gleam of spears here and there like the last few
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gleams of the sun thiough the woods when the black,
thunder-clouds come up over all, soon to be shone
through, those woods, by the gleam of the deep hightning

Also sometimes the murmur would swell, and from
the heart of 1t would come a fierce, hoarse, tearing,
shattering roar, strangely discordant, ot War! War!
onve us war O kg !’

Then Svond steppme forward, Tns wims hidden under
s long dlogh as they hung down gmethy, the smile on
his face broadenme <somewhat  <ent from his chest a
mightv, eftortless vorce over all the raging

Hear, O ve people ! War with all that 1< uelv and
lm;u peace with afl that s fan and good  No W ar
with myv brother s people”’

Iust then one of those unhelmeted, creeping round
about stealthily to the place whare Svend “tood! lifted
his atm and smote at lnm with a dazeer, whereupon
Svond, cdeatma his ight arm from his cloak with his
lett, Ifted up s glitormg nght hand, and the traitor
fell to the earth groanmg with a hroken jaw, for Svend
had smitten him on the mouth a bacwward blow with
his open hand

One shouted from the crowd * Ave, murderer Syvend,
slav our good nobles, as vou porsoned the king your
father, that you and yvour false brethren might oppress
us with the memory of that Devil s witeh, vour mother !’

The \mlle, Yoft Svend s face and heart now, he looked
verv stern as he said

Hear, O ve people ! In years past when I was a boy
mv dream of dreams was ever this, how I %howld make
you good, and, because good, happy} when I should
become king over you, but as yvear by year passed 1
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saw my dream ﬂ.xttmg . the deep colours of 1t changed,
faded, grew grey m the lLight of coming manhood .
nevertheless, God be my witness, that I have ever
striven to make vou just and true, hoping agamst hope
continually , and I had even determined to bear every-
thm;': and stav with you, even though you should temain
unjust and hars, for the sake of the few who really love
me  but now, seemg that God has made you mad, and
that hus vengeance will speedilv fall, take heed hgw vov
cast out from vou all that 15 good and true-hearted!
Once more—which choose vou, Peace or War ¢

Between the good and the base, in the nmudst of the
passionate faces and changing colours stood the great
terrace, cold, and calm, and white, with 1ts changeless
statues , and for awhile there was silence

BroRen through at last by a vell, and the sharp whnr
of arrows, and the chng, clang, fiom the armour ot the
terrace as Punce IHarald staggered thowgh unhurt,
struck by the broad pont on the helmet

*What ! War 2 shouted Svend wrathfullv, and his
vorce sounded lihe a clap of thunder followmyg the
lightning flash when<a tower is struck  * What ! War 2
Swords for Svend ! Round about the king, good men and
true ! Sons of the golden-haired, show tht“h(‘, men WaR'’

As he spoke he Iét hus black cloak fall; and up from
their sheaths sprang seven swords, steel from pommel to
pont only , on the blades of them mn fantastic letters of
gold, shone the word WESTWARD

Then all the terrace gleamed with steel, and amid the
hurtling of stones and whizz of arrows they began to go
westward
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The streets ran with blood, the air,was filled with,
groans and curses, the low waves nearest the granite pier
were edged with blood, because they fust caught the
drippings of the blood

Then those of the people who durst stav on the pier
saw the ships of Svend’s Iittle fleet leaving one by one
for he had taken aboard those ten ships whosoever had
praved to go, even at the last moment, wounded, or
dving ¥ven® better so, for m therr last moments came
thoughts of good things to many of them, and 1t was
good to be among the true

But those haughty ones left behind, sullen and un-
temed, but with a hornible mdefnable diead on them
that was worse than death, or mere pam, howsoever
fierce  these saw all the <hips go out of the harbour
mertily with swelling sail and dashing oar, and with
Joyous smgmg of those aboard, and Svend’s was the
last of all

Whom thev saw kneel on the deck unhelmed, then
all sheathed thenr swords that were about him, and the
Prince Robert took from Svend s hand an non crown
fantastically wrought, and pldc.od it on his head as he
knelt , then he contmued kneeling still; till; as the ship
drew furthes and further away from the harbour, all
things aboard of her became indistinet

And they never saw Svend and his brethren again

Here ends what Willlam the Englishman wrote , but
afterwards (in the night-time) he found the book of a
certain chronicler which saith e

‘ In the spring-time, in May, the 550th year from the
death of Svend the wonderful king, the good knights,



52 WILLIAM MORRIS

satlimg due eastward, came to a harbour of a land thev
knew not  wherem they saw manyv goodly <hips, but of
a strange fashion like the ships of the ancients, and
destitute of any marmers  beades they <aw no beacons
for the cuidance of seamen nor was there any sound of
bells or singmy, thouvh the ity was vast, with many
goodly towers and palaces 8o when they landcd they
found that which s hardly to be believed, but which s
nevertheless true  for about the quavs anl absut the
streets lay many people dead or stood  but quite without
motion and they were all winte or about the colour of
new-hewn freestone, vet were they not statues but real
men, for they had <ome of them, ¢hastly wounds whs h
showed then entrails, and the structure of then flesh,
and veis, and bones

Moreover the streets were red and wet with blood
ard the hatbour waves were 1ed with it, beecause 1t
dupped m great diops slowly from the quavs

* Then when the good knights saw this thev doubted

not but that 1t was a fearful pumshment on this people
for <sins of thens , thereupon thev entered mto a echuich
of that ity and praved God to pardon them  afterwards,
gomg back to therr ships, satled awayv marvelling

And 1 John who wiote this history sav all this with

mine own eyes
The Oaford and Cambridge Magazine, 1856



‘BLOW UP WITIT THE BRIG!?
A SATLORS STORY

WILKIE COLLINS
(I824-18%0)

I mavr an alarming confession to make T am haunted
by a ghost

I vou were to guess for a hundred vears, vou would
neyer guess what my ghost 15 1 <hall make vou laugh
to begin with—and afterwards T shall make vouy flesh
creep My Ghost 1s the ghost of a Bedioom Candlestick

Yes, a bedroom eandlestick and candle, o1 a flat
candlestich and candle  put 1t which way vou hke —
that 1~ what haunts me [ wish 1t was something
pleasanter and more out of the common way , a heautiful
lady, or a mine of gold and wlver, or a cellar of wine and
a coach and horses, and such-like " But, being what 1t 1s,
I must tahe it for what 1t 15, and make the best of 1t —
and I shall thank you kindly 1f you will help me out by
doing the same

[ am not a scholar mvself , but I make bold to beheve
that the haunting of any man with any thing under the
sun, begins with the frightenmmg of him At any rate,
the haunting of me with a bedroom canslle.stxck and
candle began with the frightening of me with a Bedioom
candlestick and.candle —the frightening of me half’out
of my life, and, for the time being, the frightening of

33
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me altogether wut of my wits That 15 not a very
pleasant thing to confess, before stating the particulars ,
but perhaps you will be the readier to beheve that T am
not a downnght coward, because vou find me bold
enaugh to make a clean breast of 1t already—to my own
great disadvantage, so far

Here are the particulars, as well as I can put them

I was apprenticed to the sea when T was about as tall
as my own walkmg-stick , and I made goo 1 enwugh use
of my time to be fit for a mate s berth at the age of
twenty-five years

It was m the year cighteen hundred and eighteen, or
nineteen, 1 am not quite certain which, that I 1eached
the before-mentioned age of twenty-five You yll
please to excuse my memoly not bemng very good for
dates, names, numbers, places, and such-like No fear,
though, about the particulars I have undertaken to tell
you of , I have got them all ship-shape 1" my recollec-
tion, I cansee them, at this moment, as clear as noonday
m my own nund  But there 13 a mist over what went
before, and, for the matter of that, a mist likewise over
much that came afver—and 1t's not very likely to Lift at
my time of hfe, 131t ?

Well, in eighteen hundred and eighteen, or nineteen,
when there was peace 1n our part of the world—and not
before 1t was wanted, you will say—there was fighting,
of a certamn scampering, scrambling kind, going on in
that old battle-field, which we seafaring men know by
the name of the Spanish Main

The possessions that belonged to the Spamards in
South America had broken mto op°n mutiny and
declared for themselves years before There was plenty
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of bloodshed between the new governmant and the old ,
but the new had got the best of 1t, for the most part,
under one General Bolivat —a famous man i his time,
though he seems to have dropped out of people’s mem-
ortes now  Englishmen and Irishmen with a turn, fou
fishting, and nothing particular to do at home, jomed
the general as volunteers, and some of our merchants
here found 1t a good venture to send Supplies across the
ocean %o the popular side There was risk enough, of
course, i doing this , but where one speculation of the
kind succeeded, 1t made up for two, at the least, that
farled  And that's the tiue prneiple of trade, wherever
I "ave met with it, all the woild over

Among the Knghshmen who were concerned m this
Spanish-American business, I, vour humble se¢rvant,
happened m a small way to be one

I was then mate of a bug belonging to a certain firm
mn the City, ‘which drove a sort of genetal trade, mostly
m queer out-of-the-way places, as far from home as
possible , and which freighted the brig, 1n the year I am
speakimg of, with a cargo of gunpowdet for General Bolivar
and his volunteers  Nobody knew "anything about our
mstiuctions, when we sailed, except the captam, and
he didn t half scem to hike them I can’t rightly say
how many bariels of powder we had on board, or how
much each ,l%a,lrel held—1I only know we had no other
cargo The name of the brig was the Good Intent— a
queer name enough, you will tell me, for a vessel laden
with gunpowder, and sent to help a revolution And as
far as this particular voyage was concerned, so 11 was 1
mean that for 4 joke, and I hope you will encourage me
by laughing at 1t
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The (Good Ingent was the crazest old tub of a vessel
[ ever went to sea m, and the worst found m all tespects
She was two hundred and thutv or two hundred and
eighty tons burden, I forget which , and she had a crew
of e1ght, all told - nothing hke as many as we ought by
rights to have had to work the brig - However, we were
well and honestly paid our wages  and we had to «ct
that against the chance of foundenng at sea and, on this
occaston, lithewise, the chance of bemg blows up nto the
bargam

In consideration of the nature of our cargo we were
hatassed with new regulations which we didn t at all
like, relative to smoking our pipes and hehting «un
lanteins  and, as usual m such cases, the captam who
made the regulations preached what he didn t practise
Not a man of us was allowed to have a it of hehted
candle m his hand when he went below  except the
shipper  and he used his hight, when he turned m o1
when he looked over hus charts on the cabin table, just
as usual

This hght was a common kitchen candle or * dip  and
1t stood 1 an old battered flat candlestick, with all the
japan worn and melted off, and all the tin showing

.

through 1t would have been more seamanlike and
suttable 1 every respect if he had had a lamp o1 a
lantern, but he stuck to his old candlestic k, and that
same old candlestick has ever afterwards stuck to me
That’s another joke, 1f you please, and a better one than
the first, in my opinion

Well (I said * well > before, but 1t ~ a word that helps
a man on like), we sailed mn the brig, «nd shaped our
course first for the Virgin Islands, in the West Indies,
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and, after sighting them, we made for the-Leeward
Islands next, and then stood on due s8uth, till the
look-out at the mast-head hailed the deck, and <aid he
saw land  That land was the coast of South America
We had had a wonderful vovage so far  We had lost
none of our spars or sails, and not a man of us had been
harassed to death at the pumps It wasnt often the
Good Intent made such a vovage as that, I can tell vou

I was sent alutt to make sure about the land, and I did
make \uu‘ of 1l

When [ repotted the same to the shipper, he went
below, and had a look at his letter of mstiuctions and
the chart  When he came on deck again, he altered our
courve a trifle to the castward 1 forget the point on the
compass, but that don t matter  What I do temember
15, that 1t was dark before we dosed 1 with the land
We kept the lead gomng, and hove the brig to i trom
four to five fathoms water, o1 1t mght be six I can't
say tor certain 1 hept a sharp eve to the dnft of the
vessel, none of us knowing how the currents ran on that
coast  We all wondered why the skipper didn t anchor
but he said, No, he must hirst show g hght at the fore-
top mast-head, and wait for an answermg hight on shore
We did wait, and nothing of the sort appeared It was
starhight and calm W hat httle windethere was came
pufls off the land [ suppose we waited, dufting a little
to the westwfad, as [ made 1t out, best part of an hour
before anything happened and then, mstead of seeing
the hght on shore, we saw a boat coming towards us,
rowed by two men only o

We hailed them, and they answered | Friends 1’ gnd
hailed us by our name Thev came on board One of

ES II E
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them was an Irishman, and the other was a cotfee-coloured
native pilot, who jabbered a little English

The Irishman handed a note to our skipper, who
showed 1t to me It mformed us that the part of the
coast we were off was not over safe for discharging our
cargo, seeing that spies of the enemy (that 15 to say, of
the old government) had been taken and shot m the
neighbourhood the day before  We might trust the
biig to the native pilot, and he had his mstructions to
tahe us to another part of the coast  The note was
stgned by the proper parties so we let the Irishman go
back alone in the boat, and allowed the pilot to exercise
his law ful authority over the buig  He kept us stretchmg
off from the land till noon the next day —-his mstructions,
seemungly, otdering him to keep us well out of signt of
the Jhore  We only altered our course mn the afternoon,
50 as to close i with the land again a little before mud-
night

This same pilot was about as 1ll-looking a vagabond as
ever I saw, a <kmny, cowardly, quarrelsome mongrel,
who swore at the men, in the vilest broken English, till
thev were every one of them ready to pitch him over-
board  The skipper kept them quiet, and I kept them
quiet, for, the pilot bemg given us by our mstructions,
we were bound to make the best of hun Near mightfall,
however, with the best will in the world to avoid 1t, I
wag unlucky enough to quarrel with him

He wanted to go below with his pipe, and I stopped
him, of course, because 1t was contrary to orders Upon
that, he tr >d to hustle by me, and I put him away with
my hand I never meant to push him down, but,

somehow, I did He picked hlmself:up as quick as
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Lightning, and pulled out his knife snatchod’ 1t out of
his hand, slapped his murderous face for hnn and threw
his weapon overboard Ile gave me one ugly look, and
walked aft T didn’t think much ot the look then, but
I remembered 1t a little too well afterwards

We were close mm with the land again, just as the wimnd
farled us, between eleven and twelve that mecht  We
dropped our anchor by the pilot » direcérons

[t wasy pitch datk, and a dead airless calm  The
shipper was on deck with two of our best men for watch
The rest were below, exeept the pilot, who cotled himself
up more like a snake than a man, on the forecastle It
was,not my watch till four m the mornmg  But 1
didn’t ike the look of the mght, or the pilot, o1 the
state of things generally, and I shook my<elf down on
deck to get myv nap there, and be ready for anythmg
at a moment’s notice  The last I remember was the
shipper whisping to me that he didn’t Iike the look of
thines either, and that he would go below and consult
his instructions again That 15 the last T remember,
before the slow, heavy, regular roll of the old brig on
the ground swell 1oched me off to sleep

I was awoke by a scuflle on the forecastle, and a gag
i my mouth Theie was a man on my breast, and a
man on my legs, and I was bound®hand and foot in
half a minute

The brig ws m the hands of the Spaniards  They
were swarming all over her I heard s1x heavy splashes
i the water, one after another I saw the captaip
stabbed ta the heart as he came running ub the com-
pamon—and I peard a seveuth splaslt in the wader.
Except myself, every soul of us on board had been
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murdered and thrown mto the sea  Why I was left, 1
couldn't think, till I saw the piot stoop over me with a
lantern, and look, to make sure of who I was There was
a devilish gun on his face, and he nodded his head at
me, as much a~ to say, You were the man who hustled
me down and slapped my face, and I mean to play the
game of cat and mouse with vou in return for it !

I could neither move nor speak ., but 1 could see the
Spamards take off the mam hateh and rig,the surchases
for getting up the cargo A quarter of an hour afterwards
I heard the sweeps of a schooner, or other small vessel,
in the water  The strange eraft was laid alongade of us,
and the Spamards set to work to discharge our cargoanto
her  They all worked hard except the pilot | and he
came, from time to time, with his lantera, to have
anotner look at me, and to grin and nod always m the
same devilish way 1 am old enough now not to be
ashamed of confessing the truth, and I don't nund
acknowledging that the pilot frightened me

The fright, and the bonds, and the gag, and the not
being able to stir hand o1 foot, had pretty migh worn me
out, by the time #he Spaniaids gave over work This
was Just as the dawn broke They had shifted good
part of our cargo on board their vessel, but nothing ke
all of 1t , and they Wwere sharp enough to be off with what
they had got, before dayhght

I need hardly say that I had made up my mind, by
this time, to the worst I could think of The pilot, 1t
was clear enough, was one of the spies of the enemy, who
had wormed himself into the confidence of our consignees
without being cuspected He, or moxe likely his em-
ployers, had got knowledge enough of us to suspect what
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our cargo was , we had been anchored for tke might n
the safest berth for them to surprise us u®, and we had
paid the penalty of having a small erew, and consequently
an msufficient watch  All this was clear enough—but
what did the pilot mean to do with me ?

On the word of a man, 1t makes my flesh creep ndw,
only to tell vou what he did with me

After all the rest of them were out f the brig, except
the pilog a.nd. two Spanish seamen, these last took me
up, bound and gagged as I was, lowered me mnto the hold
of the vessel, and laid me along on the floor, lashing
me to 1t with ropes ends, so that I could just turn
from one side to the other, but could not roll myself
fanlyv over, so as to change my place They then left
me” Both of them were the worse for liquor, but the
devil of a pilot was sober —mund that ! as sober asel am
at the present moment

I lay in the dark for a httle while, with my heart
thumping as i 1t was gomyg to Jjump out of me 1 lay
about five minutes or so, when the pilot came down mto
the hold alone

He had the captamn’s cursed flat, candlestick and a
carpenter’s awl m one hand, and a long thin twist of
cotton varn, well oiled, in the other  He put the candle-
stick, with a new dip " candle hghtetl 1 1t, down on the
loor, about two feet from my face, and close against the
side of the vessel The hght was feeble enough , but 1t
was suffictent to show a dozen barrels of gunpowder or
more, left all round me n the hold of the brig I began
to suspect what he was after, the moment P notjced the
barrels The hqrrors laid hold of me frem head to fqot,
and the sweat poured off my face like water
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I saw Fim go next to one of the barrels of powder
standing agaiust the side of the vessel, in a hine with
the candle, and about three feet, o1 rather better, anav
from 1t He bored a hole i the side of the bariel with
his awl, and the hornd powder came tuckhing out, as
black as hell; and dupped mto the hollow of his hand,
which he held to cateh 1t When he had got a good
handful, he stopped up the hole by jamming one end of
his otled twist of cotton-varn fast into 1t , and he then
rubbed the powder mto the whole length ot the varn till
he had blackened every hansbreadth of it

The next thing he did = as true as 1t here, as true
as the heaven above us all - the next thing he did was
to carry the fiee end of his long, lean, black, fughitful
slow-match to the lighted candle alongside myv face  He
tied 1t (the bloodyv-minded villam ') m several folds
round the tallow dip, about a third of the distance down,
measuring from the tlame of the wick to the hp of the
candlestichk  He did that , he looked to see that my
lashings were all safe, and then he put his face down
close to mine, and whispered m my ear, * Blow up with
the brig!

He was on deck agam the moment after , and he and
the two others shoved the hateh on over me At the
farthest end from where 1 lay, thev had not fitted 1t
down qute tiue, and I <aw a blink of dayhght ghm-
mering 1n when 1 looked mn that dnections I heard the
sweeps of the schooner fall into the water—splash!
splash ! fainter and fainter, as they swept the vessel out
m the dead calm, to be 1eady for the wind in the offing
Famter and fainter , splash! splash! for a quarter of
an hour or more
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While those sounds were m my ears, my éyes were
fixed on the candle y

It had been freshly it —af left to itself 1t would burn
for between siv and seven hours  The slow-mateh was
twisted round 1t about a thud of the way down  and
therefore the flame would be about two hours reachmg
it There I lav, gaveed, bound, lashed to the floor
seemg my own hfe burning down with e candle by my
side—there T lay, alonc on the sea doomed to be blown
to atoms, and to sce that doom drawing on, nearer and
nearer with every fresh second of time, throueh nigh
on two howrs to come  powetless to help myself, and
speechless to call for help to others  The wonder to me
1s that T didn t eheat the lame the slow-match, and the
powder and die of the horor of my <ituation betore my
first half-hour was out mn the hold of the b

[ can’t exacthy sav how Tong I kept the command of
my senses after I had ceased to hear the splash of the
schooner s sweeps m the water T can trace back every -
thing T did and evervthimg I thought, up to a certain
pomnt, but, once past that, I get all abroad, and lose
mvself in my memory now, much & ¥ lost myself in my
own feelings at the time

The moment the hatch was covered over me I began,
as every other man would have beguil in my place, with
a frantic effort to free my hands In the mad panic I
was 1, I cut my flesh with the lashings as 1f they had
been knife-blades , but I never stirred them  There was
less chance still of freeing myv legs, or of tearing mjyself
from the fastenings that held me to the floor® I gave 1n,
when I was all but suffocated for wanteof breath The
gag, you will please to remember, was a terrible enemy
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to me, I could only breathe freely through my nose—
and that 15 but a poor vent when a man 15 straimng his
strength as far as ever 1t will go

I gave in, and lav quiet, and got my breath agan,
my eyes glarmg and straming at the candle all the time

While I was staring at 1t, the notion struck me of
tryving to blow out the lame by pumping a long breath
at 1t suddenly through my nostrils 1t was too high
above me, and too fa1 awayv from me, to be rgached 1n
that fashion 1 tried, and tired, and tied -and then
I gave m again and lay quiet agam, always with my
eves glaning at the candle, and the candle glarimg at e
The splash of the schooner s sweeps was very faind by
this time 1 could only just hear them m the mornimg
stillness  Splash ! splash '—famter and fainter
\p]da’h !

Without exactly feehng my mind gomg, 1T hegan to
feel 1t gettng queer, as carly as this Tie snufl of the
candle was growing taller and taller, and the length of
tallow between the flame and the slow-mateh, which
was the length of my hife, was getting shorter and shorter
I caleulated that T hud 1ather less than an hour and a
half to live

An hour and a half ' Was there a chance, in that time,
of a boat pulling oft to the brig from <hore ¢ Whether the
land near which the vessel was anchored was in possession
of our side, or m possession of the enemy™ <ide, I made
out that they must, sooner or later, send to hail the brig,
merely because she was a stranger n those parts  The
question for'me was, how soon ¢ The sun had not risen
yet. as I could tell by looking through the chink m the
hatch  There was no coast village near us, as we all

splash !
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knew, before the brig was seized, by seeqng no lights on
shore  There was no wind, as I could tell by listening,
to biing any strange vessel near If I had had six hours
to Iive, there nught have been a chance for me, reckoning
from sunrise to noon  But with an hour and a half,
which had dwindled to an hour and a quarter by this
time  or, 1 other words, with the earliness of the
mornimg, the uninhabited coast, andethe dead calm all
acamst me--there was not the ghost of a chance A< [
felt that, I had another strugele -the last —with my
bonds and oulyv cut myself the deeper for my pams

I gave m once more, and lay quiet, and hstened for
th» splash of the sweeps

(tone ! Not a sound could I hear but the blowing of a
fish, now and then, on the surface of the sea, and the
creah of the brig s crazy old spars, as she rolled .gently
from side to side with the little swell there was on the
quiet water

An hour and a quarter  The wick grew terribly as
the quarter shpped awayv, and the charred top of 1t
began to thicken and spread out mushroom-shape It
would fall oft soon Would 1t fall ot 1ed-hot, and would
the swing of the brig cant 1t over the side of the candle,
and let 1t down on the slow-match ¢ If 1t would, T had
about ten mmutes to lve mstead of an hour

This discovery set my mind for a minute on a new
tack altogether [ began to ponder with mvself what
sort of a death blowmg-up might be  Pamful 2 Well,
1t would be, surelv, too sudden for that Perhaps just
one crash 1side me, or outside me, or bnth‘, and nothing
mote ¢ Perhaps not even a crash  thht and death; and
the scattering of this hving body of mine into millions
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of fiery sparks, might all happen i the same mstant ' 1
couldn’'t make 1t out , I couldn t settle how 1t would be
The minute of calmness in my mund left 1t, before I had
half done thinking , and I got all abroad again

\\ hen T came back to myv thouchts, or when they
came back to me (T cant sav which), the wick was
aw fully tall, the flame was burning with a smoke above
it, the charred top was broad and red, and heavily
spreading out 1o ats fall

My despair and horror at seemng 1t took me m a new
wav, which was good and nieht, at any rate, for mv poo
soul I toed to prav , m my own heart, vou will under-
stand, for the gag put all Iip-pravime out of myv power
[ tried, but the candle seemed to burn it up m me 1
strugeled hatd to force my eves from the slow, murdenng
Hame. and to look up through the chink m the hatch at
the blessed davheht T tned once, toed twice, and
gave it up T tried next only to shut mny eves, and heep
them shut- once - twice  and the second time T ad 1t
' God bless old mother, and sister Lizzie God keep them
both, and foraive me” That was all I had time to <av, in
my own heart, before my ey es opened again, mspite of me,
and the lame of the candle flew mto them, flew all over
me, and burnt up the rest of my thoughts i an mstant

I couldn’t hear the fish blowmg now , I couldn t hear
the creak of the spars, I couldn t thunk, I couldn t feel
the sweat of my own death agony on my face —I could
only look at the heavvy, charred top of the wick It
swelled, tottered, bent over to one side, dropped—red
hot at tke moment of 1ts fall—black and harmless, even
before the swing vf the brig had canted t over into the
bottom of the candlestick
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I caught myself laughing

Yes ! laughing at the safe fall of the bit of wick  But
for the gag I should have sereamed with laughine  As
it was, I shook with 1t mside me  shook till the blood
was 1 my head, and I was all but suftoeated for want
of breath I had just sense enough left to feel that my
own horid laughter, at that awful moment, was a sign
of my brain gomg at last I had jusé sense enouch left
to make another stiugele before my mind broke loose
like a fuightened horse, and ran awayv with me

One comforting look at the bhink of dayheht through
the hateh was what I tried for once more The tight to
force my eves from the candle and to get that one look
at the davheht, was the hardest T had had vet, and [
lost the hight  The Hame had hold of my eves as fast as
the lashings had hold of my hands I couldn £ ool awar
from i1t I couldnteven shut my eves, when I tred that
next, for the second trme  There was the wick growing
tall once more! There was the space of unbuint candle
between the hght and the slow-match shortened to an
meh or less!

How much hfe did that mch deave me 2 Thiee-
quarters of an hour ¢ Half-an-hour ¢ Fifty minutes ?
Twenty minutes ¢ Steady ! an inch of tallow candle
would burn longer than twenty miutes An inch of
tallow ! the notion of a man’s body and soul being kept
together by an inch of tallow! Wonderful! Why, the
greatest king that sits on a throne can’t keep a man’s
body and soul together, and here’s an inch of tallow
that can do what the king can’t! There’s domething to
tell mother, when I get home, whichewill surprises her
more than all the rest of my voyages put together I
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laughed mwardly, again, at the thought of that, and
shook and swelled and suffocated myself, till the hight of
the candle leaped in through my eves, and licked up
the laughter, and burnt 1t out of me, and made me all
empty, and cold, and quet once more

Mother and Lizzie 1 dont know when thev came
back ., but thev did come back —not, as 1t seemed to me,
imto my mimnd tht time  but right down budlly hefore
me, 1n the hold of the big

Yes  sure enough, there was lLazzie, ]uxt as light-
hearted as usual, laughing at me  Laughing! Well,
why not ¢ Who 1s to blame Lizzie for thinkimg I'm
Iving on my back, drunk m the cellar, with the b‘vor
bartels all 1ound me ¢ Steady! <hes erving now —
spinning round and round m a fiery mist, wimging her
hands, screeching out for help—famter and fainter, like
the splash of the schooner s sweeps  Gone '—burnt up
in the fiery must  Mist ¢ fue 2 no  neither one not the
other It s mother makes the heht —mother knitting,
with ten flammg pomts at the ends of her fingers and
thumbs, and slow-matches hanging in bunches all round
her face instead of her own grey hair - Mother 1n her old
arm-chair, and the plot s long skinny hands hangimg
over the back of the chair, dupping with gunpowder
No, no gunpovder no charr, no mother—nothing but
the pilot’s face. shining red hot, ike a sun, m the fiery
mist , turning up\ulo down m the fierv mist , running
backwards and forwards along the <low-match, i the
fiery must . spinning mullions of miles in a minute, m the
fiery mst—spmning itself smaller and smaller into one
tiny point, and that pomt darting on a sudden straight
into my head—and then, all fire and all mist—no hearing,



‘BLOW UP WITH THE BRIG "’ 69

no seemng, no thinking, no feeling —the biig, the sea, my
own self, the whole world, all gone together!

After what [ve just told you, 1 know nothing, and
remember nothing, till T woke up (as 1t seemed to me)
i a comfortable bed, with two 1ough and ready men
like myvself sitting on each side of my pillow, and
gentleman standimg watching me at the foot of the bed
It was about seven mn the morumge 8y sleep (or what
seemed Jike iy sleep to me) had lasted better than eight
months—I was among myv own countrymen n the 1sland
of Trumdad—the men at each side of my pillow were
my keepers, turn and turn about —and the gentleman
standing at the foot of the bed was the doetor What I
sald and did i those eight months, I never have known
and never shall I woke out of 1t, as if 1t had been one
long sleep - that s all T know

It was another two months o1 more before the doctor
thought 1t ~&fe to answer the questions T ashed him

The brig had been anchored, just as I had supposed,
off a part of the coast which was lonelv enough to make
the Spaniards pretty sure of no mterruption, so long as
thev managed their murderous work ejuietly under cover
of mght

My lfe had not been saved from the shore, but from
the sea  An American vessel, becalmed i the offing, had
made out the brig as the sun rose, and the captain
having his ¥me on his hands m consequence of the
calm, and secing a vessel anchored where no vessel had
any reason to be, had manned one of his boats and sent
his mate with 1t, to look a httle closer intd theematter,
and bring back ¢ report of what he saw

What he saw, when he and his men found the bng
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deserted and hoarded her, was a gleam of candlehight
through the chink m the hatchway The flame was
within about a thread s breadth of the slow-match when
he lowered himself into the hold  and if he had not had
the sense and coolness to cut the matech m two with his
kmfe, before he touched the candle, he and his men
might have been blown up along with the brig, as well
asme The matcl caught and turned into sputtermg red
fire, mn the very act of putting the candle out v and if
the communication with the powder barrel had not been
cut oft, the Lord only knows what might have happered

What became of the Spanish schooner and the pilot
I have never heard from that dav to this 3

As for the bnig, the Yankees took her, as they took
me, to Toimidad, and daimed thenr salvage, and got 1t,
T hope, for their own sakes 1 was landed just i the
same state as when they rescued me from the bug —
that 15 to say, clean out of my senses  But, please to
remember 1t was a long time ago , and, take my word
forit, 1 was discharged cured, as T have told you  Bless
your hearts, T m all nght now, as you may see Ima
little shaken by teling the story, as 18 only natural -a
little shaken, my good friends, that'’s all

Al the Y cr Round, ¢ hristmas N umber, 1839,
Miss or Mys 2 1875



HOW SANTA (CLAUS (‘'AME TO SIMPSON'S BAR

BRET HARTE
(1836 1902)

It had been rammg m the valley of the Sacramento
The North Fork had overflowed 1ts hanks, and Rattle-
snake Creek was mmpassable  The few boulders that
hml marked the summer ford at Simpson s Crossmg were
obhtv ated by a vast sheet of water stretehing to the
foOthills  The up-stage was stoppad at Grangers, the
last mail had been abandoned n the tules, the® nder
swimming for s Ife * An area,’ remarked the Sierra
Avalanche, aith pensive local pride,  as large as the
Statc of Massachusetts 15 now under water

Nor was the weather any better in the foothills  The
mud lay deep on the mountam 1oad, wagons that
nerther physical force nor moral objurgation could move
from the evil ways into which thev had fallen, encum-
bered the tiack, and the way to Simpson’s Bar was
indicated by broken-down teams dnd hard swearing
And further on, cut off and maccessible, ramed upon and
bedraggled, Sutten by high winds and threatened by high
water, Stmpson’s Bar, on the eve of Christmas Day, 1862,
clung like a swallow’s nest to the rocky entablature and
splintered capitals of Table Mountain, and $hook 1n the
blast

As might shut down on the settlement, a few lights

71
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gleamed through the mist fiom the windows of cabins
on either wide of the highway now crossed and gullied
by lawless streams and swept by maraudimmg winds
Happilv. most of the population were gathered at
Thompson s store, clustercd around a red-hot stove, at
which thev silently spat mn some accepted sense of social
communion that perhaps rendored conversation un-
necessary  Indeed, most methods of diversion had fong
sice been exhausted on Sumpson s Bar . high water had
suspended the regular occupations on gulch and on v,
and a consequent lack of money and whisky had tiken
the zest from most illegitimate recreation  Even Mr
Hamhn was fain to leave the Bar with ifty dollars m his
pochet  the only amount actually realised of the Jarge
sums won by hun i the successful excrase of his
arduoas profession Kf T was asked, e remarked
somewhat later,— ef 1 was asked to pimt out a purty
Little village whete a retued spott as didnt care fo
money could exercise hisself frequent and hively, T d say
Simpson's Bar , but for a young man with a large famuly
depending on his exertions, 1t don t pay ’

Howbert, the unsonscrous objects of this satite sat
that evening i the hstless apathy begotten of idleness
and lack of exctement  Even the sudden splashing of
hoofs before the door did not arouse them  Dick Bullen
alone paused m the act of scrapmg out his pipe, and
lifted his head, but no other one of the greup indicated
any interest 1n, or recognition of, the man who entered

It was a figure familiar enough to the company, and
known in Snapson’s Bar, as * The Old Man’ A man of
perhaps fifty years, grizzled and scant of hair, but still
fresh and youthful of complexton A face full of ready
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but not very powerful sympathy, with a chamevleon-like
aptitude for takmg on the shade and ¢blour of con-
tiguous moods and feelings  He had evidently just left
some hilartous companions, and did not at fiest notice the
gravity of the group, but clapped the shoulder of the
nearest man joculaily, and threw himself imto a vacaht
chair

“Jost heard the best thing out, hovs! Ye know
Smiley, pver var ~Jim Smulev —funniest man 1 the
Bar ¢ Well, Jun was jest telling the nchest vain
about — -°

Smilev’s a --- - fool,” mterrupted a gloomy vorce

"\ patticular —- - shunk,” added another m sepulchral
accents

A silence followed these posttive statements  The Old
Man glanced quickly around the group  Then hiwface
slowly changed * That's so," he said reflectively, after
& pause, *eertingly a sort of a shunk and suthmm™ of a
fool  In course He was silent for a moment as
pamful contemplation of the unsavourmess and folly of
the unpopular Smiley * Dismal weather, aint it 7 he
added, now fully embarked on the cyrrent of prevailing
sentiment * Mighty rough papers on the bovs, and no
show for monev this season  And to-moriow s Chrnst-
mas '’ *

There was a movement among the men at this an-
nuuncement,'but whether of satisfaction or disgust was
not plamm  * Yes,” continued the Old Man n the lugu-
brious tone he had, within the last few moments,
unconsciously adopted, — yes, Christmas, and to;mght’s
Christmas Eve ,Ye sce, boys, I kinder shought—that 1y,
I sorter had an 1dee, jest passin’ like, you know —that

FS I r
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maybe ye d all like to come over to my house to-might
and have a sort of tear round  But I suppose, now, you
wouldn't ¢ Don’t feel hike 1t, maybe ? ' he added with
anxious sympathy, peering mto the faces of his com-
pantons
Well, T don’t know,” 1esponded Tom Flynn with

some cheerfulness * Pr’aps we may  But how about
your wife, Old Man ¢ What does she sav to 1t ¢°

The Old Man hestitated  His conjugal expenypnce had
not been a happv one, and the fact was known to
Simpson’s Bar  ILis first wite, a dehcate, pretty httle
woman, had left a boy of thiee vears to comfort her
bereaved husband ~ The Old Man s present wife had
been his cook  She was large, loval, and aggressive

Before he could reply, Joe Dimmuck suggested with
great directness that 1t was the * Old Man s house,” and
that, mvoking the Divine Power, if the case were his
own, he would mvite whom he pleased, even if n so
domg he mmpeulled his salvation  The Powers of Evil,
he further remarked, should contend against him vainly
All this delivered with a terseness and vigour lost i this
necessary translation

‘In course Certamnly Thet's 1t,” said the Old Man
with a sympathetic frown ~ Thars no trouble about
thet  It’s my own house, built every stick on 1t myself
Don’t you be afeard o’ her, boys She may cut up a
trifle rough—ez wimmin do—but she Il come round’
Secretly the Old Man trusted to the exaltation of liquor
and the power of courageous example to sustain him
such ar emergency

Asyet, Dick Pullen, the oracle and leader of Simpson’s
Bar, had not spoken He now took his pipe from his
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lips “ Old Man, how's that yer Johnny gettin’ on?
Seems to me he didn’t look so peart last tie I sced him
on the bluff heavin® rocks at Chinamen  Didn’t scem to
take much mterest in 1t  Thar wa- a vang of "em by var
vesterday—drownded out up the river—and I kinder
thought o’ Johnny, and how he d miss 'em'! Maybe now,
we'd be mn the way ef he wus wiek ?°

The father, evidently touched not only by thws pathetic
preture of Johpny's deprivation, but by the considerate
delicacy of the speaher, hastened to assure him, that
Johnny was better and that a * little fun might ‘liven
him up’ Whereupon Dick arose, shook himself, and
savigg, ‘' I'm rcady  Lead the wav, Old Man here
goey,” himself led the way with a leap, a characteristic
howl, and darted out mto the mght As he passed
through the outer 10om he caught up a blazing Mand
from the hearth The action was 1epeated by the rest
of the paity, tlosely following and elbowing each other,
and before the astonished proprietor of Thompson's
grocery was aware of the imtention of his guests, the
room was deserted

The night was pitchy dark  In thgq fitst gust of wind
their temporary torches were extmmguished, and only
the red brands dancing and flitting in the gloom lLike
drunken will-o’-the-wisps mndicated their whereabouts
Their way led up Pme-Tree Cafion, at the head of which
a broad, low} bark-thatched cabin burrowed in the
mountain-side It was the home of the Old Man, and
the entrance to the tunnel in which he worked when he
worked at all  Here the crowd paused for a mlomgnt, out
of delicate defergnce to their host, who eame up panting
in the rear
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‘P'r'aps ve d better hold on a second out ver, wlulst
I go m and see thet things 15 all night,” said the Old Man,
with an indifference he was far from feeling  The sug-
gestion was graciously accepted, the door opened and
closed on the host, and the crowd, leaning their backs
agamst the wall and cowering under the eaves, warted
and listened

IFor a few maments there was no sound but the
dripping of water from the eaves, and the stir and rustle
of wresthing boughs above them  Then the men became
uneasy, and whispered suggestion and suspieton passed
from the one to the other * Reekon she's caved m his
head the first ik " ° Decoved him inter the tunnel,and
barred him up, Iikelv  * Got lum down and sittin, on

.

him”  * Prob Iy bilimg suthm® to heave on us  stand
clear the door, bovs '™ KFor just then the latch dicked,
the door slowlyv opened, and a vowece said, * Come m out
o' the wet”’ v

The voice was neither that of the Old Man nor ot his
wife It was the voice of a small boy, its weak treble
broken by that preternatural hoarseness which only
vagabondage and the habit of premature self-assertion
can give It was the face of a small bov that looked up
at theirs, —a face that might have been pretty, and even
refined, but that 1t ‘was darkened by evil knowledge from
within, and dirt and hard experience from without  He
had a blanket around his shoulders, and had evidently
just 1sen from his bed * Come 1n,” he repeated, and
don't make a noise  The Old Man’s n there talking to
mar,” be continued, pomting to an adjacent room which
seemed to be a latchen, from which the Old Man's voice
came 1n deprecating accents * Let me be,” he added



HOW SANTA CLAUS CAME TO SIMPSON'S BAR 77

querulously, to Dick Bullen, who had m‘uuh.t him up,
blanket and all, and was aftecting to toss him mto the
fire, * let o 0 me, vou d —d old fool, d ve hear ¢

Thus adjured, Dick Bullen lowered Johnny to the
ground with a smothered laugh, while the men, enter ng
quietly, ranged themselves atound a long table of rough
hoards which occupied the eentre of the room  Johnny
then gravely proeeeded to a cupboardsand brought out
several agticleg, which he deposited on the table ™ Thar's
whisky  And crackers  And red herons  And cheese”
e took a bite of the latter on his wav to the table

And sugar’ He scooped up a mouthtal en soute with
asngalland very dity hand * And terbacker Thar'y
driegd appuls too on the shelf, but T don t adnure em
Appils s swellm™ - Thar,” he condluded  now wade 1n,
and don t be afeard £ dont mmd the old wohan
She don t b long to me Slong”’

Ie had stepped to the threshold of a small room,
scarcely larger than a closet, partitioned oft from the
main apartment, and holding m 1ts dim recess o small
bed  He stood there a moment looking at the company,
his bare feet peeping fiom the blatket, and nodded

¢ Hello, Johnny ! You ain’t gom’ to turn i agin, are
ye ' sad Dick

Yes, [ are,” responded Johnny delidedly

* Why, wot's up, old fellow ¢°

“T'm sk ®e

* How sick 7

"I've got a fevier And childblams And rooma-
tiz,” returned Johnny, and vamshed withil  After a
moment’s pause,ghe added n the dark, gpparently from
under the bed-clothes, — And biles !’
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There was an embarrassing silence  The men looked
at each other and at the ire Even with the appetiang
banquet before them, 1t seemed as 1f they might agam
fall mto the despondeney of Thompson s grocerv, when
the voice of the Old Man, mcautiously hfted, came
deprecatingly from the kitchen

“Certamnly ! Thet s so In comse thev s A gane o
lazy, drunken loafers, and that ar Dick Bullen s the
ornariest of all  Didn t hey no more salp than to come
round var with sickness i the house and no provision
Thet's what I saxd  ** Bullen,” sez [, " 1t & erazy drunk
*to think o such a thing °
* Staples,” T ez, ™ be you a man, Staples, and “speet to
raise h —1l under myv roof and mvalids hvin® 1ound ?
But thev would come, —thev would  Thet’s wot vou
must ‘speet o such trash as lavs tound the Bar

A burst of lauchter from the men followed this unfor-
tunate exposure  Whether 1t was ovérheard mo the
kitchen, ot whether the Old Man s irate companion had
just then exhausted all other modes of expressing her
contemptuous indignation, I cannot sav, but a back door
was suddenly slammed with great violence A moment

you are, or a fool,” <ez I,

later and the Old Man reappeared, haply unconscious of
the cause of thc: late hilarious outburst, and smiled
blandly

* The old woman thought she’d jest run over to Mrs
McFadden's for a sociable call,” he é)xplamed, with
jaunty indifference, as he took a seat at the board

Oddly enough 1t needed this untoward madent to
relieve the embarrassment that was beginning to be felt
by the party, &nd their natural audacity returned with
their host I do not propose to record the convivialities
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of that evening The inquisitive reader ll accept the
statement that the conversation was characterized hv
the <ame mtellectual exaltation, the same cautious
reverence, the same fastidious delicacy, the same
rhetorical precision and the same logical and coherent
discourse somewhat later 1n the evening, which dis-
tinguish smular gatherings of the masculine sex 1n
more ervilized locahties and under emore favourable
AUSPICENy N'z glasses were broken m the absence of anv
no hquor was uselessly spilt on the floor or table i the
scarcity of that article

It was nearly midmght when the festivities were
mtgriupted  Tlush,” said Dick Bullen, holding up his
hand Tt was the querulous voiee of Johnny from his
adjacent closet O dad !’

The Old Man arosc huriedly and disappeared i the
closet  Presently he reappeared His rheumatiz 1s
commg on &cin had,” he explamed, “and he wanty
rubbin'’ He hfted the demyohn of whishy fiom the
table and shook 1t Tt was empty  Dick Bullen put
down his tin cup with an embarrassed laugh — So did
the others  The Old Man examiiedethenr contents and
said hopefully, * I reckon that s enough , he don’t need
much  You hold on all o’ you for a spell, and I'll be
back ’, and vanwhed in the closet %ith an old flannel
shirt and the whiskv The door closed but imperfectly,
and the follo.\fmg dialogue was distinetly audible

* Now, sonny, whar does she ache worst 2’

* Sometimes over yar and sometimes under yer , but
1t s most powerful from yer to yer Rub yd&r, dad’

A silence secemped to indicate a briske rubbing  Then
Johnny
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‘Hevin™ a good time out ver, dad 7

“Yes, sonny’

* To-morrer’s Chrismiss,- am tat 7"
Yes, sonny  How does she feel now 2°

" Better  Rub a Iittle furder down  Wot « Chrismiss,
anyway ¢ Wot sat all about 27

COh s a day

This exhaustive defimtion was apparently satisfactory,
for there was a silent mmtcrval of Ill])})ln"_{ Presently
Johnny agam

*Mar ez that evervwhere else but ver evers bods
gives thimes to evervbody Chiismiss, and then she jist
waded mter vou  She <es thar ~ a4 man they call Sandy
Claws, not a white man vou know but a kind o’ Chine-
min, comes down the chimbley meht afore Chisiniss and
gived things to chllern,  bovs ke me  Puts em
then butes! Thet's what she tred to play upon me
Kasy now, pop, whar are you rubbim to, “-thet s a mile
from the place  She jest made that up, didn t <he, jest
to aggrewate me and vou ? Don’t rub thar Why,
dad !’

In the gieat quiet that seemed to have fallen upon the
house the sigh of the near pmes and the dup of leaves
without was very distinet  Johnny's voice, too, was
lowered as he wenf on, * Don't you take on now, fur I'm
gettin® all night fast  Wot s the boys doin out thar 2°

The Old Man partly opened the dodr and peered
through  His guests were sitting there <oaiably enough,
and there were a few silver coms and a lean buckskin
purse on the table * Bettin’ on suthin’—some httle
game or ‘nother They're all right, he replied to
Johnnv, and recommenced his rubbing
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I'd like to take a hand and win some menev,’ said
Johnny reflectively after a pause

The Old Man ¢hbly repeated what was evidently a
familiar formula, that f Johnnv would wait until he
struck 1t 11¢ch m the tunnel he d have lots of money, etc,
cte

Yes,” said Johnnv, * but vou dont  And whether
vou stitke 1t or 1 wimn at, it » about the same 1t~ all
Inck  But it < mighty cur o < about Chrismiss —am 1t/
Why do they eall it Chismiss ?

Perhaps from some mstinctive deference to the over-
hearime of his cuests, or from <some vavue sense ot
meengnuty, the Old Man’s reply was so low as to be
maudible bevond the room

glox, satd Johnny, with some <hght abatement of
interest, * L ve heetd o' Zum before  Thar, thatell do,
dad T dont ache near so bad as I did  Now wrap me
tigcht mm thie ver blanket  So Now  he added m a
muflled whisper,  <it down ver by me tll T go asleep”
To assure himself of obedience, he disengaged one hand
from the blanket and, grasping his tather s sleeve, agan
composed himself to rest .

For some moments the Old \Lm watted patiently
Then the unwonted stillness of the house excited his
curtostty, and without moving from she hed he cautiously
opened the door with his disengaged hand, aund looked
mto the nPain 100m  To his mbmte surprise 1t was
dark and deserted  But even then a smouldering log
on the hearth broke, and by the upspringing blaze he
saw the figure of Dick Bullen sitting hy tl.lc dymg
embers

* Hello !
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Dick started, rose, and came somewhat unsteadily
toward him

¢ Whar's the boys 2’ said the Old Man

¢ Gone up the cainon on a Iittle pasear  They're
coming back for me m a mmit  I'm waitin’ round for
‘'emt What are you starm’ at, Old Man ¢’ he added
with a forced laugh , * do vou think I m drunk ¢°

The Old Man gmght have been pardoned the sup-
posttion, for Dick s eves were hunid and has face flushed
He lottered and lounged back to the chimhey, vaw ned,
shook himself, buttoned up his coat and laughed * Liquor
am't so plenty as that, Old Man  Now dont vou @it
up.’ he continued, as the Old Man made a movement to
release hng sleeve from Johnny s hand  * Don t yvou mind
manners  Sit jest whar you be, I'm gom m a ]lh\
Thar! that’s them now ’

There was a low tap at the door  Dick Bullen opened
it quickly, nodded * Good might * to his host, and dis-
appeared  The Old Man would have followed hun but
for the hand that still unconscrously grasped his sleeve
He could have eastly disengaged 1t 1t was small, weak,
and emaciated  But perhaps because 1t was small,
weak, and emaciated, he changed his mind, and, diawing
his chair closer to the bed, rested his head upon it In
this defenceless attitude the potency of his earlier
potations surprised him  The room flickered and faded
before his eyes, reappeared, faded again, went out, and
left him — asleep

Meantime Dick Bullen, closing the door, confronted
his compamons ‘ Are you ready ¢’ said Staples
‘ Ready,’ said Diek , * what’s the time 2| ° Past twelve,’
was the reply, ‘can you make 1t 2—1t s nigh on fifty
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miles, the round trp hither and von’ *} reckon,’
returned Dick, shortly  * Whair's the mare®2 *  * Bill and
Jack’s holdin® her at the crossin * * Let "em hold on a
minit longer,” said Dick

He turned and te-entered the house softly By the
light of the guttering candle and dving fire he saw that
the doot of the hittle rtoom was open He stepped toward
1t on tiptoe and looked i The Old Mgn had fallen back
i his ehan, oy, his helpless feet thrust out m a hine
with his collapsed shoulders, and his hat pulled over his
eves  Beside him, on a nartow wooden bedstead, lav
Johunyv, mufiled tichtly 1n a blanket that hid all ~ave a
stiwy of forehead and a few curls damp with perspriation
Digh Bullen made a step forward hesitated, and glanced
over his shoulder into the deserted 1oom  Fverything
was quiet With a sudden resolution he parted hiehuge
moustaches with both hands and <tooped over the
sleepmg bov® But even as he did so a misehievous blast,
Iving 1in wait, swooped down the chimmney, rekindled the
hearth, and it up the room with a shameless glow from
which Dick fled in bashful terror

His companions were already waiging for him at the
crossing  Two of them were struggling m the darkness
with some strange misshapen bulk, which as Dick came
nearer took the semblance of a great vellow horse

It was the mare She was not a pretty picture  From
her Roman Mose to her uising haunches, from her arched
spie hidden by the stiff machullas of a Mexican saddle,
to her thick, straight, bony legs, there was not a line of
equme grace In her half-blind but wholly, vicious
white eyes, 1n Rer protruding underhip,in her monstrous
colour, there was nothing but ugliness and vice
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‘ Now then,” said Staples, *stand cl’ar of her heels,
bovs, and up with you Don t mis your fitst hold of
her mane, and mmd ve get vour oft sturup quach
Ready '

There was a leap, a saambling struggle, a hound, a
wiid retreat of the crowd, a arde of flving hoofs, two
sprmgless leaps that jarred the earth, a rapid play and
jingle of spurs, a plunge, and then the voice of Dick
somew here m the darkness, Al nght 1

“Don t take the lower road back onless vou re hard
pushed for time ! Don t hold her i down ull - We ll be
at the ford at fve G lang ! Hoopa ' Mula! Go'!

A splashy a spark stiuck from the Tedge m the road, a
clatter m the rocky cut bevond and Dick was gone

S g, O Muse, the nde of Pachard Bullen! Sing, O
Muse, of chivalrous men ! the sacred quest, the doughty
deeds, the battery of low chutls, the fearsome nde and
gruesome pentls of the Flower of Simpson s Bar ' Alack!
she 15 damty, this Muse ! She will have none of this
buckme brute and swaggerning, raveed rider, and 1 must
famn follow him m pro-e, afoot !

It was one o dlock, and vet he had only gaimed Rattle-
snake Hill  For i that time Jovita had rehearsed to
him all her mmpeifections and practised all her vices
Thiice had she stumbled  Twice had she thiown up her
Roman nose in a straight hine with the reins, and, resisting
bit and spur, struck out madly across country  Twice
had she 1eared, and, rearing, fallen backward , and twice
had the agil> Dick, unharmed, regained his seat before
she found her vicious legs again And a nule beyond
them, at the foot of a long hill, was Rattlesnake Creek
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Dick knew that here was the crucial test of his'ability to
perform his enterprise, set his teeth erimly, put his knees
well into her flanks, and changed his defensive tacties to
brisk aggression  Bullied and maddened, Jovita began
the descent of the ill  Here the artful Richard pretended
to hold her m with ostentatious obpurgation and well-
feigned cries of alatm It 1s unnecessary to add that
Jovita mstantly 1an away  Nor need,l state the time
made m the descent .t 15 written m the chromeles of
Stmpson’s Bar - Enough that m another moment as at
seemed to Dick, she was splashing on the overflowed
banks of Rattlesnake Creek  As Dick expected, the
mowgentum she had acquired carried her beyond the
popt of balking, and, holdmg her well together for a
mighty leap, they dashed mto the middle of the swiftly
flowing currtent A few moments of hiching, watling,
and swimming, and Dick drew a long breath on the
oppostte bank

The road fiom Rattlesnake Creek to Red Mountain
was tolerably level  Kither the plunge m Rattlesnake
Creek had dampened her baleful fire, o1 the art which
led to 1t had shown her the supeffiors wichedness of her
rider, for Jovita no longer wasted her surplus energy 1n
wanton conceits  Once she bucked, but 1t was from
force of habit , once she shied, but ¥t was fiom a new,
fieshly-pamted meeting-house at the crossing of the
county road®  Hollows, ditches, gravelly deposits,
patches of freshly-springing grasses, flew from beneath
her ratthing hoofs She began to smell unpleasantly,
once or twice she coughed shghtly, but titre yas no
abatement of heg strength or speed B two o’clock he
had passed Red Mountain and begun the descent to the
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plamm  Ten minutes later the duver of the fast Pioneer
coach was overtaken and passed by a man on a Pmto
hoss,—an event sufficiently notable for remaik At
half-past two Dick rose i his stirrups with a great shout
Stais were ghttenng thiough the nfted douds, and
beyond him, out of the plain, rose two spires, a flagstaft,
and a straggling hne of black objects  Iick jimaled his
spurs and swung his reata, Jovita bounded forward, and
mn another moment they swept into Tuttleville, and drew
up before the wooden piaszza of  The "Hotel of All
Nations

What transpired that night at Tuttleville 15 not strictly
a part of this record  Briefly T may state, however, that
after Jovita had been handed over to a sleepy ostler,
whom she at once kicked imto unpleasant conscrousness,
Dick sallied out with the bar-keeper for a tour of the
sleeping town  Lights still gleamed from a few saloons
and gambling-houses | but, avoiding these, they stopped
before several closed shops, and by persistent tappimg
and judicious outery roused the proprietors from their
beds, and made them unbar the doors of their magazines
and expose their wares  Sometimes they were met by
curses, but oftener by interest and some concern 1 then
needs, and the interview was invanably concluded by a
dimnk It was thiee o'clock before this pleasantry was
given over, and with a small waterproof bag of india-
rubber strapped on his shoulders Dick re.urned to the
hotel  And then he sprang to the <addle and dashed
down the lonely street and out into the lonelier plain,
where preseatly the hights, the black line of houses, the
spires, and the flagstaff sank into the earth behind him
agamn and were lost 1 the distance
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The storm had cleared away, the air was brsk and
cold, the outhnes of adjacent landmarks $ere distinct,
but 1t was half-past four before Dick reached the meeting-
house and the crossing of the countv road To avord
the rising grade he had taken a longer and more circuitous
road, m whose viserd mud Jovita sank fetlock-deep at
every bound It was a poor preparation for a steady
asceht of five miles more , but Jovita, gathering her legs
under heg, took 1t with her usual blind, unreasoning fury,
and a half-hour later reached the long level that led to
Rattlesnake Creck  Another half-hour would bring him
to the creek He threw the rems hghtly upon the neck
of the mare, chirtuped to her, and began to sing

Suddenly Jovita shied with a bound that would have
unseated a less practised rider  Hanging to her rein way
a figure that had leaped from the bank, and at the same
time from the road before her arose a shadowy horge and
rider  * Throw up vour hands,” commanded the second
apparition, with an oath

Dick felt the mare tremble, quiver, and apparently sink
under him  He knew what 1t meant and was prepared

' Stand aside, Jack Simpson P kyow you, you d -d
thief ! Let me pass, or——'

He did not hnish the sentence Jovita rose straight
n the air with a terrific bound, throwing the figure from
her bit with a single shake of her vicious head, and
charged with®deadly malevolence down on the impedi-
ment before her An oath, a pistol-shot, horse and
highwayman rolled over m the road, and the next
moment Jovita was a hundred yards away  But the
good right arm of her rider, shattered bya bullet, dropped
helplessly at his side
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Without slacking his speed he shifted the reins to his
left hand  But a few moments later he was obhged to
halt and tighten the saddle-girths that had shpped m
the onset  This m his enppled condition took some
time  He had no fear of pursut, but looking up he <aw
that the eastein stars were already paling, and that the
distant peahks had lost their ghostly whiteness, and now
stood out blackly agammst a hiehter <kv - Dav was upon
him  Then completely absorbed ina single dea, he
forgot the pamm of his wound, and mounting again
dashed on toward Rattlesnake (reelk But now Jovita s
breath came broken by wasps, Dick reeled m his saddle,
and brighter and brighter grew the shv

Ride, Richard | run, Jovita  lhinger, O dav!

For the last few rods there was a 1oanng in his ears
Wastt exhaustion from loss of blood, or what ¢ He was
dazed and giddy as he swept down the hll, and did not
recognize his suttoundings  Had he taken the wrong
road, o1 was this Rattlesnake Creel ¢

[t was  But the brawhng creek he had swum a few
hours before had risen, more than doubled 1ts volume,
and now rolled a switt and resistless river between him
and Rattlesnake Thll  For the first time that night
Richard’s heart sank within him  The river, the moun-
tamn, the quickeniiig east, swam before his eves  He
shut them to recover his self-control  In that bruief
mterval, bv some fantastic mental process, the lttle
room at Simpson’s Bar and the figures of the sleeping
father and son rose upon him  He opened his eyes
wildly,. cast'off his coat, pistol, boots, and saddle, bound
his precious paek tightly to his shoulders, grasped the
bare flanks of Jovita with his bared knees, and with a

'
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shout dashed mto the yellow water A erv'rose from
the opposite bank as the head of a nman and horse
stiuggled for a few moments against the batthing current,
and then were swept away amudst uprooted trees and
whilmg diiftwood

The Old Man started and woke  The firte on the hearth
was dead, the candle mn the outer 100g1 fhickering n 1ts
socket, nd \mnobml\ was tappme at the door  He
opened 1t, but fell back with 4 <1y before the dipping,
half-naked figure that reeled agamnst the doorpost

“ek 2

JIush ' Is he awake vet ¢

,No,— but, Dick ¢ -

* Dry up, vou old fool ' Get me some whisks, quack /
The Old Man flew and returned with —an empty béttle !
ick would have sworn, but his strength was not equal
to the occasion  He staggered, caught at the handie of
the door, and motioned to the Old Man

* Thar ~ suthin” m myv pack yer for Johnny — Take 1t
oft Tcan't’

The Old Man unstrapped the pach, and laid 1t before
the exhausted man

Open 1t, quick '’

He did ~o with trembling hingers ® It contamed only
a few poot tovs, - cheap and baibaric enough, goodness
knows, but Ptight with pamt and tinsel  One of them
was broken, another, I fear, was irretrievably ruined
by water, and on the third—ah me! there was a cruel

spot
* It don’t look hke much, that s aefact,” said Dick
ruefully * But 1t 3 the best we could do Take

Fs U, G
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distant peaks had lost their ghostly whiteness, and now
stood out blackly agamnst a highter shy - Day was upon
him  Then completely absorbed m a smgle 'l(ll'd, he
forgot the pam of s wound, and mounting agam
dashed on toward Rattlesnake Creek  But now Jovita s
breath came broken by gasps, Diek reeled in his saddle,
and brighter and brighter grew the <ky

Ride, Richard  1un, Jovita  linger, O day !
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and now rolled a wirt and resistless river between hum
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shut them to recover his self-control  In that brief
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bare flanks of Jovita with his bared knees, and with a
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shout dashed into the vellow water A erv'rose from
the opposite bank as the head of a man and hoise
struggled for a few moments against the batthng current,
and then were swept awayv amudst uprooted trees and
whiuline dniftwood

The Old Man started and woke  The fire on the hearth
was dead, the candle mn the outer 100y flickering n 1ts
socket, and :nmcbml\ was 1appmg at the door He
opened at, but fell back with a v before the dipping,
half-naked fieure that reeled agamst the doorpost

Dick ¢

Jlush ! Is he awake vet ¢

.No,— but, ik ?

* Dry up, vou old fool ' Get me some whisky, qrack /
The Old Man flew and returned with —an empty béttle !
Dick would have sworn, but his strength was not equal
to the occasion e staggered, caught at the handie of
the door, and motioned to the Old Man

Thar’s suthin® i my pack ver for Johnny  Take 1t
off Tcant

The Old Man unstrapped the pAchy and laid 1t before
the exhausted man

Open 1t, quick '°

He did <o with trembling fingers ® It contained only
a few poot tovs, cheap and barbaric enough, goodness
knows, but btight with paint and tinsel  One of them
was broken , another, I fear, was irretrievably ruined
bv water, and on the third—ah me! there was a cruel
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ruefully * But 1t 3 the best we could do Take

FsS U a
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‘em, Old Man, and put ’em 1 his stocking, and tell hin
— tell lum, you know —hold me, Old Man-—-" The
Old Man caught at s simking higure  * Tell hum,’ said
Dick, with a weak httle lauch,- - tell him Sandy Claus
has come’

And even so, bedraggled, ragged, unshaven, and
unshoin, with one arm hanging helplessly at his side,
Santa Claus came,to Simpson » Bar and fell tamting on
the first threshold  The Chistmas dawn came slowly
after, touching the remoter peaks with the 1osy warnmth
of meflable love  And 1t looked so tenderly on Simpson s
Bat that the whole mountam, a~ if caught i a generous

action, blushad to the shies
The Atlantee Monthly, 1572
(And m varwous collections of he
author s tales)
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R L STEVENSON
(1550-1891)

Tri rE was a man of the island of Hawan, whom 1T <hall
call Keawe  for the truth is he still hives, and his name
must be kept a seeret | but the place of his birth was
not tar from Honaunau, where the bones of Keawe the
Great he hidden m a cave  This man was poor brave,
and active  he could read and wiite ike a schoolmaster |
he was a fitst-rate marmer besdes, sailed for some time
i the iland steamers, and steered a whale-boat on the
Hamakua coast At length 1t came i Keawe's mind to
have a sight of the grcat world and foreign cities, and he
shipped on a vessel bound to San Franeiseo

This 15 o fine town, with a fine harbour, and 1ich people
uncountable , and, m particular, thege 15 one hill which
13 covered with palaces  Upon this hill Keawe was one
day taking a walk, with his pocket full of money, viewing
the great houses upon either hand with pleasure  What
tine houses there are! he was thinkig, *and how
happy must these people be who dwcll i them, and take
no cate for the mwrrow ' * The thought wasin his mind
when he came abreast of a house that was smaller than
some others, but all finished and beautified hkc; a toy ,
the steps of tha{ house shone like silver, and the borders

of the gardeu bloomed like garlands, and the windows
91
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were bright hke diamonds, and Keawe stopped and
wondered at the excellence of all he saw  So stopping,
he was aware of a man that looked forth upon him
through a window, <o clear that Keawe could see him
as vou see a iish m a pool upon the reef  The man was
elderly, with a bald head and a black beard , and his
face was heavy with sortow, and he hitterly sigched  And
the truth of 1t 15, that as Keawe looked i upon the man,
and the man looked out upon Keawe, ‘\“fh envied the
othet

All of a sudden the man smiled and nodded, and
beckoned Keawe to enter and met him at the door of
the house

“This 15 a fine house of mne,” ~said the man, and
bitterly sighed  * Would vou not care to view the
chanbers ?

No he led Keawe all over 1t, from the cellar to the roof,
and there was nothmy there that was not perfeet of 1ts
kind, and Keawe was astonished

Truly,” said Keawe, this 15 a beautiful house , 1if I
Iived 1 the hike of 1t, I should be laughimg all dav long
How comes 1t, then, tnat you should be wighing ?

* There 15 no reason,” sard the man, why vou <hould
not have a house m all points similat to this, and finer,
if vou wish  You have some mones, T suppose ¢

* I have fifty dollars,” said Keawe . * but a house like
this will cost more than ffty dollars’

The man made a computation * I am sorry you have
no more,” said he,  for 1t mav raise vou tiouble in the
future , but 1t shall be yours at fiftv dollars”

* The house 2’ asked Keawe

q
‘ No, not the house,” replied the man, *but the
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bottle  For, I must tell you, although T gppear to you
so rich and fortunate, all mv fortune, and this house
itself and 1ts garden, came out of a bottle not much
bigger than a pint  This st ”

And he opened a loek-fast place, and took out a round-
bellied bottle with a long neck | the glass of 1t was white
like nulk, with changing rambow colours m the gram
Withinades something obscurely moved, like o shadow
and a fire

* This 1s the bottle  <aid the man ., and, when Keawe
laughed, * You do not beheve me 7 he added Try,
then, for vourself See if vou can break 1t ’

Se Keawe took the bottle up and dashed 1t on the
floor, till he was weary . but it jumped on the floor like
a child s ball; and was not mjured

This 1 a stranee thing, sad Keawe  * For by *the
touch of 1t, as well as by the look, the bottle should be
of glass *

Of glass 1t 15, rephed the man, sighing more heavily
than ever but the glass of 1t was tempered i the
flames of hell  An mmp hives nat, and that 1s the shadow
we behold there moving . or, so I suppose  If any man
buv this bottle the 1mp 1~ at his command  all that he
desires —love, fame, moneyv, houses like this house, av,
or a city hike this ity all are his at the word uttered
Napoleon had this bottle, and by 1t he grew to be the
king of the wotld . but he sold 1t at the last and fell
Captamn Cook had this bottle, and by 1t he found his
way to so many wslands, but he, too, sold 1t, and was
slain upon Hawan  For, once 1t 18 sold, the hower goes
and the protection, and unless a man femain content
with what he has, 1ll will befall him ’



94 R L STEVENSON

“And yet you talk of <elling 1t vourself 7 Keawe
sard

‘I have all T wish, and T am growing eldeily,” replied
the man  * There 15 one thing the 1mp cannot do -he
cannot prolong hfe and, 1t would not be fair to coneeal
from vou there 1s a drawback to the bottle  forif a man
die before he sells 1t he must burn i hell for ever”

*To be sure, that 1~ a drawback and no mistake,” crred
Keawe I would not meddle with the thime o T can do
without a house thank God  but there 1~ one thing 1
could not be domg with one particle and that 15 to be
damned”’

"Dear me vou must not run awav with th nes’
returned the man Al vou have to do 15 to use the
power of the imp i moderation, and then selbat to some-
one else, a~ I do to vou, and finish yowr hife m comfort

“Well 1 observe two things ' said Keawe Ali the
time you heep sighing hike a maid m love, that 15 one
and, for the other, you sell this bottle very cheap

‘1 have told vou alreadv why T sigh ' said the man
"It 18 because T fear my health 1 breakmg up ., and, as
you said yourself, to die and go to the devil 1s a pity for
anyone  As for why I <ell so cheap, I must explamn to
vou there 15 a peculianty about the bottle  Long ago,
when the devil broufrht it fust upon earth, 1t was
extremely expensive, and was sold first of all to Prester
John for many mllions of dollars, but 1t cannot be
sold at all, unless sold at a loss If you sell 1t for as
much as you paid for 1t, back 1t comes to you again hke
a hortang pigeon It follows that the price has kept
falling 1n these centuries, and the botile 1s now remark-
ably cheap I bought 1t myself from one of my great



THE BOTTLE IMP 95

naghbours on this hll, and the price [ p.nd'\\m; only
nmety dollars T could sell 1t for a~ hig't as eighty nine
dollars and nmetv-mne cents, but not a penny dearer,
or back the thing must come to me  Now, about this
there are two bothers  Fust, when you ofter a bottle so
simgular for erghty-odd dollars, people suppose vou to be
jestmg  And second  but there 15 no hurry about that
and I need not go mto 1t Only remeaber 1t must be
comed money that vou sell it for’
How am [ to know that this s all true ¢ asked
Keawe
“Some of 1t vou can tiv at once, vephed the man
Grve me vour fifty dollars, take the bottle, and wish
your ffty dollars back into your pocket It that does
not happen, L pledge vou myv honour 1 will ery nﬁ the
bargdm and restore vour money
“You are not decetving me 27 sard Keawe
The man baund himself with a great oath
Well, T will rick that much,” said Keawe, * for that
can do no harm,” and he paid over hus money to the
man, and the man handed him the bottle
“Imp of the bottle, <aid Keawe, »1 want my ity
dollars back *  And sure enough, he had scarce <aid the
word before his pocket was as heavy as ever
To be sure this 1s a wonderful bottle, said Keawe
" And now good-morning to you, my fine fellow, and
the devil go wich you for me,’ <aid the man
" Hold on,” said Keawe, * I don’t want any more of
this fun  Here, take your bottle back’
" You have bought 1t for less than I pdid fer it,’
replied the man, rubbing his hands * It*1s yours now ;
and, for my part, I am only concerned to see the back
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of vou “And with that he rang for his Chinese servant,
and had Keawe shown out of the house

Now, when Keawe was n the street, with the hottle
under his arm, he hegan to think  * If all 1~ true about
this bottle, T mayv have made a losing bargain,” thinks
he  * But, perhaps the man was onlv foolimg me  The
first thing he did was to count his money  the sum was
exact- forty-nmne dollars American moneyv, and one
Chilt prece * That Tooks Tike the truth  sud Keawe
*Now I will try another part

The streets i that part ot the eity were as elean as a
ship s decks, and though 1t was noon, there were no
passengers  Keawe set the bottle in the gutter | ind
walked awayv  Twiee he looked back, and there Mas
the mulky, round-belhied bottle where he left 1t \
thud time he looked back, and turned a corner  but he
had searce done <o, when somethimg knocked upon his
elbow, and behold ' 1t was the long neck stichkimg up |
and as for the round bellv, 1t was jammed into the
pocket of his pilot-coat

*And that looks Iitke the truth,” said Keawe

The next thine he did was to buv a cothscrew m a
shop and go apart mto a ecret place m the fields  And
there he tried to diaw the cork, but as often as he put
the screw m, out‘it came agam, and the cotk was as
whole as ever

*This 15 some new sort of cork,’ said Keawe, and all
at once he began to shake and sweat, for he was afiad
of that bottle

On his way back to the port-side he saw a shop where
a man sold shells and clubs from the, wild 1-lands, old
heathen deities, old commed money, pictures from China
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and Japan, and all manner of things that sailors bring
m their sea-chests  And here he had an®idea  So he
went 1 and offered the bottle for a hundred dollars
The man of the shop laughed at him at fiest, and offered
him five, but, indeed, 1t was o curious bottle, such
glass was never blown mm any human glass-works, o
prettily the colours shone under the muthy white, and o
strangelyv the shadow hovered m the ml.(l\l . so, after he
had disputed a while after the manner of his kind, the
shopman gave Keawe sivty silver dollars for the thing
and set 1t on a shelf e the nudst of Ins window,
Now, said Keawe, T have sold that for sixty which
I bought for fitty  or, to sayv truth, a httle less, because
one of myv dollars was from Chili - Now 1 shall know the
truth upon another pomnt °
he went back on board s slap, and when he
opened his chest, there was the bottle, and had come
more quickly than himself  Now Keawe had o mate on
board whose name was Lopaka
“What ails vou ¢ sad Lopaka, that you «tare m
vour chest ?
They were alone i the ship s forecastle, and Keawe
bound him to secreey, and told all
This 15 a very strange aftair, said Lopaka, “and |
fear you will be i trouble about the bottle  But there
15 one pomt very clear that you are sure of the trouble,
and vou haa Yetter have the profit in the bargain Make
up your mind what you want with 1t , give the order,
and 1f 1t 15 done as you desire, 1 will buy the bottle
myself , for I have an idea of my own to gep a schoonor
and go trading through the 1slands”
That 1s not my 1dea,’ said Keawe, ‘ but to have a
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beautiful’ house and garden on the Kona (‘vast, where [
was born, thé sun shining n at the door, flowers 1n the
garden, glass i the windows, pietures on the walls, and
toys and fine carpets on the tables, for all the world hike
the house I was m this dav -onlv a story higher, and
with baleonies all about hike the King s palace, and to
live there without care and make merry with myv friends
and relatives”

" Well” sard Lopaha, *let us carry at back with us to
Hawan , andif all comes true, as vou suppose, I will buy
the bottle, as I said, and ask a schooner ’

Upon that they were agreed, and 1t was not long before
the ship returned to IHonolulu, carrying Keawe ,and
Lopaka, and the bottle  They wete scaree come ashore
when they met a friend upon the beach, who began at
oncerto condole with Keawe

‘I do not know what I am to be condoled about, <aid
Keawe ‘

“Is 1t possible you have not heard,” said the friend,
‘ your uncle—that good old man 15 dead, and vour
cousin-- that beautiful boy —was drowned at sea ?

Keawe was filled weth <orrow, and, beginning to weep
and to lament, he forgot about the bottle But Lopaka
was thinking to himself, and presently, when Keawe s
grief was a little abated, * I have been thinking,’ <aid
Lopaka, * had not vour uncle lands mm Hawan, in the
district of Kau ?° «

‘No,” said Keawe, ‘not in Kau they are on the
mountain side—a little be-south Hookena

* These lards will now be yours 2’ asked Lopaka

‘* And so they will,” says Keawe, and, began again to
lament for his relatives
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‘No," said Lopaka, *do not lament at present I
have a thought in mv mind  How 1f this should be the
domg of the bottle ¢ For here 1s the place ready for
vour house ’

“If this be <0,” erted Keawe, ‘1t 15 a verv 1ll wav to
serve me by hillmg my relatives  But 1t may be, indeed ,
forit was n just such a ~tation that I <aw the house with
my mind’s eye .

* The house, however, 1s not vet hult,” said Lopaka

¢ No, nor like to be !’ said Keawe ., * for though my
uncle has some coffee and ava and bananas, 1t will not
be more than will keep me m comfort | and the rest of
that land 15 the black lava’

*Let us go to the lawver,” said Lopaka, “ I have <till
this 1dea i mv nund*

Now, when thev came to the lawyer’s, 1t appeared
Keawe's uncle had grown monstrous rich m the last
days, and there was a fund of money

* And here 15 the money for the house !’ eried Lopaka.

* If vou are thinking of a new house,” said the lawyer,
‘ here 13 the card of a new architect of whom they telt
me great things’

‘ Better and better !’ cried Lopaka  Here 1s all
made plain for us  Let us continue to obey orders’

So they went to the architect, anfl he had drawings of
houses on his table

*You waat something out of the way,” said the
architect ‘ How do you like this ¢’ and he handed a
drawing to Keawe

Now, when Keawe set eyes on the drawing, he cried
out aloud, for 1t was the picture of his thought exactly
drawn.
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*I am m for this house,” thought he  * Little as 1
like the way 10 comes to me, 1 am m for 1t now, and I
may as well take the good along with the evil’

So he told the architeet all that he wished, and how
he would have that house furnished, and about the
pictures on the wall and the knick-knacks on the tables
and he ashed the man plamly for how much he would
undertake the whole affair

The architect put manyv questions, and took his pen
and made o computation . and when he had done he
named the very sum that Keawe had mherited

Lopaha and Keawe looked at one another and
nodded

*Itas quite elear, thought Keawe, ™ that I am to have
this house, whether o1 no It comes from the devil, and
I fear I will get Iittle good by that , and of one thing I
am sure, 1 will make no more wishes as long as I have
this bottle  But with the house 1 am saddled, and I
may as well take the good along with the evil”

So he made his terms with the architect, and they
signed a paper , and Keawe and Lopaka took ship again
and satled to Australic, for it was concluded between
them they should not interfere at all, but leave the
architect and the bottle mmp to buld and to adorn the
house at their own jleasure

The vovage was a good voyage, only all the time
Keawe was holding m his breath, for he had sworn he
would utter no more wishes, and take no more favours,
from the devil  The time was up when they got back
The architect told them that the house was ready, and
Keawe and Lopaka took a passage in the Hall, and went
down Kona way to view the house, and see 1f all had



THE BOTTILE IMP 101

been done fitly according to the thought that was in
Keawe’s mind ’

Now, the house stood on the mountain side, visible to
ships  Above, the forest ran up mto the clouds of ramm ,
below, the black lava fell in clitfs; where the kings of old
lav burited A garden bloomed about that house with
every hue of flowers, and there was an orchaid of
papaia on the one hand and an orchard pf bread-frut on
the other, and right m front, towards the sca, a ship s
mast had been nigged up and bore a flag  As for the
house, 1t was three stories high, with great chambers
and broad baleconies on each  The windows were of
glasg, so excellent that 1t was as clear as water and as
bright as dav  All manner of furniture adorned the
chambers  Pictures hung upon the wall m golden
frames—pictures of <hips, and men fighting, and of the
most beautiful women, and of singular places , nowhere
i the world are there pictures of so bright a colour as
those Keawe found hanging in his house As for the
knick-knacks, they were extraordmarly fine  chiming
clocks and musical boxes, hittle men with nodding heads,
books filled with pictures, weapohs of price from all
quarters of the world, and the most elegant puzzles to
entertain the lersure of a solitary man  And as no one
would care to Iinve in such chambérs, only to walk
through and view them, the balconies were made so
broad that a®shole town might have lived upon them
m dehight, and Keawe knew not which to prefer,
whether the back porch, where you got the land breeze
and looked upon the orchards and the flowers, or the
front balcony, where you could drink the wind of the
sea, and look down the steep wall of the mountain and
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see the Hall going by once a week or so between Hookena
and the hills of Pele, or the schooners plying up the
coast for wood and ava and bananas

When they had viewed all, Keawe and Lopaka sat
on the porch

* Well,” asked Lopaka, * 151t all as you desmigned 2°

* Woids cannot utter it, said Keawe It 15 better
than I dreamed, and 1 am sick with satisfaction”

* There 18 but one thmg to consider,” said Lopaka,
“all this may be quite natural, and the bottle imp have
nothing whatever to say to it If T were to buy the
bottle, and got no schooner after all, T should have put
my hand m the firte for nothmg 1 gave you myv word, I
know , but vet | think you would not grudge me one
moie proof’

“7 have sworn I would take no morc favours, said
heawe 1 have gone alieady deep enough

*Thas 1s no favowr T am thinhing of," 1ephed Lopaha
* It 18 only to see the 1imp himself  There 15 nothing to
be gamed by that, and so nothing to be ashamed of, and
yet, if 1 once saw him, 1 should be sure of the whole
matter  So mdulge me so far, and let me ee the imp,
and, after that, here 13 the money m my hand, and I will
buy 1t °

There 19 only cae thing I am afraid of, <aid Keawe
‘ The imp may be very ugly to view, and if yvou once set
eyes upon him y ou might be very undesirouv, of the bottle

‘1 am a man of my word," said Lopaka * And here
18 the money betwixt us’

‘ Very well,’ replied Keawe, * I have a curiosity myself
So come, let us have one look at you, Mr Imp’

Now as soon as that was said, the 1mp looked out of
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the bottle, and 1n again, swift as a hzard , and there sat
Keawe and Lopaka turned to stone The mght had
quite come, before either found a thought to say or
vorce to say 1t with, and then Lopika pushed the
money over and took the hottle

‘T am a man of my word,” <aid he, * and had need to
be so, or I would not touch this bottle with my foot
Well, /I shall get my schooner and a dollar or two for
my pocket , and then I will be nid of this devil as fast
as I can Fot to tell vou the plam truth, the look of
him has cast me down*

" Lopaka, said Keawe, * do not you think any worse
of me than vou can help . I know 1t 15 mght, and the
roads bad, and the pass bv the tombs an 1ll place to go
by so late, but I declate smce 1 have seen that httle
face, I cannot eat or <leep o1 pray till it 19 gone fromeme
[ will give you a lantern, and a bashet to put the bottle
m, and any pacture or fine thing in all my house that
takes vour fanev  and be gone at once, and go sleep at
Hookena with Nahmu*

Keawe,” said Lopaka, * many a man would take this
il above all, when I am doing yeu a turn so friendly,
as to keep my word and buy the bottle, and for that
matter, the mght and the dark, and the way by the
tombs, must be all tenfold more demgerous to a man
with such a sm upon his conscience and such a bottle
under his arfv  But for my part, I am so extremely
terrihed myself, T have not the heart to blame you
Here I go, then, and I pray God you may be happy in
your house, and I fortunate with my schoonar, and both
get to heaven m the end 1n spite of the devil and his
bottle * )
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So Lopaka went down the mountain, and Keawe
atood 1 his front baleony, and listened to the clink of
the horse’s shoes, and watehed the lantern go shining
down the path, and along the (Iiff of caves where the old
dead are buried , and all the time he trembled and clasped
his hands, and praved for his fiiend, and gave glory to
God that he himself was escaped out of that trouble

But the next dav came very hrightlv and that new
house of his was <o delightful to behold that he foreot
his terrors— One day followed another, and Keawe dwelt
there m perpetual joy  He had his place on the back
porch , 1t was there he ate and hived, and 1ead the
stories n the Honolulu newspapers, but when any one
came by thev would go m and view the echambers and
the pictures  And the fame of the house went far and
wide , 1t was called Aa-Hale N -the (ireat House n
all Kona, and sometimes the Bright House, for Keawe
kept a Chimaman, who was all day dustine and furbish-
g, and the glass) and the gilt, and the fine stufls, and
the pictures, shone as brnight as the mormnmeg  As {for
Keawe himself, he could not walk in the chambers
without singing, his heart was <o enlarged , and when
ships satled by upon the sea, he would fly his colours on
the mast

So time went by, until one day Keawe went upon a
visit as far as Kailua to certaimn of his friends  There he
was well feasted , and left as soon as he evuld the next
morning, and rode hard, for he was impatient to behold
his beautiful house , and, besides, the night then coming
on was the mght 1n which the dead of old days go abroad
m the sides of Kona , and having already meddled with
the devil, he was the more chary of meeting with the
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dead A httle beyond Honaunau, loohing far abead, he
was aware of a woman bathing m the edgt of the sea,
and she seemed a well-grown gul, but he thought no
more of it Then he saw her white shuft tlutter as <he
put 1t on, and then her red holoku , and by the time he
came abreast of her she was done with her toillet, and
had come up from the <ea, and stood by the track-<ide
m her red holoku, and she was all freshened with the
bath, and het eyes shone and were kind - Now Keawe no
sooner beheld her than he drew remn

I thought [ knew every one m this countiy,’ said he
*How comes 1t that I do not know you ?

“Lam Kokua, daughter of Kiano, said the girl, and
I have just returned from Oahu  Who are vou !

T will tell you who I am i a httle,” said Keawe,
dismounting from his horse, * but not now  For I have
« thought m myv mind, and if you knew who I was, vou
might have hsard of me, and would not give me a true
answer  But tell me, first of all, one thing  are you
married ¢’

At this Kokua laughed out aloud  * It 15 you who ask
questions,” she said - * Are you marrted yourself 27

* Indeed, Kokua, 1 am not,” replied Keawe, *and
never thought to be until this hour  But here 15 the
plam truth I have met you here atethe road-side, and
I saw vour eyes, which are like the stars, and my heart
went to you®ss swift as a bird  And so now, if you
want none of me, say so, and T will go on to my own
place, but if you think me no worse than any other
voung man, say so, too, and I will turn agde to your
father’s for the night, and to-morrow I will talk with
the good man’ ’

ES 1I n
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Kokua said never a word, but she looked at the sea
and laughed -

* Kokua,’ said Keawe, ‘1f vou say nothmg, I will take
that for the good answer, so let us be stepping to your
father's door’

She went on ahead of him, still without speech , only
sometimes she glanced back and glanced away agamn,
and she kept the strings of her hat in her mouth

Now, when they had come to the door, Kiano came
out on his verandah, and cried out and weicomed Keawe
by name At that the gul looked over, for the fame of
the great house had come to her ears, and, to be sure,
1t was a great temptation  All that evemng they were
very merry together, and the gul was as bold as brass
under the eves of her parents, and made a mark of
Kea ve, for she had a quick wit  The next day he had a
word with Kiano, and found the girl alone

" Kokua, said he, “you made a mark of me all the
evening , and 1t 1s <till time to bid me go I would not
tell you who I was, because 1 have so hine a house, and
I feared you would thmk too muech of that house and
too little of the man that loves you Now you know all,
and 1if you wish to have seen the last of me, say so at
once ’

' No," said Kokun, but this time she did not laugh, nor
did Kceawe ask for more

This was the wooing of ‘Keawe, th'.gs had gone
quickly , but <o an arrow goes, and the ball of a nifle
gwifter still, and yet both may strike the target Things
had gone fast, but they had gone far also, and the thought
of Keawe rang m the maiden’s head . she heard his
voice 1n the breach of the surf upon the lava, and for
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this young man that <he had seen but twice she would
have left father and mother and her native 1lands  As
for Keawe himeelf, his hoise flew up the path of the
mountain under the ehiff of tombs, and the sound of the
hoofs, and the sound of Keawe singing to himself for
pleasure, echoed 1 the caverns of the dead Ie came
to the Bught House, and still he was singing  Tle sat
and ate 1 the broad balcony, and thg Chinaman won-
dered at his master, to hear how he sang between the
mouthfuls  The sun went down into the <ca, and the
night came , and Keawe walked the balconies by lamp-
light, high on the mountains, and the voice of his singing
stagtled men on ships

" Here am 1 now upon my high place,” he said to
himself  * Life may be no better, this 15 the mountain
top, and all shelves about me towards the worse ® For
the first tune I will light up the chambers, and bathe
my fine bathewith the hot water and the cold, and sleep
above n the bed of my bridal chamber’

So the (‘"hinaman had word, and he must nse from
sleep and hght the furnaces, and as he walked below,
beside the boilers, he heard his master singing and
rejorcing above him n the lighted chambers  When the
water began to be hot the Chiaman cried to his master
and Keawe went into the bathroom ® and the Chinaman
heard him sing as he filled the marble basin, and heard
him sing, an®the singing broken, as he undressed , until
of a sudden, the song ceased The Chinaman listened,
and listened , he called up the house to Keawe to ask 1f
all were well, and Keawe answered him ‘ Yes,” and bade
him go to bed | but there was no moge singing n the
Bright House , and all might long the Chinaman heard
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his master s feet go round and round the balconies with
out repose

Now, the truth of 1t was this  as Keawe undressed
for his bath, he spied upon his flesh a pateh Iike a patch
of lichen on a rock, and 1t was then that he stopped
simging  For he knew the likeness of that patch, and
knew that he was fallen m the Chinese Kvil *

Now, 1t 15 a sad thing for any man to fall into this sick-
ness  Anditw o:xld be a sad thing for any one to leave a
house so beautiful and <o commodious, and depart from
all hus friends to the north coast of Molokat, between the
mighty clift and the sea-breakers  But what was that to
the case of the man Keawe, he who had met his love but
vesterday and won her but that mornmg, and now saw
all his hopes break, m a moment, ke a prece of glass ?

A wvhile he sat upon the edge of the bath, then sprang,
with a ery, and ran outside ., and to and fro, to and fro,
along the balcony, Iike one despairing

“Very willingly could I leave Hawan, the home of my
fathers, Keawe was thmmhking * Very hghtly could 1
leave my house, the high-placed, the many-windowed,
here upon the mountamns  Very bravely could I go to
Molokai, to Kalaupapa by the chfls, to hive with the
smitten and to sleep there, far from myv fathers But
what wrong have I done, what sm lies upon mv <oul,
that 1 should have encountered Kokua comimg cool
from the sea-water m the evening ¢ Koliua, the soul-
ensnarer! Kokua, the hght of my life!  Her may I never
wed, her may I look upon no longer, her may I no more
handle with my loving hand , and 1t 1s for this, 1t 15 for
you, O Kokua! that I pour my lamentations !

* Leprosy
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Now vou are to observe what sort of ¢ man Keawe
was, for he*might have dwelt there in the Bright House
for vears, and no one been the wiser of his sickness , but
he reckoned nothimg of that, if he must lose Kokua
And acain he might have wed Kohua even as he was,
and so many would have done, because they have the
souls of prgs . but Keawe loved the maid mantully, and
he would do her no hurt and brimg her mi no danger

A hittle beyvond the midst of the mght, there came m
his mind the recollection of that bottle  He went 1ound
to the back porch, and called to memory the day when
the devil had looked forth . and at the thought 1ce 1an
m s vemns

A dreadful thing is the bottle, thought Keawe, and
dreadful 15 the imp, and 1t 13 a dicadful thing to risk the
flames of hell  But what other hope have 1 to cure m
sichness or to wed Kokua ¢ What ' he thought, * would
I beard the devil once, onlv to get me a house, and not
facc him agamn to win Kokua /

Thereupon he called to mund 1t was the next day the
Hall went by on her return to Honolulu There must 1
go first, he thought,  and sce Lopaha  For the hest
hope that I have now 15 to find that same bottle T was
<o pleascd to be rid of .

Never a wink could he sleep, the food stuck n his
throat, but he sent a letter to Kiano, and about the
time when the steamer would be coming, rode down
beside the clift of the tombs It rained , his horse went
heavily , he looked up at the black mouths of the caves,
and he envied the dead that slept there aifd wore done
with trouble , aad called to mind how®he had galloped
by the day before, and was astonished  So he came down
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to Hookena, and there was all the country gathered for
the steamer as usual  In the shed before the store they
sat and jested and passed the news, but thete was no
matter of speech i Keawe s bosom, and he <at m their
midst and looked without on the ram falling on the
houses, and the surf beating among the rocks, and the
s1gzhs arose n his throat

¢ Keawe of the Bright House 1s out of spirits.” said one
to another  Indeed, and <o he was, and ]1t§l<\ wonder

Then the Hall came and the whale-boat cattied him
on board  The after-part of the ship was full of Haoles *
- who had been to vimit the volcano, as their custom 1
and the nudst was erowded with Kanakas, and the fere-
part with wild bulls from Hilo and horses fiom Kau ,
but Keawe sat apart from all m his sorrow, and watched
for the house of Kiano  There 1t sat low upon the shore
m the black rocks, and shaded by the cocoa-palms, and
there by the door was a red holoku, no gieater than a
fly, and gomg to and fro with a fla’s busyness  © Ah,
queen of my heart,” he cuied, * Tl venture my dear soul
to win you!

Soon after datkness fell and the cabms were hit up,
and the Haoles sat and played at the cards and drank
whisky as their custom 15, but Keawe walked the
deck all mght , and all the nexat day, as they steamed
under the lee of Maw or of Molokai, he was still pacing
to and fro like a wild animal 1 a menagerie

Towards evening they passed Diamond Head, and
came to the pier of Honolulu Keawe stepped out
among the ‘crowd and began to ask for Lopaka It
seemed he had Lecome the owner of a schooner—none

* Whites
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better in the 1slands —and was gone upon an adventure
as far as Pola-Pola or Kahiki, so theie was no help to
be looked for from Lopaha Keawe called to mind a
fiiend of his, a lawver m the town (I must not tell biy
name), and mquued of him  Thev said he was grown
suddenly 11ch, and had a fine new house upon Waikiha
shore and this put a thought m Keawe's head, and he
called a hack and drove to the lawver 3 house

The house was all brand new, and the trees in the
garden no glv‘dt«r than walhmg-stichs, and the lawyver,
when he came, had the air of a man well pleased

*What can I do to serve you 2" sard the lawver

“You are a friend of Lopaka’s;” teplied Keawe, * and
Lopaka purchased from me a certam prece of goods that
1 thought you might enable me to trace’

The lawyer’s face became very dath  * ['do not profess
to misunderstand vou, Mr Keawe," said he, though
this 15 an ugly business to be stimmmg m You may be
sure I know nothing, but yet T have a guess; and if you
would apply 1 a certain quarter I think you might have
news’

And he named the name of a man, which, again, 1
had better not repeat  So 1t was for days, and Keawe
went from one to another, finding everywhere new
clothes and carriages, and fine ne% houses and men
everywhere mn great contentment, although, to be sure,
when he hint®d at his business their faces would cloud
over

‘No doubt I am upon the track,” thought Keawe
* These new clothes and carriages are all the gifts of the
little 1mp, and these glad faces are the faces of men who
have taken their profit and got rid of the accursed thing



112 R L STEVLENSON

in safety  When T see pale cheeks and hear sighmg, 1
shall know that I am near the bottle”’

So 1t befell at last he was recommended to a Haole 1
Beritania Street  When he came to the door, about the
hour of the evenimg meal, there were the usual marks of
the new house, and the voung garden, and the electiie
licht <shimmmg 1 the windows, but when the owner
came, a shock of hope and fear ran through Keawe | for
here was a yvoung man, wlite as a corpse, and black
about the eves, the han shedding from his head and
such a look m his countenance as a man may have v hen
he s wartimg for the gallows

Here 1t 1, to be sure, thought Keawe and ~o yith
this man he nowayvs veilled has errand [ am come to
buy the bottle, said he

At the word, the yvoung Haole of Bertania Strect
reeled agamst the wall

The bottle!  he gasped To buy <the bottle
Then he seemed to choke, and seizing Keawe by the
arm, cartied him mto a 1oom and poured out wine 1
two glasses

Here 15 my respects, said Keawe, who had been
much about with Haoles in his time  Yes," he added,

L am come to buy the bottle  What 15 the price by
now ¢ ‘

At that word the yvoung man let his glass ship through
hus fingers, and looked upon Keawe like a Zhost

* The price,” says he  * the price! You do not know
the price ?

“ It 13 fon that I am asking vou,” returned Keawe

But why are wou <o much concerned,? 1Is there any-
thing wrong about the price "’
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¢ It has dropped a great deal in value sinee vour time,
Mr Keawes' said the voung man, .\t.nnmo'rm;:

* Well, well, T shall have the less to pay for 1t,” says
Keawe * How much did 1t cost vou 2°

The voung man was as white as a sheet * Two cents,”
said he

What 7 eried Keawe, two cents ¢ Why, then, you

can only sell it for one  And he who puvs it - The
words died upon Keawe s tongue  he who bought 1t
could never :vll it again, the bottle and the bottle 1mp
must abide with im until he died, and when he died
must carry him to the 1cd end of hell

The voung man of Beritania Street fell upon his knees

FFor God < sake, buy 1t' he cried  * You can have all
my fortune m the bargamn T was mad when 1 bought 1t
at that price T had embezzled money at my stote | 1
was lost else ;. T must have gone to jail

Poor creature, said Keawe, vou would 115k vour

soul upon <o desperate an adventure, and to avord the
proper punishment of your own disgrace . and you
think I could hesitate with love in front of me  Give me
the bottle, and the change which T make sure you have
all teady  Here 15 a five-cent prece

It was as Keawe supposed, the voung man had the
change ready mn a drawer, the bottle changed hands,
and Keawe s fingers were no sooner clasped upon the
stalk than K& had breathed his wish to be o clean man
And, sure enough, when he got home to his room, and
stripped himeelf before a glass, his flesh was whole like
an infant’s  And here was the strange thang |, he had
no sooner seen ghis miracle than his mind was changed
within him, and he cared naught for the Chinese Ewvil,
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and Ihittle enough for Kokua, and had but the one
thought, that here he was bound to the bott'e imp for
time and for etermty, and had no better hope but to be
a cinder for ever in the flames of hell  Awayv ahead of
him he saw them blaze with his mind s eyve, and his <oul
shrank, and dathness fell upon the hyght

When Keawe came to himself a httle, he was aware
1t was the mght when the band plaved at the hotel
Thither he went, because he feared to be alone | and
there, among happy faces, walked to and fi'o, and heard
the tunes go up and down, and saw Berger beat the
measure, and all the while he heard the flames erackle
and saw the red fire burning i the bottomless it Of
a sudden the band plaved flihi-ao-co | that was a <ong
that he had sung with Kokua, and ot the stramn courtage
returted to him

¢ It 15 done now," he thoucht, *and once more let me
take the good along with the evil .

So 1t befell that he returned to Hawan by the fist
steamer, and as soon as 1t could be managed he was
wedded to Kokua, and cartied her up the mountain side
to the Bright House

Now 1t was so with these two, that when they were
together Keawe's heatt was stilled, but as soon as he
was alone he fell info a brooding hortor, and heard the
flames crachle, and saw the red fire burn 1n the bottom-
less pit  The girl, indeed, had come to him® hollv , her
heart leaped 1n her side at sight of him, her hand clung
to his, and she was so fashioned, from the hair upon
her head, to the nails upon her toes, that none could see
her without joy « She was pleasant in her nature She
had the good word always Full of song she was, and
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went to and fro i the Brigcht House, the brightest thing
m 1ts three*stories, carolling like the birds  And Keawe
beheld and heard her with deheht, and then must <shrink
upon one side, and weep and groan to think upon the
price that he had paid for her. and then he must dry
his eyes, and wash his face, and go and =it with her on
the broad balconies, joimng i her songs, and, with a
sick <pirit, answerig her smiles

There canmge a dav when her feet began to be heavy
and her songs more rare , and now 1t was not Keawe
onlv that would weep apart, but cach would sunder
from the other and sit m opposite baleonies with the
wlole width of the Bright House betwint  Keawe was
so sunk m his despair, he searce observed the change,
and was only glad he had more hours to sit alone and
brood upon his destiny, and was not so freqitently
condemned to pull a smiling face on a sich heart  But
one day, cothmg softly through the house, he heard the
sound of a child sobbing, and there was Kokua rolling
her face upon the balcony floor, and weeping like the lost

“You do well to weep m this house, Kokua,” he said

And yet I would give the head off my body that you
‘at least) might have been happy”’ .

* Happv !’ she cried * Keawe, when you lived alone
m your Bright House you were th® word of the 1land
for a happy man. laughter and -ong were mn your
mouth, and Your face was as bright as the sunrise  Then
you wedded poor Kokua, and the good God knows
what 18 amiss 1in her-—but from that day you have not
smiled Oh!’ she cried, * what ails me 2o I thought I
was pretty, and I knew I loved him  What ails me, that
I throw this cloud upon my husband ¢’
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* Poor Kokua,’ said Keawe He sat down by her side,
and sought to take her hand  but that <he plucked
away  Poor Kokua, he said again = * My poor child
my pretty  And 1 had thought all this while to spare
you! Well, vou shall know all  Then, at least, vou will
pity poor Keawe , then vou will understand how much
he loved vou m the past  that he dared hell for vour
possession - and how much he loves vou «till (the poor
condemned one), that he can vet call up a smnle when
he beholds you” \

With that he told her all, even from the beginnimg

“You have done this for me 27 <he ¢ried  * Ah, well,
then what do 1 care! and she dasped and wept upon
him

Ah, child b said Keawe, “and vet, when T considel
of the fue of hell, I care a good deal 1

Never tell me,” sard she, no man can be lost hecause
he loved Kokua, and no other fault 1 telbvou, Keawe,
I shall save vou with these hands, or pensh m vow
company  What ' vou loved me and gave vowr soul,
and vou think I will not die to save you in return ?

Ah, mv dear, vou might die a hundied times, and
what difference would that make 7" he eried, except to
leave me lonely till the time comes for my damnation ?

* You hnow nothihg,” said she I was educated in a
school m Honolulu, T am no common girl  And T tell
you I shall save my lover  What 15 this yb‘u sav about
a cent ¢ But all the wotld 15 not American  In England
thev have a piece they call a farthing, which 15 about
half a cent «Ah' sorrow!’ she cried, that makes 1t
carcely better, for the buyver must be lgst, and we shall
find none so brave as my Keawe! But, then, there 1s
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France, they have a small com there which they call a
centime, apd these go hive to the cent, ®r thereabout
We could not do better  Come, Keawe, let us go to the
French islands  let us go to Tahity, as fast as ships can
bear us  There we have four centimes, three centimes,
two centimes, one centime | four possible sales to come
and o on and two of us to push the bargam — Come,
my kheawe! kiss me, and banish cate Kokua will
defend vou” )

Cift of God!' he caed T cannot think that God
will punish me for desinmg aught so good  Be 1t as you
will, then, take me where vou please I put my hife and
my_salvation i your hands’

Early the next dav kokua went about her preparations
She took Keawe's chest that he went with satloring | and
fust she put the bottle m a corner, and then pacled 1t
with the nichest of their clothes and the bravest ot the
knick-knacks, m the house * For, said she, “we must
seem to be 1ich folks, or who would believe mn the bottle ¢°
All the time of her preparation she was as gay as a bird
only when she looked upon Keawe the tears would
sprng m her eve, and she must run and kiss him o As
for Keawe, a weight was oft his soul , now that he had
his secret shared, and some hope mn front of him, he
seemed lihe a new man, his feet went hghtly on the
earth, and his breath was good to him agamm  Yet was
terror still a& his elbow, and ever and again, as the
wind blows out a taper, hope died 1in him, and he saw
the flames toss and the red fire burn 1n hell

It was given out in the country they were gone
pleasuring to the States, which was thought a strange
thing, and yet not so strange as the truth, if any could
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have guessed it So they went to Honolulu in the Hall,
and thence m the Umatille to San Franc:sco with a
crond of Haoles, and at San Francisco took their
passage by the mail brnigantine, the Tropic Bird, for
Papeete, the chief place of the French in the south
islands  Thither they came, after a pleasant voyage,
on a fair day of the Trade Wind, and saw the reef with
the surf breakino and Motwiti with 1ts palms, and the
schooner 1iding withinside, and the white houses of the
town lay down along the shore among green trees, and
overhead the mountams and the clouds of Tahiti, the
wise 1sland

It was judged the most wise to hire a house, which
they did accordingly, opposite the British Consul's, to
make a great parade of monev, and themselves con-
spicuous with carriages and horses  This 1t was very
easy to do, so long as they had the bottle in their posses-
ston, for Kokua was more bold than Keawe, and,
whenever she had a muind, called on the imp for twenty
or a hundred dollars At this rate they soon giew
to be remarked in the town, and the strangers from
Hawan, their riding and their duving, the fine holokus,
and the rich lace of Kokua, became the matter of much
talk

They got on well after the first with the Tahitian
language, which 15 indeed like to the Hawanan, with a
change of certain letters, and as soon as they had any
freedom of <peech, began to push the bottle You are
to conader 1t was not an easy subject to introduce , 1t
was not ca_y to persuade people you are in earnest,
when you offer “o sell them for four centimes the spring
of health and riches mexhaustible It was necessary
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besides to explain the dangers of the bottle , and either
people diskelieved the whole thing and l&ughed, or they
thought the more of the datker part, became overcast
with gravity, and drew away from Keawe and Kokua,
as from persons who had dealings with the devil  So
far fiom gaming ground, these two began to find they
were avorded i the town . the children ran away from
themesereaming, a thing intolerable to .Knkuu , Catholics
crossed themselves as they went by, and all persons
began with %ne accord to disengage themselves from
therr advances

Depression fell upon their spirits  They would sit at
mght i their new house, after a dayv's weariness, and
not exchange one word, or the silence would be broken
by Kokua bursting suddenly mto sobs  Sometimes they
would pray together, sometimes they would hawe the
bottle out upon the tloor, and sit all evening watching
how the shadow hovered i the midst At such times
they would be afraid to go to rest It was long ere
slumber came to them, and, if erther dozed oft, 1t would
be to wake and find the other wlently weepmg in the
dark, or, perhaps, to wake alone, the other having tled
from the house and the neighbourhood of that bottle, to
pace under the bananas i the hittle garden, or to wander
on the beach by moonhght .

One night 1t was so when Kokua awoke Keawe was
gone She felt 1n the bed and his place was cold Then
fear fell upon her, and she sat up m bed A little moon-
shine filtered through the shutters The room was
bright, and she could spy the bottle on the floor Outside
1t blew high, the great trees of the avgnue cried aloud,
and the fallen leaves rattled i the verandah In the
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midst of this Kokua was aware of another sound
whether of a Least or of a man she could scaree tell, but
1t was as sad as death, and cut her to the <oul Softlv
she arose, set the door ajar, and looked forth mto the
moonlhit yard  There, under the bananas, lay Keawe,
his mouth m the dust, and as he lay he moaned

It was Kokua's tirst thoucht to run forward and
console hun | her second potently withheld her  Keawe
had borne himself before his wife like a brave man 1t
became her little in the hour of weakness to mtrude
upon his shame  With the thought she drew back mto
the house

* Heaven,” she thought, how careless have 1 beep—
how weak ! It 15 he, not I, that stands m this eternal
peril . 1t was he, not I, that took the curse upon his soul
It 18 for my sake, and for the love of a creature of <o
little worth and such poor help, that he now bheholds so
close to him the lames of hell ayv, and smdclls the smoke
of 1t, Iying without there i the wind and moonhght
Am I so dull of spirit that never till now 1 have surmised
my duty, or have I seen 1t hefore and tuined aside ¢
But now, at least, I take up my soul i both the hands
of my affection  now I sav farewell to the white steps
of heaven and the wartine faces of my friends A love
for a love, and let snme be equalled with Keawes' A
soul for a soul, and be 1t mine to perish '’

She was a deft woman with her hands, «nd wa~ ~oon
apparelled  She took in her hands the change— the
precious centimes they kept ever at their wide , for this
comn 15 httle used, and they had made provision at a
government offiqc  When she was forth i the avenue
clouds came on the wind, and the moon was blachened
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The town slept, and she knew not whither to turn till
she heard one coughing in the shadow of the trees
* Old man,” said Kokua, * what do you here abroad in
the cold meht ?°
The old man could scarce express himsclf for coughing,
but she made out that he was old and poor, and a
<tranger i the iland
Will vou do me a service 27 said Igokua  * A< one
stranger to another, and as an old man to a voung
woman, will you help a daughtor of Hawan ¢
“Ah, said the old man So you are the witch from
the Kight I\ands, and even my old soul vou seek to
entangle  But I have heard of vou, and defy your
wickedness
Sit down here,” said Kokua, “and let me tcll you a
tale And <he told him the story of Keawe fron? the
beginning to the end
And now,” said she, * I am his wife, whom he hought
with his soul s welfare  And what should T do ¢ If I
went to him myeelf and offered to buy 1t, he will refuse
But if you go, he will <ell 1t cagerly , I will awart you
here , vou will buv it for four centimes, and T will buy
it agamm for three  And the Lord strengthen a poor
gul !’
“If you meant falselv, <aid the ld man, T thmk
God would strike you dead ’
“He would !’ cried Kokua Be sure he would [
could not be so treacherous God would not suffer 1t”’
* Give me the four centimes and await me here,” said
the old man
Now, when Kqkua stood alone in the street, her spint
died The wind roared in the trees, and 1t seemed to
ES II I
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her the rushing of the flames of hell, the shadows
towered 1n the light of the street lamp, and they seemed
to her the snatehing hands of evil ones  If she had had
the strength, she must have run awav, and 1if she had
had the breath, she must have screamed aloud , but, 1n
truth, she could do neither, and stood and trembled 1n
the avenue, like an affuighted child

Then she saw the old man returnimg, and he had the
bottle 1n his hand

“1 have done your bidding,” <ard he, * I left your
husband weepmg hike o cluld  to-mght he will sleep
easy Aud he held the bottle forth

“ Before vou wive 1t me,” Kokua panted, take the
good with the evil ask to be delivered fiom your
cough

*1 am an old man,” rephed the other, * and too near
the gate of the grave to take a favour from the devil
But what 15 this 2 Why do you not tak: the bottle ¢
Do not heattate ¢

* Not hesitate!” enied Kokua 1 am only weak
Give me a moment It 1 my hand resists; my flesh
shrinks back fiom the accursed thing One moment
only !’

The old man looked upon Kokua kindly. *Poor
child '’ said he, *you fear your soul misgives you
Well, let me keep it I am old, and can never more be
happy m this world, and as for the next— —’

“Give 1t me ! " gasped Kokua * There 15 your money
Do you think I am so base as that ¢ Give me the bottle ’

¢ God blers you, child,” said the old man.

Kokua conceiled the bottle under her holoku, said
farewell to the old man, and walked off along the
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avenue, she cared not whither TFor all roads were now
the same to her, and led equally to hell  S@metimes she
walked, and sometumes ran, sometimes she sereamcd
out loud i the night, and sometimes lav by the wayside
m the dust and wept Al that she had heard of hell
came back to her, <he saw the flames blaze, and she
smelled the smoke, and her flesh witherod on the coals

Near day she came to her mind again, and rcturned to
the house It was even as the old man said - Keawe
slumbered Ik a (ild  Kokua stood and gazed upon
his face

*Now, my husband,” said <she, "1t 15 your turn to
sleep  When you wake 1t will be vour turn to sing and
laugh  But for poor Kokua, alas! that meant no evil -
for poor Kokua no more sleep, no more smging, no more
dehight, whether m earth o1 heaven”’

With that she lay down in the bed by his side, and
her misery was so extreme that she fell i a deep slumbcr
mstantly

Late m the morning her husband woke her and gave
her the good news It seemed he was silly with delight,
for he paid no heed to her distress, 1ll though she dis-
sembled 1t The words stuck 1 her mouth, 1t mattered
not, Keawe did the speaking  She ate not o bite, but
who was to observe 1t 2 For Keawes cleared the dish
Kokua saw and heard him, ke some strange thing mn a
dream , ther&.were times when she forgot or doubted,
and put her hands to her brow , to know herself doomed
and hear her husband babble, seemed so monstrous

All the while Keawe was eating and tglking, and
planning the time of their return, and thanking her for
saving hun and f’ondlmg her, and calling her the true
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helper after all  He laughed at the old man that was
fool enough o buy that bottle

* A worthy old man he seemed,” Keawe scaird — But no
one can judge by appearances  For why did the old
reprobate tequire the bottle ¢°

My husband, said Kokua, humbls [ his purpose mav

have been good

Keawe laughed like an angry man

¢ Fiddle-de-dee ' cnied Keawe  An old 1ogue, T tell
you, and an old ass to boot  For the bottle was hard
enough to sell at four centimes  and at thiee it will he
quite impossible  The margin 15 not broad enough  the
thing begins to smell of scorchimg- bt ' said he, and
shuddered  * It s true I bought it myself at a cent when
I knew not there were smaller coms T was a fool for my
patus . there will never be found another and whoever
has that bottle now will carry 1t to the pit

O my husband ! <aid Kokua 1518 not a ternble
thing to save oneself by the eternal ruin of another 2 It
seems to me 1 could not laugh 1 would be humbled 1
would be filled with melancholy T would pray for the
poor holder

Then Keawe, because he felt the truth of what <he
said, grew the more angry * Heghtv-teighty ' cried
he  * You mav be tilled with melancholy if you please
It 15 not the mimd of a good wife  If you thought at all
of me, vou would <1t shamed’

Thereupon he went out, and Kokhua was alone

What chance had she to sell that bottle at two
centimes ¢ None, she perceived  And 1if she had any,
here was her busband hurrying her awav to a country
where there was nothing lower than a cent And here
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—on the moriow of her sacrifice—was her husband
leaving her and blammg her

She would not even try to profit by what time <he
had, but sat in the house, and now had the bottle out
and viewed 1t with unutterable fear, and now, with
loathing, hid 1t out of sight

By and by, Keawe came back, and would have her
take a drive

My husband, I amill,” she said T am out of heart
Kxcuse me, 1 can take no pleasure

Then was Keawe more wioth than ever  With her,
because he thought she was brooding over the case of
the old man , and with himself, because he thought she
was night and was ashamed to be so happv

" This s your truth,” cried he, * and this your affection !
Your husband is just saved from eternal rumn, which he
encountered for the love of you and you can tahe no
pleasure ' Kokua, you have a disloval heart”

He went forth agamn funous, and wandered 1 the
town all dav  He met friends, and drank with them
they hired a carrage and drove mto the country, and
there drank again  All the time Keawe was il at ease,
because he was taking this pastime while i wife was sad,
and because he knew i his heart that <she was more right
than he  and thc knowledge made hity drink the deeper

Now there was an old brutal Haole drinking with him,
one that had®®een a boatswain of o whaler —a runaw av,
a digger m gold mmes, a conviet in prisons  He had a
low mind and a foul mouth , he loved to drink and to
see others drunken, and he pressed theeglass upon
Keawe Soon thgre was no more money an the company

Here, you !’ says the boatswain, * you are rich, you
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have been alwayvs saymg  You have a bottle or some
foolishness

“Yes,” savs Keawe, * I am rich, I will go back and
get some money from my wife, who keepsat”’

‘ That < a bad 1dea, mate,” said the boatswamn  * Never
vou trust a petticoat with dollars  Thev re all as false
as water  vou keep an eve on her”

Now this word stuck i Keawe s mind . for he was
muddled with what he had been dimking

I should not wonder but she was false, 1mndeed;’
thought he * Why else should she be <o cast down at
my release 7 But I will show her [ am not the man to
be fooled T will eatch her in the act

\ccordimgly, when they were back m town, Keawe
bade the boatswam wait for him at the corner, by the
old calaboose, and went forward up the avenue alone to
the door of his house  The night had come agamn | there
was a light within, but never a sound , and Keawe crept
about the coina, opened the back door softly, and
looked 1n

There was Kokua on the floor, the lamp at her side |
before her was a mulk-white bottle, with a round belly
and a long neck , and as she viewed 1t, Kokua wrung
her hands

A long time Keawe stood and looked 1n the doorwav
At first he was struck stupid, and then fear fell upon
him that the bargain had been made anuss, and the
bottle had come back to him as 1t came at San Francisco ,
and at that his knees were loosened, and the fumes of
the wine from his head like mists off a niver 1n the
morning And then he had another thought, and it
was a strange one, that made his checks to burn
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‘T must make sure of this,” thought he

So he clpsed the door, and went soffy round the
corner again, and then came noialy 1, as though he
were but now returned  And, lo!' by the time he
opened the front door no bottle was to be seen  and
Kokua sat mn a chan and started up ke one awakened
out of sleep

*I have been drinking all day :md‘ making merry,’
said Keawe  * T have been with good companions, and
now I only chme back for money, and return to dink
and carouse with them agamm’

Both hns facc and voice were as stern as judgment, but
Kolua was too troubled to observe

*You do well to use vour own, my husband,” saad she,
and her words trembled

*Oh, I do well i all things, said Keawe, and he#vent
straight to the chest and took out monev  But he
looked besides m the corner where they kept the bottle,
and there was no bottle there

At that the chest heaved upon the floor like a sea-
billow, and the house span about hun like a wreath of
smohe, for he saw she was lost now, and there was no
escape ‘It 14 what I feared,” he thought * It 13 she
who has bought 1t’

And then he came to himself a httde and rose up , but
the sweat streamed on his face as thick as the rain and
ag cold as the well-water

‘ Kokua,’ said he, *I said to you to-day what 1l
became me Now I return to house with my joliy
compantons,” and at that he laughed a ljttle quietly.
‘1 will take more pleasure in the cup if you forgive
e’
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She clasped his knees 1 a moment, she kissed his knees
with flowing t ary

*Oh,” she eried, * I ask but a kind word '’

*Let us never one think hardly of the other,” said
Keawe, and was gone out of the house

Now, the money that Keawe had taken was only some
of that store of centime preces they had laid in at their
arrival It was very sure he had no mind to be diinking
His wife had given her soul for him, now he must give
his for hers, no other thousht was i the world with
him

At the comner, by the old calaboose, there was the
boatswain waiting

My wife has the bottle,” <aid Keawe, and, unless
vou help me to recover it, there can be no more money
and yo more liquor to-night

" You do not mean to say you are sertous about that
bottle 7 * cried the boatswain \

“There 15 the lamp, sad Keawe Do T'look asaf I
was jesting ¢

* That 1~ <0, said the boatswamn  * You look as serious
as a chost”’

Well, then, said Keawe, here are two centimes,
you Just go to my wife i the house, and offer her these
for the bottle, which (if T am not much mistaken) she
will give vou instantly - Bring 1t to me here, and 1 will
buy 1t back from you for one  for that 15 *ie law with
this bottle that 1t still must be <old for a less sum  But
whatever you do, never breathe a word to her that you
have come from me '

' Mate, I wonder are you making a fool of me 7 asked
the boatswain
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‘Tt will do you no harm 1f I am,’ returned Keawe

That 15 50, mate,’ said the boatswain

*And if you doubt me,” added Keawe, vou can try
As soon as vou ate clear of the house, wish to have vour
pocket full of monev, or a bottle of the best tum, or what
vou please, and you will see the virtue of the thing’

Very well, Kanaka,’ savs the boatswain I will try
but 1f vou are having vour fun out of me, 1 will take my
fun out of vou with a helaving-pin’

So the witaler-man went off up the avenue, and
Keawe stood and warted It was near the same spot
where Kokua had waited the night before, but Keawe
wag more resolved, and never faltered i his purpose
only his soul was bitter with despair

It seemed a long time he had to wait before he heard
a vorce singing m the darkness of the avenue  Ie knew
the vowce to be the boatswamn s, but 1t was strange how
drunken it appeared upon a sudden

Next the man himself came stumbhng ito the hicht
of the lamp  He had the devil’s bottle huttoned i his
coat , another bottle was i his hand , and even as he
came m view he ratsed 1t to his mouth and drank

“You have it,” satd Keawe [ see that’

Hands oft!  ced the boatswam, jumpmg back
*Take a step near me, and T'll smasl vour mouth  You
thought you could make a catspaw of me, did you ¢’

* What do*s ou mean 1’ cried Keawe

Mean 27 cried the boatswain * This 1s a pretty good
bottle, this 15, that’s what I mean How I got 1t for
two centimes [ can’t make out, but I gm sure you
shan’t have 1t for one’

" You meen y(')u won t sell 27 gasped Keawe
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¢ No, air,” eried the boatswain  * But 111 give you a
drink of the rum, 1f you hke’

‘T tell you, said Keawe, “the man who has that
bottle goes to hell ?

‘I 1reckon I'm gome anvway,” returned the sailor
“and this bottle s the best thing to go with [ ve stiuck
yet  No, sn! he cied acamn, * this 15 my bottle now,
and you can o and fish for another ”

CCan this be true 27 Keawe cried " For vour own
sake, T bescech vou, sell it me '’

“Tdon t value any of yvowr talk, replied the bootswam
* You thought 1 was a tlat, now you see I m not, and
there’'sanend  If vou won t have a swallow ol the rem
L1 have one myveself  Here's your health and good-
night to you !’

So ol he went down the avenue towards town, and
thete goes the bottle out of the story

But Keawe ran to Kokua hight as the wimd and areat
was then jos that mght . and great, since then, has been
the peace of all then davs i the Buight House

Blackh and Whate 18910 Iland Naghts Botertan-
nents, 1893



THE THREE STRANGERS

THOMAS HARDY
(1840-1927)

Avoxng the fw features of agricultural England which
retain an appearance but httle modified by the lapse of
centurtes, mayv be reckoned the high, grassy and furzy
doyns, coombs, or ewe-leases, as they are mdifferently
called, that fill a large artca of certain counties in the
south and south-west  If any mark of human oceupation
18 met with hereon, 1t usually takes the form of the
solitary eottage of some shepherd

Iifty vears ago such a lonely eottage <tood on such a
down, and mayv possibly be standing there now  In
spite of 1ts loneliness, however, the spot, by actual
measurement, was not more than five miles fiom a
countv-town  Yet that affected 1t little Five miles of
irregular upland, during the long inmmical seasons, with
their sleets, snows, rains, and musts, afford withdrawing
space enough to 1solate a Timon orsa Nebuchadneszar
much less, 1n fair weather, to please that less repellent
tribe, the pets, philosophers, artists, and others who
‘ conceive and meditate of pleasant things’

Some old earthen camp or barrow, some clump of
trees, at least some starved fragment of gneient hedge
18 usually taken advantage of mn the grection of these
forlorn dwelhngg But, 1n the present case, such a kind
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of shelter had been disregarded  Higher (‘rowstairs, as
the house was called, stood qute detached and un-
defended  The only reason for its precise situation
seemed to be the crossing of two footpaths at right
angles hard by, which may have crossed there and thus
for a good five hundred vears  Henee the house was
exposed to the clements on all sides  But, though the
wind up here blew unmistakably when 1t did blow, and
the rain hit hard whenever 1t fell, the various weathers
of the winter season were not quite so formidable on the
coombh as they were imavined to be by dwellers on low
ground  The raw rimes were not so pernrcrous as i the
hollows, and the frosts were scarcely so severe  When
the shepherd and his family who tenanted the house
were pitied for their suflerings from the exposure, they
sard that upon the whole they were less mceonvenienced
by “wuzzes and flames ™ (hoarses and phlegms) than
when they had ived by the stream of a snug 1 erighbouring
valley

The night of March 28, 182 - was precisely one of the
nights that were wont to call forth these expressions of
commiseration  The level tamstorm smote walls, slopes,
and hedges like the clothy ard shafts of Senlac and (‘reey
Such sheep and outdoor animals as had no shelter stood
with their buttocks to the winds, while the tails of
little birds trving to roost on some seraggy thorn were
blown inside-out like umbrellas  The gablc-end of the
cottage was stammed with wet, and the eavesdroppings
flapped against the wall  Yet never was commiseration
for the <hepherd more misplaced  For that cheerful
rustic was entertaming a large party i glorification of
the christening of his second girl
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The guests had arrived before the ramm began to fall,
and they mere all now assembled m th® chief or living
room of the dwelling A ¢lance mto the apartment at
cight o cloek on this eventful evening would have re
sulted m the opmion that it was as cosy and comfortable
a nook as could be wished for m bowsterous weather
The calling of its mhabitant was proclaimed by a number
of inghly -polished sheep-erooks withopt stems that were
hung ornamentally over the fireplace, the curl of each
shining crook varving from the antiquated tv pe engraved
i the patiarchal prctures of old family Bibles to the
most approved fashion of the last local sheep-fair The
ropm was hehted by half-a-dozen candles, having wicks
onlv a trifle smaller than the grease which enveloped
them, i candlesticks that were never used but at high-
davs, holv-davs, and familv feasts  The highte were
seattered about the room, two of them <tanding on the
chimney-piese - This posttion of candles was i atself
signtficant — Candles on the chimney -prece always meant
a party

On the heatrth, in front of a back-brand to give sub-
stance, blazed a fire of thorns, that crackled * like the
laughter of the fool’

Nineteen persons were gathered here  Of these, five
women, wearing gowns of various® brigcht hues; sat n
chairs along the wall, girls shy and not shy filled the
window-beftsh , four men, mduding Charley Jake the
hedge-carpenter, Elijah New the parish-clerk, and John
Pitcher, a neighbouring dairyman, the shepherd s father-
m-law, lolled 1n the settle ; a young man apnd maid, who
were blushing over tentative pourpgrlers on a life-
companionship, sat beneath the corner-cupboard and
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an eclderly engaged man of fifty or upward moved
restlessly aboue from spots where his betrothed was not
to the spot where she was  Enjoyment was prettv
general, and so much the more prevailed in being un-
hampered by conventional 1estrictions  Absolute con-
hdence m each other’s good opmion hegat petfect ease,
while the fimshing <troke of manner, amounting to a
truly puncely serenitv, was lent to the majority by the
absence of any expression or trait denoting that they
wished to get on 1n the world, enlarge thar munds, or
do any eclipsing thing whatever -which nowadays so
generally nips the bloom and bonkonie of all except the
two extremes of the socal scale
Shepherd Fennel had mairied well, lns wife bemng a

dairvman’s daughter fiom a vale at a distance, who
brought fifty guineasin her pocket  and kept them there,
till they should be required for mimistening to the needs
of a commyg fanuly  This frugal woman had been some-
what exercised as to the character that should be given
to the gathering A sit-still party had 1ts advantages ,
but an undisturbed position of ease in chairs and settles
was apt to lead on the men to such an unconscronable deal
of topme that they would sometimes fairly drink the
house dry A dancing-party was the alternative, but
this, while avoiding the foregoing objection on the score
of good drink, had a counterbalancing disadvantage in
the matter of good victuals, the ravenous appetites en-
gendered by the exercise causing 1immense havoc 1 the
buttery Shepherdess Fennel fell back upon the inter-
mediate plan of mingling short dances with short periods
of talk and singing, so as to hinder any ungovernable rage
m erther  But this scheme was entirely confined to her
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own gentle mind the shepherd himself was in the mood
to exhibit the most rechless phases of havpitality

The fiddler was a boy of those patts, about twelve
years of age, who had a wonderful dexterity m jigs and
reels, though his fingers were <o small and short as to
necessitate a constant shifting for the high notes, from
which he serambled back to the first position with sounds
not of unmixed punty of tone At seven the <hnll
tweedle-dee of this youngster had b("gun' accompanied
by a booming ground-bass fiom Ehjah New, the pansh-
cletk,who had thought fully brought with him hisfavounte
muscal mstrument, the serpent  Dancng was mstan-
taneous, Mis Fennel privately enjomnng the players on
1o account to let the dance exceed the length of a quarter
of an how

But Ehjah and the boy, m the excitement of therr
posttion, quite forgot the mjunction  Moreover, Ohver
(hles, a may of seventeen, one of the dancers, who was
enamoutcd of Lis partner, a fan girl of thirty-three
olling years, had recklessly handed o new crown-piece
to the musicians, as a bribe to keep going as long as they
had musele and wind  Mis Fennel, sceing the steam
begin to generate on the countenances of her guests,
crossed over and touched the fiddler’s elbow and put
her hand on the serpent’s mouthe But they took no
notice and fearing she might lose her character of genial
hostess 1if sk were to interfere too markedly, she retued
and «at down helpless  And <o the dance whizzed on with
cumulative fury, the performers moving m their plancy-
like courses, direct and retrograde, from apogee to perigee,
till the hand of the well-kicked clock at the bottom of
the room had tfavelled over the circumference of an hour
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While these checerful events were mn course of enact-
ment within Fennel's pastoral dwelhing, ~n inecident
having consderable bearing on the party had oceurted m
the gloomy mght without  Mrs Fennel s concern about
the growing fierceness of the dance corresponded 1
pomt of time with the ascent of a human fizure to the
solitary hill of Higher Crowstans from the duection of
the distant town  This personage strode on through the
rain without a pause, followmyg the hittle-worn path
which, further on i its course, shnted tne shepherd s
cottage

It was neathy the time of full moon, and on ths
account, though the shy was Iimed with a uniform shect
of duppmg doud, ordmary objeets out of doors were
teadily visible  The sad wan hght revealed the Toncy
pedestrian to be a man of supple frame  his gait sug-
gested that he had somewhat passed the period of perfect
and mstinetive agility, though not <o far a  to be other-
wise than rapid of motion when oceasion required At
a rough guess, he might have been about forty years of
age e appeared tall, but a recrutting sergeant, or
other person accustomed to the judging of men’s heights
by the eve, would have discerned that this was chiefly
owing to his gauntness, and that he was not more than
five-feet-eight or nine

Notwithstanding the regulanty of his tread, there was
caution m 1t, as i that of one who mentaly feels his
way , and despite the fact that it was not a black coat
nor a dark garment of any sort that he wore, there was
something about him which suggested that he naturally
belonged to the black-coated tribes of men  His clothes
were of fustian and his boots hobnailed, yet m his
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progress he showed not the mud-accustomed bearing of
hobnailed and fustianed peasantry

By the time that he had artived abreast ot the shep-
herd’s premises the 1am came down, or rather came
along, with vet more determmed violence  The outshirts
of the Iittle settlement partially broke the force of wind
and 1am, and this induced him to stand still  The most
salient of the <hepherd s domestic grections was an
empty sty at the forward corner of hs hedgeless gar-
den, for in these latitudes the prnaple of mashimg the
homelier features of vour establishment by a conven-
tional fiontage was unknown  The traveller s eve was
attvacted to this small bulding by the pallid shine
of the wet slates that covered 1t He turned awide,
and, finding 1t empty, stood under the pent-root fo
shelter

While he stood, the boom of the serpent within the
adjacent hoase, and the lesser strams ot the hddler,
reached the spot as an accompanment to the surging
hiss of the flying tamn on the sod, its louder beating on
the cabbage-leaves of the gaiden, on the eight or ten
bechives just discernible by the path, and its dupping
from the eaves into a 1ow of buckets and pans that had
been placed under the walls of the cottage For at
Higher Crowstairs, as at all such el®vated domiciles, the
grand difficulty of housekeeping was an msufliciency of
water , an®®a casual rammfall was utihzed by turming
out, as catchers, every utensl that the house contained
Some queer stories might be told of the contrivances for
economy 1n suds and dish-waters that are absolutely
necessitated 1 gupland habitations dumng the droughts

of summer But at this season there were no such
E9 II K
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exigencies . a mere acceptance of what the skies be-
stowed was suflicient for an abundant store

At last the notes of the serpent ceased and the house
was stlent This cessation of activity  aroused  the
solitary pedestrian from the reverie mto which he had
lapsed, and, emergimg from the shed with an apparently
new mtention, he walked up the path to the house-door
Armnived here hisefiist act was to kneel down on a large
stone beside the 1ow of vessdds, and to dink a coprous
draught from one of them  IHaving quenched his thist
he 1ose and hifted his hand to knock, but paused with
his eye upon the panel  Smce the dark suiface of the
wood revealed absolutcdy nothing, 1t was evident that
he must be mentally lookine thiough the door, as if he
wished to measure theteby all the possibilities that a
hous¢ of this sort might imdude, and how they might
bear upon the question of his entry

In his mdeeision he turned and surveved the scene
atound  Not a soul was anywhere visible  The garden-
path stretched downward from his feet, gleaming hke
the track of a snail  the roof of the httle well (mostly
dry), the well-cover, the top rail of the garden-gate,
were varnished with the same dull hqud glaze , while,
far away 1 the vale, a famnt whiteness of more than
usual extent showed that the rivers were high m the
meads  Beyond all this winked a few bleared lamphghts
through the beating drops -hghts that denoted the
sttuation of the county -town from which he had appeared
to come  The absence of all notes of life 1n that dinection
seemed to ¢l nch his intentions, and he krocked at the
door

Within, a desultory chat had taken the place of
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movement and musical sound  The hedge-carpenter
was suggesttng a song to the compansy, which nobody
just then was mehned to undertake, o that the knock
afforded a not unwelcome diversion

Walk m ! " said the shepherd promptly

The latch cliched upward, and out of the nmight ow
pedestrian appeared upon the door-mat  The shepherd
arose, snufted two of the nearest candlgs and turned to
look at him

Therr l]«.{ht.dm losed that the stranger was dark in
complexton and not unprepossessing as to feature I
hat which for a moment he did not remove, hung low
ovet his eves, without concealing that they were large,
open, and determimed, moving with a flash rather than
a glance round the room e seemed pleased with his
survey, and, barig his shaggs head, said, i a richdeep
voree, " The rain 1s s0 heavy, friends, that T ask leave to
come m and fest awhile’

To be sure, stranger,” said the shepherd * And
faith, vou ve been lucky n choosmng vour time, for we
are having a bit of a fling for a glad cause —though, to
be sure, a man could hardly wish that glad cause to
happen more than once a year’

*Nor less,” spoke up @ woman * For 'tis best to get
your family over and done with, as%oon as you can, so
as to be all the earlier out of the fag o't

*And whit mav be this glad cause 2 asked the
stranger

* A birth and christening,” said the shepherd

The stranger hoped his host might not be made un-
happy either by too many or too few ef such episodes,
and being invited by a gesture to a pull at the mug, he



140 THOMAS HARDY

readily acquiesced  His manner, which, before entering,
had been so dubiwous, was now altogethe. that of a
careless and candid man

* Late to be traipsing athwart this coomb-—hey ¢°
said the engaged man of tity

* Late 1t 15, master, as vou say —IL1l take a seat
the chimney-corner, if vou have nothing to urge against
1it, ma'am , for T am a httle mowst on the <ide that was
next the ram

Mrs Shepherd Fennel assented, and made room for
the self-invited comer, who, having got completelv
mside the chimney-corner, stretched out his legs and
his arms with the expansiveness of a person quite at
home

* Yes, Lam rather cracked in the vamyp, he said frecly,
seemng that the eyves of the shepherd < wife fell upon his
boots, *and I am not well fitted either 1 have had
some rough times lately, and have been forced to pick
up what I can get in the way of wearmg, but T must find
a suit better fit for working-davs when [ reach home’

‘ One of hercabouts ¢’ she mquired

* Not quite that  further up the country ’

* I thought so  And so be 1, and by your tongue yvou
come from my neighbourhood *

* But you would hardly have heard of me,” he said
quickly * My tiune would be long before yours, ma’am,
you see’

This testimony to the youthfulness of his hostess had
the effect of stopping her cross-examination

‘ There 15 only one thing more wanted to make me
happy,’” continucd the new-comer * Ard that 15 a little
baccy, which I am sorry to say I am out of ’
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ITHAfill your pipe,” said the shepherd
* I must ask you to lend me a pipe likewise
* A smoker, and no pipe about ee 7
* 1 have diopped 1t somewhere on the road
The shepherd filled and handed him a new day pipe,
sayving, as he did so, Hand me your bacey-box  T'lIl fill
that too, now 1 am about 1t °
The man went thiough the movement of searching
s pockets
" Lost that* too?  <aid lis entertamer, with some
surprise
I %m afrard so,” sad the man with some confusion
Giyc 1t to me m a sarew of paper ™ Lighting his pipe
at the candle with o suction that drew the whole flame
mto the bowl, he resettled himself i the corner and
bent his looks upon the famt steam from s dampeegs,
as if he wished (o say no more
Meanw hile the general body of guests had been taking
Iittle notice of this visitor by reason of an absorbing
discusston m which they wae engaged with the band
about a tune for the next dance  The matter bemg
settled, they were about to stand up when an interruption
came 1 the shape of another knock at the door
At sound of the same the man in the chimney-corner
took up the poker and began stirriag the brands as if
domng 1t thoroughly were the one aim of his existence
and a secondetime the shepherd <aid, Walk m!’ In a
moment another man stood upon the straw-woven door-
mat He too was a stranger
This individual was one of a type radicglly different
from the first There was more of the gommonplace 1n
his manner, and a certain jovial cosmopolitanism sat
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upon his features e was several vears older than the
first arrival, nis hair bemg shehtly frosted, his eyebrows
bristlv, and his whiskers cut back from his cheeks  His
face was rather full and flabby, and vet 1t was not
altogether a face without power A few grog-blossoms
marhed the neighbourhood of his nose e flung back
his long diab greatcoat, revcaling that beneath it he
wotre a sutt of emder-grav shade throughout large heavy
seals of scome metal or other that would take a [mll\h,
danghing from hus fob as his only personal orament
Shakig the water-drops from his low-crowned glazed
hat, he said T must ask for a few mmutes <helter,
comtades o1 I shall be wetted to my skin before T et to
Casterbnidee

* Make vowrself at home, master  said the shephend,
perhaps a tufle less heartily than on the first occasion
Not that Fennel had the least tinge of nigeardliness m
his composttion but the toom was far from large spare
chans were not numerous and damp companions were
not altogether desiable at close quarters for the women
and airls m therr bueht-coloured gowns

However, the second comer aftcr taking oft his great-
coat, and hanging his hat on o nail i one of the ceiling-
beams as if he had been specially mvited to put it there,
advanced and <at down at the table  This had been
pushed <o closelv into the chimney-corner, to give all
avatlable room to the dancers, that its inner edge grazed
the elbow of the man who had ensconced himeelf by
the hre , and thus the two strangers were brought nto
close companionship  They nodded to each other by
way of breakirg the 1ce of unacquaintance, and the
first stranger handed his neighbour the family mug—a
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huge vessel of brown ware, having its upper edge worn
away like g threshold by the rub of wholegencrations of
thisty hps that had gone the way of all flesh, and
bearmg the following mscniption hurnt upon 1ts rotund
side m vellow letters

THERE TS NO TUN
UNIHEL 1 (UM

The other man, nothing loth rased the mug to his lips,
and drank en, and on and on till a cunous blueness
overspread the countenance of the shepherd < wife, who
had*regarded with no httle surprse the fust stranger’s
fn;v ofter to the sccond of what did not belone to himn to
(ll\p(’ll\(*

[ knew 1t' <aud the toper to the shepherd with
much satisfaction When I walked up vour garden
before commg m and saw the hives all of a tow T <aid
to my~elf, © Whare thare's bees there s honey, and where
there < honey there < mead But mead of such a truly
comfortable <ort as this T really didn t expect to mect
m my older davs e took vet anothar pull at the mug,
till 1t assumed an ommous elevation

*(Had vou enjoy 1t ! <ard the shepherd warmly

“Tt 15 goodish mead, assented Mis Fonnel, with an
absence of enthustasm which seemedd to sayv that 1t was
possible to buy prawse for one s cellar at too heavy a
price " Itsgis trouble enough to make - and really I
hardly think we shall make anv more  For honev sells
well, and we ourselves can make shift with a drop o’
small mead and metheghn for common use from the
comb-washings’ *

0, but youlll never have the heart !’ reproachfully
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cried the stranger m ander-grayv, after taking up the
mug « third t ne and settig it down empty  * I love
mead, when tis old hike this, as Tlove to go to chureh o
Sundayvs, o1 to relieve the needy any day of the week

“Ha, ha, ha!’ sard the man i the chimneyv-cornet
who, i spite of the taaturmity mdueced by the pipe of
tobaceo, could not or would not refram from this <hght
testimony to his comrade s humow

Now the old mead of those davs, biewed of the purest
first-vear or marden honeyv, four pounds to the gallon -
with 1its due complement of white of eges, annamon,
ginger, cloves, mace rosemary, yeast, and processes of
worthimg, bottlme, and cellarmg  tasted 1emarkhably
strong  but 1t did not taste so strong as it actually was
Hence, presently, the stranger m ander-gray at the
table moved by ats creeping mfluence  unbuttoned his
watstecoat, threw himself back m s chan, spread his
legs, and made his presence felt m vanous wavs

Well, well; as 1T sav, he resumed T am gome to
Castarbidee, and to Casterbuidec T must go 1 should
have been almost there by this time, but the ramm diove
me mto vour dwelhmg, and I m not sorry for it

You dont Iive m Casterbridge ¢ said the shepherd

Not as vet  thouvh I <hortly mean to move there

*(Gomg to set up 11 trade, perhaps ¢°

No, no,” said the shepherd s wife * It 15 casy to see
that the gentleman 1s rich, and don t wan* to work at
anything’

The ander-grav stranger paused, as 1if to consider
whether he would accept that dehimtion of himself  He
presently rejected 1t by answering, * Rich 18 not quite
the word for me, dame 1 do work, and I must work
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And even if T onlv get to (asterbuidge by nudmght 1
must begin, work there at eight to-moi1®ow mornmg
Yes, het or wet, blow o1 snow, famimne o1 sword, mv day
work to-morrow must bhe done’
*Poor man! Then, mn spite 0" seeming, vou be worse
oft than we 2 " 1ephed the shepherd's wife
"Tis the nature of my trade, men and maidens  "Tis
the natuie of my trade more than my poverty But
really and truly T must up and oft o1 1 shant get a
lodemg n the town  However, the speaker did not
move and directly added, * There s time for one more
draudht of friend<hip before 1eo . and Td perform it at
oneg if the mug were not dry
Here's a mug o small, said M1~ Fennel Small, we
call 1t, though to be <ure tis onlv the first wash o the

.

comb~’
No " waid the stranger disdamfully - ¢ T won’t spoil
vour first kindness by partakimg o your second
Certamnly not,” broke m Fennel  * We don ¢ increase
and multiply every dav, and I'll Aill the mug again*® He
went awas to the dark place under the stairs where the
bariel stood  The shepherdess followed him

* Why should vou do this ¢ 7 she said reproachfully, as
soon as they were alone  He s emptied 1t once, though
1t held enough for ten people, and now he's not con-
tented w1’ the small, but must needs call for more o’ the
strong ! Ard a stianger unbeknown to any of us  For
my part, I don’t like the look o’ the man at adl”’

“ But he’s in the house, my honey , and 'tis a wet
night, and a chnistening  Daze 1t, what's a cup of mead
more or less? There’ll be plenty pore next bee-
burning
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* Very well—this time, then,’ she answered, looking
wistfully at the barrel  * But what 15 the man s calling,
and where 1s he one of, that he should come m and jomn
us like this 77

Idon’t know Il ask him agam

The catastrophe of havimg the mug dramned diy at
one pull by the stranger m cider-gray was cftectually
guarded agamst this time by Mrs Fennel  She poured
out his allowance m a small cup, keepmy the large one
at a disereet distance from i When Le had tossed
off his portion the shepherd renewed his mquuy about
the stranger s occupation

The latter did not mmediately 1eply, and the man
m the chimnev-corner, with sudden demonstiativeness
sard,  Amvbody may know myv trade Im a wheel-
wright’

© A very good trade for these parts,” said the shepherd

*And anybodyv may know mme -1f they ve the sense
to find 1t out, said the stranger in ander-gray

“ You may generally tell what a man s by hus dawy)’
observed the hedge-carpenter, looking at his own hands
* My fingers be as full of thorns as an old pm-cushion 14
of pins

The hands of the man 1 the chimnev-corner m-
stinctively sought tlhe shade, and he gazed mto the fire
as he resumed his pipe The man at the table took up
the hedge-carpenter’s remark, and added sm.rtly,* True,
but the oddity of my trade 1s that, instead of setting a
mark upon me, 1t sets a mark upon my customers

No observation being offered by anybody in elucida-
tion of this enigma, the shepherd’s wife once more called
for a song The same obstacles presented themselves as
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at the former time—-one had no voiwce, another had for-
gotten the first verse  The stianger at the table, whose
soul had now risen to a good working temperature,
relieved the dithculty by exelatming that to start the
company, he would smmg himself  Thrusting one thumb
mto the arm-hole of his waiscoat he waved the other
hand m the air, and, with an extemporizing gaze at the
shimmg sheep-crooks above the mantelprece, began
L[]

O my trade it s the rarest one
* Simple shepherds all
My tradc s v sight to so
Fou my customears I tic and take them up on hagh,
And waft em to a far countrec 7

The room was sdent whon he had finished the verse -
with one exeeption, that of the man m the chipmey-
corner, who, at the singer s word,  Chorus b jomed him
m a deep bass vorce of musical relishe -

CAnd waft om to a far countrec '’

Oliver Giles, John Pitcher the danrvman, the pansh-
clerk, the engaged man of ffty, the row of yvoung women
against the wall, seemed lost i thought not of the
gayest kind - The shepherd looked meditatively on the
ground, the shepherdess gazed kaenly at the singer,
and with some suspicion, she was doubting whether
this strangsr were merely singing an old song from
1ecollection, or was composing one there and then for
the occasion  All were as perplexed at the obscure
revelation as the guests at Belshazzar s Feast, except the
man 1 the chimney-corner, who quietly faid, Second
verse, stranger,” and smoked on
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The simger thoroughly moistened himself from his
lips mwards, and went on with the next, stanza as
requested

“ My tools are but common ones
Simple shepheards all
My tools are no sight to sec
A httle hempen strmg, and a post whereon to swing,

Are implements enough for me '’
Shepherd ["mmcl.g]dn(ml tound  Theare was no longer
any doubt that the stranger was answermg his question
thy thmically - The guests one and all started back with
supptessed exclamations  The voung woman engaged
to the man of fifty famted half-wav, and would have pro-
ceeded but hindmg him wanting m alacity for catching
her she sat down trembling

*O he s the " whispered the people i the back-
ground, mentioning the name of an onunous publie
officer  * e s cometodot!  Tis to be atyCasterbudge
Jal to-morrow  the man for sheep-stcaling  the poor
cloch-maker we heard of, who used to live away at
Shottsford and had no work to do —Tunothy Summers,
whose family were a-starving, and <o he went out of
Shottsford by the high-road, and took a sheep m open
davhght, defving the faimer «nd the farmer s wife and
the farmer s lad, and every man jack among ‘'em  He’
(and they nodded towards the stranger of the deadly
trade) " 15 come from up the country to v 1t because
there’s not enough to do m his own county-town, and
he’s got the place here now our own county man's dead ,
he’s going to hve i the same cottage under the prison
wall’

The stranger in cinder-gray took no notice of this
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whispered stiing of observations, but again wetted his
lips  Scemws that his friend m the chimify-corner was
the onlvy one who reciprocated his joviality mn any way,
he held out his cup towards that appreciative comrade,
who also held out his own  They clinked together, the
eyes of the rest of the 1oom hanging upon the singer's
actions  Hc parted his ips for the thud verse, but at
that moment another knock was audible upon the door
This ¢1me the knock was famt and hesitating

The compdny scemed <cared  the shepherd looked
with consternation towards the entrance, and 1t was
with some effort that he resisted his alarmed wife’s
deprecatory glance, and uttered for the thurd time the
welcomme words,  Walk in!

The door was gently opened, and another man stood
upon the mat  He, like those who had preceded *him,
wasastranger  This time it was a short, small personage,
of fair complexion, and dressed 1n a decent sut of dark
clothes

("an you tell me the wayv to ¢ he began  when,
gazing round the room to observe the natute of the
company amongst whom he had fallen, his eyves hghted
on the stranger in ainder-gray [t was just at the mstant
when the latter, who had thrown his mind mto his song
with such a will that he scarcelv heeded the interruption,
silenced all whispers and mquries by bursting into his
thud verse

‘ To-morrow 18 my working day,
Simple shepherds all-—
To-morrow 18 a working day for nee
For the farmer’ssheep 18 slain, and the lac who did 1t ta en,
And on his soul may God ha’ merc-y !’
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The stranger m the chimney-corner, waving cups with
the singer so heartily that his mead splashed over on the
hearth, repeated 1n his bass voiee as before

¢ And on lns soul may God ha’ merc v !

All this time the thod stianger had been standing
mm the doorway  Finding now that he did not come
forward o1 go on speakmg, the guests particularly re-
gatded huim They noticed to therr surprise that he
stood before them the picture of abject tervor —his knees
tremblimg, his hand shakimg <o violently that the dooi-
latch by which he supported himself rattled audibly - his
white lips were parted, and his eves fixed on the merny
othcer of justice mn the nuddle of the toom A moment
mote and he had turned, elosed the door, and fled

* What a man can 1t be ¢ said the shepherd

The 1est, between the awfulness of then late dis-
covery and the odd conduct of this third viator, looked
a~ 1f they knew not what to think, and sard nothing
Instmetively they withdiew further and further from the
grim gentleman o ther mudst, whom some of them
seemed to take for the Prnce ot Dathness himsdf, till
they formed a remote circle, an empty space of floo
bemg left between them and him

¢

crctiluy, cujus centrum diabolus’

The room was so silent -though there were more than
twenty people m 1t that nothig could ‘he heard but
the patter of the 1amn agamnst the window-shutters,
accompanied by the occasional hiss of a stray drop that
fell down the chimnev mto the fire, and the steady
puthng of the man in the corner, who had now resumed
his pipe of long clay
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The stillness was unexpectedls brohen  The distant
sound of a gun reverberated through the ar® - apparently
from the direction of the county-town

Be pggered ! cried the stranger who had sung the
song, jumping up

* What does that mean 2" ashed several

A prsoner escaped from the jail that’s what at
means )

All listened  The sound was repeated, and none of
them spoke But the man m the chimney -corner, who
said quietly,  I've often been told that m this county
they fire a gun at such times, but 1 never heard 1t till
now '

*Iwonder 1if it 1s my man ¢* murmuted the personace
in cinder-gray

“Surely 1t 15! said the shepherd myoluntanly - ®And
surely we've zecd him!  That httle man who looked
m at the door by now, and quivered like a leaf when he
zeed ve and heard your song !’

* His teeth chattered, and the breath went out of lis
bodyv, said the dairyman

And his heart seemed to sink within him like a stone,’
said Ohver Giles

And he bolted as1f he'd been shot at,” said the hedge-
carpenter

* True—his teeth chattered, and his heart seemed to
ank . and e bolted as if he d been shot at,” slowly
summed up the man 1n the chimney-corner

¢ T didn’t notice 1t,’ remarked the hangman

¢ We were all a-wondering what made hyn run off in
such a fright,” faltered one of the women against the
wall, * and now tis explamned !’
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The firing of the alarm-gun went on at mtervals, low
and sullenly, and their suspicions became a certainty
The sinister gentleman in cindet-gray roused himself
* Is there a constable heie ¢ he asked, in thick tones

[f so, let him step forward

The engaged man of hfty stepped quavenng out from
the wall, his betrothed beginning to sob on the back of
the chan

* You are a sworn constable 7’

*1 be, <1

* Then pursue the criminal at once, with assistance,
and bring him back here  He can t have gone far

Lwill, s, Twill when I vecotmy staff I'll ot ome
and get 1t, and come sharp here and start i a body
¢ Staff '——never mind vour staff  the man 1l be gone !’

“3ut I cant do nothing without mv staft—can I,
William, and John, and Chailes Jake 7 No, for there’s
the king s roval crown a painted on en 1 yaller and
gold, and the lion and the unicorn, so as when I raise en
up and hit my prisoner, tis made a lawful blow thereby
I wouldn't tempt to tahe up a man without my staff —
no, not I If I hadn't the law to gie me courage, why,
mstead o’ my taking up him he nmight take up me!

*Now, I'm a kings man mvself, and can give you
authority enough for this,” said the formiaable othcer
m gray * Now then, all of ye, be ready Have ye anv
lanterns ¢’

* Yes—have ye any lanterns ¢—I demand 1t!’ said
the constable

* And the rest of you able-bodied ——’

* Able-bodied men—yes—the rest of ye!’ said the
constable
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“Have you some good stout staves and pitchforks

* Staves and pitchforks—m the name o the law ! And
take 'em 1n ver hands and go 1 quest, and do as we 1
authouity tell ye!”

Thus aroused, the men prepated to wive chase  The
evidence was, mdeed, though cniicumstantial, so con-
vineing, that but hittle argument was needed to show
the shepherd s guests that after what ‘they had seen 1t
would look very much like conmvance 1f thev did not
mstantly pursue the unhappy thuad stranger, who could
not & vet have gone more than a few hundied yards
over sach uneven country

A shepherd s always well provided with lanteins
and  lichting these hastily, and with hurdle-staves 1n
thenn hands, they poured out of the door, takipg
direction along the erest of the ill away from the town,
the rain haviyy fortunately a hittle abated

Disturbed by the nowse, o1 possibly by unpleasant
drcams of her baptism, the child who had heen chistened
began to cry heart-brokenly 1 the 10om overhead
These notes of giief came down thiough the chinks of
the floor to the ears of the women below, who jumped
up one by one, and secemed glad of the excuse to ascend
and comfort the babyv, for the incidants of the last half-
hour greatly oppressed them  Thus m the space of two
o1 threec magutes the room on the ground-floor was
deserted quite

But 1t was not for long Hardly had the sound of
footsteps died away when a man returm-d round the
corner of the house from the direction the pursuers had

taken Peeping $n at the door, and soemg nobody there,
ES II L
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he entered leisurely It was the stranger of the chimnev-
corner, who 'ad gone out with the rest  The motive
of his return was shown by his helping himself to a cut
prece of shimmer-cake that lay on a ledge beside where
he had sat, and which he had apparently forgotten to
take with him  He also poured out half a cup more mead
from the quantity that remamed, 1avenously cating
and drinking these as he stood  He had not fimished
when another ficure came m just as quethy — his trend
m cinder-grany

0O you here 2 <and the latter, smuling I thought
vou had gonc to help i the capture And this sp caker
also revealed the object of hus return by looking soler-
tously round for the faccmatie mue of old mead

“And I thought vou had conc, said the othar, con-
timong his shimmer-cake with some eftort

“Well, on sceond thoughts, T fclt thare were encugsh
without me,” said the fitst confidentially, “and ~uch a
neht as 1t 15, too Besdes, tis the busimess o the
Government to tahke care of its crrmmals not mine

True, <o 1t v And T felt as vou did, that there
were enough without me '

‘I don’t want to hreak my hmbs running over the
humps and hollows ot this wild country ’

Not I netther, between you and me”

" These  shepherd-people are used to it—simple-
nunded souls, you know, stitted up to aryvthing m a
moment  They II have him 1eadv for me before the
morning, and no trouble to me at all”

* They II have him, and we <hall have <aved ourselves
all labour m the matter

*True true  Well, my way 18 to Casterbridge , and
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’t1s as much as mv legs will do to take me that tar
Gomg the same way 2

“No, T am sorrv to sav ' 1 have to get home over
there  (he nodded mdefimtely to the nght), *and I feel
as you do, that 1t 1s quite enough for my legs to do before
bedtime

The other had by this time fimished the mead m the
mug, after which, shakimg hands heartily at the door,
and wishime cach other well, they wWent thenr several
Wavs

In the meantime the company of pursuers had reached
the did of the hoo s-back elevation which dommated this
part of the down  Thoy had deaded on no particala
plun of action ;. and fimdmg that the man of the baleful
trade was no longer m then company, they seemed quite
unable to form anyv such plan now  They deseended m
all directions down the hill, and <straightway <everal of
the party Lol mto the snare set by Nature for all mis-
gutdcd mudmaht rtamblers over this part of the cretaceons
formation  The  lanchets, or flint Slopes, which belted
the escarprient at intervals of a dozen vards, took the
less cautious ones unawares, and losing than footing on
the rubbly steep they shid sharply downwards, the lanterns
rollimg from thar hands to the bottom, and there Iving
on ther sides till the horn was scorg hed through

When they had again gathered themselves together,
the shephesg, as the man who knew the country be t,
took the lead, and gwided them round these treacherous
mchnes  The lanterns, which seemed 1ather to dazzle
their eves and warn the fugitive than to assist them
i the exploration, were extinguished, dut «ilence was
observed , and%in this more rational order they plunged



156 THOMAS HARDY

mto the vale It was a grassy, brierv, moist defile,
affording som« <helter to any peison who had sought 1t ,
but the party perambulated it in vain, and ascended on
the other side Here they wandered apart, and after an
mterval closed together agam to report progress At
the second time of closmg 1 they found themselves near
a lonely ash, the single tree on this part of the coomb,
probably sown there by a passing bud some filty years
before  And hare, standimg a little to one <ide of the
trunk, as motionless as the trunk atself, ppeared the
man they wete in quest of, his outhine bemyg well defined
against the shy baovond  The band noiselessly dre v up
and faced him

" Your money or vour hife ! " said the constable sternly
to the <till ficuie

No, no,” whispered John Pitcher Tisn t our <ide
ought to say that  That s the doctime of vagabonds
Iike him, and we be on the <ide of the law °

“Well, well,” replied the constable mmpatientls 1
must say something, mustnt 17 and if you had all the
werght o this undertaking upon vour mind, perhaps
you'd sav the wrong thing too! Prisoner at the bar,
surtender, m the name of the Father—the Crown, 1
mane !’

The man under the tree seemed now to notice them
for the first time, and, giving them no opportunity
whatever for exhibiting their courage, he strolled slowly
towards them He was, indeed, the httle man, the third
stranger . but his tiepidation had in a great measure
gone

¢ Well, travellers,” he said, * did I hear ye speak to
me ¢’
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“Youdid youve got to come and be gur prisoner at
once !’ said the constable  * We arrest ee on the charge
of not biding m Castertbridge jail m a decent proper
manner to be hung to-morrow morning  Newchbours,
do vour duty, and seize the culpet !’

On hearing the charge, the man seemed enhichtened,
and, saymg not another word, resigned himself with
pteternatural civility to the search-partsy, who, with therr
staves m therr hands, surrounded him on all wides, and
marched him back towards the shepherd’s cottage

It was eleven o'dock by the time they arrived  The
hght shimme from the open door, a sound of men’s
vones within, proclaimed to them as they approached
the house that some new events had aricen 1 their
absence  On entering they discovered the shepherd’s
living room to be mvaded by two ofhcers from Cdster-
bridge jail, and a well-known magistrate who hved at
the neatest cSuntry -seat, intelhgence of the escape having
become generally circulated

Gentlemen,” said the constable, 1 have brought
back your man—not without risk and danger, but
every one must do his duty ! He 15 mside this eircle of
able-bodied pcrsons, who have lent me useful aid, con
stdering thewr 1gnorance of (rown work  Men, bung
forward vour prisoner!"  And the third stranger was
led to the Light

* Who 15 ‘&u.s 2’ said one of the ofhaals

The man,’ said the constable

*Certainly not,” said the turnkey, and the first
corroborated his statement

" But how can 1t pe otherwise ? * asked the constable

Or why was he so terrified at sight o’ the singing
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mstrument of the law who sat there ¢ Here he related
the strange behaviour of the thud stranger ‘on entenng
the house durmg the hangman s song

('an t understand 1t, said the otheer coolly Al
know 15 that 1t 15 not the condemned man e s qute
a difterent character from this one  a cauntish fellow,
with dark han and eves, rather good-lookime and with
a musical bass vorce that ff vou hcard it once vou d never
mistake as long as vou hived .

“Why, souls  twas the man m the chimneyv-cotner '’

“Tlev  what ¢ <aid the maaistriate, comie forward
altar mquinme particulars from the shepherd e the
bacheronnd Haven £ von ot the man aftor ol 27

Wl s said the constable  he s the man we were
m ~carch of that s true . and vet he s not the man we
word 1 search of  For the man we were m o scarch of
was not the man we wanted <, af vou understand my
everyv-day way . for twas the nman m the chimney-
corner !

A pretty Kettle of sk altoecthar ' sard the magis-
trate  * You had better start for the other man at once

The prisoner now spohe for the tust time - The mention
of the man m the chimney-corna <eemed to have moved
him as nothmg else could do Nn," he said steppig
forward to the magistiate * take no more trouble about
me  The time s come when T mav as well speak |
have done nothing, my cume s that the condemned
man 1s my brother  Earlv this afternoon I lcft home at
Shottsford to tramp at all the wav to Casterbudge jail
to bid him farewell 1 was bernghted, and called here to
rest and ask tht way  When [ opened the door I <aw
before me the very man, my orother, that I thought to
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see 1 the condemned cell at (asterbridge  He was n
this clumnev-corner, and janmed elose ® him, so that
he could not have ot out 1f he had tited, was the
executioner who d come to take his life; singing a song
about 1t and not knowing that it was his vietim who was
close by, jommg m to save appearances My brother
looked a ¢lance ot acony at me, and 1T knew hc meant,
*Dont reveal what you see my Iitg depend  onat”’
I was <o terror-struck that I could hardiv stand, and,
not knm\mg'\\ hat T did, T turncd and hurred aw
The narrator s manner and tone had the stamp of
’rmt}. and Iis story madc 4 arcat mmpression on all
areund And do vou know whare vour brother 15 at
th present time 7 ashod the magistrate
[ do not I have nevar seen hun smee I closed this
dom 4
“1can testify to that, for we ve been between ve ever
smce, sard the constable
“Where does he think to Iy to? what 15 his
occupation !
He s a watch-and-dlock-maler, s
A sard a was a wheelwnght  a wicked rogue,” said
the constable
The wheels of clocks and watehes he meant, no
doubt, said Shepherd Fennel I thought his hands
were palish for ~ trade
* Well, 1t ®ppears to me that nothing can be gamed by
tetaming this poot man m custody,” ~aid the maaistrate |
* yout business hies with the other unquestionably
And so the hittle man was teleased off-and, but he
looked nothing Jthe less sad on that account, 1t being
beyond the power of magistrate or constable to raze out
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the wiitten tioubles in his bram, for they concerned
another whom he regarded with more <olic tude than
himeelf  When this wa, done, and the man had gone
his way, the night was found to be so far advanced that
it was deemed useless to 1enew the search before the
next morning

Next day, accordingly, the quest for the dever sheep-
stealer became general and keen, to all appearance at
least  But the mtendcd punishment was cruellv dis-
proportioned to the transgression and the sympathy of
a great many countiy-folk in that distriet was strongly
on the <ide of the fuuitine  Morcover, his marvellous
coolness and daring m hob-and-nobbimg with the har ¢-
man, under the unprecedented cueumstances of the
shephord s party, won then admiation 8o that 1t may
be questioned 1f all those who ostensibly made them-
selves so busy m exploring woods and fields and lanes
were qute so thorough when 1t came to the puvate
exammation of their own lofts and outhouses Stories
were atloat of a mysterous fivure being occastonally
seen 1 some old overgiown trackway ot other, 1emote
from turnpike roads , but when a search was mstituted
m any of these suspeeted quarters nobody was found
Thus the davs and weeks pas ed without tidings

In buef, the bass-voiced man ot the chimnev-corner
was never recaptuted  Some said that he went aciross
the sea, others that he did not, but buried hime<elf 1n the
depths of a populous aty At any rate, the gentleman
in cinder-gray never did his morning’s work at Caster-
bridge, nor met anywhere at all, for busuness puiposes,
the genmal comrade with whom he had vassed an hour
of relaxation n the lonelv house on the coomb
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The grass has long been green on the graves of
Shepherd Fennel and s frugal wife . the guests who
made up the chnistening party have maimnly followed their
entertainers to the tomb | the baby i whose honour they
all had met 15 a matron in the sere and vellow leat  But
the arnival of the three strangers at the shepherd s that
nmieht, ‘and the details connected therewith, 15 a story
as well known as ever o the countiy about Higher

Crowstalts
Longnians Maga~ine, 1883, Wessew T'ales, 1888



IN THE ABYSS

H ¢ WELLS
(1566 )

THE heutenant stood m front of the ~teel sphae and
agnawed a prece of pme splinter - What do vou thak of
it, Steevens 2 he asked
It s an adea said Steevens o the tone of one who
keeps an open numd
I behieve at will smash flat said the heutenant
C e seems to have caloadated it all out pretty well)
sard Steevens stll nnpartial
But think of the pressure saud the heatenant \t
the smface of the water it s fourteen pound  to the meh,
thirty feet downat s double that  <inty, tieble | mincty
four tumes  ume hundred forty times hive thowand,
thiee hundied - that < a mile it~ two hundred and
forty tumes fourteen pounds  that s lets see thity
hundredworeht - a ton and o half Steevens  « fon and
a half to the square mch And the ocean where hes
gomg i~ five miles deep That s seven and a half
Nounds a lot  said Steevens, but it s jollv thick
steel
The lieutenant made no answer, but resumed his pine
splinter  The object of their conversation was a huge
ball of steel hiving an extenor dwreter of perhaps

nine feet It looked like the shot for ~ome Titanic prece
16
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of artillery Tt was elaborately nested 1 a monstious
scaftoldime® built mto the framework of the vessel, and
the grigantic spars thet were presently to <ling it over-
board gave the stern of the ship an appearance that had
raised the cuttosity of every decent sailor who had
sichted at, from the Pool of London to the Tropic of
Capricorn In two places one above the other, the steel
gave place to a couple of arcular wimdaews of enormously
thick glass and one of these <ot ma steel frame of ¢reat
sohdity was now patiaddly unscrewed  Both the men
had scen the imtonor of this slobe for the fust time that
mornig It was daborately padded with air cushions,
with httle studs sunk between bhuluing pillows to work
the <unple mechanism of the aftan Iivervthing was
elaborately  padded even the Myers apparatus which
was to absorh carbome aad and replace the oy gen
mspired byoats tenant, when he had crept i by the glass
manhole and had been <crewed m Tt was so elaborately
padded that a man nught have been fired from a gun i
it with perfoct safoty And 1t had need to be for pre-
senthy 4 man was to crawl m throueh that glass manhole,
to be screwed up tighthy o and to he thing overboard, and
to sink down  down  down for five niles even as the
heutenant ~aid It had taken the strongest hold of his
mmagination 1t made him a bore at mess, and he
found Steevens, the new arrival aboard, a god<end to
talk to abott 1t, over and over acam

It s myv opmion,” saud the heutenant, that that
glasy will simply bend mand bulge and smash under
a pressure of that <ort  Daubiée has made rocks 1un
Iike water undgr pig pressures ands you matk my
words > —
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¢ If the glass did break in,’ said Steevens, ¢ what then 2’

* The water would shoot m like a jet of ton Have
you ever felt a stiaight jet of high pressure water ¢ It
would it as hard as a bullet Tt would simply smash
him and flatten him It would tear down his thioat,
and into his lungs ; 1t would blow m his ears ™ -

*'What a detailed mmagimation you have !’ protested
Steevens, who san things vividly

“It s a simple statement of the ey 1tal')lo, said the
Licutenant

And the globe ? ‘

“Would just @ive out a few httle hubbles, ard 1t
would settle down comfortablv agammst the dav ' of
judgment, among the oozcs and the bottom lay  with
poor Elstead spread over his own smashed cushions like
buttét over bread’

He repeated this sentence as though he iked 1t very
much * Like butter over bread, he said

“Havineg a look at the jreger 27 said o voie, and
Iilstead stood behind them, spick and span i whate,
with a agarette between his teeth, and his eves smiling
out of the shadow of his ample hat-bum  What's that
about bread and butter, Wevbndee ¢ Grumbhing as
usual about the msutheient pav of naval othicers 2 It
won t be mote than a dav now before T start We are
to get the shngs ready to-day  This clean sky and gentle
swell 15 just the hind of thing for swinging off a dozen
tons of lead and ron |, 1~nt 1t 2"

It won t affect you much, said Weybridge

*No Beventy or eighty feet down, and I shall be
there m a duzensseconds, there’s not a varticle moving,
though the wind shrich 1tself hoarse up above, and the
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water lifts halfwayv to the clouds No  Down theie’
He moved fo the side of the ship and twe other two
followed him  All three leant forward on their elbows
and stared down ito the vellow-gieen water
¢ Peace, <aid Elstead, finishing hi~ thought aloud
Are yvou dead certam that eloeckwork will act 27
asked Wey bridge presently
* It has worked thutv-five times,” said Elstead  * It’s
bound to work ’
*But if it doesn’t 77
Whyv shonldn t 1t 27
1 douldn t go down m that confounded thme,” said
Wy bndge, * for twenty thousand pounds
Cheerful chap you are,  sand Elstead, and snat
soGbly at o bubble below
‘1 don’t rnderstand vet how vou mean to work_the
thing,” said Steesens
" In the fusg place, I'moscrewed mto the sphere, sard
Elstead,  and when Ive turned the electric hght off
and on three times to show I'm cheerful, I'm swung out
over the stern by that crane, with all those big lead
smhers slung below e The top lead weight has a
roller carrving a hundired fathoms of stiong cord rolled
up. and that s all that joms the sinkers to the sphere,
except the <hings that will be cut when the affanr 1s
dropped  We use cord rather than wire rope because
1t s easier toaeut and more buoyant—necessary poimnts,
as you will wee
* Through each of the<e lead weights you notice there
1~ a hovle, and an 1ron 10d will be run through that and
will project six feet on the lower wide  If that rod 18
rammed up from’ betow, 1t knocks up a lever and sets
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the clockwork m motion at the side ot the cyhinder on
which the co d winds

Verv well - The whole aftair 19 lowered gently mto
the water, and the shings are cut The <phere floats, —
with the air mat, it s hghter than water, -but the lead
werchts oo down strarght and the cord tuns out When
the cord 15 all pad out, the sphere will go down too,
pulled down by the cord ”

But whyv thc cord 7 asked Steevens  * Why not
fasten the weights directly to the sphere ¢°

Because of the smash down below  The whole aftair
will o rushimg down, nule aftcr mile, at o headlon, pace
at last It would he knocked to preces on the bottom f
it wasn t for that cord  But the weights will hit the
bottom and ducctiv they do, the buovancs of the
sphare will come mto play It will co on sinhing slower
and slower , come to a stop at last, and then beamn to
float upward agam

That s where the ddockwork comes m Dty the
werghts smash against the sea bottom, the 10d will be
knocked through and will kick up the clockwork, and
the cord will be rewound on the 1ol 1 <hall be Tugged
down to the sea bottom  There I <hall stav for half an
hour, with the electire hight on, looking about me  Then
the dockwork will release a spring knife, the cord wall
be cut, and up I shall rush agam, ke a soda-water
bubble  The cord itself will help the tlotat on”

And af you should chance to hit a <hip ¢ wand
W ey bridge

I should come up at such a pace, I <hould go clean
through 1t,” said Elstead, * like a cannon ball  You
needn’t worry about that’



IN THE ABYSS 16

1

* And suppose some nimble crustacean should wriggle
mnto your clochwork '—-
It would be a pressing sort of invitation for me to
Al
stop, said Elstead, tuinmg his back on the water and
starmg at the sphere

Thev had swung Elstead overboard by eleven 3'elock
The day was serenely bright and calm, with the horizon
lost mm haze  The electiie glare i the'hittle upper com-
parunent beamed cheerfully three times Then they
let him down Slowly to the surface of the water, and a
satlo. e the stern chams hune ready to eut the tackle
that held the lead weights and the sphere together
The ¢lohe, which had Tooked <o Large on deek looked the
stallest thimg concervable under the «tain of the ship
It rolled a httle, and 1its two dath windows, §hich
floated uppermost, scemed hihe eyes turncd up i round
wonderment at the people who crowded the rall A
vorce wondered how Elstead hhed the rolling ¢ \re
you ready 7 sang out the commander My, ay, s !?
* Then let her go !’

The rope of the tackle tichtened against the blade and
was cut, and an eddy rolled over the ¢lobe in a grotes-
quely helpless fashion  Someone waved a handkerehief,
someone else tried an meflectual cheer, 4 middy was
counting slowly, Fight, mine, ten!  Another roll, then
with a jerk gnd a splash the thing righted itself

It seemed to be stationary for a moment, to grow
tapidly smallcr and then the water closed over 1t, and
it bocame visible, enlarged by refraction and dimmer,
below the surface Before one could coun¢ three it had
disappeared TAere was a flicker of » hite hght far down
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n the water, that dimmished to a speck and yanished.
Then there w. s nothing but a depth of water gommg down
into blackness, through which a shark was swimnming

Then suddenly the sciew of the crwiser began to
rotate, the water was crickled, the shark disappeared n
a wimhkled confusion, and a torrent of foam rushed
across the erystalline clearness that had swallowed up
Blstead  * What 5 the 1dee 7 7 said one A B to another

“We re gomg to lay oft about a couple of miles, fear
he should hit us when he comes up, sard his mate

The ship steamed <lowly to her new position Aboard
her almost evervone who was unoccupred remamed
watching the breathimg swcll mto which the sphere had
sunk  For the next half-hour 1t 15 doubtful 1if a word
was spoken that did not bear directlhy o1 mdireetly on
Elstead  The December sun was now high m the <ky,
and the heat very considerable

“He'll be cold enough down thete, said Weybridge

They sav that below o certam depth <ea water s
alwayvs just about freezing

“Whete Il he come up ¢ asked Steevens  * Ive lost
my bearings’

* That’s the spot.” <aid the commander, who prided
himself on his ommiscience He extended a precise
finger south-eastward  * And this, I reckon, 1s prettv
nearly the moment,” he said  * He's been thirty-five
minutes ' *

‘ How long does it take to reach the bottom of the
ocean ¥’ asked Steevens

' For a depth of five miles, and reckoning—as weé did
— an acceleration of two feet per second, both ways, 1s
just about three:quartem of a mute’
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* Then he's overdue,’ said Weybridge
Prettv nearly,” said the commander [ suppose 1t
takes a tew minutes for that cord of his to wind m”’
[ forgot that,” said Wevbridge, evidently relieved
And then began the suspense A mmnute slowly
dragged 1tself out, and no sphere <hot out of the water
Another followed, and nothimg broke the low oy
swell  The sailors explained to one another that httle
pomt about the wmding-in of the cord The ngging
was dotted wich expectant faces  Come up, Elstead
called one hairy -chested salt impatiently, and the others
caught’ 1t up, and shouted as though they were waiting
for the curtamn of a theatre to rise
The commander glanced niitably at them
Of course, 1if the acceleration s less than two,” he
said, “he’ll be all the longer  We aren't absolely
certain that was the proper figute I m no slavish
believer 1 caleulations
Steevens agreed concicely  No one on the quarter-
deck spoke for a couple of mmutes Then Steeveny'
watchease chiched
When, twenty -one miutes after, the sun reached the
zenith, they were still waiting for the globe to reappear,
and not a man aboard had dared to whisper that hope
was dead It was Wevbrnidge who first gave expression
to that realisation  He spohe while the sound of eight
bells still huMg in the air T alwayvs distrusted that
window, he said quite suddenly to Steevens
* Good God!’ said Steevens, * you don't think- 2’
*Well ' said Weybridge, and left the rest to s
1magination

‘I'm no great believer n calculations myself,” said
ES II M
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the commander dubiously, *so that [ m not altogether
hopeless vet And at mudmight the genboat was
steamng slowly m a spual 1ound the spot where the
globe had sunk, and the white beam of the electiie hght
fled and halted and swept discontentedly onward again
over the waste of phosphorescent waters under the
hittle stars
If his window hasn't burst and smashed him, said

Wevbiidge, * then 1t's a cursed <ieght worse, for s
clockwork has gone wrong, and he's alive now, five
miles under our feet, down there i the cold and dark,
anchored m that little bubble of his, where never a ray
of hight has shone or a human being lived, sinee the
waters were gathered together  He s there without
tood, feeling hungry and thasty and scared, wondering
whether he Il starve or stite Which will it be 2 The
Myers appatatus 1s running out, I suppose  How long
do they last 77

* Good heavens!’ he exclaimed , * what hittle things
we are ! What danng little devils ' Down there, miles
and miles of water - all water, and all this empty water
about us and this shy  Gulfs!'"  Ile threw his hands
out, and as he did so, a little white streak swept noise-
lessly up the sky, travelled more slowly, stopped, became
a motionless dot, as though a new star had fallen up mto
the sky  Then 1t went shding back again and lost 1tself
amidst the reflections of the stars and the white haze of
the sea’s phosphorescence

At the sight he stopped, aim extended and mouth
open  He shut his mouth, opened 1t again, and Wwaved
his arms with .an 1mpatient gesture Then he turned,
shouted * El-stead ahoy !’ to the first watch, and went



IN THE ABYSS 171

at a tun to Lindley and the seaichhght [ <aw him,
he satd  oStarhoard there ! His hight'®on, and he s
just shot out of the water  Bung the hicht tound  We
ought to see um driftine, when he Iifts on the swell”

But they never picked up the explorer until dawn
Then they almost ran him down  The crane was swung
out and a hoat s crew hooked the chamn to the sphere
When they had shipped the sphere they unsaowed the
manhole and peered mto the darthness of the mtenor
(for the electtie hieht chamber was mtended tolluminate
the water about the sphore; and was shut off entirely
fmm.lt\ venetal cavity)

The ann was very hot within the cavity, and the
mdrarubber at the lip of the manhole wis soft  There
was no answer to then eager questions and no sound of
movement within  Klstead seemed to be Iving mction-
less, crumpled up an the bottom of the globe  The <hip’s
doctor crawled i and hfted him out to the men outside
For o moment or o they did not know whether Klstead
was alive or dead  Ths face, i the vellow hght of the
ship s lamps, ghstened with perspriation They carrted
him down to his own cabim

He was not dead, they found, but in a state of absolute
nervous collapse, and besides eruelly bruised  For some
davs he had to Lie perfectlv still - It was a week before
he could tell his experiences

Almost b first words were that he was going down
agam  The sphere would have to be altered, he said, m
order to allow him to throw off the cord if need be, and
that 'was all  He had had the most marv ellous experl-
ence ‘ You ’chought; I should find nothmg but ooze,” he
said You laué,hcd at my explorations, and I've
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discovered a new world'’ He told his story mn dis-
connected frafments, and chiefly from the wrong end,
80 that 1t 19 1impossible to retell 1t m s words  But
what follows 13 the narrative of his experience

It began atrociously, he said  Before the cord ran
out, the thing kept rolling over  He felt hike a fiogin a
football  He could see nothung but the erane and the
<ky overthead with an oceasional ghimpse of the people
on the ship s rtail  He couldn t tell a bit which way the
thing would 10ll next  Suddenly he would find ms feet
gomg up, and try to step, and over he went rolling, head
over heels, and just anvhow, on the padding  Any
other shape would have been more comfortable, but no
other shape was to be 1ched upon under the huge
pressure of the nethermost abyvss

Suddenly the swaving ceased , the globe nghted, and
when he had piched himself up, he saw the water all
about him greeny -blue, with an attenuated-hight hltering
down from above, and a shoal of httle floating things
went rushing up past him, as 1t seemed to hum, towards
the hght  And even as he looked, 1t grew darker and
darker, until the water above was as dark as the midmight
shy, albeit of a greener shade, and the water below black.
And little transparent things i the water developed a
fant ghnt of lummoatv, and <hot past hun in famnt
greenish streahs

And the feeling of faling! It was just ke the start
of a lft, he said, only 1t kept on  One has to imagine
what that means, that keeping on It was then of all
times that Elstead repented of his adventure He saw
the chances agamst him 1 an altogether new hght He
thought of the big cuttlefish people knew to exist in the
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middle waters, the kind of thines they find half digested
m whales at times o1 Hoating dead and ®tten and half
eaten by fixh  Suppose one caught hold and wouldn’t
let o And had the elockwork really been sufliciently
tested 7 But whether he wanted to go on o1 to go back
mattered not the shghtest now

In fifts <econds evervthing was as black as might
outside «xcept where the beam tromy has hioht struck
through the waters, and piched out every now and then
some {ish o*<crap of smhimg matter  They flashed by
too fast for im to see what they were  Once he thinks
he passad a shark And then the sphere began to get
hot by friction agamst the water  They had under-
estimated this, it scems

The first thing he noticed was that he was perspirng,
and then he heard a hissig growme louder under his
feet, and saw a lot of little bubbles  very hittle bubbles
they were  pushing upward ke a fan thiough the water
outstde  Steam ! He felt the window, and 1t was hot
He turned on the mmute glow-lamp that Iit his own
cnaty, looked at the padded watch by the studs, and
saw he had been tiavelling now for two mimutes It
came mto his head that the window would crack through
the conflict of temperatures, for he knew the bottom
water 15 very neat freezing

Then suddenly the floor of the sphere seemed to press
agamst his*eet, the rush of bubbles outside grew slower
and slower, and the hissing dimmished  The sphere
rolled a hittle The window had not cracked, nothing
had'glven, and he knew that the dangerq.of sinking, at
any rate, were gver

In another minute or so he would be on the floor of
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the abyvss  He thought, he said, of Steevens and Wey-
bridge and the rest of them five miles overhead, higher
to lum than the very hichest douds that ever tloated
over land are to us, steaming slowh and stanng down
and wondering what had happencd to hin

He peered out of the window  There were no mote
bubbles now, and the hissing had stopped  Outside
thete was a heavy blackness  as black as black velvet
except where the electric icht prerced the empty watet
and showed the colour of 1t a vellow-green Then
thice things ke shapes ot e swam mto sieht tollowiag
cach other throueh the water W hether they were little
and near or big and far oft he could not tell

Fach was outlmad i a bluish heht almost as buoceht
as the highes of a fishime smack, a heht which seemed to
be stuohime greathy ) and all along the <sides of them were
spechs of this Tike the hehter portholes of a slip - Then
phosphiorescence seemed to go out as thev ecame mto
the radiance of his lamp, and he saw then that thes
were hittle fish of come strange <ort, with huge heads,
vast eves, and dwimdhng bodics and tails Than eves
were turned towards him, and he judged thev were
followmg himv down e supposcd they were attracted
by his glare

Presently others of the same <ot jomed them A« he
went on down  he noticed that the water became of a
pallid eolour, and that hittle speehs twinklea m his 1ay
lihe motes i a sunbeam  This was probably due to the
clouds of voze and mud that the impact of his leaden
sinhers had disturbed

By the time be was drawn down to the lead weights
he was 1n a dense fog of white that his electric hght failed
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altogether to prerce for mote than a few yvards, and manv
minutes elgpsed before the haneing <heemw of sediment
substded to anv extent  Then, Iit by i~ hight and
the tiansient phosphoreseence of a distant shoal of
fishes he was able to <ee under the huge blackness of the
superincumbent water an undulating expanse ot greyvish-
white ooze broken here and there by tangled thickets of a
growth of e Iilies waving huneiy tentacles i the an

Farther away were the araceful, translucent outlimes
of a group A grzantic sponges  About this tloor there
were scattered a number of buisthing flattish tufts of nch
purpe and black, which he decided must be ~ome sort
of sea-urchim, and small large-eved o1 blind things
having a curtous resemblance, some to woodlice and
othcrs to lobsters, crawled sluggishly across the track
of the hight and vanished mto the obseunty  owin,
leavimg furrowed trails behind them

Then suddenly the hoverme swarm of httle hishes
veered about and came towards him as o flicht of
statlimgs mught do o They passed over him like a phos-
phorescent snow, and then he saw bhehind them some
larecr ereature advaneine towards the sphere

At first he could ~ee 1t only dimiv, a famtly moving
figure 1emotely sugwestive of a walkimg man, and then
1t came mto the spray of heht that the lamp shot out
As the glare struck at, 1t shut 1ts eves, dazzled e
stared in rised astonishment

It was a strange vertebrated anmmal  Its dark purple
head was dimly suggestive of a chameleon, but 1t had
such®a high forehead and such a brain-case as no reptile
ever displaved before . the vertical pitch of its face g~ve
1t & most extraardlfwry resemblance to a human being
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Two large and protruding eyes projected from sockets
m chameleor fashion, and 1t had a brogd reptilian
mouth with hornv lips beneath ats hittle nostnls  In
the posttion of the cars were two huge gill-covers, and
out of these loated a branching tree of coralline filaments,
almost like the tiee-hke gills that very young 1ays and
sharks possess

But the humanity of the face was not the most
extraordinary thing about the creature It was a biped,
1its almost globular body was poised on a ‘1ipod of two
frog-like legs and a long thick tail and its fore Tunbs,
which grotesquely cancatured the human hand much
as a frog s do, carued a long shalt of hone tipped with
copper  The colour of the acature was vanegated s
head, hands, and legs were puple, but its <k, which
hune loosely upon it even as clothes might do, was a
phosphorescent ¢rey  And 1t stood theare blinded by
the Light

At last this unknown creature of the abyss blinked
its eyes open, and, shading them with 1its disengaged
hand, opened 1ts mouth and gave vent to a shouting
nowse, articulate almost as speech mwight be, that pene-
trated even the steel case and padded jacket of the
sphete  How a shouting mav be accomplished without
lungs Elstead does not profess to explamm It then
moved sidewayvs out of the glare mto the mystery of
shadow that bordered 1t on either side, an® Elstead felt
rather than saw that 1t was commng towards him  Faney -
mg the hight had attracted it he turned the switch that
cut off the curtent In another moment something soft
dabbed upon the steel, and the globe swayed

Then the shouting was repeated, and 1t seemed to him
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that a distant echo answered 1t The dabbing recurred,
and the globe swaved and ground agau®t the spindle
over which the cord was rolled  He stood in the blackness
and peered out into the everlasting nmight of the abysa
And presently he saw, verv famt and temote, other
phosphorescent quasi-human forms hunrymg towards
him

Hardly knowmmg what he did, he f< It about m his
swaymg prison for the stud of the extenior electrie light,
and came by acadent agamst his own small glow-lamp
m 1ts padded recess  The sphere twisted, and then
thiew him down , he heard <houts Iike shouts of surprise,
and when he 1ose to hus feet, he saw two paus of stalked
eyes peermg mto the lower window and reflecting his
light

In another moment hands were dabbing vigorousty at
his steel casmg, and there was a sound, hornible enough in
hus posttion,sof the metal protection of the clockwork
being vigorously hammered  That, mdeed, sent his
heatt into his mouath, for 1f these stiange creatures
succeeded m stoppmg that, his release would never
occur  Scarcely had he thought as much when he felt
the sphere sway violentlv, and the floor of 1t press hard
agamst his feet  He tuined oft the small glow-lamp that
lit the interior, and sent the rav of the laige hght i the
separate compartment out mto the water The sca-
floor and t#e man-like creatures had disappeared, and
a couple of fish chasing each other dropped suddenly by
the window

He¢ thought at once that these strange dem/vm of the
deep sea had broken the rope, and that he had escaped.
He drove up faster 'and faster, and then stopped with a
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jerh that sent him flving agamst the padded 1oof of his
prison  For walf a mmute, perhaps, he was too aston-
1shed to think

Then he felt that the sphere was spimming slowlhv and
1ockime, and 1t <comed to him that 1t was also bemng
drawn thiough the watar By crouching close to the
window he managcd to make his waeht eftective and
toll that part of the sphare downward hut he conld ~ce
nothmg wave the pale tav of his heht stnkime down
meflectinvely into the darkness Tt occuned to Vi that
he would see more it he turned the lamp oft and allowed
his eves to grow accustomed to the profound obscuuty

In this he was wise  MMtor come mimntes the velve by
blackness became a transhucent blackness and then fa
anway, and as famt as the zodracal heht ot an Enelish
sutte et evenme he caw shapes moving bdow  He
Judged these creatures had detachod s cablo, and were
towme him along the sca bottom .

And then he <iow <comethime famt and 1emote actoss
the undulations ot the submaime plain a broad horizon
of pale Tummostty that extended this wav and that way
as far as the range of s httle window pernutted him to
see To this he was bamg towed, as a batloon might be
towed by men out of the open country imto a town  He
approached 1t very slowlyv, and very slowly the dim
mradiation was vathered together mto more dohinte
shapes

It was nearly tive o dock betore he came over this
luminous area, and by that time he could make out an
artangement suggestive of streets and houses grouped
about a vast roofless erection that was grotesquely
suggestive of a rumcd abbey It was spread out lihe a
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map below him The houses were all roofless enclosnres
of walls, and thenr substance bemg, as ®e afterwards
saw, of phosphoreseent bones, cave the place an appear-
ance as it it were built of drowned mooshie

Among the mner caves of the place waiving tiees of
crinord stretched therr tentacles and tall, Slender glassy
sponges <hot Iike shimmge nunarets and Tilies of filmy
Light out of the goneral glow of the s In the open
spaces of the place he could see a stinnmg movement as
of crowds of heople but he was too many fathoms above
them to distinewsh the imdividuals i those crowds

Then slowlv they pulled him down and as they dud
coethe detals of the place crept slowhy upon has appre-
henston  He saw that the courses of the clouds bhuldmes
were marked out with beaded Iines of round objects, and
then he percenved that at several pomts helow him
broad open spaces ware forms ke the encrusted shapes
of ships .

Slowly and sutely he was drawn down and the forms
below him became brghter, clearcr, more distinet He
was bemyg pulled down, he percerved  towards the large
building i the centre of the town, and he could catch

ghimpse ever and again of the multitadimous forms
that were lueoing at his cord  He was astomshed to see
that the ricome of one of the ships, which formed such
a prominent feature of the place, was crowded with a
host of ges®®ulating ficures regarding him, and then the
walls of the great building rose about him silently, and
hid the aty from his eyes

And such walls they w ere, of water-logged wood, and
twisted wire- roge, and 1ron spars, and, co‘ppvr and the
bones and skulls of dead men The skulls ran m ugzag
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lines and spirals and fantastic curves over the building ;
and m and out of their eyve-sockets, and over the whole
surface of the place, lurtked and played a multitude of
sthvery Tittle fishes

Suddenly his ears were filled with a low shoutimg and
a noise ke the violent blowing of horns, and this gave
place to a fantastic chant  Down the sphere sank, past
the huge ;mmtv(l' windows, through which he saw vacuely
a great number of those strange  ghosthhe people te-
garding him, and at last he came to rest,tas 1t secmed,
on a kind of altar that stood i the centre of the place

And now he was at such a level that he could see
these strange people ot the abyvss plamlv once more
To his astomishiment, he percenved that they were pro-
strating themselves before him, all save one, dies ed as
it wremed moa 1obe of plwoid seales, and crowned with
a luminous diadem, who ~stood with hus 1eptihan mouth
openmy and shuttimg g~ though he led the chanting of
the worshippers

\ cuttous mpulse made Elstead tuin on his small
glow-lamp again, so that he became visible to these
creatures of the abyss, albat the ¢lare made them
disappear forthwith mto might At this sudden sight of
him, the chanting gave place to a tumult of exultant
shouts, and Elstead, bemg anxious to wateh them,
turned Ins hght oft agamm, and vamshed from before
their eves  But for a time he was too blind to make out
what they were domg, and when at last he could dis-
tinguish them, they were hneeling agamm  And thus
they continued worshipping him, without rest or inter-
mission, for 'the, space of three lours ‘

Most crcumstantial was Elstead’s account of this
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astounding citv and 1ts people, these people of perpetual
night, who have never seen sun or moon & stars, green
vegetation, nor any hiving, an-breathing creatures, who
know nothing of fire, nor any hight but ¢he phosphores-
cent hight of Iiving things

Starthing as 1s hus story, 1t 15 yet more starthing to find
that scientific men, of such emmence as Adams and
Jenkins find nothing meredible mm 1t They tell me
they see no reason why mtellicent, .\mtcr-bro.lthlng,
vertebrated @eatures, mured to a low temperature and
enormous pressure, and of such a heavy strueture that
nefther alive not dead would they foat, might not hive
upan the bottom of the deep seq, and quite unsuspected
by us, descendants like ourselves of the great Therio-
morpha of the New Red Sandstone age

We should be known to them, however, as stramge,
meteoric creatures, wont to fall catastiophically dead
out of the mvsterious blackness of their watery sky
And not only we ourselves, but our ships, our metals,
our apphances, would come rammg down out of the
night  Sometimes <inking things wonld smite down
and crush them, as if 1t weire the judgment of some
unseen power above, and sometimes would come things
of the utmost rarty or utility, or shapes of mspiring
suggestion  One can understand, perhaps, something of
their behaviour at the descent of a hving man, 1f one
thinks whaea barbaric people might do, to whom an
enhaloed, shimng creature came suddenly out of the
sky

At one time or another Elstead probably told the
officers of the Plarmigan every detai] of his strange
twelve hours i the abyss That he also intended to
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wnite them down s certain, but he never did, and <o
unhawppily wé have to prece together the, discrepant
fragments of his story from the reminisecences of (fom-
mander Simmons, Weybndee, Steevens, Lindley, and
the others

We see the thing darkly o fragmentary ghimpses —
the huge ghostly buildimg, the bowing, chanting people,
with their dark  chamelcon-like heads and  fantly
luminous clothmg, and Elstead, with s heht tured on
agam, vainly tiving to convey to then mends that the
cord by which the sphere was held was to be severed
Minute after mimute shpped away, and Elstead, 1doking
at his watch, was hornfied to find that he had oxvgen
only for four hours more  But the chant in his honow
kept on as remorselesslv as if 1t was the marchimg song
of s approachmg death

The manner of hus release he does not understand, but
to judee by the end of the cord that hung from the
sphere, 1t had been cut through by rubbing against the
cdge of the altar  Abruptly the sphete rolled over, and
he swept up, out of thenr wotld, as an ethereal creature
clothed m a vacuum would sweep through our own
atmosphere back to its native ether again He must have
toin out of thenr <wight as a hvdrogen bubble hastens
upwards from our air A strange ascension it must have
seented to them

The sphere rushed up with even greater ¥ slocity than,
when werghted with the lead sinkers, 1t had 1ushed down
[t became exceedingly hot It drove up with the
windows uppermost, and he remembers the torrént of
bubbles frothmg agamst the glass Every moment he
expected this to fly Then suddenly something hike a
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compartment began spmmnmg about him, d he tamted
His next recollection was of his cabin, and of the doetor s
VOl

But that 15 the substance of the oxtraordinary ston
that Elstead related i fragments to the oflicers of the
Ptrvnngae e pronused to wiite 1t all down at a later
date  Ths nund was cluetly occupred with the improve-
ment ot his apparatus, which was eflec fed at Lo

It temaimseonly to tell that on February 2, 1896, he
made his second descent mto the ocean abyss, with the
mprovements his fitst expertence suggested What
hapgpened we shall probably never know  He never
returned  The Ptarnagan beat about over the pomt of
his submersion, seekime him m vam for thuteen dayvs
Then she returned to Rio, and the news was telegrowhed
to his fuends  So the matter remams for the present
But 1t 1~ hardly probable that no further attempt will
be made 1o veufy his strange story of these hitherto
unsuspected cities of the deep sea

The Plattner Story «nd Others, 1897






NOTES AND EXERCISES *
MALACHIS (COVE

AvtroNy Trottorr (IS15 1882)

Anthony "Trollope, the son of a popular novchst, was educatod
at Winchester and Hartow, and ufter some ventures i other
dircctions passed twenty sivyvears i the servies of the Post Othee,
first 15 a clerkm Ircland ind thenas a survayor in 'nghind - Hhs
work took himealso to the West Indies, gy pt and the Umted
States, he trawvedlad m France, Vustiailia and South \fuca, and
evarvwhore his keen obscrvation provided him with materal tor
his novels  He maude his tust popular success with The Warden
(1%35)  This was followed by othars of the famous Barchoster
et which enabled him to boast thait he had added a now
county, * Bar ¢tshine,” to the map of England  Certamly  his
best most cbatactenstic work was done m descriibing upper and
upper middle dass Tite i county and cathedral town, for this was
the soacty with which he was thoroughly famthar

He v < onc of the most methodicd and industrious of noyvchists,
oftcn s tting himsoIf to write <o many words an hour  and (which
15 vary much ragar) succceding ' His fifty novels are ncarlv all
rood  None of til(‘lll 1s really great, but Barchestcr Powers, Docto
Thorne and onc or two morc come not far short of grovtness and
contam unforggttable hgures  He never tried to probe deeply
mto humin charactcr, or to do much more than chronicle every
dav hife as he saw 1t, but he saw 1t so clearly and desanbed 1t so
well that his novels have latdly regamed the populanty which
they ¢njoyed i his own hifetime

‘Malachr’s Cove,” typical in manner, shows much of his quiet
shall

I Sayv what vou think of Barty’s behaviour to Mally before
the acadent

2 Wnte n full the conversation which took place between
Mally and Bart$ on his first visit to the cove . or arrange a debate
betwoen two speahers who represent the two characters

The excraises have been made farrly numerous and of varying dithculty
in ordee to provide a chowe It 14 not mtended that every s should
plough through every excrcse !

Some of the questions mav be protfitibly discussed 1n #lags before they
wre answered m owniting  Lhe scctions on the auth ors and their work are
also intended to provifle nfaterial for discussion and amplification

ES IT 185 N
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3 Why did Barty's father and mother think that Mallv had
caused his injuries, and how far were they justified ?

1 Desertbe Madlv s character and appearance, making the
preture as ahive as posstble You might bcein She was leaping
from rock to tock when I saw her hiest '

5 Imagine that yvou are standimg on the hff path, lookmg
down into Malwhi's Cove and when yvou can sce 1t all clearly
(not bhefore) descuibe what vou sce

6 Wite a short story which cxpluns how Mdly cime to be

living alone with har vondtather aind workine for him <o de
votodly

FURTHER RLADING

Fhe Wearden by Anthony Trollope, «dited by T D Myers
Maunulb, 25)  Buarchester Towars by Anthony Trollop (Mac
millan 35)

SVEND AND HIS BRETHRIEEN
Wit Monrs (1831 1596)

There s an cven greator contrast botweoen the hte and character
of Motrs and Trollope than between the two stotwes by which they
ve tcpresented hare Trollope was e ofhoent anal savant
lover of fox hunting wnd good hivine a tedlor of tales tor thar own
<sihe Walliom Morns was one of the most vasatile of all Lnglish
men of letters Poct, tomance witar, pamtee uchitect, printer
and publishar crftsman m wood and metal and stamed glass
soctal rcformer and prophet, he was m-pracd m adl his activities
by the love of bowty and the desire to mahe 'nelish hfe more
beautiful - In his hatred of the ughness which was spreading ovar
the facc of England hike 1 plague, and still continues to spread,
Mortis often turncd buk to the Middle Ages for both subjcit
matfer ind style asm Svend and his Brethron *and this was his
chicf himk with DG Rosscttr and others ot the Pre Raphachtes

He wrote casily and coprously  His numetous poems included
two very long narratives m veaase The Life and Death of Jason
(1867) and  [he Eawthly Pwadise (185683 70)  He  translated
Ieelindic Sagas, the feneid and the Odyssey, wrote many short
tales and longer romances, and lectured much on socialism and
art  Probably, however, his most influential work "was n crafts
manship  He «d a great deal to revive decorative art and tine
printing, and his pame will alwavs be associated with the famous
Kelmscott Press which he set up at Hammersmith
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I “They were staves,” says Morns  (Page 31)  Taplamn his
meanng

2 What connection 15 there between the story and the con-
cuding passage from * the book of a certain chromeler ” ?

3 Divide the story into five or siv scctionseshow where each
section beems and suggest a title for cach

4 Tmagine that you wre Siur and tedl the story briefly m your
own words

5 Is there any pomt which s not made cdaar ? IS there any
thing in the story which vou dishihe 7

6. Say briefly what vou think of Cissely, Sner and Svend

7 Write a scqued showing ather (@) how dostruction came to
the people whaan Svend left bohind o (h) what happened to
Svend and his followers Tmatate Morns s styvle as closely as you
in

8 What have you noticed thout the stvle i which this story

s wittten ¢ Docs it rennnd you of any books vou know ¢ What
et 1s Morrs tryving to act 2 Docs e succeed 2 Do you hike
the style ?

9 Who vere the Pre Raphachites and what were thar aims ?

I RTHER REFADING

The Lafe and Death of Jason by Willlam Morns, abridged and
cdited by W Jepson (Umiform with this volume )  Prose
and Poctry, by Wilham Morris — Le Morte I’ Arthur, by Sir
Thomas Milory  Sclections edited by D. M Macardle  (Uniform
with this volume )

BLOW UP WITH THE BRIG!’

Winkit Corrins (1524 1889)

Wilkie Colling 19 onc of the many Enghsh writers who have been
called to the War and have then drifted from law into hiterature
After the publication of his first novel, .Antonina, 1n 1850, he
became very friendly with Dickens and thenceforth the two were
cosely associated A number of Colling’ novels appeared as
serialsein Dickens’ paper, 41l the } ear Round, and Dickens acted
in The Lighthouse (1833) and others of Collins’, plays They
collaborated 1 several novels and tales and the greater care 1n
plot construction Which marks Dickens’ later work was due
partly to his friend s example and nfluence
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In the greatest novels, asin the greatest plavs, characterisation
13 of more imp rtance than anvthimg clse and by this standard
Colling’ work nova attamed grcatness But he had rcmarkable
aifts for the construction of plot and the creation of dramatic
suspense which haye rarcly beon rivalled, and his two best novels,
The Woman in Whate (1860) and I'he Moonstone (1865) e mystery
stories which hold the rcadar fasamated to the end by shecr skall
mn the tclling

I What arc the wvantaces and drisady intages of telling a
story 1n the first porson 2

2 What have yott louned from the story about South America,
Bolivar, and hife at sca m the catly minctcenth contury 2

3 Wittc o patwniph contiasting Colhins sivle with  that
adoptcd by William Moriis i Svend and his Brethren?

4 Describe the arcumstances i which the story s to d and
give a pen portrtait of the satlot  Before becmuing work von
mizht consider as mode IS the settine m which the story of Richard
Doublcdick s told, and the pen portiart of Lord Goorge Gordon
and his secretary  both by Dichens  (See * The Scven Poor
Travellers,” i Volume U oof these Selected English Stores, and
Barnaby Rudye )

5 Compare this story with Poc’s © Descent into the Maclstrom,’

which 15 i Volume |

6 Write a story about v man who 1s haunted by a pctiol gauge
or by the ticking of a clock

7 Imagine that vou were the mate from the Amertean ship
who rescued the satlor, and tcll your story

FURTHER READING

The Voonstone end The Waoman in W hite, by Wilkie C'ollina
* The Perils of Certain Enelish Prisoners,” by Charles Dickens and
Wilkie Collins

HOW SANTA CLAUS (CAME TO SIMPSON S BAR
Brer HarTr (1839 1902)

The last American writer to be repiesented in this volume,
Franas Bret Harte, was born in New York, with English, German
and Hebrew blood in his veins At the age of seventeen, very
fortunately for his development as an auwthor, he went with his
mother to Cahforma, where gold had been discovered in 1848
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The delicate lad became 1in turn chemist’s clerk, schoolmaster,
compositor, miner, Indian highter, journalist and secretary to the
superintendeit of the San Francsco Mint, and ti#® rugged hfe of
the new settlements nourished him in body and mind ~ When ho
founded the Overland Honthly i 1868 he alrcady had a more than
local reputation for his sketches of Cahformean hfe, pocms and
humorous verses, and a serwes of Condensed Novels, which were
amusing parodies of Dichens, Wilkie Collins, Victor Hugo and
other novehists of the time The Luck of Roarmng Camp,’
‘Tenncsscd's Partner’ and other tales which he published o his
magazine greatly icreased his fame, and he returned to the I st
to lccture and to contribute to the 1tlantac Monthly  In 1878 ho
was appointcd Umited States Consul at Croféld, i Prusaa, and
later at Glasgow  In 1850 he went to London, to devote himsclf
wholly to hterdture He dicd at Cunbaloy, Surrcy, i 1902

To the last he was a prohfic wirter, but Jus work 15 undis-
tincurghe d aport from his carhar tales and poems of Cahforma
1t% as the strange rough hfe of the mining camps, full of contrasts,
extravacancos and humour, which stumulated hiy talont and gave
him® the unique materid which he shaped with such rehned skall

1 What were Dick Bullen's motives for making his dangerous
journcy ?

-

2 'The Old Man’s phras, “a tear round’ (pace 74) 19 richly
humorous when all the cucumstances are considered  Write
down four or fjve other phrascs from the story which have a
suntlar richness and oxplun why vou have chosen any one of
them

3 Tell the story of Dich Bullen's nde  or compare 1t with any
other herowe nide of which you have read

1 Say bricfly what you think of (a) Dk, (h) the Old Man, (¢)
the child

5 Would you describe this story as romantic ?

6 Tt was the genius of Bret Harte to be at once real and un
real, warm with truc scntiment and the tdller of an evidently
fanciful tale When he was himself, I ¢ fused reahty and un-
reality, or, if that bc impossible, mingled them in such a way that
we know not whether we be hcve or disbclicve, and do not care
Here 18 humanity i fancy dress the roughness of it miking no
difference to the fact that 1t 13 fancy dress, and we may take a
smiling pleasure 1n the masquerade and yet be moved by the
gcnuine sentiments of the figures  The word * sentiments ™ 13
used advisedlv  Bret Harte does not venture om the passions’

Stet,” 1n the S(ztu‘daz/ Revieu

How far does this criticism apply to this story ?
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FURTHER READING

The Twck of Roaring Camp and Solected Storees and Poem~ by
Bret Harte  (Modan Readar < Scries, Macmillan, Os) Paul
Rovere s Ride “ e Longtcllow s Pales of @ Wayside Inn 1 Book
of FEscapes and Hwrred Jowrneys, by John Buchan

THE BOTTLE TMP
L StrviNsoN (1850 1894)

Robert Lours Stovenson ramains the most popadar of the later
Victornm witars, for his stores of romantic adventure tppaal to
readors of all vros and the bost of his ossavs and pocms are as
chumme as e was himsclt

Born and cductcd m Ddimburzh, of 4 famaly of engince < he
was Cllad to the Scottr h Ba, but tortunately he hknew tht
htervture not Taw we has truc vocttion Por yous he woendored
Earope wd Vinenicr, seckime hoalth and new oxpancnces s
cacer Tove of wyventure alw vwvs hirme him oon Rom e to him
was whitover was happonenz ronnd the nost turn of the rod aind
beyvond the next bond of the rivar 7 At Tast he scttled with s
witc and tamedy o Samoy, where the notives, whom he betraonded
to cood purpos naned i Tausitad oy teller of tales He dicdom
Samou at the eulv axe of forty tour, leavine unhnished hes
crcttest novel Wewr of Hermoston

When he beov to wiite e phoved the sadulous ape to ereat
withors of the past and ~o developod chighly polished tvle which
Woas it st too atiliend bat Tater hocwune frecr more vinle with
out losmge its dehic ey and beauty His st success was with the
mmmort Mreaswre Islaoed (1853) 0 His fune crew with the novels
and short stores which followed nctably Aednapped Dy Jelyll
and Mr Hyde, The Mastar of Ballantiac and Island Naghts Fonter
taenments  He s onc of the most accomplished of 1 naglsh <hort
<tory witters and novelbsts af he howd hived to fultil the promise ot
Wear of Herneeston he would have hoon one of the groeatest

S Lhe Bottle Tmp was the tirst prece of fiction ever oftored
to the Sunoan people  writes Mrs Steven on, s publicwtion
(in the Sule the Lorch of Samoa) raisimg the cuculation of the
papcr to an unprecedented extent It was wnitten in 1 onehish
and translated by a missionary into the Samoan tongue, witl the
title, O Le Fangu itu

1 Does the storv end happily ?
2 Outhine the character of heawe or hokua
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3 By what method does the author tiv to impress the readcr
with the hoynible appearance of the mmp / Dogs he succecd ¥
What wdvantge has this method ¢

4 Whyv did Keawe try to get the bottle back after sclhine 1t to
Lopoka * How ard he obtamn 1t #

» What gencral rdeas about Haw urand its pec ple has the story
siven you !

6 Is there any thaing m the story which sugecsts that it was not
ot dly wittten tor an I nohsh audicnce ¢

7 Look up wa, kanivv Capoun Cook aind Prester John i
dictionuy and an cncvdopedia, and then wigte from momory
brict notc on cach

S Wrnite a <hert story showimg how the imp got ito the bottle |
ot telate nother adventure of the bottle hofore orafter the ovents
descnbad by Stovenson

E 4
Indicate iy passwrc e the story which scems to you party
cululy well wiitten and sav why vou ke 1t
10 The Haw urnins have degencrtad t by as thon aslands
have become more anvihsed Do vou know any other promitis e
peoples who have suftared m the same way 2 Can vou suggest an
«xplanation #

TURTHER READING

‘Markham ®*‘Thrawn Janet,” *'The Sue de Malctroit’s Door,
CThe Marry Men, short stoues by ROL Stavenson The Mon
hey's Paw, by W W Jacobs

THE THREE STRANGERS
Truosas HAarDY (1840 192%)

Thomas Hardy was born ten vears before Stevenson and had
published nearly all his novdls and short storics when Stevanson
dicd, vetat s d fhoult to think of him as the eathier of the two It
was not onlysphat he survived Stevenson by morc than thirty
vears, Iving on mto a new era i which his novals had become
clissies and his ganmis was universally rccounsed, 1t was also
that morc fortunate than Weordsworth, he kopt his litcrary
vitalidy to the last  Descrting prose at the age of hifty-eight or so,
he turned bach to his early ambition and made himsclf a <ccond
reputation, a3 a poet

He was born andshe dred near the quict towt of Dorchester, 1n
Dorset, and he belonged to the countryside, which he understood
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asonly the courtryman can  While still practising as an architect,
i his earlv manhood, he travelled extensively e the southern
and westorn counties, and 1t was the hfe of these countiwes, for
which he revived the name of th  Saxon kingdom, that he de-
picted i his - Wessex Novels " and short stories The atmosphere
of his works 15 oiten dark with tragcdy and misery, but 1t 1s
rchicved by rustic humour and unforge ttvble pictures of scenery ,
and by his genus tor the interpretation of character, especially
peasint chractor, his skill i unfolding a story, his poctic msight
and the gum imaginative power which holds the rcadar hike a
gpell, he ranks among the gretest Enghsh novehists For many
readors, however, hrymasterpicce s 'he Dynasts (1904 8), a great
“eprc drama T of Furope durmg the Napolconic wars

1 Describe the scene which th thitd stranecr sav when he
opencd the doot

2 Nhketch the charactars of the constable, the hangm o and
the escaped prisonct

3 Comparc Hardy s countrymen with Bret Harte s nuncrs

4 If you were turning this story imto a one act play what are
the chicf alterations which you would make ¢

3 Which character supplhics the humour m this story, and when
18 he most amusing /

6 Wit the account of the evening s adventures which the
magistrate giuve to his family when he ot home

7 Arrange a debate on the motion That capital punmishment
should be abohshed

FURTIIER READING

The Trumpet Major, abridged by (" I knox  Scenes from the
Dynasts, sclected and cdited by J H bovler  (Both uniform with
this boolk ) Under the Greenwood ree All by Thonas Hardy

IN THE ABYSS
H G Wiirs (1866- )

Mr H G Wells, the onlyv hiving wiiter represented n this book,
15 one of the most popular novclsts of the day, and something
mot¢, for his novels and his many other books have had a good
deal of mfluence upon people who think about the way mn which
the woild 19 or_anised and how 1t mught be improved

Aftar bang in tyrn draper s assistant, schoo'master and saence
lecturer, Mr Wells was driven into literature by a severe 1llness
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His first novel, The Time Wachine (1893) was a strihingly orizinal
story of a machime which enabled its inventor to gavel backwards
and forward® in time  This was followed by other romances, cuch
as The War of the Worlds, I'he War an the 1v and The Food of
the Gods, 1n which he put his scientiic hnowledge to highly 1me
aginative use and far surpassed the similav %ttempts made by
Jules Varne and Fdgar Allan Poc , and at the same time he wiote
Kapps (1905), The Hastory of Wy Polly (1910) and other richly
humorous novels which were based partly upon his own carly
CXPerences

Fiction alone could not satisfy him  His mind bas alw v been
restloss, his encres meshaustible, and he 1s pagstonately interested
m the problems of socicty, politics education and rchowon His
later works mcdude a grcat History of the World, survevs of
sarence «nd of economics, and many pohitical punphlots, while his
novels have become morc and more “novels with 1 purpose,” until
they Lave almost <oascd to be novels at Al His work has suffadd
from over-production, and the artist m him hw ginven way to the
soctal reformcr to the dctriment of his htarary achwovcment, bat
for *thousands of rcaders all over the world he has been a prophet
of hope, and his cather novels and short stones, full of humour,
ongmality and mmadinative power, remam amony the best that
hasve been written i our time

I Descnbe the sphere and explaimn how 1t worked

2 The cxplorcr,’ the author (Al Flstcad Do vou acree with
the descnption®?

3 Waite the story of what happencd to Flstead on hs sccond
descent

4 Describe the aty at the bottom of the sea, using only the
details given by Mr Wells

5 From cncyclopedias and other rcforonce books find out all
vou can about the descents into the occan depths which have been
made by Dr Willhlam Beebe in his bathyspheore

6 In what re-pects does this story ditter from all the others m
this book ?

7 Write a short story explaming  what a barbaric people
mizht do, to whom an (nhaloed, shimng creaturc came suddonly
out of the <k¥® The (rcature might be an waator i a parachutc

I'URTHER READING

Ollected Short Storiwcs, The History of My DPolly, The Time
Machine, The War of the Worlds, The War in the lir, by H G
Wells  The Maragot Jeep, by Sir Arthur (‘énan Doyle ‘'lhe
Lost God,” by John Russcll
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GENERAL

1 Which character i this book mtcrests vou most and why -

2 Choosc from the bool throe or four passices which scem to
vou puticularly well wirtten, and mke any mtctheont comm ot
on thom

3 Compare any story m th s boolk with any other short tory
vou know

4 Which storwes (if any) would vou describe as (1) hunmorous,
(2) tragic, (3) pathctic () rcistic (5) fantstic (b) romantic
(7) farcacad, (5) mclodramatic (9 lnstoncal # The samdc sto + may
appear undcr more v or e headim s

S Dascrtbe any amusme or ¢voitine merd ntoan the book

6 Which of these stores do veu hl e bost and why 7
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