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would not. It came now to Herrick, with the

authority of a revelation. There was no escape

possible. The open door wa closed in his recreant

face. He must go back into the world and

imongst men without illusion. He must stagger

on to the end with the pack of his responsibility

and his disgrace, until a cold, a blow, a merciful

chance ball, or the more merciful hangman,

should dismiss him from his infamy. There were

men who could commit suicide ; there were men

who could not ; and he was one who could not.

For perhaps a minute, there raged in his mind

the coil of this discovery ; then cheerless certitude

followed; and, with an incredible simplicity of

submission to ascertained fact, he turned round

and struck out for shore. There was a courage

in this which he could not appreciate ; the igno-

bility of his cowardice wholly occupying him. A

strong current set against him like a wind in his

face; he contended with it heavily, wearily,

without enthusiasm, but with substantial advan-

tage ; marking his progress the while, without

pleasure, by the outline of the trees. Once he

had a moment of hope. He heard to the south-

ward of him, towards the centre of the lagoon,

the wallowing of some great fish, doubtless a

shark, and paused for a little, treading water.

? 'ght not this be the hangman? he thought.


