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l'l‘ was a cold, foggy, dreary evemng n May, Along the
Strand blurred patehes of light marked the position of the
lamps.  The flaring shop windows fickered vaguely with
steamy brightness through the thick and heavy atmosphere.

The high lines of houses which led down to the Embank-
ment were all dark and deserted, or iluminated only by the
glimmering lamp of the carctaker. At one point, however,
there shone out tfrom three windows apon the second loor, a
rich flood of light, which broke the sombre monotony of the
tereace.  Passengers glanced up curiousty, and drew cach
others' attention to the ruddy ylare, for it marked the
chambers of Francis Pericord, the mventor and cleetrical
engineer.  Long into the witches of the night the glem of his
Lunps hore witness to the untiving coergy and restless industry
which was rapidly carrving him to the first rank in his
profession.

Withir the chamber there sat two men. The one was
Pericord himself=hawk-faced and anguolar, with the black hair
and brisk bearing which spoke of his Celtic origin. - The other
—thick, sturdy, and blue-eyed, was Jeremy Brown, the well
known mechanician.  They had heen partners in many an
invention, i which the ereative gemus of the one had been
aided by the practical abilities of the other. It was aguestion
amonyg their friends as to which was the better man,

It was no chance visit which had brought Brown into
Pericord's workshop at so late an hour.  Business was to he
done~husiness which was to decide the failure or suecess of
months of work, and which might affect their whole careers.
Between them lay a long brown table, stained and corroded
by strong acids, and littaed with giant carboys, Fame's
accumulators, Voltaie piles, coils of wire, and great blocks of
non-conducting poreclain. In the midst of all this lumber there
stood a singular whizzing, whirring machine, upon which the
eyes of hoth partners were riveted.

A small square metal reeeptacle was connected by mumerous
wires to a broad steel girdle, furnished on cither side with two
powerful projecting joims.  The givdle was motionless, but the
joints with the short arms attached to them flashed around
every few sceonds, with a pause between cach rhythmic turn,
The power which moved them came evidently from the metal
box. A subtle odor of ozone was in the air.

* How about the phlanges, Brown 7 asked the inventor.

“They were o large to bring, They are seven foot by
three. There is power enough there to work them however,
T will answer for that.”

“ Almminum with an alloy of copper 2*

“Yes,”

* See how beaatitully it works!”  Pericord stretched out o
thin nervous hand, and pressed 2 button upon the machine.
The joints revolved more slowly, and came presently to adead
stop. Again he touched a spring and the arms shivered and
woke up again into their crisp metallic life, ** The experimenter
need not exert his muscular powers,” he remarked. e has
only to be passive, and use his intelligence.”

*Thanks to my motor,” said Brown.

“Qur motor,” the other broke in sharply.

*Oh, of course,” said his colleague impatiently. ‘“The
motor which you thouglht of, and which I reduced to practice
—callit what vou like."”

¢ 1ealt it the Brown-Pericord motor," cried the inventor,
with an angey flash of his dark cyes. ** You worked out
the details, but the abstract thought is mine, and mine alone,”

“An abstract thonght won't turn an engine,” said Brown
doggedly,

“That was whe I took you into partuership,” the other
retorted, denmming nervously with his fingers upon the table.
“Tinvent  Youbuild, 1t is a fair division of labor.”

Brown pursed up his lips, as though by no means satisfied
upon the point.  Seeing, however, that further argument was
useless he turned his attention to the machine, which was
shivering and rocking with each swing of its arms, as though
a very little more would send it skinuning from the table.

s it not splendid 2** eried Pericord.

“It is satisfactory,” said the more phlegmatic Anglo-Saxon,

“There’s immortality in it!”

* There's money init!"”

*Our names will go down with Montgolfier’s.”

* With Rothschild’s, I hope.”

*No, no, Brown; you take too material a view,” cried the
inventar, rvaising his gleaming cyes from the machine to his
companion.  *Our fortunes are a mere detail. Money is a
thing which every heavy.witted merchant in the country
shares with us. My hopes rise to something higher than that.
Our true reward will come in the gratitude and good-will of
the human race.”

Brown shrugged his shoulders.  ** You may have my share
of that,” hesaid. 1 am a practieal man. We must test our
invention,*

“Where can we do it 27

“That is what 1 wanted to speak about. It must he
absolutely seeret.  If we had private grounds of our own it
wonld be an casy matter, but there is no privacy in London.”

*\We must take it into the country.”

“1 have a suggestion o offer,” said Brown, “My brother
has a place in Sussex on the high land near Beachy Head.
There is, T remember, 2 large and lofty barn near the house,
Will is in Scotlaud, but the key is always at my disposal.
Why not take the machine down to-morrow and test it in the
barn ¥

* Nothing could be better.”

*“Chere is a train to Eastbourne at one.”

* 1 shall be at the station.”

“ Bring the gear with you, and I'shall bring the phlanges,”
sadd the wechanician, rising.  “To.morrow will prove whether
we have been following @ shadow, or whether fortune is at
owr feet. One o'clock at Vietoria.,”  He walked swiftly down
the stair and was quickly reabsorbed into the flood of com-
fortiess clammy humanity which ebbed and flowed along the
Strand,

- - - . -

The morning was bright and spring-like. A pale blue sky
archied over London, with a few ganzy white clouds drifting
lazily across it. At 11 o'clock Brown might have been scen
entering the Patent Office with a great roll of parchment
diagrams and plans under bis arm. At 12 he emerged again
smiling, and, opening his pocket-book, he packed away very
carcfully a small slip of official blue paper. At five minutes to
one his cab rolled into Victoria Station, Tiwo giant canvas-
covered parcels, like enormous kites, were handed down by the
cabman from the top, and consigned to the care of a guard.
On the platform Pericord was pacing up and down, with long
cager step and swinging arms, a tinge of pink upon his sunken
and sallow cheeks.

“All right 2* he asked.

Brown pointed in answer to his baggage.

“I have the motor and the girdle already packed away in



